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PREFACE. 


6 lies reign of King Alfred, the greatest and the best 
sovereign by whom the destinies of this, or perhaps of 
any other country were ever influenced, and “ whose merit,” 
it is affirmed by Mr. Hume, “ both in private and public 
life may with advantage be set in opposition to that of any 
monarch or citizen which the annals of any age or any 
nation can present to us,” forms a remarkable era, which 
early historical impressions, and in some degree poetical 
associations, have made dear and familiar to the mind of © 
every Englishman. With respect to the different attempts 
which have hitherto been made to illustrate in verse this 
favourite topic, it is sufficient to observe, that it has had 
the fortune to be treated only by writers of subordinate 
powers, and in a manner, and with a success far from 
commensurate with its scope and dignity. 

The following Poem, having been projected by the 
Author at a very early period of his life, after he had 
bestowed upon it many years of unwearied application, 
was approaching nearly to its conclusion, when it was 
interrupted by his indisposition, and unfortunately left, but 
only to a small extent, incomplete at his death. The object 
which he appears to have contemplated in its original 
design, or at least to which in the progress of his work, 
he was induced to enlarge his views, was equally arduous 
and noble. In the course of his professional education, his 
studies had been addressed to the groundwork of the English 
laws and constitution as framed by our Saxon ancestors ; 
and the enthusiastic admiration which he conceived for 
the virtues and genius of Alfred the Great, inspired him 
with the idea of attempting a theme full of attraction to 
the historian and the poet, from the lustre of that monarch’s 
character, the romantic vicissitudes of his life, and the im- 
portance of the events which distinguished his reign. 
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Extending his project greatly beyond the limits to which 
either the talents of his predecessors, or the mode of exe- 
cution adopted by them, had restricted their works, the 
Author resolved to employ such powers as he possessed, 
unremittingly exercised throughout his life from youth to 
age, and whatever time he could redeem from the claims 
of a laborious profession, in the production of a Poem, 
which, as being truly national in its interest and its aim, he 
hoped might prove not unacceptable to his country. 

In the earlier portion of his labours, there can be no 
doubt that he had proposed to model them on the stricter 
rules of the Classical Epic; and to measure them by the 
compass which custom has prescribed for works of that 
description. But from this form, partly owing to the 
abundance of his materials, and the comprehensive nature 
of his plan, and partly to the exuberance of bis own 
imagination, he gradually found himself compelled to 
deviate; and by giving to his Poem more of the character 
of an Epic Romance, to avail himself of the greater licence 
and facilities of which that style admits. The necessity of 
this becomes apparent, when the magnitude of his object 
is fully comprehended and appreciated. This was nothing 
less than to illustrate, in a national Poem, the character 
and actions of the wisest and greatest of our princes; to 
give a vivid picture of the times in which he lived, of the 
state in which he found and left the country that he ruled, 
of the celebrated individuals by whom he was surrounded, 
and of the religion, laws, and learning, which he sup- 
ported and improved. In this light his work must be 

regarded not merely as a Poem, but as a biography of the 
Monarch, a history of his age, and an epitome of its 
antiquities, its topography, mythologies, and civil and 
military condition. For the completion of such a design, 
extensive researches amongst contemporary writers, and 
repeated excursions throughout various parts of the king- 
dom, were indispensable; and to the acquisition of inform- 
ation to be thus collected, he freely devoted his fortune, 
his labour, and his time. Abundant proofs exist, particularly 
in the more advanced stages of his Poem, of his great and 
surprising industry in these respects. The principles upon 
which he endeavoured to develope his subject in a political 
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and patriotic point of view, are concentrated in the maritime 
ascendancy of England, the encouragement of her commerce, 
and the preservation of national independence, by a perfect 
concord between the kingdoms united under the British 
Crown. 

With regard to another great feature of his work, a 
wide field for the exercise of those powers of imagination 
which in him appear to have been almost inexhaustible, 
was opened in the striking fictions of the Gothic Mythology. 
But the poetical imagery and fanciful conceptions with 
which that superstition is replete, formed only a secondary 
recommendation. He placed a higher value on the occa- 
sion it presented to him, by contrasting it with the opposite 
principles of the Christian faith, of drawing all those con- 
clusions in favour of true religion, humanity, and peace, the 
impression of which on the public mind was one of the ob- 
jects he had most at heart, amongst the various modes by 
which it was his hope that his long labours might be made 
conducive to purposes of general utility. 

Into every part of his vast enterprise, it will be seen that 
he carried the same spirit of unwearied industry and 
accurate research. Almost every spot which had been the 
scene of the events that he celebrates, he visited in person. 
He drew from ocular inspection the truth and power of 
delineation exhibited in his descriptions; and the minute- 
ness with which he paints the charms of rural scenery 
shews him to have been a close and devoted observer of | 
Nature in her most secluded haunts, and through all her 
variety of features. In the collection of books, and the 
investigation of the antiquities of that period, he omitted 
nothing which might reflect a clearer light upon his subject, 
or give it a more particular interest. This mass of far- 
sought and various materials he endeavoured to combine 
in the attractive form of a Romantic Epic Poem, mingling 
the stirring incidents of war with the soothing picture of 
domestic tranquillity, the quiet meditations of the solitary 
recluse with the prudent counsels and stern resolves of the 
Hero and the Statesman. As the main purpose of all his 
efforts, he kept constantly in view the inculcation of a pure 

morality enforced by a rational and benevolent creed ; and 
the example of a great nation throwing off the yoke of 
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the conqueror, and laying the structure of its future pros- 
perity on the sure foundations of Religion, Justice, and 
_ Peace. 

To the accomplishment of this comprehensive and labo- 
rious task, the Author, with an ardour and perseverance 
terminating only with his life, devoted all his faculties, and 
such time as could be spared from the urgent professional 
occupations in which he was long actively engaged, and to 
which he never altogether ceased to give his attention. 
Little less than forty years must have elapsed between the 
conception of the work, and the period of his death, which 
occurred at Warrington, the place of his residence, in the 
autumn of the year 1838. It was not unknown to several 
members of the literary world, and to some portion of his 
extensive circle of private acquaintance, that he had em- 
barked in a poetical work on the subject of Alfred; and 
some printed copies of the first volume he had distributed 
confidentially amongst a few of his friends. These, how- 
ever, he subsequently recalled ; and with this exception, he 
pursued his labours diligently, but silently, rather shun- 
ning a publicity, which he perhaps apprehended might 
operate injuriously on his character and interests as a pro- 
fessional man. But to one gentleman in particular, the 
late Dr. Drake of Hadleigh, a-well known author and an 
excellent critic, his communications, through a long course 
of years, were frequent and unreserved. From him, inter- 
mixed with much acute observation, and some just remon- 
strances, he received such flattering encouragement, as 
must have powerfully contributed to sustain him under the 
exhaustion of his long and severe exertions. Against the 
protracted length of the Poem, the remarks of Dr. Drake 
were pointedly directed, and with great justice, if it is to 
be subjected to the scale of the strict Epopcea; but not 
with equal propriety, when we consider that the Author, 
by the peculiarity both of his object and his style, has 
conferred upon it a very different character. Without 
entering upon an enquiry whether his object might not 
have been attained by a less circuitous route, or whether 
he might not have worked up his materials in a more con- 
cise and summary style, still that object and those mate- 
rials were such as could not, by any exertion of industry 
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PREFACE. 1x 
or art, have been carried out and brought into effectual 
operation, under the fetters which an obedience to the 
canons of the regular Epic would have imposed upon the 
writer, Some highly laboured portions of the work are 
not capable, with any management, of being reconciled to 
the principles of an Epic Poem, properly so called. The 
frequent and diffuse dialogues in the Isle of Athelney, the 
lonely meditations of the King, and the Jengthened narra-. 
tions of their travels by Erigen and others, which are entirely 
ofa moral and descriptive cast, have not such a direct re- 
lation to the business of the work as would authorise their 
introduction into a Poem of a less comprehensive and di- 
versified tenor. But by these expedients it was the design 
of the Author to elicit in a more striking manner the feel- 
ings, motives, and projects of Alfred, in every point of view, 
moral, prudential, and political. A composition aiming at 
such results must unavoidably, in some of its departments, 
assimilate itself rather to the nature of a Metrical History 
than to that of the highest order of poetry, and must seek 
in the interest excited by the miniature touches of the 
Chronicler and the Antiquary, a compensation for the em- 
phatic brevity and dignified reserve uniformly exacted by 
the majesty of the Epic Muse. - To the painter of such 
changeful scenes and such multiplied combinations, it would 
scarcely be just to concede a canvass proportioned to the 
display of a single historical incident. He may on the 
contrary, not unfairly prefer his claim to the ampler space 
awarded to the artist who embellishes the walls of a Portico, 
or the dome of a Cathedral with successive representations 
of the great events and heroic actions connected with the 
ascendancy of his religion or the glory of his native land. 
And if, in the execution of his subject, the Author has 
widely receded from the refined proportion and severe sim- 
plicity which command our admiration in the models of a 
classical age, we may yet not improperly ascribe to his 
production some of the attributes which invest with such 
dignity and interest the monuments of our Gothic fore- 
fathers. The very extent of the fabric, and the varied 
contrast of its accumulated portions, are in themselves 
enough to impress an air of grandeur on the work ; through 
which, as in some ancient Minster, with its broad nave, 
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“its long-drawn aisles, and fretted vaults,” gloomy clois 
ters and ornamented chapels, the visitor may wander, 
neither unamused by its attractive decorations, nor unim- 
proved by the reflections to which it may give rise. 

One presentiment of his friend, suggested by the objec- 
tions he felt and freely expressed to the length of the poem, 
must often have occurred to the Author’s own thoughts, and 
it is easy to suppose that it was not absent from his con- 
templation, when he gave expression to the anxiety of his 
favourite hero, to live till his patriotic purposes were ac- 
complished : 


“¢ Time, in life’s remnant left, he feels too short, 
And trembles, lest his meditated work 
Must yet be all unfinish’d ere he die.”’ 


Such apprehensions proved unhappily to be but too well 
founded. The work continued to increase in volume with 
the progress of time, without proportionably advancing to 
its promised conclusion, and his candid adviser in vain 
repeatedly urged upon his attention, that 


‘“¢ On our quickest decrees, 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of Time 
Steals, ere we can effect them ;” 


that he might not survive to reach the goal, to arrive at the 
termination of what is designated by Dr. Drake, as “a 
splendid and everlasting work,” and to gather the ripe har- 
vest of that “ fame and glory,” which, on a particular con- 
dition, he prognosticated to be placed within the certain 
grasp of the Author. 

This important condition was, that he should saiehitly 
revise, and as far as practicable, remodel and condense the 
whole of his great work, a process, from which it would 
unquestionably, in several respects, have received material 
improvement ; and it is not improbable that, in conformity 
with the advice of his friend, the Author would have sub- 
jected the whole Poem, as soon as completed, to a rigid 
and final review. Of this advantage, it has unfortunately 
been deprived. For several years immediately preceding 
his death, he had turned his attention to the making of 
some preliminary arrangements, for committing his labours 
to the judgment of the public ; a duty which has now de- 
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volved on his near relations and representatives, and which 
in the absence of any express injunctions left by the author, 
the regard cherished by them for his memory, and their just 
desire to give effect to the anxious pursuit of his whole life, 
require at their hands. In preparing the work for publica- 
tion, the Editor has found it difficult to decide upon the 
course which, in reference to the process of retrenchment 
or compression, recommended by so respectable an autho- 
rity, and very likely contemplated by the author himself, 
it would be most expedient for him to pursue. Upon the 
whole, he has thought it incumbent upon him, to present 
this Poem to the world, as it came from the writer’s hand, 
and to abstain from making any of those curtailments or 
modifications, which might be readily suggested, but which 
would necessarily detract from the value of the work as a 
genuine and original production, and which indeed it would 
hardly be possible for any one but the author to attempt, 
without the risk of interfering with his design, and perhaps 
of injuring by partial improvements the general effect of his 
plan. 

The circumstances under which the trivial services inci- 
dent to the functions of the Editor, have been rendered by 
him, to this almost unexampled achievement of indefati- 
gable industry and learned research combined with deep 
poetical enthusiasm, are such as to invest them, to his 
feelings, with a peculiar interest. Having received his first 
professional instruction under the care of the Author, he 
was entrusted by him with a knowledge of the progress 
made, even at that distant time, in his favourite under- 
taking. During the lapse of many following years, the 
Editor had the advantage of his continued friendship, and 
of an occasional personal intercourse; but in common with 
the greater part of the Author’s intimate connexions, he 
was far from being aware of the extent to which his lux- 
uriant imagination and unrelaxing diligence had led him 
to dilate his views. In complying with the request of the 
Author’s representatives, arising from the circumstances 
above adverted to, and in contributing even in the small 
degree which the occasion demanded, or his own abilities 
allowed, to the realization of the great ideas embodied in 
this Poem, a more than sufficient recompense has attended 
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the slight trouble consequent upon his duties. This he has 
derived from the feeling of pride and satisfaction springing 
from his association, however subsidiary and remote, in so 
noble a project; a feeling only alloyed by his regret for the 
event which rendered necessary the substitution of his 
assistance, and which transferred to him the office of intro- 
ducing to the public, a work known to him in its earliest 
stage, and completed by him in its last. As the Poem had 
so nearly reached its conclusion, it was thought advisable 
that the comparatively very small part remaining unfin- 
ished, should be added, to the best of his ability, by the 
Editor. The outlines of this portion of his argument had 
been drawn up by the Author, involving considerable mi- 
nuteness of details, which would have required some space 
for their execution, and numerous qualifications, which 
the Editor was conscious he could not bring to the task, 
He has therefore been compelled to content himself with 
winding up the Fable, in as short and simple a manner as 
could be made consistent with the variety of its incidents, 
and the intelligible developement of its results. This at- 
tempt will appear in a distinct form, as the concluding 
Book of the Poem. In other respects, his interference 
has not been carried beyond the arrangement of such a 
distribution of the work as seemed best suited to its nature 
and magnitude, and where some verbal inaccuracies oc- 
curred, the making of a few occasional corrections. 

On the merits or the defects of the Poem, it is not within 
the province of the Editor todwell. His duty will be best 
discharged by simply placing in the hands of the reader, 
without any comments on the beauty or value of the matter 
about to be submitted to his view, a key to the general 
scope and design of this elaborate performance. But while 
he refrains from a more distinct expression of his opinions, 
on a question which every reader, according to his own 
taste, will best determine for himself, he feels that he is jus- 
tified by the facts in affirming that the work of Mr. Fitchett 
cannot but be looked upon as offering one of the most 
remarkable examples of sustained mental energy, and 
unflinching resolution in the pursuit of a great object, 
which the annals of the human intellect can supply. In- 
dependent of any estimate that may be formed of its 
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peculiar merits; whether the preponderance be given by 
some to its beauties or by others to its faults; and with 
whatever temporary success or failure its public reception 
may be attended, the language of Dr. Drake may again 
be resorted to, as truly descriptive of its character; when, 
astonished at the fecundity of the Author’s imagination, 
and at the continued exertion of powers which seemed to 
grow under efforts sufficiently great to exhaust a very 
vigorous mind, he terms his Poem “an Herculean labour;” 
a composition which “had it been found in the centre of 
the loftiest pyramid of Egypt, might have been considered 
as a specimen well worthy of the massive character of that 
land of wonders, and of the shrine in which it was en- 
closed.” 
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THE subject proposed. Invocation. The poem opens at the 
period, then the Danes under the command of the three Kings 
Guthrun, Oskital, and Amund, suddenly broke their treaty of 
peace, confirmed by the most holy vows, and stormed the English 
camp at Wareham. This perfidy is instigated by the demons 
who are adverse to the cause of Christianity. The batéle is re- 
presented as at midnight, wherein the whole army of Alfred being 
routed, England is on the brink of ruin. Al this critical moment, 
the angels meet in the sky, and after a conference, agree to terrify 
the superstitious Danes, by an omen from their Reafen or magical 
standard. This is effected, and the Danes cease to pursue the 
defeated English, proposing to retire to Exeter. Satan is in- 
flamed with fury, and appearing in the clouds, threatens revenge. 
Dawn. The English army re-assembles. Alfred being wounded 
is conducted to his tent by his officers. His queen here attends 
him. Alfred addresses the army. Then to discover the loss 
sustained, he proposes that the whole shall pass before him in 
review. The English army reviewed. The chiefs und their 
several characters described. Burial of the dead. Alfred and 
his officers attend the funeral of Siward, an English Earl, who 
had been killed in the battle. Alfred, at the request of the bards, 
sings his funeral song. A council of war is held in the royal 
tent, during which, intelligence is brought that the inhabitants 
of the country are flying before the army of Kenwulph, the re- 
volted King of Mercia, now on its march to join the Danes ; and 
are hustening to the camp of Alfred for refuge. The council 
determines that the present English army is inadequate, in point 
of number, to contend with the enemy to advantage ; and that it is 
expedient for the Earls to depart to their several counties, to 
collect tn person new forces among their vassals. This embassy 
is to take place the following morning, and all are to return by 
the fifth day. Evening. The fugitive inhabitants are received 
into the English camp. Alfred gives a feast to his officers, 
previous to their departure. Night. In the morning the Earls 
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LFRED, whose battles and successive toils 
Freed from the conquest of the Danish foe 

His ravaged country, claims the grateful Muse. 
He many turns of varying fortune knew 
On earth, on ocean: him the infernal powers 
Ceaseless opposed, yet vainly, for the chief, 
By valour as by counsel, Heaven his friend, [weal. 
Wrought England’s peace, and plann’d her future 


Come then, thou airy queen of every Muse, 
Imagination; in thy right hand lead 
The nymph of graver mien, Historic Truth. 
Attend me thus, and as the voice composed 12 
Of thy sedate companion may reveal 
Her calm and gradual tale, sudden do thou 
Catch from her lips the feeble sounds ; expand 
Her faint ideas into thousand forms 
Of glowing images ; uplift the veil 
That shades her darken’d heroes from the day, 
And in thy own bright colours bid them shine. 


Or deign, Immortal Spirit, thee I call 
Still to my aid, who from thy glorious sphere 
Descending, didst inspire that sightless bard 
With sacred raptures ; him, tho’ blind and dark, 23 
To whose capacious vision thou could’st ope 
Dread scenes of warring angels, heaven’s bright 
The vast profound of hell, creation’s seeds (realms, 
In chaos lost and night, earth in her prime 
Of youthful grace, with her first habitants 
Fallen through deep wiles of their rebellious foe ; 
Thou, from Seraphic altars who could’st bring 

lame to the hallow’d tongue, prompt thence to pour 
Grand utterance, suited to sublimest themes ; 
Deign, high instructress, at still hours of peace, 

uly as eve leads on her welcome shades, 

€ too to visit. Touch me with a spark $5 
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Of that prophetic fire, the birth of heaven, 36 
(Nor without honour there) what may suffice 

To illume this visual ray and fit my tongue, 

Thy votary, for this its humbler theme. 

Suffer me, Goddess, at thy awful blaze 

To light my feeble torch, which then shall shew 
To Britain’s sons, with ray that may endure 

To future times, their fathers’ deeds; shall thus 
Display her heroes in else-dying verse, 

And with deserved honours deck their names. 


Tell then, what sudden impulse moved the Danes, 
Often magnanimous, and now at last AT 
By Alfred’s arms reduced to leagues of peace, 

So soon to violate their plighted faith, 

By holiest oaths confirm’d; and while both hosts, 

Encamp’d by Wareham’s walls indulged awhile 

In games, and tournaments, and festal joys, 

To rush to midnight war? 
| The infernal powers : 

Who hoped by this so sudden fraud to gain 

Instant their purposed end; bent to destroy 

The Christian light, with its attendant train 

Of peace, and arts, and knowledge, order, laws, 58 

And social commerce, now throughout the land 

Dawning with early beams; and to restore 

The ancient reign of darkness. 

| Thus impell’d, 

Since Britain’s Chief had bound the foe to yield 

To his own sway the desolated land, 

Hell’s train had breathed into the Pagan race 

Ardor insatiate for fresh deeds of death ; 

Till at the silent midnight hour, their host 

Perfidious moved to fight. Veil'd in thick clouds 

Hurl’d down by potent hands of beings evil 

Hovering aloft amid the shadowy sky, 70 

Swift they approach’d, full soon from end to end 

Storming the British camp, while in alarm 

The universal host all wild convenes, 

Unnumber’d banners through the sable air 

Waving obscure, as crowds confused around 

Mingle in dim array and squadrons rude. 

The heroes gird themselves and frighted steeds 

Caparison in haste, amid the roar 

Of war’s dread signals and the dismal shrieks 

Of frantic wives and infant families, 

Matrons revered, and priests, and hoary age, 

Forth issuing from the tents, a helpless throng, 82 
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Flying for refuge, terrified. And now 83 
Three dire successive hours the infuriate Danes 
Hold the dread conflict, and in deeds of blood 
Riot o’er all the camp, their savage rage 

Glutting in carnage and unsated death. 

Night adds her aid and terrors. Over heaven 
Darkness unusual broods. Lo! in the east 

The broad and radiant moon hath veil’d her orb, 
Eclipsed, and all her vanish’d train of stars 

Shed not a ray to pierce the murky pall 

Of thick infernal gloom, from sky to sky 

O’erhung by fatal powers unseen. And hark! 94 
‘Horribly yet the shock of charging hosts 

And din of battle through the vault of heaven 
Tremendous rolls. Under the madden’d tread 

Of moving legions, all the tented plain 

Trembles from end to end, while host with host, 
Join’d in close conflict, outrage and uproar 
Boundless provoke, confused in hideous dark. 
Steeds over groaning steeds and trampled heaps 
Of heroes plunge through blood. The burden’d air 
Roars universal with commingled noise 

Of clanging armour, battle-axes swung 

And powerful scymitars on helms and shields, 106 
Shatter’d with tumult. Deep groans dismal blend 
Of warriors dying, numberless outstretch’d 

O’er the wet earth, amid their shiver’d arms, 
Banners, and prostrate tents, and friends, and foes. 
Shouts mix of band from band invoking aid ; 
Pagans, innumerous rushing, sternly call 

Gods to descend and view their mighty deeds. 
Bards thro’ each host raise loud the songs of war 
(Familiar records of their fathers’ fame) 

And from the laboring strings of thousand harps 
Wake martial music, the transported soul 
Swelling to highest valour. Shrieking shrill 118 
Close on the verge of battle, Danish wives, 
Virgins, and prophetesses, (deem’d divine) 

Fierce as the race of men, their piercing cries 
Upsend, and urge with threats their wounded sires, 

usbands, and lovers, still to new assaults, 

Price of their love and favour of the Gods, 

While thousands sink around. For underneath 
The dread tempestuous showers, each following each, 
Javelins, and arrows, stones, and sever’d rocks 
Hurl d from gigantic arms, that through the sky, 
Viewless, in loud commotion ever flew, [fall, 

hat mortal force might stand ? Whole squadrons 
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Dash’d down like forests from the mountain sides, 
Struck by heaven’s bolts. Death reigns unseen, un- 
And Desolation pleased, o’er all the camp [check’d, 
With proud step stalking, by the hand leads on 
Horror and mad Confusion. Poised in air, 
Aloft, the Demons at their full success 
Exalted, on the deathful scene look down 
With horrid malice, and, to high thoughts raised, 
Glory aloud; as when amid the sky 
Thunders deep-rolling crash, and mix all heaven 
In fiery storm. 

Throughout the English host 142 
The shouting chieftains their retiring powers 
Vainly exhort to rally, and sustain 
Again the unequal shock of war. O?’er all 
Supreme, far echoing o’er the plain, the voice 
Of Alfred, England’s shield and single hope, 
Resounds, as borne upon his foaming steed 
He bursts through thickest uproar, every Chief 
Calling by name, and every yielding rank 
Heartening to stand, and shrink not, ere the tide 
Of battle veer, and victory though late 
Arrive propitious. Vain the Monarch’s words: 
For terror, and despair, the manliest hearts 154 
O’erwhelm. Himself, the sovereign chief, ere this 
Wounded by unknown hands, his anguish keen 
Felt not, or scorn’d to feel, though from his side 
Blood-currents streaming stain’d his mailed limbs. 
His noble soul was tirm, collected, cool, 
In direst danger. 

But ah! vain his skill, 

Vain every effort courage to renew 
Amid the fainting troops ; for now forced rout 
And flight precipitate his total host 
Usurps, and urges from the embattled plain 
Aghast and terrified, while close behind 166 
On full-expanded steeds in mad pursuit 
The insatiate Pagans with horrific shouts, 
Louder than ocean swell’d in mountain-waves, 
Pronely descend ; a tempest, flashing flames 
Wide-blazing from innumerable swords, 
Waved in defiance proud wherever eye 
Might turn, as on they come in fierce career, 
Fired all with fix’d resolve the routed host 
In universal carnage to o’erwhelm, 
And win full empire o’er the total land. 
What sHall be done? Immediate ruin threats, 
And final devastation all the realm 178 
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Of England, friendless, hopeless, unretrieved. 179 


This knew full well, this saw with meet alarm 
The immortal powers of heaven ; blest sons of light, 
Who from the empyreal courts their airy way 
Voyaging erst to Britain’s favor’d isle, 

Arrived her guardians, ’gainst the hell-born arts 
Of Satan’s legions, maddening to o’erwhelm 

Her founded glory. Now delay is none, 

Ere high above the sense of mortal ear 
Throughout the wide ztherial concave rings 

With power the angelic trumpet, whose known sound 
Summons the states celestial to wont place 

Of council. Strait amid the sea of air 

The watchful essences, on buoyant wings 
Expansive floating through the clouds of night, 
Haste to the destined region of the sky, 

Where underneath the topmost azure cope 

Beside the starry pole, irradiant stood, 

Ju circling range immense of splendid pomp, 
Chariots of gold, the glorious work of heaven, 
Like thrones self-poised on gorgeous wheels. Afar 
Night vanish’d all around, awed at the sight, 

And curb’d her sullen shades, such fulgent rays 201 
Shot from the thousand gems and living gold, 
Brighter than sunbeams o’er the fields of spring, 
When morning gilds the world. Here entering soon, 
Within their wide pavilion, in array 

Appear’d the angelic squadrons ; and at once 

His throne magnific each ascends, then seen 

In the full glory of celestial state, 

Theirspreading wings bedropp’d with gold, and zones 
Cerulean beaming various-colour’d light ; 

While through their martial mien apparent shone 
Mercy and love predominant, with form 

Mild of divinest beauty. Marshall’d now 213 
Beneath their star-rich canopies, to these, 

From his resplendent seat majestic rose 

Michael their arch-angelic Chief, whose port 
Kingly, and hand poising his flamy spear 
Outstretch’d, bespoke attention, while these words, 
Pour'd from his lips divine, drew every ear. 


“Synod of heaven, to whose protective care 
he ALL-Goop SUPREME consigns yon favor'd isle, 
Ow see we the fallen angels’ subtle arts 
Prevailing, and in unsuspected blood 
Drenching her plains. Still fervently they long, 224 
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(Nor ever will their dreadful fury end) 225 
Truth and Religion, whose whole breath is peace, 
But late throughout these regions proud to rear 
Yet tottering altars, from these heaven-blest shores 
Eternally to chase, and in their stead 

Plant Pagan doctrines, and belief in Gods 
Fabled, yet trust in whom we see possess 

Men’s hearts with quenchless thirst for war and blood. 
Mocking at peace and all the softer arts 

Of humble virtue and domestic life, 

These place sole greatness, worth and high renown 
In death and slaughter; and proclaim the meed 236 
Of joys eternal to such madden’d men 

As on the bloody field their blooming lives 

Yield to their warlike gods, denouncing stern 
Horrible, endless torments after death 

To all who in ignoble quietude 

Die, aged, or at home. This horrid faith 

Well suits the curst designs of heaven’s grand foe, 
Labouring to stablish wickedness and wars 
Among mankind, thence surely to increase 

His own dread empire, and hell’s boundless realms 
People with fiends, his subjects. Therefore still 
He burns to crush the gradual-rising power 248 
Of that Religion, breathing love reveal’d 

In mercy down from heaven, to civilize 

And make men happy, while it gently shews 
Whate’er is truly good and fair, and bids 

Their earth be like our heaven, so that even here, 
In this frail bud of being, fallen man 

Mindful may gain and keep habits of good, 

And thus may qualify the soul divine 

Which fills and animates his fleshly frame, 

Even here to know, and knowing to enjoy 
Goodness, and therefore happiness. Whence still 
Delighting in her habits, after death, 260 
(Man’s primal doom) that soul may fit become 

As one of us; with us, (blest more and more 

As nearer we approach and, suffer’d, know [good) 
HIM SOLE, THAT GREAT SUPREME, fountain of 
May range immortal through heaven’s blissful climes 
And all creation’s worlds, age after age, 
Unceasing, and in extacies of joy 

Adoring see his works, and execute 

His high behests. This knows the arch-enemy, 
Who therefore with malignant hatred views 

Yon Hero, great and good, on England’s plains 
Toiling to save her sons from tyrant sway 272 
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And Pagan slavery ; not thro’ lust of power, 273 
Or mad ambition, but whose generous soul [rays 
Toe ALMIGHTY MIND has deign’d to illume with 
Divine of knowledge, with capacious views 

Of his own nature, and whate’er can form 

Man’s bliss below. Hence ’tis the chieftain burns, 
By humanizing arts and union sweet 

Of social comforts, to refine and bless 

His country, rude as yet and unrestrain‘d ; 

And on the base of true religion, law, 

And commerce, found an empire for her sons, 
Which to succeeding ages shall dispense 284 
Peace, science, happiness. His cares shall raise 
England to height of manners, wealth and power. 
Now therefore since we see the hellish league 
Prevalent, lest they gain their utmost wish, 
Resistless pouring o’er the conquer’d land, 

Behoves us to descend, and swift restrain, 

As best we may, yon horrible pursuit, 

Rousing by prodigies the ominous awe 

And reverent superstition of the foe, 

Till retrograde he turn and cease at length 

To steep in blood yon carcass-cover’d plain.” 295 


He spoke, and through the vast assembly rose 
The applausive music of their golden shields, 
Which struck by thousand quivering spears sent forth 
Sonorous harmony, portending deeds 
Of valorous worth. Nor longer here they rest, 
But mid the clouds of night seen far below 
Rolling fuliginous, down plunge they all 
On outspread wings impetuous,—when, behold! 
With next to almighty arm, they tear the web 
Of Stygian gloom, and through the aérial hall 
Chase the thick shades of darkness, cloud on cloud 
Heap’d awful to the horizon’s utmost bound. 307 
Swift o’er the blue-revealing starry sky 
Light universal beams, the broad, full moon 
Bursts sudden forth ; but gloomy-red appear’d 
Her face, reflecting from the purpled earth, 
Whereon she gazed aghast, the hue of blood. 

Then to the shrinking eye was first disclosed 

The dreadful field of death, where slaught’rous war 

Still raged o’er dead and dying, and the camp 
rostrate. In full pursuit the madden’d Danes, 

Under their thousand banners moving fast, 

aze upward, startled at the sudden light, 

While the faint English, flying swift, dispersed, 319 
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Lift their despairing eyes wherein some gleam 320 
Flash’d now of distant hope, as back they look 
Astonish’d. 

Lo! amid the Danish host 
The archangel has arrived, where high upborne, 
Blazed like a comet mid the turbid air 
Their mighty standard, to the watchful moon 
Waving its gleamy bulk, horrent with gold. 
Apparent in the midst, as if alive, 
The pictured raven stood, by fated hands 
Of royal virgins wove with magic rites, 
Breathed to avenge a murder’d father’s blood. 331 
Now black it stood and vast, rearing aloft 
Its sable form terrific, with keen eye 
Seeming to scan the deeds of hosts below; 
Far-seen with awe by all the sons of war, 
Wherever helms on helms in long array 
A shadowy splendour cast, as ocean waves 
Subsiding when the tempests, thunder-wing’d, 
Have torn their watery beds. Lifted it moved 
By valiant chosen hands, inclosed around 
By solemn priests and virgin prophetesses, 
Skill’d to expound its ever varying shape, 
While near on all sides round, favour’d of kings, 343 
For its protection throng’d the choicest war. 
Touch’d by the angel’s hand invisible, 
Behold ! the imaged bird, omen of fate, 
With living motion seized, in sight of all [wings, 
Droops its sunk head: down fall its shuddering 
And hide its pendent crest; tottering it drops, 
Prone to the pictured ground, faint as in death. 


Immediate from the victor host arose 
Shrieks horrible of terror and dismay, 
Filling heaven’s concave; shouts and cries succeed, 
That stun all ears. Lo! wonderous to relate, 354 
Suddenly stops the universal mass 
In height of victory ; nor the hot pursuit 
Nor lust of battle claims one wandering thought. 
Sole toward the awful omen each man bends 
His total soul. Forth from their thousand bands 
In trembling consternation furious spring 
Kings, leaders, chiefs; Guthrun and Oskital, 
And Amund, mighty warriors! Hubba there, 
And Hinguar, brothers of the fatal three 
Who wove the dreadful ensign: issuing flew 
Frena and Sidroc, potent Thanes; with these 
Names other, known to fame, in battailousdeeds 366 
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Tried and renown’d too numerous to recount. 367 
Thronging all hasten toward the mystic sign 
There to consult the heaven-inspired dames, 
Daughters of kings, with holy awe revered ; 
Eager from their unerring lips to learn 

W hat means this dread portent, and high decree 
Of their offended Gods. To these the maids 
With hands uplifted and cheeks saintly-pale, 

And eyes, full-streaming, in deep transport rapt, 
Raised toward the sacred ensign, give response.— 


9 


‘s All further battle and pursuit must end. 377 
On these the Gods now unpropitious frown. 
So Odin, God of war, heaven’s awful king, 
And Frea, his great spouse, who shares the slain, 
And Thor, their son, the God of thunder, doom.”— 


This heard, straight all resolve to send around 
Heralds to every leader, bearing charge 
To cease pursuit, counsel to which each chief 
Willing assented! all, save Oskital, 
Dread tyrant, fierce in rapine as in blood, 
He, swelling with indignant rage to hear 
Battle and plunder now must end, with frowns 388 
Vented the gloomy purpose of his soul. 


‘* Why, through false terrors of offended Gods, 
Forego we our advantage, nor o’erwhelm 
The foe, and stablish here perpetual reign ? 
Losing the fair occasion now to seize 
Alfred, our constant pest, and to our Gods 
Offer him, victim proud ; sure now to gain 
Spoil endless. Possibly this dire portent, 
Wrongly interpreted, may yet allow 
Further pursuit. The insatiable Gods 
Never can bid us stay the slaughtering arm $399 
In height of victory! Or if we dissent, 
Sending more souls to Odin and his fates, 
He will forgive, and even the bold emprize 
Approve, and deem us heroes fit to share 
His awful presence, and with glorious meeds 
Of partial favour honour us in heaven. 
Follow we then, nor longer cease from war.” — 


Fired by his words, some stand in asking doubt, 
Till Guthrun, king of men, their leader prime, 
Sternly his thoughtful counsels thus declared. 409 
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‘‘Impious! how ever canst thou hope to share 410 
Valhalla’s joys, and be with heroes ranged, 
Doom’d on that terrible great day to fight 
The battles of the Gods, when all their foes, 
Ascending from the nether worlds, shall meet 
Amid the sky, bent to o’erwhelm their thrones, 
And win dominion o’er the boundless heaven ? 
How ever, disobedient! hope to scape 
Niflheimer’s torments, where unsated Death 
Reigns through her dreary realms, dispensing souls 
Of cowards and bad men, through dens and caves, 
To dwell with famine, pain, and misery ?— 421 
Forbear, and listen to the Gods’ decree. 

Let us revere the Gods, if ’tis their will 

Pursuit must end: ’tis even what warrior-souls 
Might wish; for why should we pursue the foe 
Defeated and confused, and render’d thus 
Unequal by so much? What could the bards 
Sing of our valour, if we thus assail 

A routed host? No: let them now regain 

Their wonted strength, that soon we may be join’d 
In fresh and frequent battles, learning thence 

To stand intrepid amid fiercest war, 

And die exulting on the bloody field : 433 
Heroes, then worthy Odin, and to live 

In his glad presence, with the deathless throng 
Of heroes in Valhalla’s palaces. 

My soul proud sees the Gods forbid pursuit, 

And for new wars reserve their favour’d sons.— 
Call too to mind this our new-plann’d emprize : 
Have we not late to Kenwulph sent command, 
Our tributary king of Mercia’s plains, 

With all his host of vassals to appear 

By Exham’s walls, where soon our camp array’d 
Easy shall win the fertile country round ? 
Therefore oppose not, but the will of fate 445 
Observe, and what thy warrior peers deem wise.” 


Struck by the king’s rebuke, to them his thoughts 
Amund, the third in power, thus calm express’d. 
‘* Oskital, hearken to the sovereign’s words. 
Though much for present battle and high deeds, 
Powerful to send my name to future times, 
My bosom longs,—yet what the Gods decree 
I deem it best to obey.” 

This counsel pleased. 

Dissension none is heard, but high applause 
Of Guthrun, as o’er heroes worthy well 456 
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To rule. Straight active heralds to each band 457 
Are sent commission’d from the sovereign kings 
To bid the legions sheath their gory swords, 

And cease pursuit. Observant all obey. 

And soon o’er all the embattled field are seen 

The Danish squadrons moving, deep-array’d 

In close-form’d union for retiring march. 

Their music loudly blew sounds of retreat; 

Their armour glistening in the lunar rays, 

Toss’d to the fading light impetuous gleams : 

All overhead rich-floating banners waved. 
Magnific scene! filling the astonish’d eye 468 . 
From end to end of all the spacious plain ; 

Like some proud tower’d city in a blaze, 

When midnight veils her pomp, but flashing fast, 
Rise thro’ the smoky volumes, crimson-tinged, 
Numberless pyramids of dusky fire. 

Thus they, in distance lessening, haughty drove 
O’er tents and prostrate slain, trampling thro’ blood. 


This heart-afflicting, unexpected sight 
The infernal powers endured not, but to rage 
Yielding loose sway, high mid the lowering heaven, 
Where well he deem’d the angelic squadrons met, 
Satan forth issued, to their shuddering sight 
Visibly present: shrined in sable clouds 
And tempests rolling round, his form obscure 
But half appear’d ; his wildly-prominent limbs 
Thro’ darkness moved: seem’d crown’d his towering 
As o’er the clouds his billowy waving locks [head, 
Shook awful: from his lifted arm forth came, 
Terribly vast, a shadowy spear outstretch’d, 
Measuring the sky. Behind their furious King 
Stood other dreadful forms. His mighty shape 
In power seem’d likest to Ceraunian Jove, 
Match’d ’gainst his giant-foes, whose pride aspiring 
To win the throne and sovereignty of heaven, 
Heap’d Ossa on Olympus, when in fury 
Forth issuing, shrouded amid gloomy fire, 
His arm omnipotent unceasing Jaunch’d 
Tremendous thunders, pestilence and storms, 
That tore the boundless-vaulted sky, and prone 
Smote their insensate legions, while the God 
Strode over prostrate hills, and in his wrath 
Triumphant trampled on the monstrous brood. 
Nor long the Demon-fury silent stay’d, 
But in a voice, which to the angelic ears 
Itself seem’d peals of thunder, his proud vaunts 
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And swelling menaces thus fierce address’d. 504 


‘¢ This is your work, vile servile ministers, 
To save from utter ruin your loved land, 
And stop the exterminating, slaughterous rout 
Of your weak English, which I joy and boast 
To have plann’d and half perform’d. Nor shall you 
Your present wish: I grant it to proceed. [ fail 
But know, base-crouching slaves, that I, the Spirit, 
Before whose thundering arm you fled dismay’d 
With terror in that heaven, whose glories I 
Grieve not to have Jost, or want; know, I with all 
My host, most horribly will be avenged 
For this: inducing on your wretched land 
Vengeance tenfold, ruin more ruinous, 
Slaughter and desolation fiercer far, 
Such as your timid thoughts never conceived, 
Insatiable, relentless, unfatigued ; 
Till here we stablish never-ending wars, 
And banish hence yourselves, with that weak faith 
Inspiring peace and meekness, fit alone 
For spirits base as yours, which you still toil 
To found among mankind, whence they may grow 
Apt subjects of your own low-bending heaven. 526 
But ere long time revolves, the busy King 
Destroy’d, whose anxious cares you eager watch, 
We here shall firmly plant a nobler faith, 
Feelings more fierce and manly, which may make 
Men like ourselves, and fit with us to share 
Our own illimitable, gloomy world, 
To swell my throned state, and people hell 
Thro’ all her stormy realms and dark domains, 
Where, thro’ eternal ages, they may live 
Fallen as ourselves. Deem not that we intend 
To suffer there alone, but to abridge, 
Our utmost, your society and power. _ 538 
Henceforth then, war becomes my sole delight; 
My glory, desolation. For with you 
I sdeign communion, but immortal hate 
Still cherish, and ye know if e’er my deeds 
Prove weaker than my words. Wherefore expect 
Acts answering to implacable revenge.” 


Nor more ; but in contempt the infernal King 
Turn’d, and retiring slow after him drew 
The clouds immense, whose circling veil involved 
His angry host o’ershadowing in long arch 
The Danish legions, as their glimmering ranks 549 
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Fast left the straining sight. 550 
With horror struck, 

Stood a brief space the angelic bands to hear 

Those blasphemous words, pregnant with rooted ire; 

Till soon recovering, their supernal Chief 

To action meet recall’d their pondering thoughts.— 


‘¢ Let us be calm and firm; nor fear these threats, 
Ere we behold Hell’s Monarch strive to effect 
What he forebodes ; though from his rage malign 
Tis likely his dark vengeance may attempt 
Some horrid schemes. Butsincethe mad pursuit 560 
Now ceases, we retiring may confer, 

How best we may repair this mournful loss, 
How best assist the sovereign hero’s toils, 
Directing to the camp the flying bands ; 

Till, ere long space, the scatter’d host resume 
Its wonted station: there observant watch 
The prudent councils of the rallied chiefs, 
Thus England’s safety provident to gain, 
And work her peace and lasting happiness.” 


Thus they ; and, smooth-receding, all the air 
Dropp’d with ambrosial fragrance, as with dews. 571 


Now Dawn approach’d, and thro’ the gates of light 
Early apparent, while the glorious Sun 
Ascending o’er the redden’d ocean- verge, 
Follow’d with all his train of golden pomp, 
She, in her purple chariot high advanced, 
Her forehead circled with the morning stars, 
Rein’d with imperial hand her gray-wing’d steeds, 
Serenely floating up the twilight heaven. 
While now the English band scatter’d diverse 
(The slaughterous ruin ceasing, and the foe 
Departed far) the remnant of their force 582 
Collect, and back retrace their pensive way 
Toward the fallen camp. Of these recovering first 
The Sovereign Monarch led his noble band ; 
Advancing at whose head, in martial state 
Rode the great Chieftain ; on his haughty steed 
Whose tall plumes waved, as slow he pranced along, 
He sat majestic : towering high he bore 
His manly front, half by his gold-bright shield 
Enveloped. Still undaunted and serene 
Amid defeat, his looks awoke in all 
Reviving hope. His right arm wielded firm 
The massy lance tho’ his yet bleeding wound 594 
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Throbb’d with keen anguish, and his glittering limbs 
Streak’d thick with clotted gore, to every eye 
Told his late peril. Broad before him shone 
The imperial standard, in the winds of morn 
Impatient tossing, mid whose radiant pomp, 
Flaming with silky splendour, gems and gold, 
The emblazon’d lions glared, o’er all the field 
Conspicuous turning, as the rustling gales 
Shook their proud forms. 

Behind the Monarch moved 
Brilliant in arms, his chosen attendant train, 
The flower of southern provinces, a throng 606 
Martial in aspect, all well-skill’d to wield 
The hostile spear. These following o’er the plain 
In long procession, near their much-loved prince 
With fonder ardour press, elate to view 
The gallant Chief his wonted place resume. 
Around their glittering skirts, at distance due, 
The princely tufas waved, on whose white staff 
The various-colour’d plumes, nodding aloft, 
Form’d a resplendent globe, to every heart 
As life or honour dear, known from afar, 
Royalty’s ensign. Thus they pass'd along, 
Cheer’d by the joyous sounds of music sweet, 618 
A noble band, lessen’d, but numerous still. 
For in that dreadful fight, while thousand foes 
Thrice with impetuous fury charged their ranks, 
Thrice had the dauntless Monarch cheer’d his train 
To stand the shock; then on the foe in turn, 
Led by the King, who, fired with noble rage, 
Seizing his banner, foremost with loud shouts 
Rush’d terrible, had these in emulous zeal 
Rapt to transporting frenzy, fierce advanced, 
Following their Chief. Their desolating swords 
Nought could resist : from their continuous edge 
Whole legions fell, struck as by lightning fires, 630 
Till through the carnaged field to difficult life 
And safe recess they wrought their wondrous way. 


Them following, Oddune came, the valiant chief 
Of Devon’s province, heading his tall train, 
Practised in war, whose darkly-waving locks 
Shadow’d their brawny shoulders as they moved ; 
Intrepid courage in their stedfast looks. 


Follow’d the veteran Herbert, whose long sway 
Dorsetian valleys own’d, and sent their powers 
Banded beneath his rule, now marching on 640 
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In multitudinous ranks of warlike men, GAl 
Part seated high on foaming steeds, select 
From hills and fertile plains; infantry part, 
Whose sounding armour echoed as they strode 
Untired, and eager for adventurous deeds 
Of future war. 
Osmund came next, the good 
And noble leader of the banded troops, 
The choice of Cornwall’s fields; heroic throng, 
Loved of the Monarch. 
These with haste advance 
To gain the unpeopled camp. Nor long their course : 
For soon their powers, amid the fallen tents 
And dismal vestiges of death, arrive. 
Horrible scene! where hideous Ruin wide 
Upheld her desolate reign, and every look 
Congeal’d the shuddering heart. 
The wounded King, 
Held by his agitated Chiefs, repairs 
Where late the regal tent conspicuous rose. 
Soon entering mid the yet unfallen dome, 
Straight on a broider’d couch that glittering stood 
Within the spacious canopy, they seat 
The wearied Monarch, who his steely helm G64 
Unlaced, and o’er his paler face his locks 
Fell dank. The heart-struck chiefs, with anxious care 
Approaching reverent, wipe his chilly brows ; 
While others from the custom’d store forth reach 
The cheering wine. The Monarch drank; but soon 
His better thoughts recovering, with his chiefs 
Confers his labouring purpose, bent to send 
Heralds around to all the scatter’d troops 
With charge to seek direct the fallen camp. 
This counsel quick approved, some to their bands 
Forth issue, and dispatch swift messengers, 
Bearing the Sovereign’s high commands. 676 
Return’d 
Soon toward the tent, lo! his beloved wife, 
Elsweda, prime of women, honour’d Queen, 
Her hair dishevell’d, her loose garments wild, 
Eager inquiring for her much-loved spouse, 
Accosts them at the threshold, follow’d strait 
By her fair handmaid, bearing in her arms 
The Monarch’s infant son, the latest care 
Of his fond mother. She no sooner hears 
Her husband safe, but mid the crowded tent 
Enters. The chiefs bow reverent. She beheld 
Aghast, with countenance changed and pale surprise, 
VOL. TI. C 
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Him, her loved husband, on the couch reclined, 689. 
Pallid and faint, his armour frequent stain’d 

With streamy gore. Recovering, she approach’d 
Tender, and taking soft his hand, with looks 

That spoke ineffable affection, hung 

In silence o’er him, pressing on his lips 

A fond and holy kiss. He mild received 

Her kind caresses, grateful to his heart 

As his own being, and with faint voice asks 

Of her own safety ;—of their children’s weal. 

With faltering tone she tells, that these are left 
Safe in a distant tent, in anxious charge 700 
Of his kind sister ;—that her youngest care 
Follows with her attendant.— But at sight 

Of his pierced mail and wounded side, her voice, 
In trembling agitation, stops; she bends, 

And with her flowing garment gently clears 

The clotted blood, exerting now, as wont, 

Her art, the pride of noble women, here 

The sole physicians, emulous to heal 

Their dear relations’ oft inflicted wounds: 

Unbinds the twisted mail, with gentle touch 
Deceives the throbbing anguish, and applies 

The ready mixture of known styptic herbs, 712 
Whose virtue can assuage and banish pain. 

Thus, as the beauteous Queen her meekest care 
Employ'd, soft-starting from her azure eyes, 
Stream’d o’er her vermeil cheeks the graceful drops 
Of love, by pity waked; each warrior’s heart 
Melting to silent sympathy. Her tears 

Seem’d as when violets, (after stormy rains 

Have drench’d the earth) shook by the winds of eve, 
Smooth o’er their blue leaves roll the brilliant drops, 
Left in their balmy cups, and wide disperse 

Their liquid fragrance o’er the freshen’d ground. 
As thus assiduous by his side she lean’d, 724 
The Monarch, thoughtless of the rankling wound, 
Or to divert its anguish, his loved child 

Call’d to his arms, and soft-upbearing took 

The tender burthen from the bending nurse ; 

Kiss’d the fair boy, his rosy-swelling cheek 
Press’d fond, and in endearing accents spoke, 
Smiling: the infant knew its father’s voice, 
Pleased, and extending soon its little hands, 
Grasp’d fast his steel-girt neck; then in delight 
Stretch’d o’er the shining mail, speckled with blood, 
Its ivory fingers. At such sportive play 

Of the fair innocent, the admiring chiefs, 736 
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And father, tendering smiled. Then thro’ her tears 737 
Uplooking lovely, all the mother’s heart 

Beam’d in her eyes, while a subduing smile 
Illumed her face, and check’d a rising sigh, 
Soothed by the endearments of the thoughtless babe. 


The Monarch to his amiable spouse 
Yields grateful thanks for this her fostering care, 
And feels returning strength. Now to his chiefs 
He opes his strong desire amid the troops 
To pass, and view the ruins of the camp, 
There to observe whate’er required their care; 747 
For well he deem’d his presence would diffuse 
Courage through all, seen yet alive, nor lost 
In that dire conflict. 
Soon, amid the camp 
And field of war arrived, heart-thrill’d they pause, 
Seeing such ravage as no pen can paint, 
Or tongue distinct relate. Ramparts destroy’d, 
Tents overwhelm’d; wide over all the field, 
Wherever eye could view, armour bestrown, 
Gory and shatter’d ; men and steeds commix’d, 
Dying or dead ; and o’er them frequent thrown 
Torn standards, steep’d in blood. 759 
: With eager haste, 
Pouring from every side, fresh bands arrive, 
And o’er the plain with various view disperse ; 
Some to repair the prostrate mounds, some prompt 
To raise, or form anew their shatter’d homes. 


As on the chieftains pass, cries and laments 
And frequent shrieks on every hand assail 
Their ears, from many a wretched son upsent, 
Finding his father pale and dead. Or where 
Full many a tender wife, now widow’d, knelt - 
Fond o’er her fallen husband, cold in death. 770 
There many a mother, starting in affright, 
Thro’ broad and ghastly wounds, scarce recognized 
Her youthful son, while o’er his shatter’d corse 
She hung, and, clasping, kiss’d his dear remains, 
Whelm’d in despair of grief. The loaded air 
Resounds with various utterance of loud woe 
In dismal discord. O’er their wounded friends, 
Pallid, but yet alive, full many bend 
Or raise them in their arms, while lifting soft 
Their languid eyes, these breathe their latest life 
Tnto the breast of those they love most dear. 
Matrons and virgins eager o’er the field 782 
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Exert their healing art, their dearest boast, 783 
And soothe full many a wound, wash’dwith theirtears, 
To deep compassion moved. The Sovereign Chief, 
Passing amid the mournful scene, full oft 

Beholds, attended thus with pious care, 

Some wounded hero, whose brave deeds he knew 
And gratefully remember’d. Him he takes 

Fond by the hand, bids him be of good hope, 

Nor doubt recovery, till such soothing words 

And mild engagements from the much-loved prince, 
Draw from the attendered warrior, spite of pain, 

A grateful tear, and o’er his speechless face 794 
Spread smiles of peace, delighted to receive 

These kind attentions near the arms of death. 


Thus long on every hand the innumerous host, 
Earnest employ’d, dispense their various care, 
Till the whole camp and wide-spread champaign, fill’d 
With moving crowds, spoke all the several bands 
Assembled. This the watchful Monarch soon 
Observing, pregnant with emotions high, 
Disperses round swift heralds, with command 
That all the legion’d bands, in order best, 
Under their several leaders join their ranks, $05 
Whom thus the King attentive may behold ; 
May see their present state; what force, impair’d, 
Asks chief supply,-or what unhurt remains. 
Busy o’er all the field the troops prepare 
Before the Monarch to appear; all pleased 
To gain the attention of his placid eyes, 
Wont on them all with manly love to beam. 
Warriors, their wounds now eased of keener pangs, 
Hearing these tidings, deem the much-loved Chief 
Bent to address the host, and of delay 
Impatient, scorn their pain, and eager move, 
Supported, to behold and hear once more 817 
The honour’d King. Such eagerness pervades 
The total host to catch the martial fire 
Warming his noble soul, that every heart 
Throbb’d high ; and soon in range magnific spread, 
A semi-circle vast, of deep array, 
Presents to sight its order’d arch immense ; 
While o’er the embattled pomp, broad-glittering, 
Unnumber’d ensigns, tossing in the winds. [waved 
Shields, lock’d in shields, a fiery splendour cast, 
Flashing afar. Terrific to the view 
Stood the firm bulwark of their steely front, 
Like some huge rampart, raised on high, to guard 
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Coasts from the ocean, whose proud strength defies 
His mountainous waters, labouring to o’erwhelm 
The stedfast pile, which sole forbids his waves 

To rush o’er valleys, cities, people, plains, 

And stays his empire o’er a deluged land. 


Eager all waited the directing voice 
Of the brave Monarch: he, above the rest, 
On a broad altar raised of massy stone, 
Stood in the midst, majestic. Near him press’d 
His ducal chiefs, gazing with sacred awe 
On the loved King: pre-eminent he shone 840 
Conspicuous from afar. His golden helm, 
Under whose plumes, high waving, radiant beam’d 
The regal diadem, his manly face 
Shadow’d, not cover’d. His right hand sustain’d 
His massive spear; his left, his ample shield, 
Pictured on whose bright round Britannia sat 
Thoughtfully gazing on her ravaged isle. 
Silent awhile he stood: like some tall rock 
Unmoved, around whose awful sides appear 
The sea-fow] clinging, while it lifts on high 
Its sky-capt front, indignant of the storm. 
While sounding trumpets, clarions, and loud drums 
Hail’d their Commander, o’er the sea of helms 
And beamy spears he cast his wary eyes ; 
And as the burnish’d armour of the hosts 
Shone to the sun, at thought of martial deeds, 
A kindling ardour swell’d his rising soul. 
He waved his spear. Sudden the clangor deep 
Of music ceased: respectful silence ran 
Through all the host, and not a sound disturb’d. 
The solemn pause: then, with voice heard afar, 
The Monarch in heart-moving accents spoke.— 


‘* Englishmen, Warriors :—A dreadful dawn, 
Disclosing to our sight these ravaged plains, 
Strown with our murder’d fathers, brothers, friends, 
Summons us to new war: proud then I see 
Your wonted zeal returning: much it needs. 

Now have we all beheld our savage foes 

Bound by no ties of faith, of every vow 
Regardless; now no more must leagues contract 
That peace which valour can alone compel. 

Have we not seen o’er all our neighbouring states, 
Where treaties purchased peace, these madden’d men 
Lawless to rage, and breathing only death ? [groves 
O’er all their fields, once deck’d with woods and 
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And smiling verdure, where our fathers’ flocks 876 
Loiter’d at ease,—where fertile rivers wound 
Their tranquil course, along whose banks arose 
Our fathers’ happy homes, where busy towns 
Raised frequent o’er the land their sacred fanes,— 
Now we behold one face of ruin spread, 

Their provinces o’er-run, their princes slain, 

Or fled through fear to distant coasts, their plains 
A blacken’d waste, depopulated, drear ! 

Temples, towns, cities, sack’d by impious fires ; 

_ The wretched habitants, now trembling slaves ; 
Spared neither sex nor age! The hoary head 887 
Invaded! Virgins, mothers, wives defiled ! 
Heaven’s ministers pursued to cruel death ! 

While in these dreadful scenes, with savage joy 
Riots the lawless foe, happy alone 

In blood and battle, tyranny and spoil! 

Oh England! Oh, my country! That thy plains, 
Form’d for mild industry, and peace and joy, 
Should witness scenes like these ! My bleeding heart 
Starts cold within me at the thought of these 

The miseries which afflict thy groaning land. 

Last, my loved countrymen,—one family, 

In the same bond united, one our doom, 899 
Last on ourselves, become the single stay 

Of our else-fallen country, they attempt 

Like ruin. Heaven defend, that ever fear 

Should on our plains entail like misery ! 

Shall we then suffer the perfidious foe 

To add new insults, and before our eyes | 

Cover our plains with slaughter? Shall we see 
TFamely, our murder’d fathers, brothers, friends, 
Strown in our streets? Behold these Pagan wolves 
Prowl with insatiate ravage o’er our fields, 
Butcher our infants in their mothers’ arms, 

Or hurl them mangled mid their flaming homes ?— 
My countrymen, to me as children dear, 

A cause such as before ne’er call’d for arms,: 
Summons our valour: call’d to fight for all 

Most dear to man—ourselves, our wives, our babes, 
Our homes, our hapless country. Heaven itself, 
In its own cause, invokes us to defend 

Our true religion ; our just, equal laws; 

Nor, in their stead, transmit the bloody faith, 

And rude decrees, of Pagans to our sons, 

A sad inheritance! With Heaven our friend, 
What shall we fear ?—But e’en were that unsure 
(Which who can doubt?) say, shall we trembling wait 
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Till, back returning, our insatiate foes 924 
Whelm in one common carnage all our host, 

Slain in cold blood? No, honour’d countrymen! 
If we are doom’d to fall, let us at least 

Fall nobly, fighting in defensive war, 

For home, for life, for liberty, for Heaven. 

War must revive. I cannot wrong your souls 

By arguments: I trust, I know you all 

Valiant, and valour now the cause demands. 

Now will we never shrink, or own repose, 

But patient smile at dangers, pain and death, 

Till our persisting arms at last restore 936 
England to peace and safety. Future times, 
Wondering, shall learn the story of our toils, 

And, struck with pious gratitude, shall hail 

Us their deliverers, fathers ; fond shall bless 

Our prudent courage, which while daring, wise, 
Snatch’d from the verge of ruin’s dread abyss 

Our trembling country; her, all hopeless, raised 
From woe to happiness, from death to life. 
Heading such legions, thus shall I, untired, 
Brother in arms and sharer of your toils, 

Lead you to glory, freedom, victory !” 946 


He ceased—and straight from all the host arose 
Shouts that thro’ heaven resounded : follow’d soon 
Tremendous clangor of their bossy shields, 

Struck by vast lances and impetuous spears, 
Signal of high applause; awful and loud, 

As thunders o’er the sea, from pole to pole 
Terribly rolling, through the cavern’d waves 
Bellow, when tempests, red with lightnings, swell 
The hollow’d surge. Zeal glow’d in every face, 
With ardent confidence, as toward the King 

And on each other gazed the total host, 

In silence, but to fervent feelings rapt 958 
Mightier than words could utter. Instant march 
And battle undelay’d to every heart 

Seem’d easy; but the prudent Monarch knew 
Needful augmented power, ere yet again 

His shatter’d army in the deathful field | 
Might meet the innumerous foe ; nor from their hordes 
And unrelenting fury, rashly tempt 

Total destruction. He his purposed thought 
Pursuing, forthwith issues mild command 

That all the legion’d bands in station due 

Under their several leaders, pass succinct 

In wont review before him, whence his eye 970 
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Certain might apprehend their real state, 971 
And mark the losses of each lessen’d power. 


The Monarch gives the word. Sudden the sound 
Of thousand trumpets fills the echoing air. 


Say, Goddess Muse, what ducal chiefs renown’d, 
Ruling seven southern provinces, the realm 
Of Wessex, sole remaining unsubdued, 
Led to the unequal war their banded powers. 


First, sternly seated on his warhorse proud, 979 
Came the majestic Oddune, Devon’s Duke, 
Whom follow’d, in long train of broad array, 

His chosen horsemen, bright in gorgeous arms. 
Their shields immense, and beamy spears erect, 
Shone like some wintry forest, wrapt in ice, 
Glittering before the sun. Haughty they came, 
Proud of their streaming hair, while o’er their helms 
Waved their red banners. In their order’d ranks 
Rode many noble Thanes, Devonia’s boast ; 

By valour most ennobled, which had won 

The Monarch’s love. Rulers of hundreds there 
Held due command. Many decennaries 991 
Own’d rule subordinate, whose several power 

One tithing of ten families obey’d. 

These following, next appear’d in stately march 
His numerous train of infantry. Tall helms 
Shook their proud plumes, as on they came, with noise 
Of mailed armour. Glaring on their breasts, 
Targes of brass in dreadful range appear’d, 
Prominent from whose central boss stood forth 
Spikes bladed, keen as swords, whose mortal touch 
Pierced threefold mail in adverse fight. Each wore 
His massy falchion by his belted side, 

While their right hands upbore armour diverse, 1003 
Huge battle-axes some, others vast spears, 

Slings, bows, or iron darts, or ponderous clubs 
Blood-stain’d. Each knew his station’d rank, con- 
All in consorted league, with solemn vows [join’d 
To avenge the death of every neighbour-friend, 
Ere to the dangerous war they came, and left 
Pensive their happy homes. Their band contain’d 
Full many an honour’d bard, their proud delight, 
Skill’d all in songs of fame. Virgins and dames, 
Knew the distinguish’d honours of this band : 
Their streaming locks, their train of envied bards, 
And to their various claims of high respect —-1015 
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Yielded due reverence, by each hero sought, 1016 
His dearest guerdon. As the legion pass’d, 

The Monarch thoughtful eyed their warlike train 
Much lessen’d, though yet strong; and soon he calls 
Oddune, their potent leader, to his side, 

From whose relation he might learn the fate 

Of his lost followers in the last dread fight. 

The chief with lowly act decent approach’d, 

And stretching forth his spear (the signal wont 

Of due obedience) touch’d the Monarch’s shield. 
Then to the King’s enquiry told direct, 

That while the Pagans in one whelming mass _ 1027 
Bore down all obstacle, this noble band 

In the right wing had borne their fiercest rage, 
Nor yielded, till, by foes half compass’d round, 
They turn’d, still fighting as they slow retired.— 
The Sovereign to his modest tale, with looks 

Of confidence and words of grateful praise, 
Answer’d, much soothed in thought, as in his mind 
Calm he revolved their multitudinous strength, 
And the known valour of the experienced chief. 


Him past, approaching next the Monarch sees 
Herbert, the ducal chief of warriors, pride —1038 
Of Dorset’s plains. Touch’d with a solemn awe, 
He mark’d the veteran chief, whose temperate skill 
And steady discipline in desperate fields 
Full oft had wrested victory, when he fought 
In bloody wars of the departed Kings, 

Alfred’s loved sire and brothers. As he came, 
The King in reverence unhelm’d his brows, 
Bending submissive toward the honour’d man. 
Him well the Monarch knew, valiant and good, 
Knew his heart mild, but patient and serene 

In hottest fight. The venerable chief 

Was pleased, and on his haughty courser soon 1050 
Meekly respectful moved. No chieftain more 
Enjoy’d his followers’ love, who now advanced — 
In martial ranks of chivalry, a train 

Not numerous less of potent Thanes, or bards, 

Or valiant men; nor wanting costly arms 

Less splendid than the noble legion pass’d. 

These, as they went, fix’d full their sparkling eyes 
On the loved King; scarce to their hearts less dear 
Than their own Herbert, for whose valued life 
Each warrior’s heart beat prompt to yield its own: 
To whom each man was grateful for mild acts 

Of generous favour. All well knew his home 1062 
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Spread ope its hospitable doors, and gave 1068 
To each brave guest a welcome; with high feasts 
Cheerful regaled, the noble chieftain’s pride, 
His followers’ meed. Ofter no chief bestow’d 
On the deserving brave the ennobling gift, 
Or of the war-horse, spear, or plumed cuirass ; 
Hence raising whom he loved, to the proud name 
And rights of powerful Thane, by all revered. 
Nor then delay long intervened, before 
. From the prompt notice of the watchful King 
He won like gifts, the exalted warrior’s boast, 
Proudest and highest; valour’s dear-sought prize. 
His total legion pass’d, the King receives 
To closer interview the veteran chief, 
Who soon, (the accustom’d sign of fealty paid,) 
Pious, but with garrulity of age, 
Tells his firm trust, that Heaven will soon avenge 
The Pagans’ murderous guilt and perjured fraud ; 
While the tried valour of the English host 
Shall sure prevail. Alfred yields pleased assent 
And willing thanks for these consoling words, 
And to his eager questions soon obtains 
Intelligent reply,—that near their chief 
Long his assaulted legion firmly stood 1086 
The battle’s fiercest rage, in whose uproar 
Warriors lamented fell, noble and brave, 
Nor few: compell’d at last to yield, and leave 
O’erwhelm’d in dismal rout, the ruinous camp: 
But numerous still, and brave, his train survived.— 
This heard, in thought absorb’d awhile, the King 
Earnest revolved how soonest to recruit 
Each legion’s loss; much from the exerted power 
Hoping of Herbert, calm and wise. 

| , Then him 
Gently dismiss’d, he marks, full near advanced, 
Osmund, the ducal chief of Cornwall’s powers, 1098 
Known by his noble mien, nor less discern’d 
By the high-banner’d horse, and eagle shield. 
Mournful the hero pass’d, his thoughtful looks 
Fix’d solemn on the ground, nor without cause 
Absorb’d in grief; for mid his princely train, 
As on they came moving in martial state, 
(Dreadfully lessen’d) was discern’d the band 
Of Athelard, high Thane, Osmund’s loved son, 
Reft of its Leader. Gash’d with frightful wounds, 
Slow paced the steeds, and in each warrior’s look, 
Pallid and sad, the gloom of sorrow hung. | 
Of their own state unconscious, with fatigue 1110 
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Worn, and their mailed armour grimly dash’d 1111 
With blood and toilsome sweat, and many a dint 
Of battle. Sole upon their chieftain lost 

They ponder’d, heart-oppress’d ; for he was dear 
To every soldier; gallant, bold in fight; 

Kind to his train; obedient to his sire; 

Pious; and loyal to his Sovereign King. 

Bards, as they moved, revolved his noble deeds, 
Sighing, and framed in thought the funeral song 
To grace his obsequies, and lift his name, 

Boast and example to the sons of war ! 

Nor did not soon the watchful King perceive 1122 
The mournful loss, deep-moved. Sad sympathy 
Hung on his clouded brow, as slow the host 
Moved silent on with looks of fix’d regret. 

Eagerly to his side the Monarch calls 

The much-loved father, from his lips to hear 

The dismal tidings. Twice the sire essay’d 

To speak, ere grief would yield him utterance: then 
Faltering he tells—his son with noble rage, 

Had, in the left, twice turn’d the tide of war, 
Rushing impetuous on the assailant foe, 

And dared all danger; but too sad a fate 

Such gallant virtue met; for soon inclosed, 1134 
And like a lion baying his scared foes, 

His troops beheld him, while they yielding turn’d, 
Press’d by o’erwhelming numbers, nor again 

Saw ever their loved chief, living or dead. 

Vainly the trembling sire, with pious care, 

Had sought his body o’er the deathful field : 
Despairing now, he deem’d his mangled corse 

Lost in the general heap, and sorrowing pined 

As never more on his dear face to gaze.— 

The King was moved. Dear as the honour’d sire, 
Scarce in his love the son held second place. 

No youthful chieftain more his warm esteem 1146 
Possess’d, or dearer to his heart survived 

Through all the host. Breathing the words resign’d 
Of manly patience, to the father’s grief 

He lent consoling balm; but as he spoke, 
Graceful a tear of mild regret bedew’d 

_ The Sovereign’s cheek, which (turning from the view) 
Soft his uplifted hand dispersed away. 


Edric came next, whose ducal reign controll’ 
The fertile vale of Berks, numerous in men 
_And steeds, adapt for war. Their stately ranks 
Follow’d their martial chief, as proud he rode 1157 
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With venerable aspect, old in arms. 1158 
Under his dark-cheek’d helmet, curling hung 

His locks, once streaming brown, now silvery gray, 
Bespeaking reverence : easy-soul’d and good, 

The Monarch knew him; brave, but of his own, 
And whom his proper favour raised to note, 
Partially fond, nor e’er suspecting ill. 

Amid his train, not distant, shone behind 

The gaudy banner of the youthful chief, 

Hianfrid, glorying in his graceful form. 

Him had the childless Edric’s kind regard 
Adopted as his son, nor aught denied 1169 
That growing vanity from earliest youth 

Sought or could wish. Often his favorite boy 
Would he equip in arms, and pleased survey 

With looks of fond delight and anxious hope. 
Now with the confidence of love, the chief 
Himself in age declining, to his rule, 

With power of ducal Thane, a martial host 
Resign’d : himself at last in rural ease 

Hoping to die, worn with the toils of war. 

Now far conspicuous, on his prancing steed 
Richly caparison’d, Hianfrid came, 

Studious of shew, and eager to obtain 1181 
The gaze of admiration. His broad shield 
Glittering with gold profuse, and painted o’er 
With bold devices, (though as yet no deed 

Of signal valour sanction’d such display,) 

Borne by the artful Thane on outstretch’d arm, 
Hid not his costly armour, dazzling bright ; 

While from his plumed casque, where crested shone, 
With outspread wings, an eaglet, bending prone 
To o’erlook his roseate cheeks, streaming in waves 
His dark locks floated on the wanton gales. 

Often he turn’d, and on his following train 

Look’d back, as on they moved—a glorious throng, 
Their radiant breast-plates flaming as of gold. 
Each his broad falchion glittering at his side 

Wore ostentatious, and his burnish’d spear [plumes, 
Waved, tipp’d with gold. Bedeck’d with crimson 
Their nodding helmets moved with gaudy pomp, 
Tinging with roseate gleam their polish’d mail : 

As when amid his train of western clouds, 

The redden’d sun, fading in distance, sheds 

A purple splendour on the sparkling waves. 

Next, with the noble Edric’s princely train, 

After Hianfrid, came, of manlier mien, 

Harold, his youthful friend, whose numerous train 
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Follow’d, in arms less splendid, but with hearts 
Not less courageous than the troops they join’d. 
Born in contiguous vales, the rising chiefs 

Early had been companions ; for the sire 

Of noble Harold, in a pristine war, 

Slain bravely fighting, left his infant boy 

Yet hanging on his widow’d mother’s breast. 

She pining died. Edric, the hero’s friend, 
Received in charge his lands and vassal host ; 
And, (meet compeer for his adopted boy) 

Under the chieftain’s hospitable roof 

Harold had spent his youth, till now matured 1217 
He rush’d to war, wielding his father’s spear. 

Thus had the manly youths, by Edric’s care, 
Grown up together. Other learning none 

Known or desired, with title of High Thanes, 
Their mutual boast, joyful they led to war 

Their troops united. Strong was either host, 
Stronger by union. Their long intercourse 

Had made them friends, not rivals ; for tho’ glow'd 
In either heart an ardent thirst for fame, 

Yet Harold, more by deeds than outward pomp 
Sought for applause ; less vain, haughty no less. 
The King survey’d them pleased: and soothing hope 
Suggested to his thought what future aid 

Might from their friendship spring; yet half a fear 
Chastised his confidence ; for he had mark’d 
Hianfrid oft o’erbearing, selfish, proud ! 


The Monarch soon from Edric learns the fate 
Of his brave followers in the deathful field, 
And hears, disturb’d, Hianfrid’s splendid band 
Early had fled, while Harold’s long endured 
The dire affray—stedfast, till whelming hosts 
Bore down, like torrents; yet the King received 
Gladly the excusing pleas, by Edric told, 1240 
Of closer conflict and unequal foes, 
Pressing the wing where ruled his favourite boy. 


These pass’d. Next, Alwin came, the ducal chief 
Of heroes, banded from the shadowy fields 
Of Wilts, in long array of warlike pomp 
Marshall’d, and moving on with sound of arms 
To harmony of music from soft flutes 
And mellow clarions blown: a manly train. 
Alwin led on. Wielding his ponderous spear, 
Proudly he sat, exulting in his strength: 
While to the view scarce less in towering size 1251 
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Appear’d his throng of heroes, in bold deeds 1252 
Foremost of daring enterprise. The King 

Joyful saw these, in number scarce impair’d ; 

For well he knew their chieftain’s eager soul 
Ardent and rash: of calm considerate thought 
Disdainful oft, but prompt by gallant acts 

Of dauntless courage, to extort high fame 

And wondering awe, chill’d oft by anxious fear. 
Which noble band survey’d, soon to the King 

The chieftain tells of glorious deeds achieved 

By his brave train, and points with smiling joy 
Their safer state, scarce lessen’d to the view. 1263 
With these conjunct came half the numerous host, 
Once by the haughty Kenwulph led to war. 

With mad ambition fired, he to be less 

Than King disdain’d; and rather than obey 

And serve a lawful Sovereign, had preferr’d 

From the victorious Pagans to accept 

Nominal rule and titled shew of power, 

Their vassal: and now held his wish’d-for reign 
In conquer’d Mercia. With him half his host, 
Lured by his traitorous counsels and inflamed 

To blind rebellion, from the common cause 
Seceding, had conjoin’d the faithless Danes. 1275 
Yet some the call of duty had obey’d, 

Nor join’d the apostate ruin. As they pass’d, 
The generous monarch eyed their puissant ranks, 
Forgetful of all wrongs; and mark’d their bands 
Most from the field of slaughter safe survive. 


Follow’d the manly legion, whose broad limbs 
The plains of Somerset, rich in wide vales, 
Had nursed to strength. Before them splendid rode 
Rayner, their ducal head. Unmoved and stern 
Appear’d his aspect; for within him prey’d 
Regret continual since that hated day 1286 
When swoln with proud ambition his loved friend, 
The dear companion of his happier hours, 
Kenwulph, unmoved by honour’s potent voice, 
Basely revolted from his country’s cause, 
Though greeted ever by the royal love. 
Since had a serious, sullen gloom o’erhung 
His deep-stung friend ; for save that fatal fault 
Of unrestrain’d ambition, he had found 
Kenwulph of noble temper, kind and brave, 
Nor yet could memory the lamented crime 
Cheerful retrace. “Alfred the unwelcome cause 
Knew of his solemn mood ; knew Rayner’s heart 
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Glow’d with the love of virtue, and could boast 
Humane, ingenuous feelings, own’d by few. 

Loyal and brave, he rush’d in deathful fields, 
Where danger fiercest raged: by his proud train 
High-valued, winning by attractive deeds 

Their zealous love. Now pass’d the chieftain on: 
His shieldless arm hung idle by his side 

Enwrapt in healing bands, whose folds conceal’d 
A ghastly wound, pierced by a Danish spear. 
Wan was his visage, and sedate he led 

In melancholy guise his shatter’d train. 

These pass’d, from Rayner soon the Monarch learns 
The sad relation of their dangerous fight; 

And, fill’d with generous pity, hears alarm’d 

The loss of many a warrior-chief, whose place 
The choice of future fields shall ill repair. 


Last, came the legion from the blooming hills 
Of verdurous Hants, and from their pleasant homes 
In Vecta’s isle, whose health-diffusing shores 
The ocean laves enamour’d. As they moved, 
The King saw grieved their thinner ranks bad borne 
Loss, numerous more than all the powers yet past. 
Aroused to fear, with eager gaze he sought —1321 
Siward, their ducal chieftain, wont to guide 
His train with skill peculiar. Him in vain 
The King explored. With fix’d surprise he saw 
Advancing in his place a ‘warrior-form, 

Not undistinguish’d yet by valorous deeds, [cheeks 
A young, but gallant Thane, on whose flush’d 
Play’d a suffusive blush, while soft his mien, 
Mingled with modesty, regret, and awe, 

Spoke the keen movements of his troubled soul. 
Edgar was named the chief. One sire he claim’d 
With the brave hero whose proud host he led. 
Each valiant chief, the beauteous Emma bore 1333 
To noble Morcar, pride of Vecta’s vales : 

Each of the widow’d matron was the hope 

And dearest solace. Oft with humid eyes 

She by their side had sat, and fond retraced 

The father’s image in each manly form : 

But one no more her longing eyes shall see, 

Nor ever more her tender-clasping arms 
Welcome, returning to his native vale. 

For in the last terrific midnight war, 

O’erpower’d by numbers, gash’d with many a wound, 
While by his side the gallant Edgar fought, 

(Ah! death deep-mourn’d!) the noble Siward fell. 
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Then had shone forth, in all its terrors seen, 1346 
A brother's pious fury. Grief, revenge, 

Despair, inflamed at once young Edgar’s heart. 
Singly he darted mid the thickest fight, 

Of death disdainful—and while scalding tears 
Burst from his eyes, he like a whirlwind raged 
Resistless far and wide: where’er he rush’d 

Death mark’d his blasting course: thro’ solid ranks 
He open’d broad his way, while his scared troops 
Follow’d, expecting that one horrid fate 

Should whelm each gallant brother; but his zeal 
Saved from the Pagan grasp the lifeless corse 1357 
Of the loved Siward; difficultly borne 

From shameless insult off the bloody field. 

Since had the pious Edgar the remains 

Of his lost brother to a shelter’d spot | 
Mournofully led, where by a well-known brook 
Hasty disposed, unburied yet it lay, 

Waiting due obsequies from living friends. 

Now the sad remnant of that brother’s host, 
Edgar led on: slow pass’d the train; for wounds 
Oppress’d their wearied limbs. Soon to himself 
The King invokes the chief, and from him hears, 
Struck with keen anguish, the heart-rending tale 
By Edgar with meek tenderness reveal’d ; 

But of the wonders his own arm achieved, 
Nothing elate, or conscious; sole in heart 
Sorrowing that all his power had not avail’d 

To save a brother from the stroke of death. 

The King, to pity moved and grateful sense 

Of Edgar’s merit, bade with graceful act 

The youthful warrior take, as ducal chief, 
Command supreme of all the numerous host, 
Whom late his valiant brother led to war. 

Proud honour! yet by all the host received 

With joyful vote, deem’d worthiest to supply 1381 
Their much-loved Siward’s place. Bards mark’d 
Witnesses of his valour, and prepared [the youth 
To sing at festive boards his bold exploits. 


Pass’d all the powers of Wessex, as the King 
Studious had scann’d the various-lessen’d troops, 
So much in force impair’d, (alas! before, 

To meet so numerous, so fierce a foe 

Unequal) vain he deem’d the fonder hope 

With purposed vengeance rashly to pursue 

The murderous Pagans : vain the attempt, to dare 
With inefficient strength a lawless foe, 1392 


BOOK I. 33 


Flush’d and elate with conquest. Much his soul 
Sorrow’d, presaging what a train of woes 
England must suffer, ere her loyal sons _— [volved 
Could work her peace ; yet prompt in thought re- 
How best with speedy and augmented powers 
To march to battle, and by fields of war 
To end the Danish ravages. 

| His thoughts 
Eager to open, and to hear if aught 
Of wiser counsel prudence could suggest, 
Round to the various bands the Monarch sends 
His waiting heralds, with this embassy L4u4 
Charged to each chieftain of the legion’d powers. 
‘* First, o’er the field of death the host will pay 
Due rites of sepulchre to those brave men 
Fallen in their country’s cause: chiefs will repair 
Where the lamented Siward’s lifeless form 
Unburied lies: afterward will attend 
Council of import in the royal tent.” 


Straight o’er the sunny champaign mournful moves 
Array'd the host, led by their several chiefs 
On toward the fatal field, where lie confused 
The unburied relics of the dead. Here soon 1415 
Busied were all in varied offices, 
And wonted rites sepulchral, that the camp 
And gory field contiguous, offer now 
To the relenting eye a solemn scene. 
On every side, o’er all the moving plain, 
Warriors and female forms, with tender care, 
Frame for their fallen friends the narrow homes, 
Last debt of piety! Some bear along, 
High-raised on hollow shields, (the bier of war) 
The wounded dead. Others with toil collect 
Huge stones and earthy portions, whence to raise 
The hilly mounds, which, o’er their comrades dear 
Heap’d numerous, may display to future times 
The field of former slaughter. Thus, while round 
Soft in their earthy beds the living lay 
The warriors fallen, and by their side dispose, 
As wont, the spear and shield, the solemn priests, 
In flowing garments habited, pass slow 
On every hand, and to departed souls 
Invoke almighty grace. The bards tune soft 
Their tender’d harps, and raise the fervent dirge, 
And hymns of grief, praising the brave and good, 
Now lost; but not eternally : for still 
In blissful climes of peace the good shall meet 1439 
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Friends dearest loved, and clasp their angel forms 
In undisturb’d embrace. Full many form 

On monumental stones inscriptions rude, 
Recordant of a name, or some high deed 

Worthy from sons of after-times to share 

The meed of glory and undying fame.— 
Soft-breathed, a sound of music and still song 
Steals on the ear, from all the tranced field, 
Confused with murmur faint of hush’d lament. 


The King, attended by his numerous chiefs, 
Moves reverent o’er the plain, and of the dead 1450 
Listens the praise, oft to the wild regret 
Of the fond relatives yielding kind balm 
Of soothing words, with promise that ere long 
They shall avenge these insults, and shall free 
England from all her sufferings. On they pass, 
Grateful survey’d by all with eyes that beam’d 
Confident hope ; and now arrive the place, 

Where many potent Thanes and noble chiefs, 
Assembled, spoke not distant far the corse 
Of the regretted Siward. Hither come, 
In station’d order, all his warlike train 
To grace his obsequies. The Chiefs give place, 
While Edgar, lowly bending, of the dead, 
In gory arms stretch’d pallid on the ground, 
Now takes a last adieu, and on his lips 
Imprints a lingering kiss, and silent clasps 
The clay-cold form.—Sympathy melts each heart. 
Low in the appointed spot his followers place 
The hero dead, and near him careful fix 
Shield, spear, and massy battle-axe, and sword.— 
Now solemn stillness reigns, while every man, 
To honour the loved chieftain, in his shield 
Bears a small turf of earth, to form the mound, 
Memorial of the place: and soon appears 1474 
A hill, firm raised, which round with massive stones 
Compassing they secure—a lasting guard ! 
Sighing as thus they close their chief’s remains, 
And tell his merits. 

‘To the pensive King 
The bards approach, and reverently to him 
Resign the harp, as worthiest and best skill’d, 
Acknowledged prince of bards, to celebrate 
The praise of Siward fallen. Mild he receives 
The attuned symphony, while eager bend 
The thronging chieftains, in their open’d looks 
Pleased expectation beaming, and each heart 1486 
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High-throbbing, conscious that should kindred fate 
Lay low their limbs, their cold remains shall meet 
Like honour ; in the sight of tender friends 

_ Mourn’d by a royal bard, and to proud fame 
Raised eminent. The regal minstrel soon, 
Uplooking solemn, strikes with practised hand 
(Fonder employment of his early youth) 

The mellow’d strings, while thus his swelling voice 
Pours on the listening ear the funeral song. 


‘Soul of departed Siward ! whose cold limbs, 
Pierced with proud wounds, sighing we yield to earth, 
Look from thy high abode, and hear thy fame 
Told by surviving friends to thee once dear. 

Ah! lost to us too soon, translated spirit! 

Noble has been thy nature, bold in war, 

Kind to thy friends, who grieve thy loss with tears; 
Merciful ever to the fallen foe, 

And generous. Thou art gone: but we thy worth 
Shall still remember with regret unchanged. 
Example high to all, haughty defence 

Of thy afflicted country, to the foe 

Terrible; thou, with arm of power, wast wont 

To chase the flying ranks in bloody fields 1509 
Of fight, as from the dark-wing’d tempest fly 

The light ships, wreck’d along the surging main. 
Thy meteor-falchion in thy lifted hand 

Blazing, before thy mighty, dreadful form, 

Legions retired—as crowd the fowls of air, 
Reeling in terror from the sable sky, 

Pregnant with thunder. Underneath thy stroke 
They fell, with such resistless force as hurls 

The rock-built castles, when all loosed to rage 
Thro’ the mid sky impetuous whirlwinds sound, 
Which, casting from the base their awful bulk, 
With ruinous tumult fill the starting vales. 1521 
But to the conquer’d, mild; thy soften’d soul 
Mercy diffused around, as sheds the sun 

His meeken’d beams, and cheers the weeping fields, 
Desolate by the storm. Though gone, thy name 
Is ever fresh among us; and when we, 

Thy friends, compeers in war, alike shall feel 
Death’s chilling hand, and shall like thee be hid 
In dark and narrow tombs, even when moss 

Has clothed our turfy beds, warriors unborn 

And long posterity shall grateful sing 

Thy praises. Future bards shall oft repeat 

Thy fame, transmitted fond from mouth to mouth, 


36 KING ALFRED. 


While ever it remains the proud delight 1534 
Of heroes, emulous, to know and teach 

Songs of past valour. Fathers to their sons 

Shall tell thy virtues, till their young hearts beat 
To die like thee. This sacred place full oft 

Fond they shall visit, straying mid these tombs, 
And think on those who for their country fell. 
This mound with awe peculiar they shall point, 
And sighing tell, ‘‘ Here noble Siward lies.” 
Farewell, great spirit; rest in honour; known 

By all the brave and good to latest times. 

For bards to future memory give alone 1545 
The good and valiant. None can praise the base: 
They die, to dark oblivion doom’d: if named, 
Scorn startsand frowns. But when the good man dies, 
What is in death his constant soul should fear ? 
Sole for those tender friends his bosom feels, 

Left to bewail his loss. But for himself, 

His soul, from all the cares, and strifes, and toils, 
Freed of this lower world, and ’scap’d at last 
From this her fleshly shell and house of clay, 
Which bind her powers to earth, now sudden feels, 
Restrain’d no more, in boundless-vast extent, 

Her own immortal nature, capable 1557 
In adoration rapt and blissful sense 

To roam creation through, and led by spirits, 

Good as herself, inmates of heaven, to pierce 
God’s everlasting secrets, and partake 

Joys unconceived, happiness without end ! 

Yet though exalted thus the parted soul, 

We here are left but men ;—our souls as yet 

To bodies link’d :—let us then act like men, 

Nor to give way disdain to Nature’s fond 
Ingenuous feelings, and decorous grief : 

But while thus left on this our younger home, 
Probationary, strive with care to act 1569 
A good and bonest part, and each man well 
Perform his proper duty, not unknown, 

Strongly to every man by conscience told, 

And graciously to men reveal’d from heaven.” 


This sung, the Monarch to the listening bards 
In pensive admiration rapt, restores 
The trembling harp, and as he goes, adjoins 
These monitory words. 
‘‘ Bards, on the tomb 
Inscribe the hero’s name. Be it your care 
To celebrate in song his manly deeds. 1580 
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And who for such renown would shrink from death? 
For you, ye sacred train, favourites of heaven, 
Honour’d by all; to you the task divine 

Is given, the human mind by your mild arts 

To polish and refine, and thro’ the mean 

Of charming melody, warm in the heart 

To plant the seeds of knowledge, virtue, truth, 
Among a happy people, open’d then 

To those best charms of peace, of useful arts, 

And all the sweet delights of social home. 

Ah! could we speedy end the dismal woes 

Of our distracted country, freed at last 1592 
From these fierce foes, then might our better thoughts 
Turn to these genial themes, this blest employ, 

To spread the stores of science, and diffuse 

The spirit calm of cheerful industry, 

Commerce, and order. Prospect to my soul 

How dear! But, no! the enchanting vision now 
Recedes, and cannot be. Far other scenes 
Compass us now: all our united thoughts 
Henceforth must centre on the bloody field.” 


Reverent approach the venerable priests, 
And o’er the high-raised tomb decent perform 1603 
Religion’s wonted rites. Chief among these 
Conspicuous stood, Asser, the favour’d friend 
Of learning, from Saint David’s distant shrine. 
Nor was not there Plegmond, Arch-Governor 
Of Canterbury’s see, nor Grimbald, prime 
In graceful science, from politer France. 
And there, surpassing most in piety 
And zeal to propagate Christ’s holy faith, 
Counsellor prime of Alfred’s earlier youth, 
Adulph Saint Neod stood, of kingly race, 
The Monarch’s kinsman. He the solemn mass 
Raised high, and fervent pour’d the affecting prayer 
For the departed chief. Sighs from each breast 
Spoke its warm sorrow. To the King the chiefs 
Yield grateful honour for those moving strains, 
Tenderly soothing the disburthen’d heart. 
He other cares bids now employ their souls, 
And to the summon’d council thoughtful speed :-— 
That soon all haste to quit the field of grief. 
While Alfred to his side attentive calls 
Osmund, his loved associate, whose mild heart 
A ffectionate he knew, and to the charms 
Of polish’d learning (by the Monarch’s soul 
Treasure dear-prized) awake. Friendly the King, 
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Toward the wont council, Osmund by his side, 1628 
Moves with meek grace; full many Chiefs and Thanes 
Attendant round. The Sovereign to the sire 
Yields consolation for his absent son, 

Which to the afflicted Hero some faint ray 
Inspires of dubious hope. And now their steps 
Have reach’d the spot revered, where splendid fly 
The plumy tufas, of the royal tent 

Conspicuous signals. Soon the clarions shrill 
And din of trumpets through the conscious camp 
Echo, as wont, the sign of high consult. 


Awaiting here the King, heralds appear, 
Each from his charge return’d, by him dispatch’d 
After the battle’s rage to mark the route 
Of the retiring foe, and in the port 
By Wareham’s crowded shore, to view the state 
Of their full fleet, if left in order mann’d, 
And prompt to sail, or what diverse intent 
Seem’d likeliest. To the King himself advanced, 
Each with meek act his embassy reveals. 


All enter now within the dome superb, 
Brilliant throughout with shine of lucent lamps, 1649 
Thrown from the gold-bright roof in pendent range. 
The numerous Chieftains, Thanes, and Bishops take 
Wont stations. Reverential silence reigns. 
High at the far extreme the Monarch sat, 
Under a fretted canopy, whence hung, 
Falling in graceful folds, rich tapestry 
Splendid of silk and gold, where female hands 
Had wrought the pictured tales of pristine wars. 
Rising with graceful act, the Monarch soon 
His prejudged counsel thoughtfully declared. 


‘*Peers,Chiefs,since now with sorrow we have seen 
The losses of our host, our prime concern, 
Or ere avenging arms can hope to save 
Our suffering country, must be deem’d, that loss 
With adequate supply best to repair. 
Brave as I know you all, and brave the host, 
Yet vain, alas! your generous zeal would prove, 
Should we, presumptuous, dare our lesser force, 
Enfeebled as we see, now to oppose 
Against the thousands whom the swarming North 
Pours from her icy mountains on our plains, 
Increasing still, fierce as the howling wolves 
That prowl her desarts, and to madness driven 1672 
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With fancied triumph. *Twere a grievous crime 
That high intrepid valour, which disdains 

The deadliest danger, rashly to expose 

To sure destruction. No, my noble friends ! 
Your country eyes you with a trembling hope, 
Saved but by you, her last, her only shield. 

How soonest from each province to convoke 

A force more equal to the hostile powers, 

Thus I advise. Hence let each ducal chief, 
Departing, seek the plains that own his sway, 
None distant far; and there with active skill 
Summon all freemen, whose selected strength 1634 
Best suits the field of arms, to join the war. 

There by his presence and his heartening voice 
Dispense a courage ardent as his own, 

Till the whole land, by indignation roused, 

Shall catch the generous flame: and her best sons 
With emulous impatience rush to arms. 

Each chief returning with collected powers 

Ere some near day, which our concerting thoughts 
Shall judge most meet, hence will we march conjunct 
To assail with surer hope the innumerous foe, 
Who now (so heralds certain tidings bring) 

Bends toward Exham’s walls his-furious steps, 1696 
Intending there to found a settled home, 

And spoil for sustenance the country round. 

Then will we dare whatever form of fate 

Fell danger can oppose : then full exert 

Each his indignant valour, firm, unmoved, 

Fearless of numbers: nor, howe’er unmatch’‘d, 
Despair, or fail at last, of victory. 

So, when at length by battles hardly won, 

We conquer the fierce foe,—then may our thoughts 
Turn to improve our country, and by arts 

Of gentler kind, compose her to calm bliss. 

Then for my people, children of my care, 1708 
Dear source and end of all my hopes and toils, 
We may behold, in lieu of horrid wars, 

Quiet restored, to every man secured 

The tranquil comforts of endearing home ; 

Order establish’d ; the intersected realm 

Into known boundaries parted ; and all ranks 
Link’d in one social chain, that equal laws 
Promulged and executed, may dispense 

Justice at each man’s door, and may defend 

To each his right; each of his neighbour's weal 
And conduct watchful, knowing himself bound 
Pledge for his fellow’s industry, and faith, 1720 
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And general life. Arts, science shall approach, 
Opening the human mind, as spreads the bud, 
Matured by summer suns. Cities shall rise 
Majestic o'er our plains, and frequent-rear’d 
Castles to guard their wealth. Commerce shall send 
Her ample burdens to each foreign clime, 

Where Eastern India spreads her spicy stores, 

Or northern oceans lave their icy realms 

Mid shores yet unexplored, by our bold prows 
Soon to be pierced and known. Navies shall nde, 
August our circling seas, and guard our isle, 
Admiring Europe’s boast, pride of the world! 1732 
While o’er our cultured fields Plenty shall wave 
Her richest stores, provoking Industry 

Through every breast. Religion’s ministers, 
Honour’d and copied in their decent lives, 

Shall breathe heaven’s tidings of good will, and peace, 
And joy among mankind; to the Supreme, 

(As is most just) glory and grateful praise. 

Till o’er the wondering realm, from end to end, 
One active face of labour and of art 

Shall spread benign and bless the smiling land, 
Raised to high dignity of wealth and power, 

And polish’d manners, mild-uniting all, 1744 
While each man under his own roof secure, 

With his own family, shall long enjoy 

Peace and domestic happiness. Oh! scenes, 
Rapturous to my fancy as the hours 

Of bliss in heaven! These future must become 
Our thought, our daily hope, our ceaseless aim.” 


He ended; and delighted gratitude 
Echoed around the tumult of applause : 
While smiles and looks intent, with awe sublimed, 
Through all the deep-moved synod told the heart ; 
Till tall-uprising, bis less thoughtful mind, 1755 
Alwin, with quick impatience thus proposed. 


‘‘ Reverent, my noble peers, to you I ope 

My wishful purpose: let not then my thoughts 
Offend, though not obey’d. I know the powers 
_Of our proud enemy in number much 

Exceed our own; in valour, as I trust, 
Nothing—but far our second; by so much 
Inferior here, that still T count their strength 

Only as match’d —superior I disclaim. 

Therefore what hinders that we instant march, 
Victory undelay’d by fight to gain, 1766 
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Scorning new aids, nor lose the proud renown 1767 
And glory, wanting to more equal fields.” 


Sternly he sat, and opposite him rose 
The venerable Herbert; calm, sedate, 
Majestic were his looks: his hoary hair 
Flow’d o’er his paler cheeks, as forward bent 
Leaning he rested on his ponderons spear. 
A sudden reverence thrill’d through Alwin’s heart, 
As on himself he mark’d the eyes affix’d 
Of the grave veteran, who his sober thoughts 
To him address’d with words of sage reproof. 1777 


‘‘ Restrain, impetuous chief, thy hasty rage 
And undigested counsel, and revere 
The prudent foresight of maturer thought. 
Haughty and bold! the emotions of thy heart 
Learn to control, and patient judge awhile, 
Weighing with modest deference. Prudence, still, 
Remember, is true valour’s solid base. 
Say, should we now thy wish’d advice pursue, 
What other could be deem'd the desperate deed, 
Than mad to rush upon a yawning gulf. 
In vain our ruin’d land should then deplore —_—1788 
Her brave defenders lost, and look around 
Anxious for new supplies; her other realms 
Now all subdued ; ours her sole guardian power ; 
Ours then must fall the last sad sacrifice, 
And England’s sons must evermore be slaves ! 
Hence be that dreadful thought! No, valiant peers ; 
Trust me, the counsel of our noble prince 
None can improve. There wisdom joins, as wont, 
Her temper’d beam with valour’s ardent fire. 
Nought need we fear to trust us to the guide 
Of those great talents, which, with lofty eye, 
O’erlook each scene, and mark its utmost end. 1800 
Let us obey then, and prepare to part 
Each for his proper plains, assembling there 
Our brave adherents to fresh war. The time 
Demands our readiest speed. Let all our thoughts 
Now centre on the coming enterprise.” 


He spoke, and to the listening synod pleased 
His words discreet. Applause gave full assent, 
While on the Monarch and the veteran chief 
All reverent gazed. Which seen, the Monarch rose 
To sum in brief the council’s fix’d result— 

Whien, lo! wide-bursting, open fly the doors 111 
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Of the full tent, and, rushing to the midst, 1813 
Soldiers appear, who toward the Monarch lead 
Strangers in priestly habits. Heard without 
Instant a roar of shouts and clashing shields 
Stuns the dash’d ear. Rise from their seats the chiefs 
Amazed. Immediate asks the King, unmoved, 
The cause of this strange tumult. To him soon 
Answer’d the soldiers. 

‘* Pardon, noble prince, 
The zeal of dangerous tidings. As we stray’d, 
Late at the camp’s extreme, surprised we saw 
Thick-rolling clouds of dust enlarging rise 1823 
Plain o’er the hill—thro’ which, distinguish’d soon 
Crowds gleam’d of men, and steeds, in throngs that 

seem’d 

Approaching toward the camp. Ere long we mark’d 
Advanced full near, before the rest, a train 
On flying coursers hasting to the tents, 
Seeming as heralds charged with some emprize. 
Arriving soon, these venerable priests 
Accosted us, and eagerly required 
Before the Monarch to be led, to him 
The purport of their message to reveal.” 


Now led before the throne, the priestly train 1834 
With decent mien before the Monarch bow, 
Humble; when solemn thus the foremost spoke. 

‘* Hail, gracious Sovereign ! deem not that the crowds 
Who seek in populous throng thy sheltering camp 
Are enemies: both we and who approach 

Are friends and subjects. Doubting lest the camp 
Might judge them foes, we charged have left their 
To explain their coming. Miserable news [ranks 
Await thine ear. Alas, for England ! —lost, 

For ever lost! Heaven, with our crimes incensed, 
Dooms to destruction our devoted land.” 


Faltering he paused. To him with voice composed, 
The King :—‘‘ Whatever be thy dismal charge, 
Speak out: a brave man knows not to despair.” 


The priest then answer’d :—‘‘ While the dreadful 
Of Alfred’s routed powers, and leagues of peace [fame 
Violate, o’er the astonish’d country flies, 

The traitorous Kenwulph of his Mercian train 

Has suddenly convened a host immense, 

And now o’erspreading far the ravaged land, 

They enter Wessex, with intent to join 

By Exham’s fated walls the innumerous foe. 1856 
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Before their furious march, in panic fear 1857 
Fly all the wretched habitants, who fill 

The tract they threat to cross, in crowded mass ; 
Left to the ruin of the approaching foe 

The whole dispeopled land, their emptied homes, 
And fields half cultured. Hither bends their course; 
To thee they fly for shelter and for life :— 
Impatient hasting toward this camp, their sole 
Asylum.—And the Danes who bend their march 
Toward Exham’s walls, with carnage mark their steps, 
One hideous path of ruin! Bursting fierce, 

Broad sabres gleaming in their hands, the doors 
Of every mansion, plunder, lawless spoil 

Suffice not; but with mad insatiate rage, 

They scatter o’er the land resistless fires: 

Towns, villages are wrapt in flames! in crowds 
Fly the scared natives from their burning homes, 
While the fell murderers with uplifted swords 

Or gory axes, through the streaming streets 

Lay them defenceless, or pursue their flight! 

Sad shrieks of agony, groans of distress, 

In horrid discord fill the lurid air ! 

Ruin on ruin threats the reeking land ! 

Just Gop, forsake us not! What mortal power, 
What but thine own almighty arm can save 

From terrors such as these, far worse than death!” 


He ceased: while o’er his venerable cheeks 
Roll’'d the big-gushing tears. The chiefs, inflamed 
To tenfold indignation, burn to meet 
The traitorous Kenwulph. Grief and pity rend 
Their generous bosoms, with their country’s woes 
Heart-struck. Revenge upon the cruel Danes 
Fills every soul. Eagerly they demand 
That instant may be fix’d the wish’d-for day, 
When all return’d with new-assembled aids _1890 
May march to battle. Then the Monarch thus. 


‘* How swells my bosom, when I see your souls 
Fired with new courage, as new dangers rise ! 
Leading such spirits, though the Danish host, 
Leagued with unhappy Kenwulph’s rebel powers, 
Tripled in number met, nought would I doubt 
Of victory. No, my chiefs! the day shall come 
When your impatient valour shall enjoy 
Battle and full reward. To-morrow’s dawn 
Shall speed each ducal chief to band new aids 
On his own plains. These chosen, let him conduct 
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Back to our camp his full-assembled train ; 1902 
That ere the fifth day closes, we may hail 

The last return’d. So the sixth morning’s sun 
Proudly shall view our eager banners wave, 
Marching to save from misery and death 

Our long-insulted country,—to achieve 

Triumph and glory, liberty and peace. 

Meanwhile a band of seamen to our fleet 
Escorted, shall adapt our naval powers 

To meet in battailous array the foe, 

Prompt now, with all their numerous ships, to part 
From hence (so heralds certain tidings bring) 1913 
Toward Exham’s shores. — But now occasion bids 
That kind we meet these miserable crowds 
Approaching, and within our sheltering camp 
Dispose them safe. This done, as long fatigue 
Since midnight’s dismal hour has worn our limbs 
That need refreshment, and the shades of eve 
Mind us of rest, within this spacious tent 

Meet we ere long to share the genial feast, 

When wine, and songs of bards, and converse sweet, 
Shall soothe fatigue, and heal the toils of war, 

Till the hour of sleep arrive, and lap our frames 

In strong repose, fitting the new-braced limbs 
Vigorous to part ere the first morning shine.” 


This said, the council straight the King dissolves, 
And, from his throne descending, through the midst 
Passes, while all the uprising chiefs his steps 
Follow commoved, and through the thronging camp 
Disperse with haste, till at the far extreme 
Arrived, they view, beyond the subject vale, 

The crowds immense, yet pouring o’er the plains, 
Disorder’d; while, deep-echoing, various sounds 
Swell in the burden’d gales. Soon o’er the vale 
Their num’rous van advancing, shouts of joy 1936 
Gratulant rise from all the spreading throng, 

E’en to their fainter rear, glad to behold 

Their shelter within view.— As when a fleet, 
Homeward returning from the isles of Ind, 
Escaped at last from rocks, and shoals, and storms, 
Pours o’er its decks the crowding mariners, 
Hailing with shouts that drown the surges’ roar 
The gleaming prospect of their native shores. 


And now the multitudinous populace 
Reach full the camp, and with the inquiring host 
Hold answering converse, that the mingling noise 
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Of thousand voices murmurs o’er the plain; — 194 
While near the attentive Monarch eager throng 
Grey venerable sires, and hoary priests, 

Peasants and citizens, and comely youths, 

And beauteous females, bearing in their arms, 

Or leading by the hand, their helpless babes. 

Pale with fatigue were all, and many pierced 
With painful wounds, dealt by the infuriate foe. 
All fondly gaze, tears swelling to their eyes, 

On the loved King, and grateful blessings pour 

On him their sole defence, their only hope. 

Their sad laments the King with pity hears, 1999 
Revolving unappall’d his country’s woes; 

Then straight commands his host the exiled throng 
Throughout the tents to lead, and to recruit 

With entertainment due. The host obeys. 


"Twas eve, and in the west the broaden’d sun, 
Calm-setting, o’er the varied landscape threw 
His purpling beams, which on the burnish’d steel, 
That clothed the moving troops reflected full, 
Enwrapt the warriors as in sparkling flames ; 
While from beneath their ruddy helmets stream’d 
Their shadowy tresses in the evening gales. —_1971 
Loud warlike music, and the sounding tread 
Of multitudes, the neigh of prancing steeds, 
The noise of lowing herds, the bleat of flocks, 
Swell’d the full tumult, that responsive far, 
With mingling echoes, hill and valley rang ! 


The attentive Monarch bids, thro’ all the camp, 
His chieftains pass : nor fail the troops to exhort 
Fall from the festive table to partake 
Mead and deserved repast, their slacken’d strength 
To animate anew. Himself prepares, 

To meet his chieftains at the regal board. 1982 


Obeisant soon, amid the illumined tents 
Pass the chief heroes, and with welcome voice 
Salute the feasting bands. Uprise the guests 
Reverent around, of various groupe composed, 
Martial,—but, like those hospitable scenes 
Domestic, when mild peace at hallow’d times 
Kept jubilee, where unaffected shone 
Joy and serene benevolence. There sat 
Warriors in glittering armour, tithings all 
Of friends, colleagued each gloriously to die 
For other. Frequent intermix’d, the face 1993 
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Of beauty shone, scattering around sweet smiles 1994 
That charm’d the sense of pain or thoughts of war. 
Bards there in honour sat, and shot around 
Glances keen-fix’d, to mark whoe’er in fight 
Rush’d dauntless, and prepared his song of fame: 
Or, softening to delight, beheld the looks 

Of virgins, sidelong bent upon the youths [struck 
Best-loved, with speaking gaze. Harps thrilling 
Tones, fyll-responding to the solemn voice 

And rapt eye, raised to utter bold exploits, 
Crown’d with no fading glory: then, dissolved 

To melting languishment of sweetest airs, 2005 
Plain’d the lamented fate of friends, no more 

To mix in battle, or at eve to cheer 

The feast with pleasant voice, now hush’d in death. 


Converse succeeds: their Monarch’s grand de- 
His past achievements, and his patriot toils, [signs, 
Dangers and battles fought,—his hard escapes, 
Engtand’s much-alter’d face, since first his hand 
The regal sceptre poised :—these through the tents 
From every raptured tongue draw grateful praise. 
The soldiers thus each other’s swelling hearts 
Rouse to high ardour and devoutest love 2016 
For their insulted country, eager all 
To follow the loved King to glory or death. 


These, thus employ’d, the chieftains leave, and 
The Monarch’s tent, there to enjoy, as wont, [seek 
The sumptuous feast. Here entering, they behold, 
Well-pleased, the exuberant board with grateful 

meats 
Spread, and ambrosial mead, and sparkling wines. 
Splendid along the princely table shone 
Vases of gold, with massy services 
Of silvery pomp; and (dazzling-bright as gems 
Or orient pearls) fair glassy ornaments, 2027 
Invention new and prized, reflecting wide 
Lights in their brilliant shapes, tasteful disposed. 
Round the wide-affluent board the heroes take 
Their order’d place: Bishops revered, and Thanes, 
The female train, wives, matrons, beauteous maids, 
And venerable bards, in station due, 
Commingle. At the head the Monarch sat 
Crown’d, and his manly limbs array’d in arms 
That blazed with royal lustre. Him beside, 
On either hand, (the accustom’d kingly meed 
Of gracious favour) took their envied seats 
Two hoary-headed bards: eye-witnesses 208% 
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Of many a brave exploit in foughten fields, 2040 
Now living in the sacred rolls of fame. 


Rising, the King salutes his seated guests, 
Welcoming all: the followers’ proudest boast, 
Thus at their leader’s crowded board to share 
Magnificent regale, whom equal pride 
And joy inspires, thus round him to survey 
The powerful chiefs, dearer from dangers past. 
Near each are laid their spears, and orbed shields 
Pictured with effigies diverse, proud marks 
Of prowess personal, or descent superb ; 2050 
And various-crested helms, with wavy plumes 
O’erhung. The heroes share the feast: with joy 
Proceeds the strong repast; the cheering wines 
Copious go round, and in libations rich, 
Nectareous mead. Virgins, where’er they sit, 
(Proud honour !) joyfully dispense to all 
Plenteous refreshment, and in brimming cups 
Hand sparkling drink, offer’d with sweetest smiles. 


Far at the opposite extreme, appear’d, 
Majestical, the Queen; and, by her side, 
The Monarch’s sister, Ethelfleda, late 2061 
The wife of Burthred, Mercia’s King, now dead, 
Driven by the cruel foe to foreign shores. 
They their attentions mild, and affable 
Endearments, liberal with answering looks 
Diffuse around, and graceful animate 
The feast. Entranced is every warrior’s heart 
To calm oblivious joy, won by the charms 
Of beauty, festive mirth, and genial fare. 
The full repast removed, meekly the King 
Uprises, and a golden goblet, crown’d 
With mead, exalting, first to heaven returns 
Thanks due for all its goodness : solemn then 
Utters the fond memorial, Sorrow’s claim ; 
‘¢ Peace to the souls of heroes, fallen in fight !” 
Then tastes, and reverent to his left compeer 
Extends the cup, with fervent raptures pass’d 
And pious love around. The sons of song, 
At wonted interval, prepare with awe 
To strike the living lyre, prompt each to pour 
Alternate rhapsody, potent to lift 
Chiefs to unfading glory and renown, 
Whome’er their sacred and deep-listen’d lays, 
Not venal, but to virtue only ope, 
Shall deign to celebrate. Soon stealing rise 2085 
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Along the taken air, from dulcet strings 20386 
Ushering a sound conscious of sweetest being, 
Symphonious prelude and delicious tones, 

That soothe to trembling audience and amaze, 

The raptured ear. Which charmed breath diffused, 
Anon, deep-resonant, full-swung, the strings 

Swell at command the powerful voice, and shake 
With flying tumult all the impetuous harp, 
Rousing to awe and joy the heart-moved chiefs; 
While from the gifted mouth they hear resound 
Names high and various, each succeeding each, 
Calling the rapt attention to grand themes 2097 
Of warriors, big with patriot-fire, and fields 

Won by their arm, and mightiest deeds of fame. 
No ear was vacant of fix’d reverence 

To list what heroes won envied acclaim. 
High-throbb’d each heart, and every cheek betray’d 
Emotions strong,—swift-crimson’d, or all-pale, 

As varying passions sway ’d,—of eager hope, 
Fear, or the flush of trembling joy. They sang 
Alfred, in raptures multiform: thee too, 

Osmund, the friend of learning, and in fight 
Terrible: nor less loud their songs repeat 

Oddune, and Herbert, Rayner, Athelard, 2109 
(Athelard captive, or in battle slain) 

In strains diversified with majesty 

Resistless, and transfuse to lofty song 

Triumphal pomp. Then first to glorious fame, 
Edgar, the youthful chief; and Harold, Thane 
Valiant and modest, high were raised, and drew 
Welcome applause from all the festive board. 
Honour’d was then the hero, brave but rash, 
Alwin. Thee, Siward, too they plain’d, so late 
Wont with unenvying ear to list the praise 

Of noblest heroes, or in dreadful fields 

To spread wide paths for Victory’s gory wheels; 
Ah! fallen, and in the earth’s cold bosom laid. 
These sung, composed to melting cadence, soon 
Changes the furious stormy din of war 

To softest melody, that breathed the praise 

Of female virtue, and the winning charm 

Of unassuming beauty, sweetest then, 

While in the tender offices of love 

Meekly employ’d; sedulous to deceive 

Anguish of bloody fields, or cheer with hope 

The doubt and gloom of melancholy thought, 

Best soothed by social comfort, and the smile 

Of fond and female love. Ceased now the strains 
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Of voice and music, pleased, the King, as wont, 
Presents to each glad bard a glittering gift, 

The meed of honour,—bracelets of pure gold, 
Or pendent chains to grace the sacred neck. 


Pleasing discourse alternates brimming cups, 
Fill’d honorary to deserving names, 
Or votive wishes of high enterprize. 
The King adjoins his grateful praise to those 
Heroes whose deeds have won the meed of bards, 
Judges and witnesses of valiant deeds ; 
Edgar, new-honour’d name, inciting warm 2044 
By acts of worth still to retain his fame ; 
Cheers too the sadder Osmund with fond hope 
Soon to regain his Athelard, endear’d 
To all. 

The battle’s conduct, its strange turns 

And various fortune, each prompt tongue employ 
With question apt and full. The Danish chiefs 
Character’d tempers, and their differing views 
Educe observant inference. Were recall’d 
The Danish leaders’ deeds ;—how Oskital, 
Devote to slaughter, avarice, and lust, 
Had led to spareless havoc; that by him 2056 
Urged, the bold Amund, bred in storms and wars, 
Had sack’d the camp in battle and in blood 
Exulting ; Guthrun, kingly-brave, had fired 
His legions to contempt of pain or death, 
Anticipating favour of the gods; 
And call’d his troops to think of palaces, 
Where pleasurereigns, as sword in hand gore-bathed, 
They press’d the reeking earth, which still they hail’d 
As glory’s purple couch, and deem’d this life 
Well was exchanged for never-ending joys. 


This heard, the fire of glory, and of virtue 2067 
Apparent seeds, though in an enemy, 
Misled so fatally, and to bad end 
Perverted, from the thoughtful Monarch drew 
Sighs, and the softening glow of tender pity, 
Which thus in moving accents from him broke.— 


“Oh, strange belief! which the surrender’d soul 
Prompts thus to yield up life, and set at nought 
All quiet, social bliss ; but in dire fields 
Anguish to scorn and torment, and invite, 

With earnest longing, wounds and death—in hope 
Hence sure to seize the key that opes to worlds 
VOL. I. E 
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Of happiest glory, where in company 2079 
Of gods and heroes, they may still enjoy 

Battles and feasts, till all these worlds shall end 
In universal war.—Oh, dreadful faith! 

Powerful as terrible! that fills with fear 

Of any death, save by the sword’s fell stroke, 
Prohibited by threats of endless woe, 

And unreprieved abode in worlds of pain, 

Till all creation perish.—These beliefs 

Render so hard of victory, or firm leagues, 

Our much-deluded foes. Guthrun their King 
(Sure no ignoble leader) owns a soul, 2090 
All awe and prostrate reverence for these gods, 
And scenes of fictious glory : burning still 

To expel Christ’s peaceful faith, and in its stead 
Plant in our isle these horrid mysteries : 

Of Christian precepts, mild and heavenly true, 
Alas, unconscious! Doctrines, which alone 

Are potent to persuade and curb fierce man 
From savage violence, and can alone 

Melt the composed soul to love sincere 

Of tranquil peace, diffused benevolence, 
Affections kind and virtuous—duties dear. 
These sole exalt and gladden life, and fit 2102 
The soul for bliss, not strange or unprepared, 

In worlds where peace and love immortal reign. 
Unhappy people! wandering from your homes 
In quest of wars and death—Ah! could we once 
Banish these clouds of error, and inform 

Your minds capacious with just rays of truth ; 
Then might we hail you brothers, and of foes 
Hiding the name, forget these cruel wars ; 
Bosom you as one family—, as friends 

United to restore England to peace, 

And found her happiness, her deathless glory.” 


Emotion fill’d the listening chiefs, still bent 
To hear, though Silence lent awhile soft pause 
To thought.—Next, Kenwulph’s league and prime 
Attract discourse, by many execrate, [revolt 
By Rayner with meek pleas gently excused, 
And by the pitying King lamented more™ 
In sorrow than in anger. Him the Thane 
Hianfrid once had known, and now describes 
Ambitious and self-will’d for treason ripe, 
Ere yet in open war he breathed defiance. 

[night ; 
Pass'd in such converse, wanes the lengthen’d 
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And now the fading lights, measuring the hours, 
Beckon repose, and whisper balmy sleep, 

Whose soft embrace may scatter freshen’d strength 
On limbs o’erwatch’d, and picture pleasing dreams ; 
When, meek-uprising, the delighted guests 

Token departure ; and to Alfred yield 

Heartfelt adieus. The venerable priests 

Forebode heaven’s blessing, and dispense around 
Solace and hope. Bards augur proud success, 


Retiring. Soon the regal tent all leave, [awe 
Pleased and much soothed in thought, and with deep 
Inspired to apprehend the grand designs 2136 


Of their high Monarch, with benevolence 
And majesty sublimed. Harsh discontent 
No bosom haunts, save of the vainer Thane, 
Hianfrid. He gloomy and sad retired, 
Troubled in heart, by rankling envy torn, 
To hear young Edgar, Harold, and high names 
Of valiant chiefs display’d by willing bards, 
His own unsung. Brooding malevolence, 
And hate, and sour suspicion, on he pass’d, 
With solitary step, where his high tent 
Stood glimmering. 

Through the stiller camp had ceased 2148 
Harps and the song of bards, and slumberous rest 
Inclined the wearied host, as toward their tents 
The chieftains pass dispersing. Reigns hush’d Peace. 
Solemn and calm, Night lifts her sober veil, 
While all the innumerable train of stars, 
A glittering canopy of soften’d gold, 
Spangle heaven’s azure vault, and to the moon, 
Full-orb’d, diffusing from her silent throne 
A flood of argent light, yield homage due, 
Each in his sphere, in various glory clothed, 
Mingling their tributary radiance. 
Now in the tents, o’er each helm-pillow’d head, 2160 
Sleep shook her velvet wing, on each closed eye 
Scattering oblivious dews. Around the camp 
Paced slow the station’d watches, of each sound 
That distant moved thie dim- -expansive air [shades, 
Conscious. While now o’er shapes obscure, and 
Night urged her sable car in slow advance, 
Seated with Silence, her eye-fix'd compeer, 
Not unemploy’d angelic essences, 
Vigilant walk’d the earth, or pierced unseen 
The curtain’d tents,fraught each with heavenlycharge, 
Before the sleeping fancy to present 
Auspicious dreams; or gently fan the lids 2172 
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Of wounded heaviness, till sealing rest 2173 
Obedient came, and lock’d in rapturous peace 
Disturbed pain ;—or, soaring high, o’erlook’d 
The glimmering landscape with bright ken, to guard 
Danger approaching. 

Thus the gradual Night 
Recedes, till rosy Morn at length unfolds 
Her saffron banner in the eastern skies, 
Borne by the hours before the dazzling car 
Of Pheebus, rising from the pearl-hung couch 
Of Amphitrite, and Ocean’s coral bowers— 
Thro’ every tent upspring the jocund troops, 2184 
Fresh as Aurora’s dews. The steel-girt chiefs 
Assemble soon before the royal tent, 
Ere the first lark had tuned her matin-song 
Under heaven’s sapphire portals. Them awaits 
Alfred, already arm’d: and greeting glad 
Receives each sprightly hero. Age now feels 
The glow of youth. Thronging around appears 
Beauty in loveliest mien, where soften’d looks 
Decorous told the feeling heart, that grieved 
The warriors’ parting, and, suffused in tears 
Of fond affection, bade to each adieu ! 
Tears, soon dispersed by solace of return 2196 
Promised, with multitudes of summon’d aids, 
O’er the surrounding hills to be beheld 
Marching in state to music’s warlike sounds, 
Ere five times down the western sky the Sun 
Descending, shall illume the gold-veil’d waves, 
Or bid gray Twilight ’gin his shadowy reign. 


The Monarch last each parting hero greets 
With accents valedictory, and tells 
What purposed cares the vacant interval 
Shall occupy, till their desired return ; | 
Chief, to adapt for arms the stranger crowds 2207 
Newly arrived, and into order’d bands 
Array their chosen youth: then to restore 
By active toil, and forage best, the camp.— 


Thus cheer’d, and of their destined embassy 
Instruct, the ducal chiefs, escorted proud 
Each by his chosen train, on neighing.steeds 
To their known provinces begin their. way ; 
Hail'd each by rising shouts from all the host, 
Witnessing their departure. With fix’d eyes 
These mark their course, till their last glimmering 
Fading in distance, melt to vacant air! [forms, 
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Parr of the Danish army, under the command of Guthrun, has 
arrived at Exeter, and encamped there. He surveys the works. 
The remaining bands, who have been employed in pillaging the 
country, successively arrive. The chiefs are welcomed by the 
bards with songs, suited to their several characters. The whole 
army being at length convened, the three Generals, Guthrun, 
Oskital, and Amund, address them in turn. Sacrifices to the 
principal gods, adored by the Danes, are commenced near the 
outskirts of the camp, at which the bards, or priests, of each 
officiate, and sing appropriate hymns, according to the Gothic 
mythology. Hymns to the Pagan Deities continued. The Danes 
by these superstitious rites are rendered furious for battle. Ken- 
wulph's arrival. His army is associated with that of the Danes. 
The latter insult and disdain the Mercian troops, as being 
Christians, and unworthy to be ranked with Heroes. Feasting 
in the Danish camp. The manners of the Danes described. 
Guthrun entertains the principal officers in his tent at a banquet, 
to which Kenwulph is invited. Bards sing the praises and cha- 
racters of several Danish chiefs. Night. After the feast, 
Kenwulph privately opens himself toa confidential Mercian officer, 
and is exhibited as stung by poignant remorse for his desertion 
of Alfred, and as harbouring secret hate against the Danes. 
During the night, Satan, recollecting his threats and meditating 
revenge, assembles his powers in the air; and divulges to them 
a project he has formed of departing to Hell, his own world, to 
Setch from thence more fierce and subtle Spirits, as he finds his 
present forces unequal to cope with the Angels. The demons 
applaud the design. Satan departs in secret on this embassy. 
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[borne 
UTHRUN, meanwhile, the Pagan King, had 
Afar his populous legions, and the powers 

Chief of the Danish host, where rose the walls 
Of Exham, station pre-consult, To him 
As Sovereign General, had the charge devolved 
Fit place to choose, and in warlike array 
Marshal the new encampment. His pitch’d tents 
Extended o’er commanding heights, that sway'd 
The subject town, and port, and champaigns rich, 
Wash’d by the waters of smooth-rolling Exe, 
Whose ample bay he destined should ere long 
Feel his innumerous navy ride her waves, 12 
Transported hither from Dorsetian shores. 
As yet in bands dispersed, the other powers 
Arrived not, but, wide-roving, ravaged fierce 
Each intervening province, unopposed. 
These, with their gather’d wealth, heralds had now 
Summon’d to join the camp, whom their prime King 
Awaited, where he lay, spacious intrench’d, 
Maturing deep designs, his constant reign 
To fix in England’s isle, and o’er her plains, 
Fertile and fair, his wandering colonies 
To stablish in continuous home, and hence 
Banish Christ’s peaceful faith ; but in its stead, 24 
To found among her native race, subdued, 
Religious rites that breathed perpetual wars, 
Deem’d the sole gate of everlasting bliss. 


Pondering these aims, studious he had explored 
His peopled camp, which to the alarmed eye 
Might seem to bosom space, immense no less 
Nor vast, than those huge Babylonian walls, 
Chaldea’s famed metropolis, the work 
Regal of high Semiramis, whose wide 
Circumference girt afar its glittering fanes, 

And on whose top chariots in festive games 35 
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Magnific pass’d, by wondering nations gazed. 36 
Flush’d with supernal triumph, all the host 
Glow’d for new wars and victory : fury fill’d 
Their lab’ring breasts, as o’er the wide-spread tract 
Active they toil’d. 

Conspicuous in the midst 
Rose the high tent of Guthrun, honour’d King, 
Glittering with royal splendour. Near upraised 
Aloft, dark-stream’d, rolling in awful waves 
Along the shuddering air, the standard vast, 
Big with the holy raven’s conscious form. 
Forth from his pomp-swoln mansion, issued proud 
The sovereign leader. Kingly was his shape, 
And mien majestic, as with haughty strides 
Towering he came, in steely armour hid, 
Profuse of gold. Shook by his stately steps 
Slow waved the sable plumes, that overhung 
His brazen helm, with honourable dints 
Of war inflicted deep. His massy spear 
Firm’d his gigantic stature, sway’d with ease. 
His ponderous falchion, by his belted side 
Swung massive, as he stalk’d. His princely train 
Follow’d of numerous bards, and sacred scalds, 
Whose flowing beards, time-silver’d, in each heart 
Struck deepest veneration. Rich they moved, 
With gifts munificent adorn’d of gold 
And splendid spoils, meed of illustrious song, 
Or sage instruction in deep mysteries 
To high-borno chiefs: what gods io hour of need 
Friendliest invoked, holy remembrance claim. 


Attended thus, the Monarch General moves 
Amid his armed host, and eyes their works, 
Various. Their mailed armour frequent sprent 
With clotted gore, (signs of dire-foughten fields) 
Answer’d in union to their stern aspect 70 
And lofty stature, that bespoke the soul 
High and imperious. Busied on each hand 
Some rear or deck their warlike homes, or dig 
Mounds, or uprear broad banners to display 
Where habitate superior chiefs, who spread 
The sumptuous feast: others construct vast stores, 
Capacious of provision, forage, steeds, 

And needful armour; some with awe devout 
Raise high the chaste-flower’d altars, whence shall 
Smoke of rich victims to propitious gods. [rise 


Thus o’er the tract immense unnumber’d cares 
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The rapt attention draw, all bent to form 82 
Abode commodious for the present host 

And legions fast advancing. By his troops, 
Adored, the imperial chief toil’s wearied brow 
Soothes with kind hope of proud regale, and song, 
Spoil, and ecstatic revels, given to cheer, 

Heroes, devote to war: ‘‘ His brave compeers, 
Worthy of Odin and heaven’s martial joys, 

Shall meet no common death abhorr’d, but thrown 
Cover’d with wounds along the gory field, 
Swords high-uplifted in their dying hands, 

Shall yield with smiles of bliss their panting souls, 
Soon borne to Valhall by wing’d messengers 

In glorious cars; while Bards shall ever sing 
Their names, recorded in triumphant strains 

To endless ages. England soon shall feel 

Her conquer’d plains, to other worthier sons 
Allotted, and her fertile regions shared 

In equal spoil by heroes fit to sway 

Imperial sceptres, who continuous war 
Provoking, shall enjoy glory and fight 

Eternal. Soon his anxious wish expects 

Return of all the parted legions, wide 

Roaming o’er fields unsack’d, and realms new won : 
Soon to await hosts join’d in federal league 

From Mercia’s peopled vales, owning the sway 
Of Kenwulph, tributary King, suborn’d 

Their vassal-slave. Nor dormant was his hope 
Soon o’er yon subject waves to mark the prows 
Of Danish fleets in pomp triumphant glide.” 


Thus cheering his brave followers, to the King 
Heralds arrive, announcing near at hand 
Legions approaching o’er the plain’s dim verge. 


Joy iterates from mouth to mouth: their works 
Deposed, forth issue the thick-swarming troops 
To hail their fellow warriors with applause, 

By victory won. 

As when in some deep vale 
From out their labour’d nests, hung o’er the roots 
Of ancient oaks that shade some hollow grot, 
The wild bees pour innumerous, lured by scent 
Of thyme fresh-springing, and with blended noise 
Borne shadowy on the noon-tide air serene, 
Wake Silence sleeping in her mossy cave. 


Bards take their full-strung harps: the aged priests 
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And holy prophetesses willing join 127 
The glad procession. In the midst aloft 
Unroll’d its awful burthen on the wind, 
Bright in the sunny glare of radiant noon, 
The imperial banner, to the fervent eye 
Displaying, as it shook, ominous signs 
Of exultation. Distant on the sight 
Banners responsive gleam’d : coruscant blazed 
Armour: the din of trumpets from afar 
Smote the glad ear, or neigh of steeds, or shout 
Triumphant. 

Near advanced, a train immense, 
Steed-borne, or marching under helms and spears, 
Cover’d a flamy tract. Before them waved 
A snow-white standard, ’mid whose silky folds 
The pictured war-horse seen, bespoke the troops 
Of Amund, princely hero. From the rocks 
Of sacred Funen, where the city old 
Of Odin lifts her towers, and hears around 
Tempests rolled thundering from the Baltic waves ; 
Or where the Sound torments his foamy isles, 
Haughty the warriors came, of stature vast, 
In aspect terrible, their tempers wild 
And savage as the scenes that nursed their bulk. 
Selected from their chieftain’s rich domains 
In many a crowded ship their powers had pass’d, 
An ample third of all the fleet immense 
That o’er the labouring seas to England’s coasts 
Swarming arrived. Before their cloudy van 
Borne on his lofty steed, their mighty chief 
Came towering, arm’d in threefold brass, o’er which 
The hair-clad skin of some wood-monster slain 
Grasping the helmet in its wide-oped jaws 
Hung mantling, like that dreadful vest that clothed 
Alcides, in Nemzan forests torn 
By strength resistless from the Lion fell, 162 
Tnvulnerable to dint of armour, dropt 
In vengeance from the Moon’s eclipsing orb. 
Before the hero blazed his sun-like shield, 
Whose flamy weight uplift veil’d to the neck 
His dreaded form, and with circumference low 
Protected half his steed, terrific sway’d, 
As that Gorgonian targe, by Pallas borne, 
Where hung Medusa’s snaky locks, that froze 
The infatuate gazer into senseless stone. 
Powerful he moved approaching; him behind 
The thick ranks, deep-advancing, glared : he seem’d 
Likest the sable spirit of the storm 174 


BOOK II. 59 


That leads at midnight o’er the shrinking sea [plode 
His fire-edged clouds, whose wombs o’ercharged ex- 
Incontinent meteors. Him the admiring crowds 

Welcome aloud, and wave their helms. The Bards 
Strike full their sounding harps, and pour the song. 


‘¢ Hail! Amund, great and brave, thunder of war, 
Come on thy fiery steed, welcome to feasts 
Of Heroes, songs of Bards, and Virgins’ smiles. 
Satiate of slaughter, Victory sleeps awhile 
In her hot blood-dash’d car, and gives the reins 
To her tired charioteers. All have beheld 185 
Thy prowess: all adore the valiant: none 
Praises the coward: heroes from their sight 
Chase him who flies in battle. But thy arm 
Hurl’d storms amid the flying ranks, more fierce 
Than winds that rock Norwegian hills, and burst 
Sea-hollow’d caverns. Mightiest Thor survey’d 
Thy spear far-shot, and deem’d the thunder’s bolt 
Had scaped his belt of power, whose touch dejects 
Mountains with all their woods, and in the sea 
Uprears new islands. Heaven’s almighty King, 
Odin, All-Father, in his flamy car 
By tigers drawn, high-seated, mark’d thy deeds, 197 
As on thy snorting steed, whose nostrils smoked 
Pestilence, through the shrinking foes thy sword 
Raged in the shock of bucklers, while thy voice, 
Louder than ocean, lifted to the stars, 
Hearten’d thy thousands in the paths of death. 
Then Valhall’s Prince omnipotent with joy 
Pointed thy course to Frea, his great Queen, 
Whose equal empire shares with him the slain, 
And bade his winged Valkyries, aloft 
Hovering to choose the brave, see and admire 
Thy furious devastation. Thee they hail’d 
With glad acclaim, the chief who for heaven’s Sire 
Strews fields with heroes, and his foes in heaps 
Leaves as a smoking feast for ravenous kites, 
That lured by scent of slaughter from afar 
Wade o’er the blood-soft battle-field, and glut 
Their hungry beaks in flesh; a living tomb, 
With stride imperious stalking o’er the dead. 
Lo! at thy bold approach, the holy bird 
Flapping his sable wings, utters proud joy 
And shakes the fated standard with delight. 
Hail! warrior, worthy in immortal fame 
Glorious to live: awhile to fight on earth, 
England’s abhorred terror; then to die 221 
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In the grim press of slaughter, sword in hand, 222 
A hero’s welcome death: thence soon upborne 

In Odin’s car to his wide-glittering halls. 

Heroes, thy Fathers, from their brilliant thrones 
Rising shall greet thee. All Valhalla’s Bards 
Shall strike their choral symphonies, and lift 

Thy name, co-equal to assembled Gods.” 


Priests and the sacred prophetesses bend 
Lowly before the chief, and lead the way 
Full to the camp, amid the martial noise 
Of harps, and trumpets, clarions, and the roar 232 
Of bellowing drums. The hero bending hails 
The vast procession with obeisance meek, 
And greets the Bards. Under the wavy shade 
Of flapping banners came the legion host 
Of Amund, bearing high on thronging steeds 
Vast-knotted clubs, huge battle-axes, spears 
Or falchions, gory red; and from the belts 
Of many hung terrific scalps of slain 
And hollow’d skulls, gold-edged, now festal cups 
To pass the flowing hydromel. Behind 
Slow moved a captive train of warriors, ta’en 
In battle. As they come, the King with joy 244 
Welcomes the stranger troops. In various tents 
Prepared, the captive warrior-train are shut 
In dim imprisonment, by Danish minds 
Deem’d direst vengeance, to whose ignominy 
And stain eternal preferable seem’d 
Cruellest death. 

These thus disposed, behold ! 

Full near advanced, other new bands appear, 
Whose radiant arms and purpled banners far 
Crimson’d the fields around. Martial they came, 
Norlongunknown. Bards mark’d the floating pomp, 
And knew the Brothers of the fated three, 256 
Whose sacred hands the magic Reafen wove, 
Hinguar and Hubba, praise of noblest scalds, 
With auburn locks.—They from the piny hills 
Of Zealand had conjoin’d their vassal powers, 
Skill’d or to wield in fight the missive spear 
Or steer frail barks across tempestuous seas. 
Soon as the crowds observed the eagle-forms, 
That on their pennons toss’d, the Bards address 
With open tones of joy the Sisters three, 
Standing with rapt awe near the mystic sign. 
‘* Prophetic oracles of good or ill, 
Whom chiefs adore, and dare no enterprise, 268 
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You unconsulted, yonder lo! in air 269 
Sail the blue banners of your brother chiefs, 
Glittering as shines the rainbow in dark clouds, 
Heaven’s fiery bridge. Hail them with song: the 
Shall add at feasts their iterated praise.” [Bards 


Nor unresponsive moved, in snow-white robes 
Advancing underneath the dread expanse 
Of the broad Reafen, the majestic three. 


‘‘ Bounding on foamy steeds, see! shouting hosts 
Follow, rejoicing in their power, elate 278 
In victory, Hinguar, of tumultuous war 
Bulwark, and near him, Hubba, princely sons 
Of the same Sire, Regner, the brave, the wise, 
King of fallen armies! Loftily they sit 
Like Thor, high God of thunder, in his car 
Returning to his palace in mid-air, 

Victorious from dread battles with the foes 

Of heaven. Hail! sons of Regner, who has died 
Laughing. Hail! worthy of your Sire. The Gods 
Smile on your deeds and know you fit to stand 

On that tremendous day full in the front 

Of hosts celestial, when the worlds beneath 290 
Shall render up their habitants, and whelm 

Gods and creation. Not in age, or beds 

Of sickness, ye shall end your noble lives; 

For Odin claims you. Never have ye fled 

In battle. All your noble wounds appear 
Wide-gash’d in front. Struck thro’ the riven heart 
Ye in the tempest of the fight shall gasp 

Your latest souls, and raise aloft your swords, 
Pledge of eternal bliss. We, Sisters three, 

Gifted by Heaven to know the fates unborn 

Of men; who call by charms of Runic verse 
Ghosts from their hilly tombs, aghast to ope 302 
Deeds of futurity ; we who converse 

With spirits various that animate 

Nature through all her works ; who tell the names, 
The will, the attributes of every God, 

Thus prophesy. Enjoy the feast: indulge 

In riots: feast on virgins’ smiles. No toils, 

Save those of war, should stain a hero’s fame. 
Short is the grave-doom’d warrior’s glorious life.” 


Complacent to the chiefs the strains arose. 
They on their azure shields display’d aloft 
The image of their kingly Father, stretch’d 313 
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In agony, bit o’er whose livid face 314 
Smiles beam’d of thrilling joy. Their train immense 
Of hardy warriors swift advanced, and struck 
Their sounding targes. Amid low-brow d caves 
Oft had their blue shields gleam’d, andtwanging bows 
Shot far the growling monsters; so inured 
To toils and perils. 
Following these with spoil 

And force tumultuous, mighty Haldene rode 
Ardent for glory. After him appear’d 
Frena and Sidroc, names of power whose souls 
Glowing with equal rage of war, sought high 325 
Distinction, to their Sovereign Chief devote 
With zealous loyalty. Bards tune their fame 
With fervour. Royal Guthrun welcomes all [pares 
With arms outstretch’d, and toward the camp pre- 
To lead their moving train, mid whom unseen 
Oskital, second chief, his dubious mind 
The sovereign General opes, questioning all 
What cause delays the hero. Amund soon 
Sternly responding tells: 

‘‘ Of spoil so fond 
And rapine, treasures still unsatisfied 
Amassing avaricious, can we doubt 337 
Why last we hail his steps, who still prefers 
Plunder to generous feasts, and bold converse 
Of heroes, and the rapturous song of Bards ? 
Not till incumber’d with the ruin’d waste 
Of countries, shall we greet his weary powers.” 


This said, straight onward to the stately tents 
The legions bend their course, where soon disposed, 
Joyful the troops admire their Sovereign’s skill, 
The spacious structures, the commanding site 
Of their wide camp, opportune for attack 
Or sure defence; wandering mid objects new 348 
Delighted. Much the counsel they applaud 
Of Oskital, whose thought had first proposed 
Breach of the federal league, and spurn’d a peace, 
Ignoble and compulsory. 

Ere long 

By high command the mingling hosts prepare 
A solemn Sacrifice to favouring Gods. 
In sacred place with holy care are raised 
Altars, and victims from the lowing spoil 
Select are led, adorn’d. 

Which rites begun, 
Appear, ascending o’er the adjacent hill, 300 
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Oskital’s flamy banners, rolling wide 361 
The pictured wolves. His dreadful ensign knew 
The expectant Bards, and from the busied camp 
Forth issue gratulant. The train immense 

Slowly advanced, laden with spoil: a host 

On mighty steeds borne eminent, select 

From Sleswick’s fruitful plains, or where the lake 
Of Ploen o’er the wild morasses rolls 

Her cloudy mists, or from the sea-dash‘d isles, 
Laland or Femeren, where continuous storms 

Roar thro’ their piny forests. Crowded ships [powers, 
Through tempests driven, had brought their banded 
Bound in strict vow never from England’s shores 
Defeated to return, or seek again 

Their homes, devote to fires. Now come they on, 
Led by their savage chief, whose mail’d aspect, 
As dark he rode, reining his foamy steed, 

Terror diffused around. His dreadful shape 

Was veil’d from sight, and o’er his sullen brows 
Hung the low helm. Ponderous his armour seem’d 
Both spear and shield, o’er his gigantic limbs 
Diffused.— Behind of answering stature rode 

His many banded legions. Mid their crowds 
Appear’d a captive train of aged Priests, 384 
Gash’d o’er with wounds, from monasteries torn 
Homes once of still and holy rest, devote 

To science : but with sacrilegious fires 

Burnt, and with murder stain’d. Old peasants there 
Beside their wives and decent matrons moved, 
Who to their fear-chill’d breasts with downcast look 
Press’d their scared infants: Virgins all aghast. 
Pass’d silent, dreading from the savage foe 
Dishonour more than death. With these spoil large 
- Of flocks, and steeds, and oxen from the plough 
Unloosed, and various forage from the stores 

Of thrifty husbandry, in throng’d array 396 
Went slow, and fill’d afar the extended rear. 


Approach’d the tents, Oskital soon accosts 
The Sovereign Chief, with stern and sullen eye 
Fix’d on him fierce. ‘‘ Why early thus are hosts 
Summon’d to join the new-form’d camp, nor space 
Given for accustom’d spoil, and to secure 
The treasures of the foe, the due reward 
Of victory, plann’d by other minds than those 
Assuming empire here? Fool I! who led 
Over the stormy main my powerful fleet 
Conjunct in servile fealty, from me won 407 
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By treacherous promises, unkept, of power 408 
And countless riches, as the glorious meed 

Of high obedience. Had we come alone, 

England ere this were conquer'd. No weak leagues 
Respite had lent to peace ; or, yielded, long 
Observed ; nor idle fears of angry Gods 

Stopt victory in mid battle, and career 

Of certain triumph. But smooth words have won 
Other our station, and the loss is ours.” 


To him the Sovereign Leader answer’d mild. 
‘* Oskital, great and brave, in wealth and power 
High-eminent, compose these fancied wrongs, 
And mix with heroes, leagued to share rewards, 
Promised, and won in part, and of themselves 
Worthy. Enough of time remains in wars 
Endless to gain high honour, both on earth 
And afterward in heaven, and to subdue 
The realms of England, and her wealthy plains 
Apportion as our own. Thy powers conjoin’d 
In disciplined obedience, from thy state 
And dignity nought derogate, but much 
Augment, else wild and to destruction sure 
Devote. The will of Gods short interval 430 
Of peace denies not : and in mid career 
Of victory by behest inscrutable, 
(As late we saw) may bid the streaming sword 
Pause from its office, and the falling ranks 
Spare for fresh fields of honourable fame. 
But perjury I abhor. Would some just cause 
Had broke our latest league, and not alone 
Thy counsel, as I deem, too soon approved ! 
For sure thou know’st, the gods, the hero-train, 
Detest the perjured, doom’d by fate’s decree 
To float eternally in poisonous floods : 
While Gimlé’s heaven-built regions shall receive 
Within her radiant palaces the just 
And good, to dwell through never-ending time. 
Therefore, as best beseems a hero, rest 
Content with present spoil; for future wars 
Prepare, and please the Gods. Enter and share 
Honour, and company of noble Chiefs.—.” 


He ceased, and his persuasion thus adjoins 
Amund. ‘“ Why, Oskital, thus still complain 
Of spoil inadequate, and thus delight 
Wealth unenjoy’d to heap, and leave unshared 
And unenjoy’d, feasts after dangerous fight, 453 
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Converse of heroes, and the praise of Bards? 454 
Why ever brood thy thoughts on themes beyond 
The present moment? Enter, and enjoy 

Present delights. Inexorable fate 

Has fix’d to each his hour. In battle brave, 

That ended, what becomes the hero-train 

But festal joys, mead, and the song of fame?” 


Appeased, the sullen warrior toward his tent 
Moved silent. Thro’ the camp the Sovereign King 
Issues swift heralds, bearing high command, 

That all the embodied host at station due 464 
Assemble straight to hear the warning voice 
Of their prime leaders, and to favouring Gods 
Pay holy sacrifice. Immediate all 
The wide-spread camp presents one moving scene 
Of steel-clad warriors throng’d in deep array, 
From every side commingling toward the spot 
Appointed. Helms and spears conjunct around 
In wavy motion stretch’d their bright expanse, 
As the calm’d ocean spreads his quivering waves 
Around some tranquil isle. 

High in the midst 
Guthrun, and Oskital, and Amund, stood 476 
On lofty altars raised; and round survey’d 
Their hosts innumerable, not as yet 
Augmented by the summon’d rebel powers 
Of haughty Kenwulph, nor the mighty bands 
Left by the shores of Wareham to escort 
Hither their potent fleets: yet numerous these 
Present around, as those collected hosts 
Whom that far-famed Mogul, great Aurengzebe, 
(Lured by the massy and eye-dazzling gems 
Dug from Golconda’s mines) burning for spoil, 
Led o’er her wide dominions, and the realms 
Of Indian Rajahs from the precious hills 488 
Conquer’d to Comorin’s Southern Cape, that lifts 
His promontory into bounding seas. 


Beside the Sovereign King in circling space 
Altars appear’d, near which a female train 
Stood, and the bards in flowing vests, the Priests, 
And holy Prophetesses. Silence soon 
Reigning around, the emotions of his soul 
Thus, to the host imperial Guthrun spoke. 


“‘ Danes, valiant countrymen, heaven’s King Su- 
Odin, has bless’d our battle. Now in lieu [preme, 
VOL. I. F 
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Of peaceful leagues and purpose to return 499 
Homeward awhile, our arms have won fresh power 
And main advantage, so that now we call 
England our home, hence never to depart, 

But own and rule this fertile isle. A place 
Worthy of Heroes, and sure well exchanged 

For rocks, and stormy isles, bleak barren wilds, 
And howling forests, where our native homes 

Late stood, ere we to vengeful flames resign’d 
The mansions mean; signal that fix’d abode 

We there would never hold. There life pass’d on 
In peace inglorious and the chase of beasts. 510 
Here we enjoy pursuits worthy alone 

Of heroes: battles with a race devote 

To some mean, weak beliefs, studious of peace 
And humble arts, of Odin and the Gods 

Ignorant infidels; and therefore doom’d 

To extirpation.—Gods have given the strong 
Right to subdue the weak and o’er them rule, 
Favouring the powerful. Here our cause is war, 
Eternal war, where heroes can expire 

Pierced on the gory field, swords in their hands, 
Soon thence transported to the splendid halls 

Of heaven’s high King. Not dying, as at home 
By sickness or old age, and therefore doom’d 

To Hela’s dread abodes, which to escape, 

At home necessity impels us ask 

The pitying hand of brother, son, or friend, 

On our mail’d breast to strike the mortal blow, 
And send us, clothed in armour, to partake 
Valhalla’s joys, thus purchased.—Or perhaps 

Our own shrunk, feeble arm must lend the sword 
Its fatal stroke; or led to some high steep, 
Thence thrown, and dash’d to atoms, we must win 
Half-glorious entrance to heaven’s palaces.— 

But here we die, as every hero longs, , 534 
Yielding the soul amid the iron storm 

Of battle, and the roaring shock of arms, 

In the deep bath of blood. What is the fate, 
Glorious and envied, of the hero-train 

But to fall, pierced with thousand wounds, amid 
The thickest war? Then Odin joyful sends 

His winged Valkyries, to lift to heaven 

On beamy cars or fiery-flying steeds 

The dying brave, smiling in agony. 

For well we know we part to dwell mid joys 
Unspeakable, still new, with heroes chosen 

Of old, with them to share battles and feasts 546 
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In Valhall’s azure plains and golden domes. _—547 
We groan not, nor retire from certain wounds 

In battle, but with joy encounter death. 

While our weak foes, objects of pity, lost 

To sense of Odin and heaven’s martial joys, 

Groan amid pain, nor willing court their death, 
Preferring quiet and toilsome industry, 

To war and wounds: and therefore never call’d 

To share heaven’s joys and dangers, inexpert 

In both, but doom’d to the tremendous world 
Nifiheimer. But for us, Bards will record 

Our names on earth to time’s remotest verge, 558 
While we above in Odin’s happy halls 

Shall share rewards, which no hard toils, no deaths, 
Torments, or dangers, are of price too high 

Thus to ensure. With Gods to dwell in heaven, 
To fight conspicuous in proud tournaments, 

Then safe-returning, every wound quick heal’d, 
To sit in palaces at gorgeous feasts 

Quaffing immortal mead from skulls of foes 

Slain by our arm on earth, survey’d by him 

The imperial Sire of Gods and men, who rules 
Whatever high in heaven or mean below 

Awes, or escapes, the sight. Thus shall we spend 
An interval of ages, till that day 

Terrific, doom’d of old, which not even Gods 
Contemplate without horror and deep awe, 

When all heaven’s ancient foes from various worlds 
Shall join their horrid legions, and invade 

The realms of Gods. Then glory still remains, 
Highest and greatest, to defend heaven’s King 
And his celestial powers. What raptures then 
Must swell our souls, when Odin shall select 
Warriors, most brave and bold, aptest for fight, 
In front to stand along his sun-bright ranks, 
Infinite in dimension, as in power 582 
Unconquerable, to contend unhurt 

With nature’s final enemies, when Gods 

By fate’s decree must perish, and this frame 

Of heaven and earth fall amid boundless flames, 
Borne by the Giant Surtur from his world 

Of fire, foredoom’d of eldest time to end 
Creation. Then a happier place shall rise 

From mid the ruins of the blazing worlds, 

The splendid Gimlé, destined by that power 
The Silent and Invisible, Prime Cause, 
To be eternally the blest abode 

Of heroes brave and good. Who can revolve 594 
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These thoughts entrancing, and not burn for war 595 
And death in battle? Honour all belongs 

To bloody fight. Cowards who flee from death, 
Conscious of these rewards, we justly deem 
Worthless of brave society, and hold 
All-ignominious. Such must never more 
Appear with human kind, but hated flee 

To dens and solitary caves, and there 

Pine out their miserable life with beasts, 

Fittest companions. Gods and men disown 

The wretch, whom after death pale Hela claims 
To dwell with serpents and her shadowy Ghosts. 
Here then our legions fix the lasting home 

Of us and all our race, for endless wars 
Prepared, and winning thus immortal joys.” 


He ceased, and in applause the circling throng 
Rung on their bossy shields their furious spears, 
Maddening for battle. Distant hills the roar 
Reverberate, and echoing woods around 
Start, hush’d to trembling silence. Fear no less 
Alarms Trinacria’s regions, when within 
The darken’d Etna, (subterranean winds 
Or waters urging way) with thunderous noise 617 
Earthquakes explode, and burst his fiery veins 
And sulphurous caves afar, that many a league 
Totter both sea and land. Their martial mien 
Gladden’d the sovereign chiefs, and now at last 
Composed, to them his outstretch’d spear high waved, 
Oskital next the heartening speech resumes. 


‘* Warriors and countrymen, now ye behold 
Triumph attend the well-concerted scheme 
Of leagues ignoble violate, and fields 
Won by your daring valour, which disdain’d 
Vows madly pledged. Let none that bold design 
Brand with the name of perjury, which I 
Call laudable assertion of our power, 
By any means atchieved, and dare avow 
Our right to waste this realm, her spacious plains 
To portion as our own, and all her race 
To rule as vassals. My deep-learn’d colleague, 
The kingly Guthrun, in impassion’d words 
Truly and well the great and proud rewards 
Prepared for valour by the Gods in heaven, 
Unfolds to view. Yet more untold remains. 
Beside these glorious meeds, we reap on earth 
Spoil, and insatiate slaughter, and the wealth 640 
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Amass’d of ravaged cities : provinces 641 
Pillaged and shared, to every man disposed 

His proper part: whence riches also crown 
Deeds of immortal praise. Commanding trains 
Of slaves attendant on your beck, and ranks 

Of martial steeds, and pomp of war: around 

To cast the eye, and view the rich domains 

And splendid domes, your own, and to your sway 
Subject, a proud inheritance, that claims 

Deep awe from all, to you, and to your sons 
Down to posterity, who of their sires 

Worthy, may range at large, and o’er the extent 
Of England’s wealthy regions exercise 

Lordly dominion: and the native race 

Call forth at pleasure in devoted ranks 

To bide the shock of battle and forced war, 
Victims of slaughter, or in thronging trains 

To swell imperial state.-—These high delights 
Scarce second to celestial joys, on earth 

Crown the victorious fields, destined for you.” 


He spoke, and scarce less furious clangor rung 
Hideous applause, than when their Sovereign chief 
Told of Valhalla’s glories. Amund next 663 
His manly form erecting, and around 
His speaking eye quick-thrown, with noble mien 
Thus to the troops his heart-warm thoughts express’d. 


“‘ Heroes, friends, countrymen, you hear the joys 
Reserved for valour, and your generous souls 
Know well the raptures, that the glorious toil 
Of arms repay, and for itself endear 
War worthy all observance. No mean cares 
Can stain a hero’s fame, whose only joy 
Is still the bloody field, and after fight 
Ease and convivial mirth. The Gods have doom’d 
To each his end, and Fates immutable 
Know each man’s hour. Nomortal power can change 
Destiny. Wherefore then the name of fear? 

By women scoff’d and babes. When battles rage, 
Then does the hero through the press of death 

And fiercest slaughter move unterrified, 

His mad steed plunging thro’ deep gore, while ranks 
Fall underneath his arm, or fly aghast 

The thunder of his aspect. He by all 

Observed and proud-exalted, firm leads on 
Through paths of dearest danger, worthy sole 
Glory proportionate to valour, high- 686 
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Excelling, full-resolved singly to face 687 
In desperate fight five enemies, nor shrink, 

Though pressed on every side, from certain death, 
Welcomed with smiles. So no captivity 

Can ever taint his honour, winning still 

Victory or proud end: pleasures on earth, 

If so decreed, or endless joys in heaven. 

Dying, the Bards receive his honour’d name 

In never-dying song, to all the brave 

Example high, and boast; while he above 

Revels with Gods, and fights celestial fields. 

If spared for future war, delicious joys 698 
Await the battle ended. Splendid feasts 

With chiefs and heroes: all the raptured night 

To quaff bright mead from gold-tipt skulls, and wake 
Jovial festivity : to list the song 

Raised joyous by the Bards, and harps deep-touch’d 
To melting harmony : to lie at ease 

Exempt from toil and every care, and hear 
Praises from every mouth: kindly caress’d 

By virgin beauty, whose bewitching smiles 

Bend sole on him who shines in valorous deeds. 
These joys sole bless the brave. Unnoticed stays 
The coward, and no virgins on him smile, 710 
But hate him, and their hands in wedded love 
Refuse. No songs record his name obscure, 
Mark’d but by scorn. Chiefs therefore by great deeds 
Should win distinction, and example high 

Hold to their following powers : hence emulous 

In noble acts each other to excel 

And equal their bold leader. Oh! delights! 
Cheaply obtained by warlike toils, themselves 
Worthy all praise, and wounds, and agony 

Unfelt of dying, crown'd by such rewards.” 


He ended here, and roused to highest rage 721 
The troops all burn for battle, and to gain 
_ Pleasures in earth and heaven, and love of Gods 
Eternal. Flush’d with triumph, now they vow 
Wars never ending with their dastard foes, 
And deeds of fiercest import. 

Guthrun bids 

Begin the holy sacrifice, while Bards 
Prepare the songs of glory to the Gods. 
All hear exulting; and devoutest love 
Of their high generals swelling every breast, 
Toward them they press, and offer uncontroll’d 
The wonted honour, signal of respect 733 
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Greatest and first, aloft on seats adorn’d 734 
To bear the steel-clad chiefs, admired from far. 
Mid shouts and clashing armour, standards roll 
Numberless o’er the helms and wavy spears 
That deck the circling host. Onward they bear 
The far-hail’d leaders toward the sacred spot 
Ordain’d for sacrifice, where altars lift 

Their pillar’d bulk erect, by mounds upraised 
Conspicuous far. Here throng the sacred Bards 
In princely robes, and venerable trains 

Of Priests to each God consecrate, while ranged 
Beneath the magic Reafen, rolling wide 745 
Its broad and awful burden in deep shades, 

The inspired Dames, like marble-statues, stand 
Eyeing with fixed gaze the holy form. 

The Sov’reign Chiefs beside the lofty mounds 
Demand their honour’d station, whence to hear 
And mark at full the pious rites. Around 

The thronging army press: at distance due, 

A circling range of stones the sacred space 
Inclosed, and tumult all withheld. Upraised 
High in the midst a mighty spear to all 
Beckon’d the scene that all observance claim’d. 


Solemn attention reigns, and Silence seems 
Even with herself deep-awed. The rites begin. 
First, the chief-honour’d band of holy Priests 
Devote to mightiest Odin, slow-advance 
Toward the broad altar, on three columns high 
Of unwrought stone triangular disposed, 

Under whose canopy a deep, vast well 

Oped its black jaws, receptacle prepared 

For parts of slaughter’d victims. Hither now, 
With garlands deck’d, the sacrifice is led ; 

A warhorse, two fierce dogs, twococks, two hawks— 
With sacred veneration by the Chiefs 768 
Observed, the Priests inflict the mortal stroke ; 
Ejaculating, ‘‘ Thus I send thee doom’d 

To Odin.” Vessels catch the purple flood, 
Whose currents swift, eyed by the holy train, 
Augur prosperity. On all around, 

Themselves, the Sovereigns, Bards, the holy Dames, 
And circling troops, the priests besprinkle blood ; 
Then scan the unfolded entrails with keen gaze, 
Foretelling happy omens. They dissect 

The parted flesh, and o’er the altar lay 

Half of each victim, the other part deep-sent 
Down to the accustomed gulf. Then holy fire 780 
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Struck from pure, unused flints the sacred pile 7s! 
Lights, and consumes the sacrifice: aloft 

The smoke ascends, glad presage. Which observed, 
The sovereign Guthrun bids three raptured Bards 
Devote to Odin, strike their ready harps 

To hymns of martial tone: and sing in turn, 

First of the System of the various worlds 

And attributes of Gods: next, of the foes 

Of Nature, that through various space exist: 

And last, the destiny of Gods and men 

And consummation, long foreknowa, of all. 
Successively advanced, the bards pour loud _—792 
With eyes full-fix’d on heaven, the song of praise. 


‘* Odin, All-father, Heaven’s omnipotent, 
Lord of the ages, Governor of worlds, 
Or what magnific titles more attract 
Thine ear, great God of battles, from thy throne 
Bright Lidscialfa, terror of all realms, 
Tlustrious where thou sitt’st in highest heaven, 
From whence at one vast boundless glance thou 
All worlds, creation’s universal scheme, [seest 
Deign to observe thy votaries, and receive 
Our humble praises and meek offerings, signs 803 
Of prostrate awe and heart-warm gratitude. 
Enshrined in glory inaccessible 
Thou, looking down from heaven, viewest far below, 
Hung mid the etherial vault, the flamy sun, 
Moon, and the innumerable host of stars ; 
And lower, floating mid the abyss of air 
Fathomless, pure, of genial temperature, 
Our earth, the Vessel of the Ages, round 
Encompass’d by her ocean. Then thou seest 
Far-heap’d beyond earth’s northern verge, a world 
Ofdarkness, ice, and storms, thro’ which transpierced 
Rivers roll poison in terrific floods: 815 
The dismal realms of Hela, Queen of death, 
Niflheimer named: for cowards and bad men 
The doom’d abode. From off this hideous world 
Launch’do’er the expanse of air, hence northern blasts 
Bring on their icy wings, cold, hail, and roar 
Of mighty storms, that rend the earth and sea. 
But on the opposite extreme, beyond 
Earth’s southern verge, thy turning glance belolds 
A dreadful world of fire, by mortal men 
Named Muspelsheim, prime matter whence the sun 
And all the heavenly fires had birth, where rules 
Surtur the vast, and in his empire old, 827 
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Constrains its flamy habitants, foreknown S28 
The fiercest foes of Gods. Hence southern winds 
From these hot regions o’er the earth diffuse 
Warmth and mild vapours. Then o’er all the heaven 
Turns thy swift eye, whose glance undazzled views 
Splendour ineffable, and glorious shine 

Of heaven’s bright cities, the proud majesty 

Of high Breidalbik, Glitner flaming wide 

Of gold, and Alfheim, and Valascialf 

The great and royal, of pure silver raised, 

And sun-bright Gimlé, destined to endure 

Eternal. Thou amid these fulgent states 839 
Seest all the Gods in radiant synod meet: 

First Thor, the thunderer, him whose empire sways 
The boundless air.— Balder, thy second birth, 
Whose fulgent visage darts celestial rays, 

The beauteous Deity, beloved by all, 

Eloquent and benign :—Niord, the God 

Whose power controls the ocean and its storms, 
Rich, and to whom he loves, potent to give 
Kingdoms and treasures.—Next intrepid Tyr 
Stalks proud, by warriors oft invoked, the God 
For valour famed and prudence. Bragé there 
Majestic moves, and tunes his sacred harp, 851 
God of poetic lays, whose wisdom joins 

Apt eloquence. There potent Heimdal dwells 
The sentinel of heaven, whose trumpet sounds 
Through all the worlds ; and from his kingly fort, 
Built on heaven’s fiery bridge, Bifrost, which men 
Surname the Rainbow, his keen eye quick-throws 
Numberless leagues around, destined to guard 
Heaven’s entrance from her Giant-foes. There move 
Vidar the silent, Vali, archer skill’d, 

Uller the active, God of single fight: 

And splendid numbers of less powerful Gods ; 
With all the Goddess train.— Frea, bright Queen 863 
Of heaven, thy regal consort, whose high rule 
Earth also grateful owns. Then Freya, next 

In honour, beauty’s Queen, by Oder left, 

Her fickle paramour, whom now she seeks 
Through every clime, and from her eyes distils 
Tears of pure gold. Eira, who stately claims 
Her office high, Physician to the Gods, 

Copied by noblest dames. Gefion the fair, 

Lover of chastity. Siona, good, 

Whose generous care ’twixt angry lovers breathes 
Harmonious concord : and, companion meet, 

Vara severe, whose conscious thoughts observe 9875 
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The lover’s promise, and exact the vow. 876 
There moves conspicuous, Gna, the messenger 

Of heaven’s imperial Queen, whose flying steed 
Sails through the boundless air with lightning haste, 
Or o’er the waves. With all the innumerous band 
Of Goddess- Valkyries, whose office proud 

Is given to grace Valhalla’s splendid halls, 

And from the gold-tipt skulls with liberal hand 

To pour celestial mead, at feasts divine: 

Others on fiery steeds, or radiant cars, 

With awful embassy to choose the slain, 

And give the poise to victory. Here is seen, 887 
Bragé’s fair spouse, Iduna, she who bears 

The fruit delicious, ate by Gods, whose taste 
Restores perpetual youth. And here the Fates, 
Urda the past, Verdandi, present Queen, 

Schulda, the future, holy Sisters three, 

Keep residence beneath the wonderous Ash 

Great Ydrasil, whose boundless-stretching roots, 
Parted from heaven, o’ershadow and connect 

All worlds. These weave the doom of each man 
With awful terrors, and his destiny [born 
Transmit to thee, Almighty Father, borne 

Swift by their silent Ravens, whom they send 899 
Daily round every world, till at thine ear, 

Night shews them whispering ever of events 

Soon to arrive. But thou, deep-boding King, 

All these celestial glories, and the vast 

Connected Universe, with keen regret 

Surveyest, conscious of their final fate, 

And mournful pondering still, that all must end 

In hideous ruin, on that fated day, 

When uature’s enemies, pre-doom’d of old, 

Shall burst their chains, and from their various worlds 
Assembling shall invade heaven’s highest realms 
With terrors irresistible. Thine eye 911 
Turns then, alarm’d, on these dread foes, dispersed 
Throughout creation, though confined, or bound, 
Till fated time shall summon them to war.” 


Ceased now the Bard; with agitated look 
He turns toward his compeer, who stood with mien 
Trembling, aghast, while he prepared to name 
The horrid foes of nature. Guthrun marks 
His tranced frame and calls aloud. ‘‘ Fear not; 
Heroes shall live that dare to face these foes ; 
And from their grasp defend the shrinking Gods 
And falling heaven; declare their hideous powers.” 
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‘* God of the Ravens, all-surpassing King, 
Father of slaughter, Odin, we recount 
With holy awe, thy fated enemies. 
Chief, in that fiery world, dread Muspelsheim, 
The mighty Giant-brood, glowing as flame, 
By Surtur ruled, black Demon, whose vast hand 
Sways his proud sword, sceptred as with a sun. 
Next, underneath the earth, ranging at large 
Amid the pure abyss of air, the race 
Powerful and huge, the Giants of the Frost, 933 
Form’d of the gelid drops, from the cold north 
Blown, and here mixing with the genial warmth 
Borne from the south, impregn’d with breath of life. 
Then, on the earth, within his cavern vast 
Shut, and three ponderous mountains o’er him prest, 
And bound in ninefold iron chains, dread Loke, 
That Evil Principle, Father of Fraud, 
Foe and disgrace of Gods and men, who here, 
A vast-suspended serpent on his head 
Dropping continuous venom, horrid howls 
In agony, and turning his huge bulk 
Shakes the firm earth, that his concussions men 945 
Name earthquakes. Next the threefold progeny 
Of Loke, all monsters like himself, whom Gods 
Not unappall’d behold, though separate now 
In bonds: first low amid earth’s central womb, 
Chain’d to a mountain’s roots, the enormous Wolf 
Fenris, through whose vast jaws the sword of Tyr 
Pierced, tortures him with never ceasing pain, 
That from his mouth a foaming river flows, 
Surnamed by men the Vices. Next within 
The boundless ocean sunk, the Serpent huge 
Midgard, who his tremendous body twines 
Round all earth’s globe, and in his jaws immense 
Seizing his tail, there horrid-rolling bids 
Tempests afflict the sea, by mortal men 
Named Sin. And last, Hela, the Queen of death, 
Loke’s hideous offspring, in her own dark world 
Reigning o’er shrieking ghosts and spectred shapes, 
That mournful wander through Niflheimer’s caves 
Of woe and pain. Then on the Gods thou bend’st 
Thy sage and prudent look, and know’st them all, 
Even all their power conjunct, inadequate 
Against such dreadful foes, and know’st it thence 
Needful to fetch from earth to highest heaven, 
Heroes, the bravest of earth’s sons, to aid 969 
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Gods in their dangerous charge, and guard, allied, 
Heaven from her Giant-foes, and Loke’s fell brood, 
Lest bursting their vast dungeons, ere their time, 
Irruent they force heaven’s citadels, and wrest 
Celestial glories from their rightful King. 
Therefore, on earth battles and endless wars 
Delight thee; school of heroes, where in proof 
Their valour may appear, and bold deeds shine 

In full conspicuous trial. Thou ordain’st 

Brave death in gory battle, sword in hand, 

Sole test of merit, summon’d to defend 

Heaven’s empire from her foes, and class’d with Gods 
To share their feasts and by their sides contend. 
Therefore to earthly battles thou descend’st, 
Shrined in celestial glories, on thy car 

Sun-bright, by tigers drawn, to mark where chief 
Rages the press of slaughter, thence to chuse 

The bravest warriors slain, members most fit 

To grace Valhalla’s legions. Thou delight’st 
When all the field is heap’d with dying chiefs 
Smiling in agony, for then thou know’st 

Numbers new-chosen join thy warrior-bands. 
Need hast thou, (as thou know’st) there to array 
Innumerable hosts, nor power of worlds 993 
Would prove superfluous. So thy Valkyries 
Perform their awful office, and select 

Whom they deem worthiest lifting them in cars 
Aloft through skies to heaven’s cerulean fields.” 


He ceased : for now the Sovereign Guthrun call’d, 
Delighted—‘‘ Oh! ecstatic hope !—approach, 
Thou last revered Bard of Heaven’s Supreme, 
Strike the loud harp, and tell what joys await 
Heroes in heaven, and the predestined doom 
Of all supernal and terrestrial things ; 

Themes far surpassing every mortal thought.” 1004 


Struck his deep harp the impatient Bard and sung. 


‘‘See! from their splendid thrones the Gods arise 
In honour, as with war-steeds and the trains, 
Who with them faithful died, Heroes assume 
Their seats in Valhall’s palaces, proud-raised 
Amid the star-paved heaven, whose lofty roofs 
Are hung from end to end with golden shields, 
Armour, and martial trophies. Here they live 
In crowds unnumber’d, and increasing still, 
Feasting on flesh of boars and sparkling mead, 1014 
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While harps and song roll music’s swelling tide, 
And Heaven’s Omnipotent partakes their joy.— 
Ended the feasts, the countless crowds arise, 

And sally from the halls in wide array, 

Arm’d various, till in martial ranks disposed 
Begins the pomp of battle, and display 

Of splendid tournaments. Admiring Gods 

Throng round, spectators. Shields celestial ring, 
Arms clash, and all the illimitable heaven 

Roars with the shock of battle. Thousands fall 
Pierced, and the boundless fields are strown with 
Till the fight ceasing, and the custom’d hour [slain ; 
Of due repast arrived, lo! all uprise 

Safe and unhurt and join the warrior-train, 
Returning to enjoy deserved regale, 

On mighty tables mid gold-flaming domes. 

These are thy glorious meeds, Parent divine, 
Prepared for heroes fated to endure 

That total interval of destined time 

Till dawns the day, tremendous to conceive, 
Twilight of Gods, when all heaven’s ancient foes, 
Knowing the long-doom’d season spent, at once 
Shall burst their self-oped barriers, and assail 
Heaven’s towers, with aggregated hosts and powers 
Invincible. Remain for heroes then 

Dangers the last, but highest, and rewards 
Equivalent; nor less than in array 

To stand with Gods, and heaven’s wide frontiers 
From fiery legions, upward-mounting fierce [shield 
With arms of inextinguishable flames 

Shot wide with desolating rage and power 
Omnipotent, and poisonous rivers roll’d 

From Midgard’s gulfy jaws, and sulphurous clouds 
Breathed high by savage Fenris, whose fell touch 
Scorching shall blast all strength. While far below 
Ocean uprising o’er his highest shores 1050 
Shall deluge all the earth. In vain fate’s doom 
Trrevocable, Gods or heroes strive 

Now to oppose. For Surtur’s flaming hosts 
Ascend, and fires unquenchable destroy 
Heaven’s glittering pomp, and o’er creation roll 
Hot devastation, and consume all worlds. 

Perish the Gods themselves, each by his foe 

In destined fight. The pillar’d universe 

Falls in tremendous ruin, elements 

With elements commingling. Heroes still 
Survive, with him, the God Invisible, 

First Cause, while from the blazing waste of worlds 
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The radiant Gimlé lifts her golden towers, 1063 
The eternal residence ordain’d of old 
For all the brave, and good, through endless time. 
New earth and heaven at last shall rise, and scenes 
Impenetrable yet to wisest thoughts. 
Then for the wicked, coward, perjured race 
Of men, dire mansions still survive, the shores 
Hideous of fell Nastrandé, far remote 
From light, where serpents vomit poisonous floods, 
In which their tortured carcases must float 
Eternally, shut out from hope and rest, 
And oft imploring final death in vain. 1074 
Oh! then, plenipotent, omniscient King, 
May we all die in battle, sword in hand, 
In armour clad. May ne’er decrepit age, 

- Or pallid sickness on the bed of peace 
Lay us along to die, but in the bloom 
Of youth or vigorous manhood may we end 
Our noble lives, and pierced with thousand wounds 
Fall smiling in the gory rage of fight. 
We burn for endless battles with a race, 
Unknowing and unknown of thee, who shew 
Old men amid their ranks, and tame expire 
In shameful beds of sickness, doom’d by thee 1086 
Our victims, as the nursery of men, 
Destined to swell thy legions, and to grace 
Heaven’s mighty hosts and radiant palaces. 
Oh! on our battles then, with favouring eye 
Still look: be thou our friend: may never sign 
Of the faint-drooping Raven awful bode 
Thy dread displeasure, and thy aid withheld. 
But lead our hosts to victory: nerve their arms 
With power unconquerable, and their hearts 
With mightiest valour and high scorn of fear. 
So shall we own unending wars, and win 
Kingdoms on earth, and by heroic death, 1098 
Glories of heaven; and everlasting ire 
Vent on the dastard foes of us and thee.” 


They ceased. Immediate from the total host 
Shouts furious rose, and o’er the blazing air 
Innumerable swords, swift-waved, far flash’d 
As one vast sheet of fire, or as the sea 
Robed in the beams of morn, while all aloud 
Call ‘* Odin, Odin,” to receive their souls 
In bloody fight, and on their sounding shields 
Clash tumult, unappeased. Their falchions broad, 
Cypher’d with Runic shapes mysterious, all 1109 
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Kiss fervent, and with awe implore their aid 1110 
In battle, and to pierce the storm of war 
Where high amid his blood-red chariot Death 
Awaits the sons of heaven. 

Which frenzy hush’d, 
Approach the train of Prophetesses, deck’d 
Insnow-white robes, daughters of Kings. Their pomp 
Follow’d a beauteous female band, alike 
Devote to Frea, heaven’s imperial Queen, 
Odin’s magnific bride, Goddess of earth. 
To these with reverent awe capacious place 
Is oped around, as passing they conduct 1121 
Toward the broad altar, princely sacrifice ; 
Beasts, birds, and fruits, flowers, gems, and silken 
These offer’d due, the noble females take _[robes. 
Conspicuous station, and receiving strike 
Symphonious harps, while their entrancing voice, 
Audible far, thus swells the sacred song. 


‘“¢ Goddess of this fair earth, heaven’s sovereign 
Illustrious Frea, Odin’s beauteous spouse, [Queen, 
Mother all fruitful, Queen of love, receive 
Our pious gifts, our grateful meed of praise. 

Thou with imperial pomp in highest heaven _—1132 
Enthroned sublime, receivest with majesty 

The Goddess train, and all the obeisant Gods ; 
Even heaven’s high King himself, with regal state 
Awaiting thee. But mid the dazzling glare 
Propitious, kind, thy ever-watchful thoughts 

Turn on the race of men, and this their earth, 
Dependent on thy care; to thee of old 

Given and confirm’d thine own. Thou oft descend’st 
On thy refulgent car of glossy green, 

Drawn by impetuous steeds; before thy steps 
Precursive, Gna, thy stately messenger 

Borne on her winged horse, whose shadowy flight 
Sails thro’ the various worlds. Thy rolling wheels 
Hung stationary, from aloft thou viewest, 

Below, thy fair dominion, wide-outstretch’d 

And various : continents, and isles, and seas, 

And spacious rivers, intersecting oft 

Climes of still varying temperature : not like 

In aspect, but assign’d the fit abode 

Each for brave men, and heroes, whom thou lovest ; 
Habitant there, till death in bloody wars 

Summon them hence, and of the slain to thee 
Yield thy proud moiety. Hence therefore thou 
Delight’st in battles, knowing the rich prize —1156 
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Thy destined portion: and thy rising hills, 1157 
And spacious champaigns spreadest wide, for camps 
Apt, where the front of war in long array 
Marshall’d, may stand opposed ; and uncontroll’d, 
* Battles may rage, and blood profused in streams 
Purple the spacious verdure, and enrich 

Thy sloping pastures far. Thou clothest the earth 
With piny forests, mighty oaks, and trees 

Of ponderous bulk, adapt for weapons huge, 
Javelins, and bows, and massy clubs; or whence 
Vast ships are form’d with beams and towering masts; 
And bidd’st the gummy barks of branching woods 
Distil the unctuous pitch, to sheathe the sides 

Of stately vessels, fitted hence to ride 

Firm and compact the stormy seas, and bear 
Warriors to distant regions, meet for spoil. 

Within her ample womb thy brooding care 
Conceives indurate metals, ores and mines, 

Tron or brazen mould, ordain’d to form 

Armour, the bossy shield, the massy spear, 
Helms, and the robing mail. O’er all thy plains 
Multiplied, thou diffusest fiery steeds, 

As thunder strong, who ’mid the battle’s storm 
Rush fearless, raging, while their nostrils smoke 
Fury, and lightnings from their eye-balls glare. 
These treasures to the valiant race of men 
Benignly given, thou justly hence expect’st 
Continuous war: and when the martial pomp 

Of closing legions joins in shouting storm, 

Fierce thro’ the darkest fight where thousands bleed, 
Gna darts, thy stern ambassadress, and claims 
Thy birth-right, halfthe slaughter’d brave. Tho’ plains 
Lie strown with shiver’d arms and mangled steeds 
Wide-ruinous, thy liberal bounty yields 

Stores unexhausted for fresh fields of death. 

And when the thunder of the fight at last 1192 
Receding, lends short interval to joy, 

Thou for thy favour’d race of men preparest 
Sports fit, the pleasures of the bounding chase. 
Soon as the early dawn with radiant gold 

Tinges thy misty hills, from shadowy caves 

Amid wide-stretching vales, thou artful drivest 
Attractive prey, the prowling wolf, the boar, 

Or rapid elk: or near smooth-falling streams 

And tufted groves, direct’st the dappled deer, 
Fleet hare, or wily fox: or soaring high 

To the swift arrow point’st thy winged brood; 

The towering eagle, orras, or the hawk. 1204 
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Thou too indulgent spread’st the earth with flocks 

And herds, spoil ample after victory, 

W hence the full board teems with superb repasts. 

Corn o’er thy sunny plains, and shelter’d vales 

Waves billowy gold, mother of sparkling mead, 

Odorous streaming, yellow, rich impregn’d 

With the bee’s luscious sweets. Delicious fruits 

Hang clustering o’er the bended trees, and shed 

Ambrosial fragrance through the shadowy leaves. 

And for depasturing flocks soft-juicy grass {breast 

Luxuriant springs, and clothes the earth's smooth 

In cheerful green. These noble gifts thy love 1216 

Contrives for valiant men, and shews to them 

Thy glory. Queen of beauty, oft thou deck’st 

Thy wide-extended realm in fair array 

Of grace inimitable. Gems and gold 

Lurk in thy bosom, and meek-blushing flowers 

Of every variegated hue gay-paint 

The enamel’d meads, the sloping lawns: tall shrubs 

Uplift their tender forms in arborous tufts 

Of rising groves, where’er the sun-shine hangs 

Enamour’d, by the grots of coy recess _[streams. 

That spread their checquer’d shade near rippling 

The softly-rolling murmur down the vale 

Steals calm, till hush’d within some placid lake ; 

There rests the traveller tired, at ease reposed, 

Sweetly delighted, and admires the scene: 

While mid tranquillity no sounds disturb 

Solitude, save what Silence loves to hear, 

The wild-bees’ hum beside the dripping cave, 

Or on the lake’s smooth face the sudden rush 

Of playful fish, that to the circling top 

Spring wanton, tempted by the gilded flies 

Shadowy-reflected in the glassy deep. 

To the soothed senses balmy breezes waft 

Fragrance, borne mild from blooming banks, diffused 

Around, and from sequester’d bowers the birds 

Attune sweet-warbling melodies, the bards 

Of nature, whether Eve descending spreads 

Gold o’er the western clouds, and meek retires 

Amid the low of cattle, scattering soft 

Her dews with parting hand to cheer the world : 

Or Morn ascending in the saffron east 

Unveils her gorgeous car, and sheds anew 

Light, life, and beauty. This so fair display 

Of matchless grace through all the conscious world 

Breathes but for thee, imperial Queen of love, 

Accordant sentiments of joy, and youth, 1252 
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And universal love. All Nature feels 1258 
Thy vital influence, and a tender glow 
Warm-thrills through all her veins, waking desire. 
Beasts seek their willing mates; the feather’d race 
Connubial nestle in the secret bush. 

Man turns to lovely woman, heavenly-fair, 
Lavish-endued with all thy milder gifts, 

Matchless in beauty, unexcell’d in love, 

Fruitful ia offspring to thy fondest wish. 

What wonder if the hero doting prize 

Creature so bless’d, and as divine adore, 

When in his arms he holds and knows his own 1264 
Consummate grace, by equal love endear’d, 

Soon too presenting to his ravish’d sight 

A blooming race of creatures, like himself. 

For whence through all attender’d nature runs 

So rich a chain of love, but to ensure 

Fruitfulness answerable, and increase ? 

Pleasing to thee; by thee to this great end, 
All-fruitful mother, gently thus allured. 

All nature teems with life, from lordly man 

Down to the insect train, from towering oaks 
Down to the tender grass, and from thy hand 
Exuberant, source of all things, grateful owns 1276 
Kind parturition, and disburthening throes. 
Delighted woman in her eager arms 

Receives her smiling infant, and from thee 
Ecstatic learns the mother’s tender joys 

And soothing cares: and trains her rising youth 
To grateful love of thee, and heaven’s high King, 
Thy regal Consort: ready to devote 

Life for your honour and to guard the Gods. 

To thee we render glory. Genial still 

And good remain. Continuous blessings shed 
Around of plenty, love, and smiling youth. 

To our fair females yield a numerous race 1288 
Beauteous, and strong, and brave, meet for the fight; 
And oft incite thy Spouse to grant us wars. 

So never shall thy honour’d altars want 

Due offerings, nor thy name perpetual praise.” 


Ended the song, the sacred females bow 
Humble. The universal host in sign 
Of reverence on the earth desiring looks 
Bend fond, and gently touch with ported spears. 
Clamour of joy arose, and proud delight 
Beam’d in a conscious smile on every face. 1298 
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Now toward the altar solemn move the priests 
Devote to mightiest Thor, and sacrifice 
Appointed lead along, two oxen large, 

With emblems proud adorn’d. Silence again 
Paused universal, as the victims fall 

Beneath the mortal stroke. The wonted rites 
Perform’d, the attending bards their raptures high 
Awake to kingly Thor, and swell the song— 


‘¢ All-father’s eldest-born, mightiest of sons, 

God of the Thunder, Thor, great King who rulest 
In empire old the azure-vaulted skies 1309 
And all the boundless air, receive thy praise. 

Aloft amid the pure empyreal arch 

Thy winding palace lifts its gorgeous pomp, 

Where countless halls and glittering domes outspread 
Rival magnificence and glorious shine 

Afar, and golden columns high upraise 

Ceilings of silvery splendour, blazing rich, 

In endless range; Thrudwanger named, the house 
Immense and radiant, chief of mansions, dwelt 

By Gods or men. Exalted here thou fill’st 

Thy spacious throne, with majesty and power 
Clothed inexpressible, and call’st around 1321 
From every quarter, hastening to thy beck, 
Thunders, and meteors wing’d with angry fires, 
Winds, and red-flashing lightnings, rains, and storms, 
Pointing to each his place. They sullen move 

In due array behind thy high-arch’d car, 

Illustrious flaming o’er astonish’d heaven, 

And wait thy stern commands. Beneath thy feet 
The many-colour’d clouds their airy shapes 
Mingle, and rolling high their fleecy veils 
O’erspread thy glittering structures, with meek grace 
Softening the effulgent blaze. The golden Sun 
From the deep-purpled east o’er highest heaven 
Urging his gorgeous car, by Skinfax drawn 

The flamy steed of day whose radiant mane 
Illumes the earth when dawn’s first splendours break, 
Passing surveys thy regal state, and oft 

A wed and enamour’d o’er thy brilliant towers [hold’st 
Hangs, wondering. Thou, superb-advanced, be- 
The earth outstretch’d immense, and from thy hands 
Dispensest genial seasons. Kindly rains 
Refresh the expectant fields. Delicious airs 

W ave mild their odoriferous wings, and shed 
Plenty on nature’s open breast. Soft dews 
Breathe their rich-fostering drops o’er opening flowers 
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And wake the sleeping verdure. Second spring 
Gay-paints the summer’s arid robe, and decks 
Anew brown-changing autumn. All the earth 
Smiles glad, and from her bosom sends aloft 

To thee, the God of seasons, incense proud 
Fragrant-exhaling. Thus when calmer skies 
Bespeak thee pleased ; and kind thou deign’st to hear 
Thy votaries’ prayers. Not so when, oft-provoked, 
Thy temper mutable its brooding rage 

Vents terrible, and heaven’s vast vault scarce holds 
‘Thy desolating wrath. For when the foes 

Of Gods in secret from their nether worlds 1357 
Ascending, hope insidious to surprise 

The forts celestial, or by main attack 

To scale her guarded towers; or when bad men 
By low and coward deeds incense thine arm, 

Then on the world thy loosen’d terrors roll. 

Who can withstand, who can describe thy rage? 
Girt in thy belt of power, which to thee adds 
Redoubled strength, and in thy grasp upheld 

Thy thunderous mace, which launch’d as oft returns 
Spontaneous, and thy iron gauntlets wrapt 

O’er thy broad hands, scorch’d else by blasting fires, 
Thou from thy burning portals issuest swift 1369 
A gloomy being, terrible and vast, 

Summoning with voice tumultuous to thy side 
Darkness, and brooded tempests, and the night 

In sable horrors. They involved surround 

Thy wide-o’ershadowing throne, whose deep recess 
Blazes with forked lightnings, and beneath 

Rides on pale-streaming meteors. At the sight 
The moon all-terrified, and stars aghast 

Withdraw their beams, and in their skiey caves 
Escape thy perilous approach. Ere long 

From the low chambers of the south, thy train 
Advances dark, and rolling over heaven 1381 
The enormous wheels of thy cloud-rending car 
Horribly crash tremendous peals, as borne 

With fury irresistible they come 

O’er vaulted skies, that underneath their weight 
Shake as to fall. Thou, unappall’d, erectest 
Thine arm to heaven, and on the prostrate world 
Launchest horrific thunders. By thy side 
Destruction sits, and to thy rage supplies 

Arms inexhausted, forked fires, and clouds 
Pregnant with sulphurous globes, and flying storm 
Of sleets and hails, and meteor-rolling winds, 
Roaring with rainy deluge. Rocks down-dash’d 
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Proclaim thy dreadful course, whose skiey tops 
And mountainous-hanging brows with all their woods 
Deciduous rush; unless thy whirlwinds stay 

Their passage in mid air, and there disperse 

Their shatter’d ruins, Promontories fall 

Shiver’d, and ocean from his lowmost bed 

Rages in tumult. Cataracts whelming roar 

Down all the hills, and drown the deep-sunk vales: 
Howl the bleak heaths afar: and nature all, 
Shuddering with terror, lies in panic awe; 

While, borne beyond this earth, the wild uproar 
Flies through the deep abyss of air, and loud 1405 
Resounding echoes at the fiery gates 

Of Surtur’s blazing world, that stunn’d with noise 
Start at the sign the mighty habitants. 
Transcendent King, be not this power on us 
Exerted ever; rather on our foes, 

Bend thy hot vengeance. Still be thou, as wont, 
Our guardian friend. We name thy palace high, 
Refuge from terror; prove it such to us. 

We vow the plenteous sacrifice of beasts, 

Or if to thee more grateful, even of men, 

Select from captive enemies, or choice 

Of our own heroes, even of mightiest Kings, 1417 
Demanded by thy vengeance, unappeased. 

But thou art friendly now: and kind receivest 
Less noble victims. So propitious long 

Remain, and generous blessings o’er us shower.” 


Hush’d by degrees, in trembling cadence sunk 
The mingling harps, harmonious; and awhile 
Echoing applauses, loudly rung, denied 
Silence her place. Till now in turn approach 
The sacerdotal band, to great Niord 
Consecrate, God who sways the boundless main. 
Their victims due they lead; of animals 1428 
Two rapid deer, and three tall hounds, a prize 
Meet for the power who in the active chase 
Delights, and join’d with these, rich-sparkling silks 
And costly-broider’d vests, emblem of wealth, 
Pleasing to him, whose proud dominion yields 
Treasures inestimate to whom he loves. 

These offer’d meek, as wont, and of the flesh 

Won by the chase part kept for solemn feasts, 
Soon the due train of Bards in form’d array 
Advance, and striking full the sonant strings 

Thus the stern God in rapturons strains extol. 1439 
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‘‘ God of the boundless ocean, mighty King, 14490 
Niord, high name, who rulest the swelling sea, 
Rivers and waters all, and winds, attend 
Thy honour’d rites. Great is thine awful power. 
Fix’d by the wild sea’s shore, on sky-crown’d rocks 
Whence in wide prospect lies the azure deep, 

Thy airy palace hangs, fabric immense 

Of lucid brilliance, where the verdant shine 

Of emerald pillars, mingling rich, lifts high 

Its starry dome. Along the sapphire towers 

Set o’er its crystal firmament, far-beam 
Innumerable gems, profuse-inlaid, 1451 
Of hues that deck the showery bow of heaven, 
While branching corals o’er the amber walls 
Fantastic spread their arborous shapes, and seem 
Purpureous nascent rubies. Deep within, 

Huge native caves thy dripping chambers form, 
That echo each to each the roaring winds, 

Music delightful, with full swell or fall 

In long succession to thy kingly ear. 

Forth from thy shadowy cells thou comest, array’d 
In orient pearls, and twining shells, o’erspread 

On thy cerulean robe, and stretching high 

Thy regal sceptre, the loud whirlwinds fly 1463 
Amazed : and not a breath disturbs the smooth 
And placid bosom of the deep. Thou then 
Pleased view’st thy fair dominion, and allured 

By the calm splendour of thy liquid plain, 

Feel’st thy heart beat with dalliance, and to mind 
Recall’st thy favourite sports, the rapid chase. 
Sports loved by heroes too, their fond employ 
After the battle. Then from out thy dens 

Thou bring’st thy weapons, thy tremendous bow, 
Form’d of the hugest pine that brow’d the hills, 
Thy quivers stored with masts of vessels wreck’d, 
And ponderous javelins, mighty oaks, dire-barb’d 
With prows of shatter’d ships. Then launching vast 
Into the fathomless abyss, thou stalk’st 

Low mid the mass of waters, and serene 

Survey’st thy lair afar. The starting whales, 
Who know thy dreadful hand, thou glad pursuest 
Terrible, swift as air, and from thy arm 

Dashing thy horrid darts, transfixest sheer 

The enormous monsters. Floods of sanguine gore 
Purple the sea. Or underneath the isles 

Amid their pillar’d grots of deep recess 

Thou seekest gems and sea-bred wealth, to deck 
Thy princely mansion, and the glittering vest 1487 


BOOK II. 87 


Of Skada, thy fair spouse, who rather loves 1488 
Her native mountains than thy stormy shores, 
Scarce lured by all thy splendour to abide 

Within thy sounding halls. She of thy love 
Secure, compell’d thy frequent interchange 

Of habitation, three successive nights 

Within thy dome marine and sea-beat rocks ; 

Nine mid the mountains of her mighty Sire 

The great Thiassa. Here through howling dens 
Roar thy deep winds, and from their caverns fright 
The savage beasts, while o’er the steepest hills 
And hollow vales thou fliest, or mid the night 1499 
Stalk’st o’er the forest tops aloft, and view’st 

By the moon’s rays the huge wood-monster laid 
Sleeping, thy destined prey, ere earliest dawn 
Shall tinge the trees with light. O’er the wide lakes 
Or the broad torrent-stream thou ridest at ease 
Within thy gliding car, the bright-scaled fish 
Seizing, that clothed in azure-changing gold 

Bask in the sun-transparent waves, or fly 

As arrows swift in vain. But these delights 

Not so attract thee, as thy heaving realm, 

Whither at stated hour thy steps return 

Joyful. Soon entering mid thy palace bright 1511 
Should the wild ocean to its absent King 

Forget allegiance, or thy charge assign’d 

Mad disobey, irascible thou soon 

Assumest the terrors of Almighty power 

Incensed. Infuriate thou collect’st thine arms, 
Hurricanes pent in caves, and gloomy fires, 
Meteors, of thunder born, and hail, and rains 

And stormy gust, and in thy cloudy car, 

Of whirlwinds form’d, inwove with darkness, sail’st 
Tremendous o’er the rocks, and on the main 
Dart’st all thy power at once. The astonished sea 
Ascends in mountain surges to the sky, 1523 
Roll’d upward from unfathomable depths 

With horrible commotion. Islands huge 

And drifted rocks, convolving to and fro, [dart 
Totter o’erwhelm’d. Fleets, shatter’d, heavenward 
On arching waves; down with tremendous crash 
Sunk instantaneous to the lowest abyss ; 

There fix’d, until the next succeeding surge 
Upheave around their shiver’d ruins, masts, 

And beams, and sails, and floating carcases 

Of men, their crews. Resistless all the sea, 
Rages afar ungovernable. Earth, 

Air, heaven, convulsed, the unspeakable uproar 1535 
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Commingling swell. Nor ends their wrath, until 
Thou satiate, bidst, and from the horrid waste 
Retiring, thou ascend’st thy rocking dome. 

Sudden heaven, ocean, earth, all-calm, repose. 

So if thou wilt, assembled navies ride 

Safe o’er the gently swelling main, and hail 

. Joyful their destined port. Ob! Sovereign King, 
Capricious, frail of temper, on our fleets 

With heroes fill’d, who own thy mighty power 
And through the trackless deep thy guiding hand 
Ask humble, oh! propitious look, and bend 
Hither their destined course in full array, 1547 
Soon to forsake Dorsetian shores. Oh! send 
Prosperous breezes; o’er thy silver waves 

Waft them along in peace. For thou canst smooth 
The glassy sea, till its serene expanse 

Reflects all colours and mild rays of day, 
Glittering as gems: or mid the silent night 

Canst bid the moon and radiant host of stars 
Behold another rival sky below, 

And all heaven’s pomp inverted. When our ships 
Stretch their white wings and o’er the azure breast 
Fly of thy softly- rippling waves, may then 

Our mariners exulting own thee good, 1559 
And pointing from the deck thy verdant isles 

Or murmuring main, exclaim, ‘how lovely-fair !’ 
Thus spare our fleets: and this fair realm subdued, 
Oft may we sail from land to land, and win 

Spoil, treasures, kingdoms, thy proud gifts, reserved 
For Heroes sole who know and honour thee.” 


Last moves the total train of Bards conjunct, 
And Dames prophetic by the Sovereign Chiefs 
Accompanied and Leaders from the troops 
Select, advancing all in crowded pomp 
Toward a proud altar, with united praise 1570 
Bent last to yield the tribute of their love 
To Bragé, God of high poetic lays, 

Music, and eloquence. Bards chief-inspired, 
And of the Gods prime-favour’d now advance 
Solemn, and striking rapt the deep-toned strings, 
Roll the rich tide of harmony and song. 


‘* God of poetic lays, by heaven to man 
Benign dispensed, whom music’s sounds, and verse, 
And winning eloquence, obey as Prince, 
Receive thy meed of praise. Mid listening Gods 
Trradiant seated on thy lofty throne, 1581 
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Thou oft, to swell ztherial bliss, and joys 1582 
Ineffable diffuse, thy splendid lyre 
Warbling attunest. Silvery-trembling notes 
Float through the stiller heaven, till thy sweet voice, 
Harmonious-blending, lulls each ear divine 
To fond oblivion and mute languishment. 
Valhalla’s dome, soft-echoing, breathes around 
Slow-spreading airs, that take the sense surprised 
In listening ecstasy. Converse though loud 
Drops, sudden. Heroes pause, and bending calm, 
Lift the pleased ear, all to intense delight 
Subdued, and to thy power surrender’d meek: 1593 
Whether thy tender-streaming, soothing falls 
Whisper celestial love ; or louder strains, 
Borne in rich pomp along the sounding heaven, 
O’erwhelm that melting transport, and the soul 
Rouse to high ardour. Then thy sprightly notes 
Wake frolic joy, cheering the sumptuous feast. 
Heroes implore thee to enroll their names 
Proud in thy rapturous songs, among the Gods 
Sung frequent, honour sole by emulous deeds 
Achieved of heavenly war. Thy winning words 
Hold wondering Deities in pleased suspense 
Hung on thy lips, whose witching eloquence, 1605 
Serene in wisdom, with delicious sway 
Composes every variance, and allays 
The rising passions to accordant peace. 
Thou own’st the Almighty Odin’s precious gift, 
Source of poetic lays, that drink divine, 
Blood of the great Kuaser, Wisdom’s Prince, 
(Slain by fell malice of heaven’s envious foes,) 
But by the King of heaven with peril large 
Sought and obtain’d : then by his gracious hand 
Mingled with honey and celestial juice [hang 
Drawn from that Tree, whose rich-fed boughs o’er- 
Mimer’s prophetic stream: and last to thee 1617 
Consign’d, thy sacred ministerial charge. 
Thou of this dear-form’d drink to sons of men, 
Thy favour’d few select, givest at their birth, 
Themselves unasking. Whom thy love has chosen, 
He with a solemn inspiration fired 
Grows from his earliest youth: a tender glow 
Ecstatic thrills along his conscious veins, 
Alive to every impulse: soothing sad 
His brooded thought. Imagination roams 
Through boundless space, and wings her easy flight 
From world to world, while airy pictures stand 
Visible to his raptured sight, that bid 1629 
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His heaven-touch’d mouth with answering eloquence 
Sound themes of mightiest import, and awake 
Glory faint-drooping in the doubtful breast, 

And swell heroic rage, and patriot zeal : 

Or terrible alarm the shuddering soul ; 

Or melt the frame with gentle strains of love 

And tender-weeping pity: or with joy 

Ravish the gaily-beating heart. The soul 

Awed and subdued, he with a native power 
Bends to his purpose, and with care implants 
Deep in the opening heart the pregnant seeds 

Of virtue, rich-imbued with mellow’d sweets. 1641 
While truth, array’d in numerous measures, falls 
Adhesive, as the freshening dews of heaven. 

Song with immortal glory can surround 

The star-like name of whom it loves; the meed 
Envied of heroes, and by merit won. 

Hence thy loved spouse, the fair Iduna, bears 
That never-dying fruit, whose taste confers 
Perpetual youth. Thou from heaven’s King himself, 
Father of magic verse, obtainest oft 

And givest to sons of men, favoured of thee, 

The Runic Rhymes miraculous, whose power 
Can from the dark grave call the mouldering dead 
Astonish’d back to light, and bid them stand 
Robed as with ghastly life, in pristine shape, 

To ope the brooding mysteries of fate 

And deep futurity: or strains that breathed 

Can in mid tempest hush the roaring winds, 

Still’d to meek silence: or along the air 

Uplift the charm’d possessor, floating safe 
Through darkness, and his uncouth way obscure 
Winnowing amid the pathless infinite. 

Some graved on leaves, can heal the poignant pangs 
Of wounds, or pale disease; some fervent-pour’d 
Can charm the hostile sword, even when upraised 
To strike some bloody deed, and bid it fall 
All-powerless from the spell-struck wearer’s hand. 
Some soothe malignant hate, to other charm 
Implacable: or in alluring chain 

Win and preserve the soft-eyed virgin’s love. 
Some tell the nature high of every God 

And Essence spiritual, that animate 

Nature through all her works: or render sweet 
Solitude, till the rich possessor grows 

In dreariest station reconciled and bless’d. 

These fancy-prompted lays alliance near 

Claim fond with music’s flowing harmony, 1677 
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Thy second precious gift. Thou kindly first 167s 
Bad’st wondering man from art-disposed strings 
Or hollow tubes elicit magic sound, 

That breaks with rapture the delighted air, 

And various utters to the human heart 

An universal language, whose free tones 

Wake every passion in the according breast. 

Thee owns the lyre its Parent, and soft lute ; 

The mellow harp, the trumpet loud, the shrill 
Clarion, the breathing flute, the bellowing drum, 
And clashing cymbal. Oftin union full 
Commingling, these the solemn pomp of sound 1689 
Roll rich along, majestic, and inspire 

Ardour and high exploits, and fire the rage 

Of tempest-roaring war. Then sadly sweet 
Plains single the meek lyre, or sighing flute, 

And tenderly evokes the silent tear 

To grace some dirge for heroes freshly fallen, 
When in the cold tomb laid: or whispering soothes, 
With cautious touch, ecstatic-trembling round, 
Sorrow in saddest mood, and mild averts 

Sullen despair. Then sportive melody 

Rouses the jolly dance and moving grace, 

Or glads the rosy-smiling festal hour, 1701 
And happy nuptial rite, and natal day ; 

Or lulls to tranquil ease disturbed pain. 

Such music’s power, these thy so varied strains 
Exalting, melting, ravishing the soul. 

Then thy last gracious meed, not honour’d least 
By noble men, to thy two other gifts 

Congenial, close-assimilant, thy love 

Imparts to chosen favourites: the prize 

Of flowing eloquence, by mightiest chiefs 

Sought eager, and from thee suppliant implored. 
For from the graceful lips of whom thy hand 
Pregning has touch’d, persuasion smoothly rolls 
Alluring language, whose rich-moving stream 
Clear, copious, full, o’erpowers the entranced throng 
To meek obedience and attentive awe; 

Drinking those honied words, that draw the soul 
Toward the moved Orator: prompt still to feel 
Varying emotion, as his gradual swell 
Vehement thunders wrath, and wakes the storm 
Of frenzy- burning battle; or composed, 

Solemn his gently-soothing falls appease 
Infuriate multitudes to calm repose. 

Celestial Arts! thy treasured, high rewards 
Beneficent indulged to human kind! 1725 
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Oh! liberal shower thy envied boons. Diffuse 1726 
To thy prophetic bards, adoring thee, 

Rapturous song, and music’s moving strains: 

To mighty chiefs spontaneous eloquence, 

Rousing each passion through their listening trains. 
So shall thy altars splendid blaze, and thou 

Be crown’d with loftiest honours, while we own 
One power of music, eloquence, and song.” 


Now ceased the strains mellifluous, and applause 
Triumphant rose around: whose echoing swell 
Cheer’d the glad bards, and proud-attending chiefs. 
Silence expectant floated through the air, 

As QOdin’s holy priests now grave advance 

To the high altar’s verge, and there full seen 
Raise loud the solemn voice, and precepts high 
Inculcate, given to men by heaven’s great King: 
Promising heavenly love to those alone 

Who die in battle; who adore the Gods: 

Who faithful cherish friends, and wives, and chiefs, 
Revenging all their injuries and deaths; 

Who kind and hospitable spread the feast 

For welcome trains: who dread far worse than death 
The name of Coward. These their moral guides 
The multitudes receive with reverent awe, 

And burn for future battle and to meet 

Again the recreant English. Combat fills 

Their eager thoughts. With sudden frenzy fired, 
Many vociferously demand the rites 

Of custom’d tournament with captive foes 

Ta’en in preceding fight, to augur thence 

Success of future war; ‘‘ fit instruments 

Now sole to yield delight and pleasure high 

In pompous spectacle: since on themselves, 

(To death preferring mean captivity 

Nor plunging in their breast the previous sword) 
They have induced foul ignominy, worse 

Than thousand deaths, or terriblest revenge : 

The scorn of every finger, sole reserved 

For games, or victims of the sacrifice.” 


The Sovereign Guthrun, thus demanded, mild 
Answers.—‘‘ The approach of eve invites the feast, 
And praise of bards, becoming noble men, 
Victorious now in battle. Future day, 

Not distant, shall behold proud tournaments 
Fought with our captive foes, omen of fate.— 
Now toward the ready camp our steps return,” 1771 
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He said, and acquiescent soon, the host —=—1772 
Prepares to seek the tents. As thus the crowds 
Turn now, that occupy the extremer verge, 

Behold ! full gleaming on their ravish’d sight, 
Wide o’er the nearest hill, standards, and hosts 
Moving in radiant armour, plain advance. 

Swells instantaneous the loud shout of joy. _ [fix 
The news quick-spreads from mouth to mouth. All 
Their eager eyes. ‘‘”Tis Kenwulph, Kenwulph,” all 
Exulting echo. Pouring o’er the hill, 

Lo ! steeds and banners, shields and flashing spears, 
Innumerous in succession, rush to view. 1783 
Bright in the setting sun, the splendid trains 

Shone as they moved along, like rolling fires 
Ravaging broad some weody vale, and borne 
Onward in spreading volumes by the wind. 

Swift they advanced, but silent. Sounds of bards 
Or echoing strains none rose. Resounds the earth 
Under their thronging feet, as swells the roar 

Of thunder rolling distant. Larger now 

They spread upon the sight, and cross the vale 
Contiguous, and ascend the champaign wide 

In deep procession of immeasured length. 1794 


Supreme in eminence in front appear’d 
Kenwulph their haughty leader, as he came 
Majestic borne upon his coal-black steed, 

Noble in aspect : but downcast he seem’d, 

And his fix’d look beneath his bending casque, 
Sullenly eyed the ground. Nor splendour less 
Adorn’d his stature than might well become 
Mightiest monarch. Shield inlaid with gold, 

And pliant mail, with golden tissue wrought, 
Hung mantling o’er him: his huge breast-plate 
Auriferous, and around his plumed helm [flamed 
Glitter’d a kingly diadem. Nor there 1806 
Shone not the regal tufas, near upborne 
Royalty’s waving ensigns : while aloft 

Floated along the air in spreading folds 
Imperial standards, pompous, rolling broad 
Their ostentatious pageantry : a train 

Of mighty chieftains near their titled King 
Follow’d, less decorate in arms, but proud 
Bounding on warlike, richly-mantled steeds. 
Thus as their van approach’d, the Danish King 
Commands his circling troops to ope meet space, 
Through which may pass the coming host and reach 
The lofty altars, where selected chiefs 1818 
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Exalted stand. They at his word dispart 1819 
Instant their thronging files, and soon present 
Double array, whose farther, curved ranks 
Elliptic met, and full to view display’d 
Within the inclosing range, the pillar’d mound, 
High-crown’d with martial state. The sovereign King 
Waves in mid air his outstretch’d spear, to guide 
The advancing army’s course. They conscious bend 
Thither their hastening bands, and enter soon 
The expectant hosts, ranged opposite. 
As thus 

Pass’d on the summon’d powers, from either side 
Insulting hisses rose, and hostile scorn, 
Rude laughs, and taunts illiberal, which they bore, 
Not daring to resent. Too well their chief 
Knew that revenge upon the lowest slave 
Among the Danish ranks, would soon induce 
On his whole people signal fate, o’erwhelm’d 
In universal massacre. He knew, 
And prudent had forewarn’d his legion trains 
Patient to bear all insult, as the sole 
Hope of escape or pledge of safe return. 
Grief mark’d each English countenance, and despair 
Gleam’‘d in their piteous eyes, now to observe 1842 
Themselves thus sad-enslaved, to cruel scorn 
Passive exposed, and ’gainst their country thus 
Compell’d in arms: but all remember’d well 
Their titled Sovereign’s monitory words, 
When grieving he convok’d his numerous powers, 
Call’d by the Danish mandate, and had left, 
Penitent, mournful, his disturbed throne 
To join the war. Nor did they now withhold 
Obedience: conscious that their utmost aid 
Should they refuse, soon had their country own’d 
Horrors insufferable: Mercia’s wide 
And fertile province soon resistless whelm’d 1854 
In ruinous waste; and them, their wives, and babes 
Rased by the sword. Thus pass’d they gloomy on, 
Till their broad van arrived the pillar’d height 
Where stood the kingly generals. Stops the host 
In long array, by due command, afar 
Repeated. 

Oskital impatient, now 
First breaks the solemn silence, and accosts 
Imperious thus their Vassal-Prince. ‘« What spoil 
Bring ye from those rich provinces, so late 
Cross’d in your journey, and what numbers swell 
Your summon’d Jegions ?” 1866 
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Kenwulph bending low 1867 
Mild answers. ‘‘ Noble Sovereigns, as we bent 
Hither our rapid course, we found the land 
Evacuate by the natives, terrified 
With fame of our approach, and from our steps 
Fled previous, with them borne whate’er could yield 
Sustenance, or admit removal. Gone 
Thus from their homes, of shelter destitute, 
We know not whither they have fled or sought 
Refuge, unless with Alfred’s armed host. 
Therefore we bring no spoil, the plunder’d waste 
Of countries left: but from our province lead 1878 
What force and numbers could be well convened 
From countries wide, yet rare of habitants, 
Thinn’d by continuous slaughter, and the waste 
Of ceaseless ravages o’er all the plains ; 
Which dreadful scourges, blended, have destroy’d 
Multitudes, else convoked to aid your war.” 


With this response unsatisfied, rejoins 
Fierce Oskital: ‘‘ I mark your mind: you come 
Destitute then of spoil, which we ourselves 
Had fail’d not to amass in progress, long 
As yours. Ye wish not to oppress, or hurt 1889 
Y our countrymen, but studious seek to screen 
From injury, and suffer to escape 
With all that they possess, rather than bring 
Riches to us, your masters. But attend 
My words, the words of every Dane in me.— 
If henceforth ye exert not all your force, 
Conjunct with us, to spoil and sack this realm 
Victorious still in battle: on that day 
When faint ye shrink, or coward turn from fight, 
That day, no longer deem’d our friends, and spared 
To till our lands, and serve our wars and feasts, 
We hold you mortal foes, and on you turn 
Unconquerable arms, o’erwhelming soon 
In spareless carnage all your traitor-powers.” 


Scarce had he ceased, when hideous clamour rose 
Unanimous from all the Danish bands, 
Dreadful, as when in famish’d Indian wilds 
Troops of assembling monsters, mad for blood, 
Prepare in one innumerous host to pour 
On villages and haunts of men, what time 
The natives list, aghast, at dead midnight 
The swelling thunder of their distant roars, [babes, 
And prompt to save their homes, themselves, their 
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Spread sudden all the land with blazing fires. 1913 


Nor unalarm’d the English hear their fate 
Menaced, whom next the Sovereign Guthrun thus 
More mild accosts. ‘‘ Henceforth your forces rest 
Subject to my supreme command, yourselves 
Still their immediate leaders. Now with us 
Turn your prompt march toward our capacious camp, 
There to enjoy feasts and the songs of bards, 
Revels and triumph, the deserved reward 
Of our magnific victory, and to you 
Refreshing solace of fatigue and toil, 1923 
Earnest of future pleasures, glories high, 
To be achieved by battles with our foes, 
Till we subdue this kingdom, and enjoy 
All as our own, its habitants our slaves.” 
[bands 

Straight all the Danish hosts, with Kenwulph’s 
Toward the wide camp direct their sounding march. 
O’er them innumerous ensigns splendid waved 
Their martial blazonry, and loud the blair 
Of thousand trumpets the deep tumult swell’d 
Of warlike instruments, concordant roll’d 
Thro’ the full air. Shouts rose of maddening hosts 
Triumphant, oft invoking Gods to mark 
Their mighty powers and terrible array. 
Thus as they move, the Danish hosts aloud 
Deride their new associate peers, and brand 
With ignominious names of, ‘‘ Christians, slaves, 
Mean, coward Infidels. War, war alone 
Becomes brave heroes. But your Sovereign burns 
To establish peace, and war’s celestial joys 
Eternally exclude. He sole inspires 
Submission calm to laws, and doting priests 
School’d in some vain religion, servile, poor, 
Fitted for souls like yours. You show old men 
Gray-hair’d amid your ranks, decrepit, worn, 
Whom soon disease will drag into the grave, 
Sinking in helpless weakness. Look through us; 
We sole display young heroes, fresh, robust, 
Gigantic, apt for battle. All the rest 
Are prematurely gone to heaven’s high King, 
Swords in their hands. But come, enjoy at last 
The glorious honour of becoming men. 
Burn henceforth, if you dare, to end your lives 
Amid the hottest fight. Renounce, forget 
Your base religion, and by worthy deeds 
Seek to conciliate Odin, and though late 1958 
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Win proud admission to his happy halls. 1959 
But though ye love not war, be valiant now, 
Else—you have heard the King—his threats are true.” 


Insulted thus the English legions pass 

Amid the exulting Danes, who march along 

In frantic tumult, singing Odin’s name, 

The joys of valour, the contempt of death. 

Clarions and thousand martial sounds incense 
Their emulous rage, while in responsive strains 
They utter rapturous songs of ancient bards, 
Familiar in each mouth, from sire to son 1969 
Traditionally taught. Chanting in strains 
Alternately, confused, with hideous noise 

Now they arrive the camp, and entering soon 

In long succession, through the crowded tents 
Disperse, all conscious of their order’d place. 
Separate the English bands in station ope 

And less commodious find abode. Near these 
Are fix’d the hapless train of prisoners, taken 

In the last battle, who dishonour’d place 

Share now with oxen, and the spoil of beasts. 

A fame had pass’d that Guthrun had design’d 

To form incarcerating hovels, best 1981 
To yield the captives shelter; now they stood 
Bound in ignoble chains to massive stones 

Or trees. The Mercians with regret survey 
Many their captive countrymen, whom once 

They knew in other station, ere revolt 

Parted their union. These in misery now 

They could not, nor had dared, relieve. When these 
Mark Kenwulph, the proud chief, once favour’d high 
In Alfred’s faithful host, with mournful looks 
And sad expressive gestures they deplore 

His fatal conduct, and his powers enslaved. 

Nor seem’d he callous or unmoved: as thus 1993 
.He caught their mien, involuntary tears 
Suffused his eyes, which his averted face 
Soon hid from sight. To him in pensive mood 
Thus occupied, near his chief captains, now 
Deputed heralds invitation high 

Bring from the Sovereign Leaders to attend 
Appointed feast in Guthrun’s kingly tent ; 
Thus to partake a night to general joy 
Devoted, honour’d as the martial peers 

Of noblest Danes, by condescending grace. 
The chiefs with sad obeisance bow, and meek 
Receive the kingly message, promising 
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Observance due. 2006 

Through all the eager camp 
Festivals now begun proclaim the shades 
Of eve advancing fast. The spacious tents 
Are universal throng’d with armed guests, 
Ranged in their several bands. Down by their sides 
Repose their ponderous shields, and round the tents 
Rest their tall spears, while seated they surround 
The crowded tables, loaded with the flesh 
Of oxen, boars, and deer, which they devour 
In meals enormous. Matrons, virgins fair, 
Willing attend, and to their hands present 2017 
Frequent the mighty skull, with flowing beer 
Crown’d and exulting quaff’d with ardent vows 
Of fury on the foe, or mention proud 
Of noble captains, or remembrance sad 
Of fallen friends. Impatient all aspire 
For future battle, and already part 
England’s rich southern province as their own, 
The rest subdued :—on Alfred they devote 
Vengeance, and fond renew their former vows, 
To equal their high chiefs in valour; them 
Not to survive, but enter in their train 
The hall of Odin: furious to avenge 2029 
Each other’s death : to face five foes: to shrink 
Never from death, but smiling court its wound. 
Bards pass around, and sing in raptured strains 
The praise of all the brave, denouncing stern 
The dreadful doom of cowards. All the camp 
Resounds afar with revels, and their loud 
Carousal, warlike songs, and savage howls, 
That hill and valley echo round. 

Nor less 

Festivity now reigns amid the tent 
Regal of mighty Guthrun, hung around 
With armour, shields, and scalps of slain; here, met 
In high assemblage, all the sovereign Kings, 
Guthrun, and Oskital, and Amund sat, 
Attended by their numerous-thronging chiefs, 
Noblest and greatest, and a stately train 
Of royal-vested bards, and sacred priests 
Consecrate to each higher God ; and these 
Augmenting, Kenwulph’s princely company 
Of Mercian chiefs ranged intermix’d. But he 
Amid his ample train sat mute, and seem’d 
Pensive, nor cheerful, though the table rung 
With revelry, while plenteous viands spread 
Its wide extent, of venison and the flesh 2053 
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Reserved from sacred rites; and hydromel, 2054 
And luscious mead, and generous wines, around 
Pass’d copiously in polish’d goblets, form’d 
Of art-deck’d skulls, curious-inlaid with gold, 
And graceful served by smiling virgins, chosen 
From all most beauteous ; waking joy and love. 
Guthrun in highest place amid his bards 
Oft rising fills an ample skull, and drinks 
To Odin’s honour for proud victory, 
To Frea for the meed of plenty, Thor 
For genial seasons, and to other Gods 
Successive. Then the memory fond recals 2065 
Of warriors fallen in battle, and the cup 
Quaffs to their praise. Heroes and Virgins sing 
Alternate verses, the politer mark 
Esteem’d of gallantry ; and fondly learnt 
In hours of peace. Wives animate and cheer 
Their wounded husbands to renew’d assaults 
In future war, and to their valour bear 
Proud-envied testimony ; given to none 
Reproaches, fear’d by heroes worse than death: 
And vow to educate their infant sons 
In their forefathers’ steps. Young warriors boast 
Now of their skill in songs of fame, what stars 
They know by name to guide their trackless course 
Amid the foamy deep: how well they swim, 
Or fly across the ice on sounding skates : 
Anticipate an early death, and tell 
The various pleasures of heaven’s palaces, 
Burning for future war: meanwhile they vow 
To ravage all the land: deride their foes 
And Alfred: Oskital extolling high 
For leagues of peace infringed. 

Arrogant now 
Oskital boasts the merit to have broke 
Treaties ignobly wrested, and his hate 2089 
Personal of Alfred loud declares: whom much 
He scorns that his too credulous faith should deem 
Heroic souls could e’er be bound by oaths 
Invoking Christian Gods. Henceforth remains 
For Alfred to admire what heroes dare: 
When rallying once again his shatter’d powers, 
He leads them back to slaughter, till his mad 
Insatiate folly learn at last, how vain 
Against the omnipotent to threaten war. 


To whom in answer Guthrun tells that soon 
The foe shall meet fair war in open field 2100 
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Where they may fall like heroes, and the Danes 
Swell Odin’s legions: prays it may evene 

The lot or of himself or other King 

Alfred to meet in single fight, and try 

The prowess of his arm: for he alone 

Remains the bulwark of the English host, 

Else shrinking still from hard contest: he sole 
By equal skill and courage rules and guides 
The universal army, whom success, 

Him absent, ne’er could favour; nor on land 
Nor on the main: on both, the English powers 
Shall soon be proved. The puissant Danish fleet 
Equipp‘d in men and numbers no assault 

Need fear from Alfred’s meaner squadron, poor 
In seamen as in force, to lowest state 

Reduced, ere he its slumbering strength revived. 


Now Amund celebrates the rapturous joys 
Of splendid festivals like these, the meed 
Of glorious war: boasts if himself could meet 
Alfred in fight, the English monarch’s crown 
Cleft should deciduous vanish, and his skull 
Soon pendent on his own broad belt, the next 
Proud feast should see changed to a‘drinking cup, 
Quaff'd by each noble mouth. Such converse holds 
The exulting chieftains, till the solemn bards 
Raise now the expected rhapsodies of praise 
On loud-rung harps, swell’d by their trancing voice, 
Recording mighty deeds, which their own eyes 
Have witness’d, while their magic diction rolls 
Poetic ardour, and the fervid glow 
Of sacred inspiration; moving deep 
Each yielded heart. Alternate they resound 
Guthrun, the great, the kingly hero: good, 
And favourite high of Gods: Oskital bold, 
Valiant, the wealthy Sovereign: Amund brave, 
Noble and free, the warrior's generous friend, 
The soul of feasts, the thunder of the field : 
Inexorable Hubba, stern, unmoved 
In direst danger : Hinguar, his compeer, 
Skill’d in the magic Reafen, worthy son 
Of the proud monarch Regner, who in death 
Laugh’d joyful: Haldene pensive, but in. war 
Insatiate: Frena, friend of liberty, 
Hater of tyrants: Sidroc, in the field 
Terrible, nor in armed ships a foe 
Less dread, or skill’d. These noble names, conjunct 
With many a chief and potent thane, their songs 
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Echo: and rouse the patriot flame, and love 2148 
Unsatisfied of glory : then the Gods, 

Hymn’d solemn, win attentive awe: the chance 
Dangers and conduct of the last proud field 
Commemorated ravish every ear. 


Thus wore the night, while all the joyous camp 
Commit each wild excess, deeming to please 
The Gods, invoked by every warrior now 
And pictured to each fancy visibly 
In various ensigns and abodes. Such faith 
Familiar knowledge of their powers divine, 2158 
Taught by the bards, inspired. All madly vow 
To wake like revels, from the plunder’d waste 
Of provinces adjacent, till the day 
Dawn of wish’d battle with the hostile ranks 
Hither approach’d. 
At length by slow degrees 
The camp grows hush’d; the feasts dissolve, the 
Retiring to their tents, seek each the bed [men 
Of their oft-varied spouse. Chiefs own a train 
(Custom allow’d, and mark of honour deem’d) 
Of beauteous females, emulous to win 
Their constant love, wild-raging, nor confined 2170 
To one in tender union, but the glow 
Of lawless nature. Wives their infant sons 
Nurture to deeds of arms, and fond inure 
To scenes of blood, ere yet their unused limbs 
Can wield the spear, or bear the weighty mail. 
Their daughters, bred alike to wounds and death, 
Attentive learn to staunch the throbbing wounds 
Of father, brother, friend, physicians sole, 
And honour’d as divine. Now faint arise 
The sounds of mirth, and night to sleep resigns 
Her o’erdrench’d revellers. 
But not to sleep 2182 
Kenwulph retired: he in his tent awake, 
At midnight amid dim and silent gloom 
Labouring with anguish and the poignant sense 
Of deep regret, held with a Mercian chief, 
Young, true, and by the rebel-sovereign loved, 
Sad conference: and to him his burthen’d soul 
Thus open‘d. 
‘* Wretched man: what then avails 
Kingdom or power to me, though I possess 
The sway I sought. Unworthy, I forsook 
My country, friends affectionate, and high 
Respect and favour of my rightful King, 21094 
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To win a miserable throne. Vain hope! 2195 
Forsaken thus of happiness, the love 
Of virtuous heroes, and my own esteem : 
The slave of cruel enemies; compell’d 
Against my country thus to rise in arms: 
To slay my countrymen, my former friends, 
To persecute religion, and induce 
Dire Pagan horrors, war, and tyranny, 
And spread eternal ruin o’er the land. 
Appalling thoughts! oh! could I yet become 
What once I was! could I again return 
To duty, and my country’s rights defend!— 2206 
But no! it cannot be.—How could I face 
My injured countrymen? or with what eyes 
Could they receive me? pointed but with sneers 
By all the common troops whom I so late 
Commanded !—How should I behold the King, 
To me so kind, or Rayner, to my heart 
Once dear as life, whom I ungrateful left, 
And from their cause seduced so many, now 
Involved in equal misery ?—Oh! that shame 
I could not bear: the dread, distracting thought 
Terrifies me. No! I must still support 
My present lost condition, and fight on, 2218 
Detested and despised by all the good: 
The scorn, the slave of tyrant foes: and die 
At last ignobly, by no tender tear 
Wept, nor reposed within an honour’d tomb 
By the kind hand of love. No bards will give 
My name to future times, but with disgust 
- Turn from my mention, or will warn alone 
Others to shun my treachery. Oh! my friend, 
Too faithful Bernulph, my o’erloaded heart 
Sinks faint within me, stung with conscious pangs 
Intolerable—lost—” 

He spoke, and lean’d 2230 
Silent upon the youthful hero’s neck, 
While long-drawn sighs, deep-heaving, eased a heart 
Sore-charged. The generous youth was moved, and 
Compassion’s melting influence. ‘‘Say not, lost,” [felt 
With cheering voice he added, ‘ but resume 
Courage, and wait composed a change of fate. 
What chief his faithful followers’ zealous love 
Possesses dearer than yourself, who all 
Are ready to devote their lives to save 
Their Leader? Sovereign now, acknowledged such 
By all. They mark not, nor thus deeply feel 
Their country’s sufferings, happy to obtain 2242 
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Sustenance glad, and win their Sovereign’s love.” 


Not thus appeased, his heart-felt speech resumes 
The unhappy Kenwulph. ‘ Oh! that I alike 
Had been some common soldier, to the will 
Subservient of my chief, nor with high power 
Invested, whose fair-tempting semblance won 
Me from fidelity! How glad would [ 

Now yield up all my titled state, and be 

As one of them, might I again redeem 

Forfeited honour, and by good men loved, 

Die as an honest man, my country’s cause 2253 
Bravely defending! But just heaven decrees 

My punishment. I see, and strongly feel 

My country’s miserable state, denied 

Now ever to afford my treacherous aid. 

All will abhor me, while with grateful praise 
Posterity and all the admiring land 

Shall bless the host of Alfred, scorning still 

My rebel powers. ‘Though with their present state 
Content, they reck not now their future woes ; 
What reparation can I make to men 

Once good and faithful? now by me seduced 
From duty’s virtuous path, through love to me 2265 
And faith abused, who with their future sons, 
Down to posterity must now become 

Wretched thro’ me: henceforth of slaughterous war 
The ceaseless victims, in disorder fell 

And savage superstition lost: no peace, 

No arts, no laws, to sweeten and endear 

This transient life, or win immortal joys: 

But instruments of dire destruction made 

On their own innocent country, and the slaves 

Of whom they can but hate: whom now my soul 
Utter abhors, with indignation full : 

Nor without ample cause. My tender wife— 2277 
Oh! why recal the dread idea !—She— 

My noble minded wife—how do I bear 

To speak that sacred name ?—she knew and oft 
Would warn my proud ambition, while I form’d — 
High, aggrandizing schemes. If I withdrew 
From Alfred’s host my numerous-banded powers 
And own’d the Danish sway, the proffer’d meed 
Promised by traitorous Oskital, was even 
Mercia’s imperial sceptre. What could then 
Deter me, or restrain, thus blind, and led 

By phantoms of insatiate power and mad 
Ambition? I received the dazzling terms: 2289 
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Betroth’d my only daughter, beauteous, young, 
And innocent, to be the destined bride 

Of some high Danish chief. But heaven abhorr’d 
Contracts so infamous, and to itself 

Call’d her in sudden death; while I on wars 
Roaming abroad, her splendid nuptial lot 
Deep-meditated : scarce on my new throne 
Seated, and with the mockery of state 

Invested, ere the savage Danes despised 

My titled royalty. In pure contempt 

Of this my fancied sway, the wretches dared 

At dead of night, to assail my sleeping dome 2301 
With hostile fire, and by the avenging doom 

Of heaven (for ever on my head to heap 
Affliction, and my treacherous guilt confound) 
Even from my very side my wife beloved 

Tore merciless.— My cries, my prayers were vain ; 
Mock’d but with scorn. I saw the barbarous sword 
Plunged in her bosom. Lost in mute despair, 

I clasp’d her dying limbs; her parting breath 
Drank with my lips, while she these latest words 
Sigh’d out—‘‘ My daughter—is”— Death choked 
Oh! this terrific picture often haunts [the rest. 
My soul, and me with folly dread upbraids. — 2313 
My sufferings all are merited, and I 

Bear patient all: but deep within me springs 
Implacable abhorrence of a foe, 

Savage as this, that in my bosom swells 

Secret desire insatiate, to avert 

My country’s miseries, and these horrid men 

Total extirpate.—Could I e’er myself 

Reign single, then methinks my wish, my power, 
Would render England happier, and myself 
Beloved by virtuous men, while I perform’d 

Good actions ere I die.-—But why indulge 

Vain thoughts like these? No! we must now be 
Eternally ; and I the dreadful doom [slaves 
Cannot prevent, or flee. My people else 

(Mine do I call them?) in the mad attempt 

Soon in one common heap were murder’d all.” — 


Deep-struck, the friendly Bernulph heard the griefs 
Of his repentant chief secret-reveal’d, 
And trusty thus adjoins. ‘‘ Let not the air 
Whisper of these your feelings, or your mien 
Bewray your inward heart: else sure that fate 
Which tenderly you deprecate, will fall 
On you, on me, and all your subject powers ; 2336 
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Spared not by cruel Oskital, but doom’d 2337 
With fair pretext to glut his wanton ire. 

Safe in my heart your words have sunk, and there 
Brooding shall lie conceal’d, till prosperous time 
Wing them with action meet, and full revenge 
Burst on the infernal foe. Henceforth with me 
Confide your inmost thoughts, so lightlier borne 
Partaken, nor o’ercharging thus your heart :— 
Now part we straight to unsuspected sleep. 


He said, and separating, each retired 

To his own thoughtful couch, while dismal night 
Now o’er the world her masked mysteries led, 
And all was hush’d in silent rest, save when 

The darkening blasts roll’d hollow o’er the sky, 
Through which at times the reeling stars swift gleam’d, 
As in alarmed haste. Conscious they seem’d 

Of some portentous terror seen below. 

Nor were not dreadful horrors waked : for now, 
Hid in the womb obscure of hovering clouds, 

The Prince of darkness through the sullen air 
Pass’d with his congregated powers; and eyed 
Cautious the English camp, conspiring fierce 
Imaginations, and unutter’d schemes 2359 
Of deadliest import. He, aroused to rage 

And aggravated malice, bore in mind 

The angels’ interposing power, which saved 
England from total ruin: and revenge 

Burnt in his tortured soul. With studious ken 
He had observed the scenes that late employ’d 
The Danish hosts: their strange religious rites, 
Their savage tempers, their commuted vows 

To conquer England, and Christ’s peaceful faith 
Total extirpate. Sore-disturb’d and big 

With meditated wiles, the infernal King 
Convokes his dark colleagues to distance far 2371 
Beyond the Pagan camp, so to escape 

All observation, and his secret thoughts 

Deep with conspiracy there safe unfold. 

Now amid hideous night inclosed, and far 
Shadow’d by gather’d storms, whose view forbade 
Approach, hell’s haughty Monarch thus display’d — 
His purposed soul. 

*‘ Princes of hell, and powers 

Mighty to stand against heaven’s armed hosts, 
Listen my ponder’d meditations. Sad 

And rack’d with indignation, we have seen 
Angelic powers by subtlest art defeat 2383 
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Designs by us matured, which else had won = 2384 
England in conquest irresistible 

Through all her provinces, and full-o’erwhelm’d 
Her sole defensive host. Whence we ere long 
Easy had then accomplish’d plans, before 
Concerted : here to colonize the Danes, 

And found idolatry, eternal wars, 

Ruin and murder: and for ever crush 

Christ’s meek religion, now throughout the earth 
Wide-spreading, gaining root, and threatening thus 
To rob us of a subject race of men, 

Doom’d else to people hell; unless our arm 2395 
Can stop its progress, and our own proud sway 
Maintain superior. True; opposed and check’d 
Thus by the arts and power of angel-slaves 
Descended to its aid from heaven’s proud courts, 
Not without toil we win dominion high ; 

Yet these are fear’d not, nor endured by spirits 
Great, haughty, potent, whom my honour’d reign 
Boasts to command in hell. Wherefore my fix’d 
Resolve is to oppose with ampler power 

Their utmost opposition, and effect 

Certain our labour’d purpose. Soonest then 

To win these vast achievements, my intent 2407 | 
Deliberate deems from hell’s dark realms to fetch 
Hither my fiercest spirits, whose deep malice 
Unknown to our exulting foes, shall swell 

Fuller our present numbers. Nor delay 

Shall intervene, ere from the murky dens 

And fiery regions of the infernal world, 
Assembling legions hither shall conjoin 

Power adequate, and to that angel-crew 

Shall prove my former threats not vain, when they 
See on themselves tremendous fury pour’d 

And vengeance diabolical, which soon, 

Their meaner might excelling, shall defeat 2419 
Their subtlest machinations, and secure 

Our empire large, and all our proud designs. 
Great is this embassy, of import high 

Demanding weightiest confidence : assign’d 
Therefore to no weak hand, but I myself 

Will undertake the solemn charge. Direct 

Hence parting, I will sail from off this earth 
Through the round universe, with stars, or suns, 
Or worlds, innumerous fill’d, until beyond 
Creation’s utmost limits, I arrive 

That chaos dire of matter uncreate, 

In which, ainid the infinite of space 2431 
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Yet uninhabited, desolate, dark, 2432 
Lies hid my own dread world, whose regions wide 
Own me their Sovereign Monarch; where my throne, 
Shrined in majestic darkness, or involved 

In rays of gloomy fire, high-lifts its state 

And holds in subject awe a race of spirits 

Noble and bold, once habitants of heaven. 

Their populous numbers shall ere long be swell’d 
With countless legions of the race of men 

Borne thither from this earth, after sure death 

Has closed their sinful life, which we must strive 
Therefore by strong temptations to involve 2443 
In habits long of evil, and withdraw 

Ever from good, while we our hid design 

Veil with a shew of pleasure and delight, 

Bait easily attracting foolish men 

In this probationary state. True, some 

Aware, will ’scape our wiliest arts: but these 
Shall not be many. So alluring we 

Will hold the trancing snares, that their embrace, 
Though under semblance beautiful, shall prove 
The gulf of death and hell. Collecting soon 
Spirits most subtle and malignant, 1 

Will with these powers return to earth, and proud 
Rejoin your waiting counsels: ready then 

On our astonish’d foes to burst, and vent 

Terrors yet unimagined, that shall strike 

Angels in dumb amaze, unconscious whence 

We draw these horrors and portentous arts. 
Meanwhile proceed ye your assistant skill 

To exert in guarding these our Danes. Delude, 
Deceive, as best ye may, the angelic bands, 

Now eagerly employ’d the English host 

To re-assemble, and their shatter’d force 
Augment. No operations high as yet 

Will need my presence.—Alfred’s chiefs are gone 
Each to his province, there to band new aids 

Who may recruit their ruin’d powers: the toil 
Not of aday. Himself the English King 
Occupied to instruct a peasant train 

To deeds of arms, not yet his waited host 

Will lead toward these the future fields of blood. 
Here will inactive rest the exulting Danes, 
Refresh’d by feasts and martial sports. Yourselves 
Suffice to shield, till my return, whate’er 

Of harm immediate our unwary foes 

Might plot against our camp, both armies now 
Pausing, through objects various. While I 2479 
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On more important cares and high designs 2480 
Am call’d awhile. Be vigilant: remain 

Firm in your station, and abandon fear. 

Now leave me unattended, while I part 

In secret, and elude the angelic watch.” 


He spoke: his wicked legions high applaud 
His wisdom and sublime intent: and soon 
Obey his mighty mandate; slow along 
Removing their dark-volumed shapes. Immense 
Diffused away, obscure in night, unseen, 
Likest some cloudy storm, the infernal King 2490 
Pass’d awful, soon mysterious-lost, while raised 
Aloft on outspread wings mid seeming winds 
And trailing meteors, artful-form’d, he flew 
With swiftness inconceivable beyond 
Terrestrial gaze, steering his wondrous course 
Through all creation toward his own dread world: 
And to his hope, departed unobserved 
By those fear’d angel-bands, whose ken not pierced 
His dire unfathom’d counsels, nor perceived 
The dangers brooding, while the adventurous King 
Approach’d in silent gloom the coasts of hell. 2501 
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Satan arrives at his world, which he traverses. Its terrors 
described. He ascends his throne ; then convoking all the in- 
Sernal spirits, he explains to them the reason of his coming, and 
declares that new and more subtle powers are necessary to be 
employed against the angels. They refer the mtachination of 
these to himself. He then advises that a new legion shall return 
with him to earth, who shall assume the shapes and attributes of 
the Pagan Deities, in whom the Danes believe, and shall appear 
to them, as occasion may require, in order to heighten their fury 
and enthusiasm for battles. This counsel approved, he selects a 
new legion, who fly with Satan through hell, and at last arrive 
at the outer boundary or wall of the chaos, within which hell 
lay. Satan and his host pass through a long and dangerous 
cave or passage, which had been wrought through chaos by the 
labour of the demons, opposite man’s earth. They stop at its 
entrance, and after awhile planning their voyage, involve them- 
selves in darkness, and in the semblance of a cloud are driven 
through the universe, till they plunge amidst the sea, within 
which they remain a short time. Then discovering England, 
they join the other infernal powers whom Satan had left. Satan 
immediately proceeds to execute his purposes of illusion, and ap- 
pears to the whole Danish army in the shape of Odin, the God of 
war, exciting them by his gestures to battles and devastation. 
The Danes are rendered ungovernably furious, which the angels 
observing, discover at length the deceits of Satan and his new 
forces. . Michael, the supreme archangel, considers the angelic 
powers insufficient to contend with them, and therefore, that it 
has become necessary for him to depart to heaven to fetch a new 
band of angels. After leaving directions to his associates for 
their conduct in his absence, Michael departs with a train of 
attendants to heaven. 
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EAN while the infernal Monarch, on his flight 
Arrived within his dreadful world, explored 
The hidden region where exalted stood 
His vast o’ershadowing throne; but while aloft, 
Floating on buoyant wings, he urged his way 
Amid the illimitable dark, no beam 
Gleaming from off a waste of ghastly fire 
Piloted sure his course. For through that world, 
Form’d in the deepest womb of chaos, all 
Was horrid and confused, wild, desert, dire. 
The hand of THE ETERNAL, perfect-pure, 
Was pain’d, nor could endure to form throughout 
A world where all must be impure and evil, 
Fit for its bad possessors, where alone 
Justice to mercy could allow no part. 
Here chaos with tumultuous dissonance 
Roar’d, furious to be thus displaced, whose din 
Disturb’d the ear of Satan, as he sail’d 
Silent beneath a boundless firmament : 
Not arch’d, as he beheld man’s glorious sky, 
But one drear plain, a pitchy canopy, 
Shapeless, and without end, stretching away 
On every side, beyond his utmost ken. 
There stationary oft he hung, aghast, 24 
And mark’d if no apparent moon or star, 
Or what seem’d such, roll’d in that firmament, 
Whose glimmering view might yield a guiding ray. 
But never yet wan moon or twinkling star 
There own’d a place; nor ever cheerful dawn 
Spread forth her bright pavilion in the east, 
Announcing proud a golden sun’s approach. 
Terror is there the firmament, who high 
Hovering for ever, her vast iron wings 
Spreads out from pole to pole, involving all 
That obscure world, thence scattering ceaseless down 
Horrible shades; and from her thousand mouths, 
Awfully silent, hid, more poisonous fell 37 
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Than deadliest Upas, through the murky air — 38 
Breathes misery. 

Low beneath him Satan sees 
Vast lakes, or seas irregular, of fire 
Impure, with elements commingled crude, 
Essence combustible and sulphurous spume ; 
Whose latent seeds, exhaustless-blending, each 
From each supported, in impetuous rage 
Conflicting, torn, with dark-expanded surge 
For ever swelling roar’d. Ascending slow 
From off their fiery surface, volumes vast 
Of smoke in sullen and successive trains, 49 
Diffused afar, for this world heap’d aloft 
Clouds that distill’d not dews or rain, but all 
Pregnant with death. The solid continent 
That seem’d as land, was sole a nameless heap 
Of unessential matter, to the feet 
Faithless, and like some quicksand waste, or dross 
Of scorch’d bituminous lava, hollow-stored 
With hot materials: yet not less uprear’d 
Mountains immense aloft, whose flamy bulk 
Hideous, or curling tops, upborne amid 
Those smouldering clouds, their flying King in vain 
Sought now to trace, yet faint he might discern 61 
Dreadful impending crags on high, that still 
Totter’d and rock’d, and every moment seem’d 
Descending with resistless death to crush 
The incautious wanderer. 

Hurrying thence appall’d 

He glides away, when through the devious void 
Urging his haggard track, sudden, unlook’d, 
A suffocating vapour from below 
Repels him struck, and warns him to recede 
That dreadful place ; for conscious now he hangs 
O’er horrid precipices, vacuous, vast, 
Of depth unknown: since never yet in hell 73 
Spirit audacious had been found, who dared 
By downward flight precipitate explore 
What horrible contents, mysterious, own 
These yawning, blind, unhabitable caves. 
Yet went a fame in hell, that either here 
Are hid from view the inexhausted stores 
Prime of the burning soil and surging seas ; 
Or else, (opinion oft discuss’d by fiends) 
That here perhaps are lodged those future plagues 
And tortures, such as not hell’s fiercest spirits 
Unterrified conceive, more dire than all 
Themselves see, hear, or feel; and sole-reserved 
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By doom eternal, till that last great day, 86 
When the created universe must end 

In ruins, but this world of woe remain, 

Where then for ever must be doom’d to dwell 
Another race of beings, like themselves, 

A race of men. Then doubtless must be loosed 
The terrors of these gulfs, to prey on them, 

And work worse misery than even fiends endure. 
Nor without justice : men must sure be deem’d 
Condign of heavier punishment than they : 

Since first by God in his own image form’d 

Of his spontaneous goodness: and when fallen 97 
Through Satan’s arts, then by a God redeem’d 

To second bliss. So double then appears 

The debt of love and gratitude they owe, 

More than the rebel angels, who from God 
Received their blest creation, but when fallen 

No love to second happiness restored : 

Double with justice then man’s punishment, 

On such as with more black ingratitude 

Forget their state, and spurn, and mock God’s laws. 
Thus reason of these gulfs hell’s native spirits. 


Now Satan o’er the verge indignant borne —_108 

Of those abysses dire, and forcing on 
His viewless passage with intrepid wings, 
All-sudden falls, nor unalarm’d perceives 
His palsied form dragg’d headlong swiftly down 
By some invisible, resistless power, 
Perhaps the Spirit of these loathed shades, 
Awaiting here his prey. Striving in vain 
Upward to mount, then first Satan knew fear. 
He shouted, deeming that his piercing cry 
Might call some venturous spirit who above 
Near might be flying, instant to descend 
With needful aid. But none appear’d. His shouts 
Serve but on every side from thousand caves 
Unseen, to swell dire echoes of his voice 
Bellowing around, convolving all their roars 
In fearful mockery of his deep distress. 
Thus urged along, unconscious now which way, 
Or fallen how deep, aroused by strong despair, 
In one last mighty effort he collects 
What of his own enormous power remains. 
Sudden by force invincible, he checks 
His lightning course, with difficulty freed 
From that fell grasp, till struggling fierce, at last 
Balanced on slowly-wafting wings, he turns 

VOL. I. I . 
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His huge Typhoean bulk. Upward he flies, 133 
Outstretching wide his poised inquiring arms 

That sought some guide through total night, and felt 
Those hollow-sounding depths, whose dark expanse 
Re-echoes dismal, till through many a maze 
Retracing long his weary way, at last 

He gains the clouded mouth, and scarce with joy 
Escapes, all-wondering, terrified, ashamed. 


Returning now converse toward inner hell, 
Stretching past sight drear wildernesses, dark, 
Assail his view, coasting those fiery seas, 143 
Peopled with savage beasts of hideous bulk 
And thousand ghastly shapes, all roaming fell, 

All evil, suited to the horrid ends 

Of wicked spirits, ministers of ill. 

Monsters malignant, whose perverse delight 

Is still to terrify the fiends they serve, 

And with more hated ruin to confound 

Hell’s native gloom and misery. Employ’d 

They seem, and on some deathful scheme intent 
As if in secret, and prepared outstretch 

In congregated bands their grizly forms, 
O’ershadowing such a space, that thence no eye 
Plain may discern their shadowy size, and tear 
Furious the quivering soil, in masses huge 
Shatter’d around, while thousand hideous yells 
Join differing sounds in one astounding roar. 

Nor from insatiate havoc had they ceased, 

Save that sagacious of some spirit nigh, 

Hovering aloft amid the pregnant clouds, 

Subtle they knew the infernal King, when straight 
All for a moment resting quick-uprear, 

Surprised, their frightful heads, that shew’d their eyes 
Sullenly glaring, like vast balls of fire 

Or as innumerous comets from afar 167 
Red-blazing through the dark. With eager joy 
Or furious rage transported, instant all 

Rising in countless multitudes, aloft 

Soar through the air, their shrieks and flapping wings 
Deaf’ning all other sounds. Sudden they fall 
Amphibious, prone, amid the burning seas : 

There plunging deep, numberless fathoms down, 
As a dead mass at first, now turn’d they stop, 
And by sheer force from their abyss upheave 
Vast-surging waves, lifted to height unwont 

By these fierce monsters. Straight collecting half 
The boundless lakes, before them they impel _ 179 
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Masses of liquid flames, with all their store 180 
Of wonderous habitants, and sever’d rocks, 
Tmmense leviathans, as islands huge, 
Behemoths, crocodiles, and sharks of hell: 
Hurried resistless onward, till their load 
Full from its bed outlifting, all the shores, 
Deluged with fire ingulf another sea. 
Effused by thousands o’er those fateful coasts 
Deserted, to the view now forth appear 
The hidden monsters of the flamy deep ; 
Terrific, dire, such as those ruinous beasts 
And demons shrink to view. Motionless first 191 
These lie, as dead, stunn’d by the enormous shock.— 
Not long reposed, for lo! with gradual power 
Most seem reviving: with slow crash some ope, 
Gasping, their gulfy jaws: some broad expand 
Their massive scales; sudden some spout aloft 
Torrents of fire and blood : till all to life 
Restored, the boundless shore shews one dread scene 
Of mix’d commotion: here in sullen rage 
Incumbent hills with such tumultuous weight 
Pealing the ground, that all the loosen’d coasts 
Tremble: here formless shapes on finny feet 
Stalk on with hurried pace: slow some away 203 
Cumbrously trail along their spiral length 
Voluminous, while mid the dusky air 
Some waft on scaly wings their confused way. 
All uttering deep tremendous-mingling roars, 
Which in their louder clamour drown the yells 
Of the fierce beasts, rioting high above, 
Exulting in their havoc and uproar 
Accurst, abominable. 
Satan saw 
The intolerable ruin, and aghast 
In conscious agony and mute despair 
Reflecting on heaven’s glories lost, and these 215 
Horrible furies his eternal lot, 
Shuddering, much wonders that as yet his eye 
None of heaven’s fallen spirits in his flight 
Had mark’d; but they aware of dangers dread 
Impending by this ominous tumult warn’d 
Of the fell beasts, (wont presage, that foretold 
Infernal tempests nigh,) in trooping crowds 
Previous had fled, seeking in rocky caves 
Refuge from perilous destruction, known 
Approaching. Nor in vain their cautious fears. 
For lo! none other monitory sign 
Portentous given, the infuriate vengeance ’gins. 227 
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Such the fell nature of that treacherous ground, 228 
Raging through all its depths, and hence such war 
Of elements had been conceived below, that now 
Contain’d no longer, with tremendous roars, 
Infernal earthquakes, in explosion vast 
Burst into thousand boundless gulfs at once, 
Tearing all hell: whose yawning chasms receive 
Ranges of mountains falling, more in bulk, 

In number more, than Alps and Apennines 
Together heap’d. No sooner there inclosed 

Than back by eddying whirlwinds instant hurl’d 
Through those re-open’d gulfs: and borne aloft 239 
Sailing along amid the lurid air 

In one dread range, o’ershadowing half hell’s climes— 
Till plunging, on each other dash’d, in such 

Storm inconceivable, as ne’er must know 

God’s good creation till that last great day 

When all the frame of nature shall dissolve, 

And blazing all heaven’s ruin’d worlds shall fall, 
Headlong they sink amid those fiery seas 

Lost in the dire abysses, or perhaps 

Even to this moment falling. Then unspent 

The furious hurricanes, with such dire plagues 
Loaded of dust and poison, as surpass 251 
The dread simooms, which on Arabian wilds 
Uptear whole sandy deserts, burying deep 
Camels, and caravans in endless train, 

Themselves then dart upon those swelling seas, 
And from low deeps the billowing flamy mass 
Lashing in spiral whirls, at distance due 

Form thousand pyramids of liquid fire: 

The spouts of hell; which stalking to the shores, 
Enormous burst at length, continuous dash’d 

Afar, and overwhelm immeasured space 

With foaming ruins. Nor less dire on land 
Confusion reigns: for soon the mingling rage 263 
Lets loose the thunder of these regions. Now 
Gathering from all those rounding climes, it rolls 
And swelling bellows through dark-vaulted caves 
And ruinous gulfs of earthquakes, this whole world 
Filling with such unknown, astounding roars 

That all the rage combined of storming hell 

Yields not such horror. Then for very fear 

Even those fierce beasts, to whom the sole delight 
Is maddening desolation, into caves 

Disorder’d troop, but refuge find not there. 

Satan himself under a mighty rock 

Creeps, lowering his proud flight, now deem’d unsafe 
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Amid such dire commotion. While the storm 276 
To its own devastation left, uncheck’d, 
Augmented rages, and through endless realms 
Tumultuously careers: till flashing broad 

In pale continuous sheets, hell’s lightnings shot 
Streaming with sulphurous blaze, now destined fire 
The hot volcanic matter, glowing round. 

Instant throughout all hell, horrific burst 
Thousand volcanoes, rivalling in noise 
The infernal thunders, to whose rage compared 
Vesuvius, Etna, Hecla, have no name. 

For lo! unnumber’d craters, blazing-dark, 287 
Circling-immeasured, furious spout aloft 

Seas of fused metals, raining ashes, smoke, 

And rocks of solid fire; which rolling vast 
Upward against the topmost cope of hell 

Dash, struck; and higher would ascend, if space 
Higher were given. In that moment view’d, 

If eye durst look, those dreadful masses seem’d 
Ten thonsand blazing columns propping hell ; 
Reaching from her unfathom’d depths, a space 
Thrice higher than the vaulted roof of heaven. 
Disparting soon, repell’d, on either side, 

In double cataracts, downward they roll; 299 
Cataracts, to whose noise, or power, compared 
Thousand Nidégaras were but a rill: 

Enlarging still in breadth, as prone they fall, 
Though oft opposed by jutting rocks that hung 
Viewless in air, alike down dash’d, and soon 
Under vast heaps of fiery ruins hid: 
Huge-swelling, ceaseless, till at length they form 
Other more hideous mountains, crimson-red, 
Gradual ascending to hell’s murky top. 

Terror herself, who there incumbent lies, 

Herself then trembles, and convulsed with fear, 
Shrinks upward; shaking from her iron wings, 311 
That sound from pole to pole, if pole there be, 
Her embryo lightnings, forky, livid, dark, 
Brooding beneath her shade, or ghastly forms, 
That or by thousands in the surging flames 

Fall headlong, suffocated, or along 

Waft through the livid air their scorpion trains. 
While from the burning hills and wavy seas 
Volumes of sable poison roll convolved 

O’er all that shadowy world, with such a veil 
Low-spreading every spot, that total hell 
Is lost in murkiest darkness, long to dure 

Ere all its hurricanes with mingling power 323 
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Can dissipate the essential night, and slow = 324 
Restore the wont pale glare. Earth, air, sea, fire, 
And nameless elements, raging convulsed, 
Storm in such tumult, that the infernal King 
Pondering in obscure silence their event, 
Deems that all hell, unable to endure 
Shocks of such mighty war, had gone to wrack, 
And, lost all poise, the tottering barriers burst 
Of chaos, and hell’s world in ruins flown, 
Loose o’er the universe of light. But God 
Omnipotent, he knew, had erst forbade 
Havoc so dread, and uncreated space 335 
Infinite, and the void, unpeopled realms 
Of desolate chaos in firm bonds inclosed 
From mad irruption o’er creation’s worlds 
Of light and order. 

Satan now in haste 
Deeming his eager ken had late observed 
By the dim radiance of the stormy blaze 
His high-uplifted throne, prepares for flight, 
And floating vast amid the pervious dark, 
Sensible night, o’er many a region past 
That own’d him Monarch, till at last he gains 
The imperial eminence, whose stately brow 347 
Displays, proud-raised, his throned seat, inclosed 
Under a canopy of flaming rocks 
Carved with magnific art, nor wanting pomp 
Of regal ornament, gems, gold, and shine 
Of glorious majesty, concentring rays 
Of seeming splendour, that the blush of morn 
Resemble cheerful, or the dewy light 
Of purple-beaming eve, though oft obscured 
By dim obtrusive clouds, that sullen roll 
Their black-involving shades. Here Satan soon 
Stood, terrible, prepared the assembly high 
Of all his subject spirits to convoke, 359 
Labouring through endless regions to oppose 
And frustrate God’s just will. Obscure he stood, 
And rear’d aloft, half-seen, his dreadful shape ; 
Then from beside his sceptred seat took down 
The infernal trumpet, where it hung conceal’d 
Within an arching cave, which to his mouth 
Applied, throughout its spacious concave took 
His full-expanded blast, and forth outsent 
Noise, dire-astounding, roll’d- continuous, deep, 
Louder than all the artillery discharged 
Conjunct of armed hosts, in battle join’d. 
Sound, that was given to pierce beyond the bounds 
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Of hell, assailing soon the conscious ear 372 
Of all his evil ministers, where’er 
Employ’d, through hell, chaos, or desolate space 
Yet unexplored, or mid creation’s worlds : 
And swell’d by rage, on earth e’en mortal men 
Terrified, seeming to their startled ears 
As far-off thunder. Hell deep-shook; and all 
Her mingling tempests, in a moment, all, 
Silent were awed. 

Her subject spirits, dispersed 
Various, prepare alike their Sovereign’s call 
To await. Legions, the subtlest part, through hell 
Deep-hid in caves, their gloomy works depose, 
Where amid agonizing shrieks, and cries 
Of torture, sobs, and long-drawn groans of death, 
Still they construct dire plagues, thence to be sent 
On earth, that make man’s else delightful world 
Like their own hell. Here murders have their birth, 
Ingratitude, malignant hate, revenge, 
Suspicious envy, dark hypocrisy, 
Malice ’twixt former friends, old parents’ tears 
For children grown rebellious, burning lust, 
Intoxicating draughts, pride, blasphemies, 
Whose dreadful machination utters sounds 395 
Of deepest woe. Some ‘neath those fiery seas 
Invent dire schemes of war and fields of blood 
Where man shall slaughter man: and still delight 
To aid the wrong, and hinder willing peace, 
By insults still renew’d. Busied were all 
In whatsoever place, disorders, crimes 
And misery consequential to instruct. 
Now furious, darkly-seen, stalking they come 
From out their hollow dens and deep abodes, 
Poised on broad sails innumerous. Swift they rush 
Through hell’s black, lonely passages : full soon 
Follow’d by trooping shapes of equall’d bulk, 407 
(W onderous to tell) from many a distant world 
At their great Sovereign’s voice, with lightning speed 
E’en now return’d: all wafted far and wide 
Cutting their way through air, that nought is heard 
Through those vast regions, save the sullen sound 
Of waving pinions, like the gathering roar 
Of mighty floods, or as the thunderous noise 
Of multitudinous chariots in array 
Hurried to battle by fierce-neighing steeds. 
All fast convene toward that imperial hill, 
Wont place of council, where sublime it stood 
Centre of hell, round whose magnific height, 419 
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Through lofty-vaulted space the Demons sweep 420 
On hovering wings. Here the glad sight survey’d 
Columns of pallid lustre, art-disposed, 

Of broad stupendous frame, which proud upbore 

A gorgeous-circling dome, and pomp within. 

As of monarchal grandeur, now perceived, 

But late in darkness veil’d. ‘The rush of wings 
Stiller bespoke that all hell’s subject powers 
Assembled held their place. Deep silence reign’d. 
High in the midst upon his sable throne 

Satan majestic sat. His lofty form a 
None might discern, save when the sudden gleam 

Of some dark-flaming billow, surging vast, 
Through sinking clouds with momentary flash 

Half shew’d him terrible, and swift-display’d 

A range immense of hideous crowded forms 

Silent awaiting round. The fearful sight 

Seem’d, (if with earthly scene it holds compare) 
As when a traveller, on some lofty hill 

Benighted, when fierce winds foretell a storm, 
And spreading lightnings in pale sheets of fire 
Flash broad with swiftly-transient blaze, while scarce 
The moon through moving clouds a frighted glance 
Darts wild, surveys the vast horizon round 443 
And vaulted heaven, what time assembling dark 
The Spirits of the tempest haste to whelm 
Destruction far and wide, by sea, by land, 

On ships, and towers, and all the works of man. 


Now all was still as death, when hell’s proud King 
Awful arose, involved in shades: he stood 
Towering before their eyes, yet none his shape 
Perfect discern’d: his rising shook with fear 


_ The boldest spirits, while aloft they gazed 


Wondering : his right arm seem’d to wield afar 

A kingly sceptre; and at times reveal’d, 454 

The dubious sight imaged his haughty brows . 

Crown’d with a ponderous mass of dusky gold 

Or diamonds, sullen-ray’d. At last from mid 

The uncertain darkness came a voice, whose roar, 

As of a tempest, shook hell’s hollow depths. 

[slaves, 

‘“* Powers deathless, progeny of heaven, once 

Now mighty Gods, not to heaven’s King himself 

Owning obedience, but his dreaded foes, whose proud 

Glory is now to win august revenge 

On him, the Omnipotent, whose tyrant reign 

Your noble spirits endured not, but preferr’d 465 
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Boundless dominion o’er all other worlds, 466 
(Heaven’s servile courts resign’d) and me have chosen 
Your honour’d chief monarchal, you I call 
From universal worlds and space unknown 
Against his unrelenting hate to wield 
Contempt and malice equal. True, for us 
In this incarcerating den, heaven’s King, 
Glutting his iron vengeance, pain and death 
Unutterable broods, for torturing woes 
Ransacks invention, and astonish’d hell 
Vexes with tempests, that the barriers shake 
Of chaos. But in vain the Tyrant hopes 477 
Us with these terrors to alarm. Behoves 
His powerfullest Omnipotence to send 
Horrors unspeakable, tremendous storms, 
Hurricanes, darkness, thunders, earthquakes, fires, 
If here he deems to hold us, or defend 
Hell’s boundaries, else by us with instant power 
Torn into atoms, through the incumbent mass 
Confounded all of chaos, and o’erwhelm’d 
In mightiest ruins irresistible 
Upon creation’s worlds; so to destroy 
All his fair universe. But though restrain’d 
Within this hideous cavern, our revenge 489 
Can ponder machinations, and construct 
Achievements, whose sole fame shall fill all heaven 
With fearful horror, and ourselves exalt 
As equal to the Almighty, nor permit 
Those angel slaves, amid celestial realms, 
Pleasures ineffable and bliss supreme 
Eternal to enjoy, while we immured 
In this dark world of death are doom’d to share 
Unending misery. Then (with bitter pangs 
Of deep remorse to torture us the more) 
We must behold our own lost place supplied 
With earthly men, uplifted into: heaven, 501 
Though losing too their pledge and claim of bliss, 
Yet through mysterious love divine and death 
Of an atoning Christ, a God made Man, 
Redeem’d to second favour, and if train’d 
In habits good during a transient life 
Probationary on their native earth, 
Then after tranquil death (their primal doom) 
Translated into better life, to heaven, 
To bliss eternal, then themselves become 
Angels, and glorious spirits, who shall know 
And utterly deride us here inclosed 
From light and bliss. Oh! agonizing thoughts !— 
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But whither am I led ?—All this remains, 614 
Possible only, not perform’d. Our part 

Grand, formidable, vast (as proof shall soon 
Testify) yet remains: by subtlest arts 

And tempting guise, still-watchful, to seduce 

Men from known duty, difficult and hard 

Constant to be preserved; and, when enticed 
Through gentle obvious pleas, to hold in guilt, 

Till harden’d, blind, they mock instruction, lost 

In habits evil and perverse. So we 

Shall by supplanting piety to God, 

Love to mankind, due reverence of themselves, 525 
Their tri-une duty, fit the race of men 

To fill hell’s boundless empires, and to share 

With us these stormy horrors, not for us 

Form’d only, but another people, fallen, 

Evil as ourselves. But this magnific end 
Demands our ardent labours. Now through earth 
O’er many a region of the human world, __ [veal’d, 
Christ’s meek and peaceful doctrines, heaven-re- 
(Our curst grand enemy) calm-beaming, spread, 
And soon in one high-favour’d isle shall gain 
Reception universal, if our arts 

. Prevent not, and subvert the busy aid 537 
Of angel-powers, and the unexampled toils 

Of a proud Monarch, labouring there to found 

A kingdom where religion, knowledge, peace 
Shall reign, while time itself shall dure. Nor mean 
The danger. From the power and rising state 

Of this concerted empire and the wide 

Influence of its observed example, soon 

Thro’ many a clime, now veil’d in barbarous night, 
The full contagion would intrude uncheck’d, 

Of light and truth. Then should we see no more 
Fierce Pagan superstitions which inspire 

Men with insatiate thirst for war and blood, _— 649 
Murders of innocence, Christ’s temples razed, 
Mad ignorance, devote idolatry, 

Infuriate havoc, spareless rapine, crimes, 

Ruin, and fiery death: men then become 
Proselytes to the rays of heavenly joy, 

_ Order, and peace, and love. Hence, hateful scene! 
By us forbidden! We instead concert 

Wars endless, desolations uncontroll’d, 

Whose fury irresistible shall whelm 

Perdition on all efforts to oppose 

Our aims, by angels utter’d, or by men. 

True, late on earth, our hastier schemes, construct 
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With no considerate zeal, were haply foil’d 562 
_ By angel-arts. But now from earth I come 

My fiercest legions to collect, and thus 

At large propound our views, that all hell’s spirits, 
Consulting thus assembled, may devise 

Plans of dark, hellish import, whose deep craft 
And subtlety, surpassing angel-thoughts, 

May, borne from hence to earth, all-sudden burst 
On our astonish’d fues, and speediest win 

Our utmost wish. Speak theretore, who combines 
Vengeance and malice, potent to contrive 
Schemes of eternal hate ’gainst nature’s God, 573 
And angel-slaves, and men, who strive with them 
To assimilate, unless our art obstruct 

Their three-fold machinations, and achieve 
Dominion uncontroll’d o’er all the earth.” 


He ceased, and Silence like the dead of night 
Paused awful, in deliberation deep 
Holding the vast assemblage, till at last 
Some dread-responding voice, unknown amid 
Darkness, yet whose authoritative tone 
Argued some mighty state, aloud return’d. 


‘© Monarch of hell, of that exalted name 
Sole worthy, since to thee not sole ’tis given 
Us highly to surpass in might and power, 
But more in deep and subtlest wisdom, thou 
The Archangel, highest, wisest, erst in heaven ; 
Scarce second e’en to God, ere noblest sense 
Of just ambition prompted thee to reign, 
Why should’st thou seek of us to frame new wiles 
Of wisdom equal to so grand a cause ? 
Should all these myriads differing counsel urge 
Successive, each improving each, yet soon 
Thy single thought in subtlety of art 595 
And ponder’d guile would all their schemes excel, 
And their united wisdom far outshine. 
Speak thou then, solely potent to advise 
Wiles of more deep imagination, fit 
To hinder and o’erwhelm angelic power, 
And our imperial aims, uncheck’d, insure.” 


The voice was silent. From the assembly rose 
A general murmur of applause, that roll’d 
As roars some furious torrent through the glades 
Of an o’ershadow’d vale, where Solitude 
Starts as she hears the impetuous horror rage ‘ 606 
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Among her hollow dells and arching rocks. 607 
The Prince of darkness, with the flattering sound 
In secret pleased, stood like a pyramid 

Upraised aloft mid Egypt’s scorching plains, 
Within whose mighty bulk successive Kings 
Slumber for ages in unfading death. 

Till Silence anxious waiting, Satan now 

Proudly his forethought counsels thus reveal’d. 


‘« Since me then worthy sole (honour which I 
Disclaim amid assembled Gods) your voice 
Deems to concert imaginations new, 617 
Subtler and fiercer for our want, and big 
With fury rising to augmented cause, 

Listen my preconcerted thoughts, effect 

Of meditation deep and brooded ire. 

We see the Pagan Danes with restless thirst 
Smitten of blood and death, through wild belief, 
Most solemn and devout, of fancied Gods, 
Delighting, as they deem, in slaughterous war 
Thought the sole school of heroes, fitted thence 
For high translation from the field of death 

To realms celestial, there to practise wars 

And proud defend the Gods (honour denied _ 629 
To cowards, or the aged, or who shall die 

But by the violent sword) during a space 

Of intervening ages, till the day 

Awful arrive, when nature’s waiting foes, 
Assembled shall invade their heaven, and end 

In fiery ruins all creation’s worlds. 

Full of this dreadful faith, each meanest Dane, 
Ignorant of Christ’s milder doctrines, true 

As heaven from whence they sprung, glories to yield 
His life in bloody battle, and to shun 

The doom of cowards, endless misery. 

If therefore we by guile and subtle arts 641 
Mid the deluded Danes this Pagan faith 

To fury can augment, that it shall taint 

Each thought and action with redoubled rage, 
Responsive to our purpose, till itself 

Our highest instrument become to whelm 
Destruction on our foes, and we can thus 
Eradicate the Christians, and the Dane 

Establish victor, who his martial faith 

And fierce idolatry, wars, blood, and crimes 

Shall found eternal, ’twere a proud emprize. 

List then: the means are easy. Let us choose 
Of subtlest, fiercest spirits known in hell 653 
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A legion-band, who speeding to man’s earth _—654 
May hover o’er the Pagans. There at will 

Each, as occasion best beseems, assume 

The visual shape and ensigns of the Gods, 

In whom they trust: who oft, they deem, descend 
From heaven to join their battles, to direct 
The slaughter, and to mark the mighty deeds 

Of emulous heroes, till o’erwhelm’d in death, 
Celestial cars receive their souls in bliss. 

Let us in battles, like these fancied Gods, 

Visibly oft appear, or, as befits, 

In secret animate the Danes, and prompt 665 
Observe their proffer’d prayers, and oft by signs 
And omens of success, augment and rouse 

Their credulous ardour.— With such transport thus 
Of mad enthusiasm shall we fire their souls, 

When their own Gods they see assist their wars, 
And gratify their prayers, not dubious then, 

But visible and plain, that like a storm 

Of Hell, resistless they shall instant whelm 

In final overthrow the Christian hosts, 

And all our mighty hopes total achieve. 

These are my meditations. If by you 

Approved, be this your signal of applause, 677 
Deep silence. Shout not, lest the general roar 
Reach the quick senses of those angel slaves, 

In heaven adoring, or through boundless space 
Roaming abroad to serve their master’s ends. 

Our labours must be secret. No delay 

Shall intervene, ere we to earth depart, 
Accomplishing our purpose. Yet our arms 
Behoves us take, our deadliest arms. With these 
Hence let us bear to shroud us and protect 

Black clouds and fires of hell, and round us spread 
Whirlwinds and hollow thunders: the remains 
And refuse of those storms, which late we saw 689 
Raging throughout this world. So when on earth, 
Mixing amid the battles, should heaven’s slaves, 
Descending from their soft abodes, essay 

To banish us, we may ourselves defend 

With equal power :—or as occasion calls 

Oppose with hostile storm our angel foes ;— 

Or with Earth’s elements, at times, employ 

Our dark materials and sulphureous stores. 

Best fits it ever with a threatening front 

To appear. If ye are silent, we prepare 

Instant to fix our novel enterprize.” 700 
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He ended now, and not a murmur breathed 701 
Amid that vast assemblage. He forbade, 
Or those innumerous myriads had a shout 
Utter’d which piercing hell’s immeasured realms, 
Chaos, space infinite, and all the bounds 
Of nature’s sphere, had e’en the sons of God 
Startled in heaven. This wily Satan knew ; 
Of old experienced, when the astounding din 
Had drawn observance of applauded schemes ; 
Which now he fear’d. Straight with imperial voice 
He gives command that all the assembled spirits 
Back to their station wont, and known employ, 
Return with speedy wing, save those alone 
Whom his directive call summons by name. 
For well their Monarch knew what fiends renown’d 
Of his infernal orders, chief excell’d 
In subtle machination and fierce ire. 
Sudden throughout the gloomy throng’d expanse 
Uprise those winged furies, fanning broad 
With cautious-moving vans the murky air. 
While Satan, as they rise, a thousand names 
Thundering summons: which high-favour’d crew 
From mid the throng on eager-sounding wings 724 
Spring instant, and aloft exulting soar ; 
Till form’d in waving balance calm they hang 
Around the towering crest of hell’s proud King. 
While the remaining universal mass 
Pass on, obeisant of command, and gaze 
Departing with retorted envious glare 
On the selected band, left with regret. 


Now the retiring hosts in countless throng 
Pass to their wont employ, a thousand ways.— 
The chosen spirits who impatient fly 
In air high-hovering, at the expected sign 
Down drop innumerous, on resounding plumes 735 
Sweeping. Confer they now short space the plan 
Of their departure, which full soon disposed, 
Sudden with ready zeal at once they rise 
All in a body, and on broad wings urge, 
Heavy-commoving, their aérial way, 
Till in array that high monarchal seat 
Saw of their latest rear the dorsal wings 
Float away lessening. Soon their various course 
Parting, they haste to many a cave, where hid 
Lie their infernal arms, while far and wide 
Through dismal vales secret they ransack hell 
Of her dark, stormy terrors. Now with these 747 
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Returning, as enjoin’d, they fast convene 7418 
Amid a dreary wilderness, near which 

Glimmer’d a flamy sea, whose sulphurous waves 
Darkling dispersed at times a dubious gleam 
Around. The native beasts who o’er these wilds 
Roam’d, as they mark’d the dread assembly throng, 
Angry and sourly slow, in crowds retired. 

Satan, most fierce, as ever first in arms, 

Awaiting his full band, there stalk’d. His steps 
Echoed resounding as he strode along, 

As roars the midnight thunder through the dens 

Of some impervious vale. The uncertain stream 
Of paler light disclosed his awful shield, 
Stupendous, huge of bulk, the same dread frame 
Which erst in heaven he had to battle borne 
Against God’s faithful angels. Then it shone, 
Celestial shape too dazzling-bright to view, 

Like some illumined sun. But since his fall, 

Its splendour, shape had changed: for nought of 
Could pure as erst in this bad world remain [heaven 
Where all was evil. Black it seem’d and vast, 
Nor less than if upon his arm he bore 

A sever’d mountain, veiling his proud form 
Thatnone might scan his height. Hisright-hand held 
A spear, sole like the meteor of the night 

Which from the pale horizon of the north, 
Portending storms, while nations gaze with awe, 
Shoots broad and swift,and scales the topmost heaven. 
Round their dread monarch were at length arrived 
The whole selected legion, seeming all 

As Satan arm’d, though less in height and shape, 
Till soon in quadrate vast of equal breadth, 

At distance due he ranges all his host 

For flight. Around them wide they roll thick clouds, 
Death-charged, immix’d with thunders, drawn from 
Smouldering with hellish tempest, livid fires, [caves 
Whirlwinds, and sulphurous rains, and poisonous 
The imperial word is given. Sudden onhigh [smoke. 
Mount on expanded wings the total mass ; 

And soon (the sable air obscuring more) 

Involved in moving darkness, waft along 

Their horizontal way, with faces prone 

Toward hell’s surface, dimly seen below. 

So Satan at their head conducts them on 

Aloft o’er many a clime and dreary wild, 

O’er yawning gulfs, o’er precipices, seas, 

And endless shores. None other sounds were heard, 
Save of their flapping wings, which wearied now 
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Encumber’d with their load, at last attain 796 
That side of hell, which long experience taught 
Lay next man’s earthy globe, and where began 
Imperfect chaos its inclosing wall. 


Satan commands: at once in hovering poise 
Stop all the host. Suddenly down they fall 
Alighting. Instant thousand dreadful roars 
Conjoin their deep astound, proclaiming war 
Of elements. Behold a wonder ! here 
Scarce through the mantle of thick night discern’d, 
Yawning before them lies, dark, hollow, vast, 806 
A vault of height immense that seems to pierce 
Far forward into chaos, hell’s last bound. 

Wide seem’d its arch as is the bow of heaven, 
When opposite the broad portentous sun 

It strides o’er sable clouds from sky to sky. 

Now the tired legion in prompt order form’d, 

All to the entrance of the enormous chasm 

Silent advance. When hark! a piercing shout 
That drown’d all other noise of chaos, rose 

As if from some dread beings hid within. 

The legion stops. Instant hell’s furious King 
Singly darts forward, and some startled steps 818 
Entering the horrid den, loud call’d. The shout 
Ceased, when a hollow voice that from above 
Seem’d to descend, nor distant far within, 

Scarce through the noise distinguish’d, thus return’d. 


‘* Hail, King! what mischief new recals thy steps 
Across this vault. Yet rest not thou secure, 
Although the labour of a thousand years 
(A labour worthy fiercest spirits of hell) 

Could through the midst of this dread matterope 
A long and dismal way, nearest to earth, 

That e’en our utmost toil can still support 829 
The horrid passage, if thou fail to send 

Fresh aids of potent angels, to relieve 

Our destined post, or mitigate at least 

A task that single is too hard to dure.” 


‘¢ Peace,” Satan cried, ‘‘ and calmly learn to bear 
Thy destined lot. III fits it spirit of hell 
Aught to complain. If any dare to quit 
His fated task —he knows—Be bold and true.” 


He said, and instant leads the expectant hosts 
Close to the cave; when lo! before them spread 
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A black and gulfy road, where dim appear’d, @60 

For ever flitting, dark and fiery gleams 

Far inward, further even than keenest sight 

Could penetrate, that oft faint-shew'd a vault, 

Huge, hideous, such as yet no human eye 

Beheld, and Fancy shudders to conceive. 

Cautious, in order due, there entering march 

Satan and all his powers, in shielding clouds 

Enwrapt, when lo! (astonishing to tell!) 

High overhead on vast-o’erspreading wings 

Upborne, with pain the sight might scarce discern 

Numberless demon-forms, who strong conjoin'd, 

Up with exerted might heaved by main force 

The rocking elements. The chaos loose 

Deciduous, vainly thousand columns raised 

Ponderous aloft, of mighty bulk, assay’d 

Sole to support. Continuous from the base 

O’ercharged, by strength unheard, infernal spirits, 

Ranged side by side unnumber’d, backward drove 

The indignant discord. So the banded powers 

Satanic move along with eager steps 

Under a canopy of outstretch’d wings, 

While the high demons, as they mark below 

Their Monarch onward lead his lenethen’d host, 

Accost his legions with exerted voice.— 

They silent hasten on. Above are heard 

Crashings of falling rocks, that threat even now 

To hide in shapeless ruins all his train 

And hell’s proud King himself: supplanted soon 

By roars of rushing waters, echoing far 

Through the dark cavern. Next loud hissings rise, 

When instant horribly broad sheets of fire 

Pallid down-flash, that spite of murkiest shades 

Obscure illume afar the dreary path, 

And to the ghastly eye sudden disclose 

The horrific dungeon, stretching beyond sight, 

And plain above, labouring with gestures fierce 

The alarmed angels, seeming with fatigue 

Ready to fall o’erpower'd. The gleamy light 

Endured not long; for soon apparent tracts 

Of earth, revolving with impetuous noise, 

Onward resistless drove the fiery mass, 

Or whelming deep, extinguish’d all, that now 

The universal cave is sudden left 

In death-like darkness. Follow furious howls 

Of swelling winds, which all the rocking mass 

From end to end convulse in horrid war, 

Sounding through chaos in tremendous peals, 887 
VOL. I. K 
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That the high angels, fearful more than wont, 888 
Though bred to constant storms, now shout aloud. 
But Satan heard unmoved, whose fix’d command 
Erst had ordain’d these fiends of mightier strength 
To prop the incumbent weight, nor e’er would spare 
Spirits of subtler nature to their aid. 

Furious he strides along with hurried steps, 

His legion equal-following, by those shouts 

Sole guided. He in vain forbade alarm. 

An universal terror shook them all, 

Usurping sense. Thus long the innumerous host 
Doubting, despairing, pass, through many a maze 
Turning of that dire vault, by many deem’d 
Endless. Oft Satan with exhorting voice 
Hearten’d his powers, lost else in panic fear : 

Till as they journey on forlorn and wild, 

Passing a sudden labyrinth, lo! now 

Bursts on their startled gaze, at distance seen, 
The spacious mouth of that huge cave, that show’d 
A collied sullen light of gloomy gray, 

Image of vacuous twilight, which first seen, 
Bordering so sudden on the single dark, 

Dazzled the view. Joyful advance they on. 
Nearer as swift they draw, the enlarging mouth 
Opens in space, and clearer dawn illumes 

The doubtful way, till they at last have won 

Its utmost verge. All stood, and forward look 
Eager upon the nameless void, and space 

Infinite, not unpierced of dusky light 

Incipient, through immeasured depths, the wide 
Barrier which separated other worlds. 


Satan immediate on that awful brink 
Advanced, with voice directive thus instructs 
The observant hosts, and to his words adjoins 
Signals, and points indicative the hand. 922 


‘* Arrived at last, our gladden’d sight beholds 
Creation’s outer bounds, the confines broad 
Of dim commencing light, whose interval 
Of empty dusk divides God’s universe 
Created fair, from chaos and the realms 
Of desolate space, imperfect, increate, 
Circling unbounded, without end. This way, 
Far to the right, lie heaven’s empyreal climes 
And realms of bliss, once dwelt by us. Direct 
Before us, past this twilight-glimmering space, 
Lies God’s fair universe, with glorious orbs —-933 
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Filld, aud vast worlds roll’d round by beamy suns, 
Prolific, darting light and heat. Some wheel’d 
Themselves in planetary circles round 

Suns fix’d, with gradual motion gently drawn 

In soft harmonious order, calmly yield 

Concordant music to celestial sense 

Through ever-varying spheres. Behold! e’en now . 
Some mighty orb or world revolving near 
Creation’s outer marge, appears in view 

Advancing hitherward, not full beheld, 

Yet dim-discern’d by yon vast shadows thrown, 
Moving afar along this ashy air, 915 
And darkening with deep gloom the cloudy space 
Of the surrounding atmosphere. Through which 
Dividual boundary, swift convey’d amid 

The radiant universe, past many a world 

Bright or opake, rotative or unmoved, 

Hence we must steer our mindful course, at will 
Tortuous or straight, and in one mass conjunct 
Pass, careful of detection, veil’d in clouds, 

Like some tempestuous gust by polar winds 
Driven through creation with resistless rage, 

Till we arrive at last the ocean wide, 

Spread o’er man’s globous earth, whose softer space 
Shall in its yielding bosom, deep-empierced 
Receive us safest, and may mitigate 

With gentlest pressure our infuriate fall. 

There at our leisure we may best compose 

What disarray may foil our wearied strength 
Worn with our perilous voyage, and may haste 
To execute those counsels, which our thoughts 
Mature have now concerted in mid hell.” 


He spoke ; and instantly the willing host 
Impatient bids prepare: they as contrived, 
(Each singly round himself) collective roll 968 
Thunders, and pitchy clouds, and smoky fires. 
Then crowded in close mass, all quick become 
Invisible to sight, as if to air 
Melted away, and opposite man’s earth 
As use had taught, forward expert they point 
Their culminating van: as when a ship 
The sole Manilla charged with all the wealth 
Of Eastern Ind toward Acapulco turns 
From throng’d Phillippine Isles and China’s coasts 
Her long and trackless voyage, purposing 
Over the vast Pacific, cross’d in space 
Waters engirding half this terrene globe, 980 
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To draw her treasured stores and safe unfold —_981 
In other waiting worlds her thousand gems, 

Rubies and sapphires, opal and the shine 

Of emeralds, Persia’s silks and gold, and spoil 

Of wasted kingdoms and imperial thrones. 

All waiting for their dreadless course, at once 
Give their fierce whirlwinds way, which instant drive 
Forward, ungovern’d, in a moment, blown 

Swifter than lightning, all the embodied mass 
Through space unmeasurable, past the worlds 

Of universal nature, and the realms 

Of wide creation. Conscious tumult told 992 
Of some disorder’d fury, fled along, 

In its own wild, unfathom’d darkness hid 

Millions of leagues, ere yet the infernal host 

On their mysterious transit driven, had pass’d 
With speed so unconceived, that even now 

Hurl’d headlong mid the ocean of earth’s globe 
Dashing they fall. Instant high-surging waves, 
Arch’d from the lowmost depths, within their wombs 
Raging receive them. Buried all awhile 

Remain, o’erpower’d with hard fatigue, and lie 
Strown on the mighty waters’ channel’d base : 

All safe alike, for sudden now they rise 1004 
Wrapt in their clouds, and seizing to themselves 
The loosen’d hurricanes, behold! the sea 

Drops down, appeased. Their forms they now assume 
Rejoicing in their safety and their flight 

Deem’d unobserved, under the conduct high 

Of their proud King, whom now his legion hails 
Congratulant, as o’er the lowmost beds 

Of the unsounded sea they walk erect, 

And gaze, above, around, the pathless mass 

Of azure waters, where so low, all seem’d 

Silent and peaceful-mild, nor the broke roar 

Of falling wave could reach the tranced ear. 1016 
As the high billows settled to a calm, 

Magnificent appear’d the solemn scene, 

As when at silent evening hour of peace 

The pensive eye of Meditation marks 

With reverential awe the dome of heaven 

Deck’d o’er its blue serene with thousand fires, 
Emptying their golden lamps of dewy light, 
Streaming-unbounded, while the white clouds float 
In lucid beauty through the expansive sky. 

"T'was now man’s night, and on the surface green 
The full orb’d moon oblique her quivering beams 
Shot bright, each spangled wave robing in gold, 1028 
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Where stars innumerable trembling shone 1029 
Reflected. O’er the wide translucent deep 

Ships glittering far, as on the crystal top 

They wing’d with bended sails their shadowy way, 
Moved, swan-like, to the observant ken of Spirits, 
Who on the watch at so unwonted scene 

Felt an ecstatic glow of strange delight. 

Anxious they gaze, if mid the vasty waves 

Land within sight appear. Yet none they view. 


So on they pass through many an arching cave 
Of crystal pure, or sparry rock, and groves —_1usy 
Of orient pearl, and coral grots, o’erhung 
With thousand varied shells, glittering of hues 
Changeful in beam, and strown with natural grace 
Unwitness’d : while around wild arbours crept 
Beauteous sea-shrubs, and flowers of forms and dyes 
Fresher and fairer than the costly gems 
Earth’s gardens yield. Wide o’er the radiant floor 
By thousands lay unheeded jewels rich 
That through cerulean waters shot their rays 
Of colour’d light. Around, delighted trains 
Of gliding fishes, streak’d with every tint 
Heaven’s arch displays, reflected to the moon 1051 
Playful, quick golden gleams, and wondering eyed 
The stranger wanderers. They intent roved on, 
Nor land discern’d, till some adventurous Spirit 
Gradual-ascending, soon attain’d at will 
The surface of the sea, when lifting high 
Half of his bulk, he stationary gazed 
Eager around, and wide; far as the ken 
Of his keen-piercing eye explored. Ere long 
Joyful he deem’d the moon’s wan glimmering rays 
Discover’d, distant far, white-glittering cliffs. 
Instant descending, he disperses round 
The welcome tidings, which proud Satan heard 
Delighted, for he knew those shining cliffs 
Spoke Albion’s isle. That way they turn in haste, 
Exulting : and along the sea’s low beach 
Half-flying, treading half, full soon they mark 
Upswelling from the bottom, chalky rocks. 
Toward these they glad approach, and pleased behold 
Wave-worn, supported, hollow-arching caves, 
Ranged various underneath on columns high. 
Entering within whose shades, they here dispose 
Vast stores of arms, incorruptible now 
Of moist or dry, and cumulate involved 
Huge pitchy clouds, which as acloak they bare, 1075 
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Thunders, and fires, and smoke, and embryo storms; 
Tumultuous urged along, there safe to lie 
Unseen, unknown, till prompt occasion call : 
Then backward turning their enliven’d steps 
Close to the wall of those deep-piled rocks, 
At signal due, all in array ascend, 

A shadowy legion fierce, until arrived, 

The ocean-surface and to open view 

Of beamy light, invisible to eye 

All instant turn, their grossy forms withdrawn, 
And firm corporeal to etherial changed. 


So through the aérial void they urge their way 
Impetuous, unperceived, till their vast train 
Approach in silent shade the murmuring vales 
And tented plains of Exham. Far above 
Conceal’d in rolling mists that from the waves 
Rose of deep-flowing Ex, their glance discerns 
The infernal powers on some obscure consult 
Assembled. Now their mighty pristine shapes 
Assumed, the host Satanic under guide 
Of their proud Emperor in warlike parade 
Toward their compeers advanced. Dire was the noise 
And tumult of fierce joy, that from each host 1098 
Burst at the sight of other: chief from those 
By Satan left, now to behold their King 
Return’d with multitudinous array 
Of powerful legions destined to become 
Their glad associates in dark deeds of guile 
And future war. High gratulation loud 
Salutes with solemn hail the Infernal Chief, 

To whose exact enquiry prompt reply 

Tells that the opposing human armies rest 

Yet separate, as when he parted late 

On his proud enterprise : both under guard 
Vigilant of empyreal powers, alike 1110 
Adverse. When eager thus the Prince of Hell. 


‘© Now therefore is our time, while we to earth 
Return’d with great and wisest powers remain 
Yet undiscover’d, through the exulting Danes 
Fury ungovernable and desire 
Frantic for battle to inspire, till all 
The host triumphant, issuing from the camp, 
Spread havoc and destruction far around 
O’er populous plains and towns with sword and fire 
Tn numbers irresistible. Perhaps 
Thus they may tempt the English powers to meet 
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In adverse battle, ere as yet the chiefs 1122 
Return with banded aids, so sure to yield 

Victory uncontroll’d, while we aloft 

Visible like the Pagan Gods, attend 

Our votaries’ deeds and prompt assist their prayers, 
Exciting confidence and fiery zeal 

As yet unknown in frenzy as effect.” 


His spirits applaud: and through the waning night 
Satan to all his host untired imparts 
Secret instruction, big with fraud and death, 
Till ere the unmask’d dawn through earliest dews 
Serenely cadent over hill and vale 
Had pour’d her coral light, the ztherial powers 
Malevolent amid the Danish camp 
Had scatter’d wildly-baneful thoughts, and sleep 
Disturb’d with dreams of blood. Now the throned sun, 
Sprung from the sea, in panoply of gold 
Ascended heaven, diffusing gem-bright beams. 
The wicked throng of Spirits, scatter’d round 
The Danish camp in silent due array 
Await the rising of the Pagan host 
To their wont matin orisons. Full soon 
Forth issue from the tents innumerous throngs, 1144 
Warriors in brilliant arms, and haughty chiefs 
Magnific-deck’d, standards, and sacred bards, 
Under their well-known orders marshall’d soon, 
And snow-white prophetesses, matron dames 
And youths and graceful virgins, met as used 
In vast assemblage their due rites to pay 
Of solemn adoration to Heaven’s King. 


Bards sweet-attune their holy melodies. 
Harps mingling swell responsive strains. The hosts 
Fervent, ecstatic join, and raise devout 
The universal hand and ardent eye 1155 
Toward heaven, adoring. 

When behold !—amid 

The irradiate sky, by swift degrees display’d, 
Glory and light as of a thousand suns 
Burst through the blue meridian vault, and soon 
Aloft, in sight of all, through brilliant clouds 
On each hand parting from the splendid frame, 
Descended smooth a mighty chariot, roll’d 
Magnific as of gold or living fire ; 
Its gorgeous wheels, flashing purpureal rays, 
Upraised on high a concave blazing dome, 
Within whose vast recess, sublime enthroned 1167 
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Sat a majestic shape, conspicuous; clothed £168 
As in empyreal armour, and his brows 
Girt with a towering crown, celestial-bright. 
Awful he sat, nor seem’d in power and state 
Less than a God, as with almighty arm 
He rein’d the furious tigers, whose huge forms 
Floating terrific through the radiant air 
Drew his resplendent pomp. Beside him hung 
His dazzling shield stupendous, and in range 
Of trophied grandeur countless lances shone, 
While his right-arm upheld a flamy spear 
High-eminent, which as a signal beam’d 1179 
To thousand shapes of lineament divine, 
Who in refulgent train attendant moved 
After the imperial car. Most goddess-like, 
All arm’d, and mounted chief on winged steeds ; 
Some in pedestrian grace sailing along 
The illumined heaven. 

The Pagan hosts,—aghast,— 
In admiration rapt,— astonish’d,—know 
The Almighty King of Gods, deign’d to descend 
Even from Valhalla’s glorious domes with these 
His Goddess train of Valkyries.—Straight all 
Exulting with a cry of mix’d acclaim 1191 
Shout universal, ‘‘ Odin, Odin, come 
With heavenly apparition from his halls 
Of joy.” In prostrate awe all fall devout 
Prone to the earth. 

Lower the glorious car 
Descends, and as it moves, a floating shade 
Spreads o’er the dazzled earth, of verdurous land 
Covering a furlong space, until it hung 
Curb’d by degrees in stationary poise 
Above the kneeling host. The adoring bards 
Scarce dare gaze upward in amaze, and strike 
Symphonious harps, and sing in holy strain —_—1203 
EHymus of glad praise. The Almighty throned shape, 
Supreme-uprising from his orient seat, 
Forth stretches vast his glittering spear, and waves 
Its massy frame, beckoning to all the host 
As if with invitation to ascend ; 
Then, sternly fixing his tempestuous brows, 
Points with infuriate gesture and fierce rage 
Where lie contiguous cities, or wide towns, 
Peopled with native habitants: and strikes 
With unconceived blow the flamy range 
Of his commingled lances, that all heaven 
Resounds with sudden noise, to dire astound 1215 
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Swell’d, as his raised, ungovernable arm 1216 
Rings on his adamantine shield the din 
Of deepest battle. 
Mute astonishment 

Seized all the imploring army, and behold ! 
The mighty Raven, where it stood aloft 
Conspicuous floating mid the silky folds 
Of the fate-hallow’d standard, sudden rear’d 
His sable wings on high, instinct with life 
And joy, triumphant; presage of success, 
And glorious victory. 

Now a vaporous cloud 1227 
O’er the mid heaven rolling its darken’d train, 
From the reluctant eyes in raptured awe 
Fix’d fervent, gradual-veil’d the splendid pomp, 
Soft-evanescent, till at length the sky 
Fades to its wont blue aspect. Scarce had thus 
Parted the radiant vision, ere the Danes 
Enthusiastic fury seized. They start 
Sudden, and maddening strike their sonant shields 
With quivering spears. Fierce acclamation loud 
Ascends to heaven, in long-commingling cries 
Of ‘‘ Slaughter, slaughter, battle, instant war! 
Odin invites us—Heaven’s Almighty King, 1239 
Visible now to each astonish’d eye, 
Gives signal plain of battle. Let us hence 
Instantly to assail unravaged towns, 
Temples, and provinces with sword and fire, 
Or even the English camp, whither the God 
Pointed. Oh! never, never will we bear 
Ignoble peace.— We and our sons unborn 
Will with blood-reeking arms through many an age 
Exterminate the Christians, and ascend 
From fields of gore to heaven’s all-splendid halls. 
Odin will share with us feasts, sports, and wars.” 


Wildly they leap for joy ; such ardour breathed 
The desperate host, and through the enraged ranks 
Such uncontroll’d impatience fired their souls. 
Some deem, that in a body all the host 
Should storm with power conjunct the English camp 
Instant, of ample devastation thus 
And final victory sure. This counsel aids 
Fierce Oskital. But Guthrun, Sovereign King, 
Dissuades, and to the public mind recals 
The former high resolve to await reserved 
Fresh fields of honourable fame, where Death 
Shall claim from paths of noblest danger souls 1262 
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Of mightiest warriors. Rather he approves 1263 
That all in bands diverse forth-issuing pour 

O’er the surrounding country, and enjoy 

Battles on every hand, where’er the foe 

Embodied may oppose (for so, he deems, 
Appear’d the God’s bigh will) and conquer towns 
And plains as yet unvisited, until 

Advancing in full power the English host 

Return to glorious fields of hard contest. 


Obeisant to his words, ere yet the sun 
Rode in his noon, innumerous squadrons fierce 1273 
Rush o’er contiguous plains. Before them strode 
Ruin with giant-step, as o’er the land 
They bear mad desolation, havoc, spoil, 
Insatiable, and with impious fires 
Sack each devoted temple’s holy rest, 
Or rising villages, or peopled towns, 
Drenching with slaughter their blood-purpled swords. 
Borne o’er the various provinces, they pour 
Resistless, till the alarmed country, lost 
In fearful expectation, shuddering moans 
Inevitable doom of final death. 
So on they roam, till all the land presents 1285 
One dire tumultuous scene, confusion link’d 
With massacre, and near the confines come, 
Insolent, of the shatter’d English camp. 
There maddening they aspire by fiercest acts 
Of wanton devastation to allure 
Alfred with all his roused indignant powers 
Battles yet premature to tempt and waste 
His scarce recover’d strength; where wide-en- 
Pondering designs of import vast, he lay [trench’d 
Awaiting when his chiefs with summon’d aids 
Should to his camp return, and full employ’d 
That interval of time with busiest works. 1297 


These provocations and insulting arts, 
And universal havoc raging round, 
The angelic powers observed, nor idle view'd, 
Or void of meet surprise. Alarm’d their thoughts, 
Endued with spiritual penetration, straight 
Suspect Satanic subtleties and wiles, 
Effecting operations powerful more 
Than wont: and instant image Hell’s proud King 
Now labouring furiously to execute 
His horrid threats, late-utter’d. On the watch 
Alert, invisible to sight, dispersed 1308 
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Various around, they mark infernal crafts, 1309 
Perform’d mysterious. In amaze they see 

To fervent prayers of the deluded Danes 
Imploring heavenly armour, through the air 

Amid deep thunders or pale fires, huge shields 

Or blood-stain’d swords down-hurl’d by awful shapes 
Illusive, habited as mightiest Gods, 

Or Demigods, innumerous :—or in shades 

Of hideous darkness by the yawning mouths 

Of solitary dens, untrod by men, 

Sounds utter words oracular, of import 

Terrific, big with prophecy and deeds 1320 
Of hideous mention, to the greedy ears 
Secret-deliver’d of the enquiring brave :— 

Or ghosts of long-departed chiefs arise 

From their oped graves in battle-fields at breath 

Of charmed Runic rhymes :—that soon the ken 
Intelligent of angel sense perceives 

Legions of spirits, newly drawn from hell, 

In league of subtlest machination join’d 

To inspire with hellish fury, and delude 

The wretched Pagans to enthusiasm wild 

And solemn trust in these their fancied Gods. 


Deliberate, in himself collected, soon 
Michael, empyreal leader, deep-revolves 
The meditated mischief, and events 
Ponders, that consequential may induce 
Dangers inevitable near. Unsafe 
He deems the fate of empire to confide 
And threaten’d stablishment of Christ’s all-pure 
And heavenly faith through Britain’s favour’d isle, 
(Perhaps from her example high, to win 
Secure foundation o’er the farthest realms 
Of this terraqueous globe) unsafe he deems 
So great, and weighty charge in guard to trust 
Of his own fewer powers: before scarce meet 
Or equal ’gainst so fierce, infernal foes ; 
Now utterly unmatch’d. All vain he deems 
To oppose their proud augmented force. Behold ! 
Prescient of future, the archangelic power 
By dread, mysterious signal swift convokes 
His conscious hierarchies.— Round their chief 
Summon’d they throng, by orders and degrees 
Throned regular, with heavenly glories crown’d ; 
To whom in gorgeous majesty array’d, 
Their godlike King. 

‘«‘ Astonish’d, we behold 1355 
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Satan with powers innumerable arm’d 1356 
Of subject spirits, new-convened, whose dark 
Malignant fury and consummate guile 

Aim now to execute those haughty boasts 
Menaced by Hell’s fierce King. Their horrid rage, 
Too eager, has surpass’d its own intent. 

We are aware ;—by skill we have discern’d 

The dangers we have ’scaped; else might have met 
Incautious. Now our numbers we confess 
Unequal to oppose in hostile range 

All hell, convoked to war: or trust our charge 
Maguific to our disproportion’d aid. 1367 
Behoves us instant, new and meet allies 

To ask of angels trom the empyreal courts 

Of highest heaven, whose union may support 

Our else o’erpower’d strength. Wherefore my firm 
Unalter’d purpose rests from these confines 

Of earth, with some selected train, to part 
Immediate to our native heaven, and there 

Call mightiest aids of high, celestial thrones 

To join our glorious work : prompt all to yield 
Assistance in the cause of God, his Christ, 

And injured man, by Demon-arts assail'd. 
Departing thus, the remnant of my powers 1379 
I leave in charge of this afflicted isle. 

Your constant care be her defensive host 

And her unequall’d King : on whom alone 

Depend Britannia’s safety, peace, and weal 
Through many a future age. Her sons unborn 

To these must look for happiness ; shall call 
These men deliverers, fathers, guardian-shields. 
Wherefore attend my strict command. Prevent, 
By every care most vigilant, the march 

Of Alfred’s host, imperfect yet, but soon 

To feel increase of multitudinous aids 

Summon’d from distant plains, till ye behold 1391 
Me from the states of heaven return’d sublime 
With mighty powers of radiant demigods. 

Not sooner will the Danish host assail 

The Christian camp, but wait (so wills their chief 
Of nobler nature) the full-arm’d approach 

Of all the native legions, for array 

Of numerous war in fair-contested fields, 

Glorious and open. Only if ye yield 

Satan by wily insults all too soon 

Forth to elude the English host, and tempt 

Certain destruction in inferior fight, 

Will he effuse his dreadful-brooded ire, 1403 
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Effectively, and whelm our rising state 1404 
In final ruin. Wherefore act, forewarn’d.” 


He spoke; and instant loud applause reveal’d 
Glad approbation. Straight the mighty Chief 
From mid the splendid throng selective calls 
A glorious band, who in imperial train 
Shall to celestial realms of bliss escort 
His airy voyage. They sublime ascend 
Attendant chariots in compact array 
Spontaneous moving, which on wings of gold 
Stretch’d o’er harmonious-rolling wheels advance 
Smooth through the beamy sky, and rapid waft 
Their skilful guides, beyond the cloudy sphere 
Of this terraqueous globe, beyond the space 
Of universal nature, passing stars 
Or suns innumerous, which to other worlds, 
Various as infinite, dispensed their beams ; 
Peopled, perhaps, with varying habitants 
By all-creative wisdom to each clime 
Accommodated; till the gorgeous pomp 
Arrive in state of solemn majesty 
The glittering borders of the heaven of heavens. 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK IV. 


Tne angels, arriving in heaven, pass first through the rural or 
more sequestered parts of it, then through the populous and more 
inhabited regions, whose delights and glorics are pictured to the 
fancy. Michael comes into his own empire, where he is met by 
the orders of angels subject tou his command. He ascends his 
throne, and explains the cause of his arrival, which is to lead 
back with him to earth a new band of select spirits to be em- 
ployed against Satan in the defence of the Christians, but declares 
. that it ts first necessary to hare the permission of the Deity. 
To intreat which, Michael and his powers approach the throne 
of the Supreme Deity, of which a faint devclopement is endea- 
toured to be conveyed to human imagination. The permission of 
the Deity is granted. Adoration and praise of the Supreme. 
Michael and a selected legion prepare to return to earth. They 
pass through various spheres of the created universe, till they at 
length enter that planetury system, within which man’s earth 
moves. They sce on their way the several other planets within 
this sphere, according to our ideas of astronomy. At length per- 
ceiving the earth with her attendant moon, they stop awhile on 
the hills of the satellite, where being struck with admiration at 
the extent and grandeur of their journey and the prospects they 
have seen, Michael breaks out into a rapture of astonishment at 
the Omnipotence and goodness of the Deity. They then descend 
to earth, and joining their other powers, enter the camp of the 
English. 
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ELESTIAL power, thou who canst give the 
Borne on Imagination’s ardent wings, [soul, 

Herself creating, to behold display’d 
Visions of glory passing earthly thought, 
Deign o’er thy votary to effuse thy beams 
Of purest light: guide my unused steps, 
Approaching with a meek religious awe ; 
Protect mine eyes from sight, my tongue from speech, 
Of aught profane for human utterance, 
While I presume the empyreal realms of bliss 
To pierce, and ope the secrets of high heaven. 


Now had the glorious embassy, beyond 12 
The farthest verge of this round universe, 
Arrived the lucent wall, whose opal towers, 
Beaming as suns, with dazzling radiance bound 
Heaven’s everlasting regions. Whence in full 
Stupendous prospect lay the unclouded view 
Of all creation, with innumerous worlds 
Fill'd, that in ever-intervolving spheres 
Moved various, and proclaim’d the power divine 
Which gave them being and their place ordain’d. 
On these so lately past, the angelic train, 
Checking their swifter voyage, gaze awhile 
With looks of grateful joy and mix’d amaze, 24 
Ere through the loftily refulgent gates 
That toward the Eastern courts celestial led, 
Their bright procession rode. 

Entering they view 

The mansions of the bless’d ; the chosen seats 
Of mighty Hierarchies, orders bright, 
Angels, Archangels, Cherubs, Seraphim, 
Thousands of thousand heavenly hosts, dispersed 
Through radiant climes of infinite extent, 
Illumed with glory and transcendent shine 
Of vision beatific, that dispensed 
To highest sense of angels perfect joy, 36 
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All light, all purity, all happiness. 37 
Here met in lavishest profusion each 

Entrancing bliss, (yet far more excellent) 

Which in Arcadian or Elysian fields 

Poetic harps have feign’d. No eye hath seen, 
No ear hath heard, nor human heart conceived 
The rapturous joys in never-failing spring 
Abundant here. Calm now the fervid orbs 

Of the refulgent chariots in array 

Melodious roll along heaven’s crystal floor, 

Which as a sea of gems or liquid gold, 

Mingling with changeful splendour, soft, serene, 48 
Shone from afar, where the delighted eye 

Reposed not long, but gently wander’d o’er 
Allured to boundless distance, or reclined 

On many a gradual swell and winding fall. 


Thus as the train magnific on its way 
Approaching toward the throne of Deity 
Conspicuous moved, its pomp accompanied 
Full many a band celestial ; shapes divine, 

Of beauty inexpressible, adorn’d 
In robes of glorious texture, and their brows 
Circled with crowns of gold. On orient wings 569 
Glittering with richest hues, serene they sail 
Along the air, as varying faney leads; 
Sometimes precursive on the clear expanse 
Of the crystalline pavement, they proclaim 
The coming state. Sometimes with playful flight 
The splendid equipage ascends on high, 
Whence lay in prospect all the extended scene 
Below; the regions of empyreal heaven, 
Of rural view or populous. 

Around 
Nearest they mark a champain-tract diffused, 
Delectable to sight, nor wanting change 71 
Diversified of hill, and vale, and plain. 
Soft-sloping hills with dewy verdure clad, 
Enrich’d with fragrant flowers, whose splendour 
As vegetable gems. Calm overspread [shone 
The shadowy-chequer’d woods, on vital trees 
Profused ambrosial fruits, breathing of youth, 
Purpureal-beaming through the wavy leaves, 
Nectareous, grateful to the unsated taste, 
The food of angels. These contiguous fann’d 
Inviting bowers of bliss, seats of delight, 
That redolent afar the genial air 
Scented with joy and dalliance, as they hung 83 


a 
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Crowning with graceful canopy the beds 84 
Of holy vales, where Solitude serene 

Dwelt with Tranquillity. Less soothing far 
Odorous breezes o’er Iberian vales 

Blow, thro’ thick myrtle groves and orange bowers, 
Where the fond lover, hid in Solitude, 

(So feigns romance) under some arching grot 

Tells to the woods and streams his ardent love, 

In languid music from his sighing flute, 

Echoed around, till sweetest airs and sounds 

Lull his enraptured sense to dreamy sleep. 
Throughout these matchless scenes, celestial light 
Impearl’d the glittering dew, o’er banks and dales 
Luxuriant shed, which with its cool veil deck’d 
Spring ever-nascent, and with balmy juice 

Foster’d unpictured beauty. Fragrant less, 

Less fair past mention, shines the blushing rose, 
When to the admiring eye at beamy noon 
Enthroned in leaves amid her budding train 

Coy she half-opes her velvet globe, and sheds 
Wide through the conscious air and sentient shrubs 
Purpureal grace and fragrance. Through each vale 
Meandering ran rivers of happiness, 

Fed by fresh fountains of perpetual life, 107 
That silvery-winding shew’d their sparkling waves 
As pearls, reflected in the beams of heaven, 

While as they murmuring roll’d on lustrous gems, 
Music pursued their wandering, and Delight 
Waited their gentle fall, ere underneath 

Some silent grot diffused, their gurgling lapse 
Retired embosom’d. Oft in such recess 

Veil’d amid shades of peace, in blissful ease, 
Angels reposed, and tuned melodious lays 

In secret, to ecstatic hymns of joy, 

Which to the waiting echo soft-betray’d 

Their sweet-redoubled cadence, and diffused 119 
From grot to grot, responsive borne away, 

Their tender burden. Oft amid these scenes 
Wafting their airy course, angelic forms 

Delay’d their speed, and hovering in delight 
Listen’d the rapturous strains which floating rose 
Amid the gentle air, unconscious whence 

Issued the enchanting melodies. Around, 

Birds in consorted quires their numerous song 
Warbling attuned, which through the vivid groves 
Zephyrs on whispering pinions gently breathed 

To purling waterfalls, that dashing waved 
Refreshing coolness with harmonious sound. _—13! 
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Less grateful-mild (with earthly scene compared) 
Streams the fresh influence of the evening breeze 
Breathed o’er the landscape, while the sinking sun 
Purples the west and through the vocal air 
Scatters his rosy beams, what time the herds 
Homeward retiring o’er the dewy ground 
Responsive low, and on the gilded trees 

Stiller, the birds sit calm, warbling aloud 

A farewell concert to departing day. 

The varied plains in faint-receding hues 

Soften’d to tender distance, and display’d 

Verdure and grateful radiance, more serene 143 
Than light of gems, with lustre than the moon 
More rich, when sailing through the starry heaven, 
Full-orb’d, she paints the earth with fluid gold. 
Lakes in their crystal bosoms wide around 
Reflected heaven’s gorgeous firmament, 

Magnific, of cerulean tint, with gems 

Set as with stars, and thousand glories, pure 

As living suns, beaming celestial day. 

Amid whose splendid domes smooth-floating clouds, 
Wreath’d from the fumes of incense, nard, or myrrh 
With lofty hand from golden censers thrown 

By angel choirs, or odours borne on high 155 
From ever-burning altars, scatter’'d down 

Varying reflections o’er heaven’s pearly floor 

And emerald seas, still-changing as beheld, 
Calm-evanescent. Whether purple morn 

Bade from their silvery breasts ambrosial dews 
Meekly descend, or to their soft embrace 

Eve, graceful-sailing in her modest car, 

Yielded resplendent light, and bade them veil 
Heaven’s glories in soft shade, while she induced 
Delicious twilight o’er expecting realms, 

Mother of contemplation and the bliss 

Of pensive seriousness, yet tinged with gold _—_167 
And purple radiance their fair-streaming robes. 


Seasons less genial deck’d the joyous earth 
When Sol with Venus in the Rhodian isle _[gold, 
Slept, while the gratulant heavens rain’d drops of 
And over bill and dale each fragrant flower 
Grateful of orient hue spontaneous bloom’d. 
Sometimes reflected from innumerous thrones, 

Ere day declines, aérial glories burst 

Proud on the ravish’d gaze, illustrious rear’d 

As rainbows, glowing in magnific range 

With many a colour’d arch, expansive-stretch’d 178 
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Triumphal o’er mid heaven, thro’ whose bright pomp 
Angels in glittering chariots pass sublime 
In long array of princely pageantry 
At solemn festivals, while in their looks 
Shines immortality, their argent robes 
Pretext with golden reeds, ensigns of state. 
Thus they behold the rich effulgence mild 
Recede, admiring; then through other climes 
Delight to wander, eager to survey 
Heaven’s beauteous wonders, lavishly dispersed 
Exhaustless: such as human language fails 
To picture by a name. Beyond compare 190 
Luxuriant less, nor so profuse of bliss 
Smile the glad regions and balm-dropping groves 
Of Araby the blest, where verdurous vales, 
Teeming with fruits from every country met, 
Cool court the willing feet, and fragrant gales 
Smelling of cassia, aloes, nard, and balm 
Possess the melting sense. Then smit with love 
And grateful adoration, they converse 
Of God’s eternal goodness and new hymns 
Frame to his praise. Some even beyond the bounds 
Of heaven delight new knowledge to acquire, 
And pierce the secrets of the universe 202 
Which thence in prospect lies. Oft on bold wing 
From the celestial verge they shoot away 
Amid the rolling worlds and endless suns 
Till hovering near their various orbs, they mark 
Their motions, laws, spheres, shapes, and habitants. 
Then back to heaven they speed, lost in amaze 
At God’s omnipotence: or frequent-charged 
With solemn embassy from power Supreme 
Their voyage through immeasurable space 
They steer on wing, and execute with joy 
Divine behests. 

Thus pass’d the new-arrived 214 
Rapt in serene delight, through various climes 
Of rural countries, till their steps approach 
Regions, by populous multitudes possess’d 
That shew’d as cities, and to view display’d 
Magnificence and glories save in heaven 
_ Seen never. Seats of sovereign majesty, 
Where through extensive empires mightiest powers 
Of archangelic Seraphs held their state 
And regal dignities : dominion high 
Kingdoms and principalities display’d 
With pomp unutterable: imperial towers 
Blazing with riches, thick as stars, allured 226 
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On every hand the astonish’d gaze, high-raised 227 
Where palaces innumerable shone, 
Cherubic domiciles, with all delight 
Replete, that with sublime effulgence wide 
Conspicuous flamed, as here were centred sole 
All honour, glory, splendour, and renown. 
Through gates of beaten gold, whose massy frame 
At frequent even distance parts the walls 
Of polish’d alabaster, which surround 
These sumptuous regions, the resplendent throng 
Pass in procession vast, and awed survey 
The gorgeous structures, mansions which they knew 
Not distant from the throne of Deity. 
For could not glories such as these, though known, 
Rest even of angels unadmired. Around 
Innumerable, infinite, exact, 
Pillars of jasper, beaming living flame, 
Each variously inwreath’d with gems, and flowers 
Celestial, wrought in gold, uprear’d on high 
Proud-swelling domes, whose dazzling roofs com- 

bined 
Radiance and grace surpassing thought. These vied 
(Though changeful admiration check’d compare) 
With unprofaned temples, raised sublime 
By boundless power, of purest chrysolite 250 
Transparent chief, where thousand sapphires blazed 
With azure light, and rubies morning-ray’d, 
Mingled their shine with purple amethyst, 
Sardine, or opal, iris-hued. 

Less bright 

Or soothing glows mild Eve’s Hesperian throne 
Calmly descending, while the painted skies 
In clouds array’d of crimson, purple, and gold 
Glitter afar, and o’er the landscape shed 
A Tyrian light, soften’d by falling dews. 
Within the apartments of these splendid frames 
Stately pilasters of empyreal gold 262 
Rose, while the pomp of precious woods around 
Commingling lavish ornament, with scent 
Of odorous cedar, myrtle groves, or palm, 
Supported ceilings of unrivall’d view : 
Sculptured with emblems and devices rare, 
Where richest metals ductile took all shapes, 
Or heavenly pencils, dipp’d in hues divine, ' 
Display’d all fancy’s favour’d lineaments, 
In prodigality of art. Here oft 
Angelic orders underneath the shade 
Of trophied banners hierarchal met, 273 
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Gorgeous-array’d, their starry-glittering wings 274 
Emergent from beneath purpureal robes 
Or vests of purest white, distinguish’d all 
By diadems and crowns, and in their hands 
Illustrious sceptres borne with modest grace— 
Innumerable met; in numbers more, 
In splendour richer, than the rays of morn 
Shot o’er the world by Phoebus, when he leaves 
The ocean-chambers, and ascending fires 
With undiminish’d power, the earth and skies, 
And decks each green sea-wave in golden light. 
Through lofty porches and vast-arching halls 
Moves thus the bright assemblage, passing bowers 
Of silvery texture, workmanship divine, 
Where art-raised fountains spouting liquid gold 
Play’d various, till their solemn steps arrive 
Refulgent altars on the brilliant floor, 
Mosaic-wrought, beset, with blossoms pure 
And spotless lilies hung, on whose chaste top 
Frankincense fumed, and heavenly odours breathed 
Ineffable delight. Awhile they send 
Their fragrant offerings, graceful here disposed : 
Then for sublimer festival prepare ; 
And high-ascending steps of amber clear 297 
Or pure jacynth, with regal air they mount 
Thrones of inestimably glorious state, 
Emblazon’d o’er with sumptuous turrets, raised 
Mid sight-distracting splendour. 

Seated soon 
Accordant all their solemn harmony 
Triumphantly begin, and joyful raise 
Unisonant their choral ecstacies, 
Innumerous-voiced, to thousand dulcet strings 
Responsive sweet, with living melody 
Awake, and tuned to tender-breathing flutes, 
Or deep sonorous air of organ-tubes. 809 
Loud halleluias and bosannas rose 
Resounding through mid heaven, while they extol 
In swelling strains re-iterate, the praise 
Of their ALMIGHTY MAKER, and advance 
His goodness, power, H1S wisdom infinite ; 
His glory, truth, HIS majesty supreme; 
Immortal essence, universal King, 
HE sole dominion pre-existent held 
Before all worlds; HE all created things 
Made for HIS pleasure: through eternal time 
HE reigns omnipotent, dispensing joy 
And peace, and bliss, boundless, and without end. 
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Thus sang the angelic choirs, whose dwellings 
pass’d, 
The archangel chief his following train conducts 
Toward his own honour’d empire, soon perceived ; 
Known by innumerable blazing spires, 
Signal of wealth and pomp inimitable. 
Mid which arrived through lofty portals wide 
Flaming of burnish’d agate, they behold 
Splendour ineffable and matchless grace, 
Whose soul-entrancing vision in amaze 
Usurps the unsettled eye. Superbest fanes 
Of hyacinthine beam, aloft adorn’d 
With towered pinnacles, and mighty domes 333 
Of lustrous gold, inlaid with starry gems, 
Allured on every hand the ravish’d gaze. 
While vast pavilions, the consign’d abodes 
Of radiant demigods, magnific rear’d 
Their deathless glories. Not Persepolis, 
Queen of the richest East, renown’d of old, 
Shone so illustrious in her height of power, 
When, the vast Babylonian empire won, 
Media and Persia their dominions join’d, 
And mightiest Potentates adoring brought 
Their costly gifts, and swell’d her royal state. 


Now issuing from their lofty seats, appear’d 
Inoumerable hosts of glorious spirits, — 
Intent with reverence due in bright array 
To meet their Sovereign, known return’d: high chiefs 
Of his imperial realm, illustrious states, 
And potent hierarchs, than eastern Kings 
Richer-adorn’d, when on some solemn day 
Or of inauguration, or wont rites 
Of Gods, in costliest pearls adorn’d and gold, 
Turban, and flowing silk, they pass superb 
Through their metropolis, while nobles crowd 
The vast procession to resplendent mosques —356 
And high pagodas, whose proud minarets 
And glistering domes the sun at beamy noon 
Scarce emulates, but gilds with lingering ray. 


These deck’d in golden zones and in their hands 
Palms ever-florent, while unfading youth 
Various in glory mark’d their spotless mien, 
With acclamation loud receive the approach 
Of their high Monarch, and desirous all 
To hear his purposed pleasure, lead direct 
Toward his own great pavilion, their glad steps 
Responsive falling to the rapturous sound 367 
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Of thousand lyres, clarions, and vocal flutes 368 
Which wide the tide of music roll’d o’er heaven. 
Full soon the joyous multitude arrive 
The structured palace, where effulgence blazed 
Incomparable, and exalted spoke 

Monarchal sovereignty, and mightiest power. 
Arranged in gorgeous majesty, it stood 

Towering of brilliant jasper, or of bright 

Marble, excelling all of Paphian frame 

Or famed Palmyra’s boasted monuments. 

Less haughty that Ephesian temple shone 

Raised to Diana, whose magnific pomp 379 
Kings joy’d to rear, while in the splendid work 
All Asia toil’d for ages, proud to found 

The beaming glory of the astonish’d world. 

Nor the vast palace of the Median King, . 

Great Cyrus, equall’d this, though all its frame 

On every side with living lustre glow’d, 

And prodigal art throughout the pillar’d mass 
Cemented richest gems with fluid gold. 

Now the supreme procession in array 

Of throng’d extent within its ample domes 

And vast-o’ershadowing halls their powers dispose, 
While their great Emperor with his countless train 
Leads solemn through the midst his open’d way ; 
Nor stays, ere he with kingly step ascends 

His throne of blazing porphyry, afar 

Flaming with light too radiant to behold. 

Might seem that here Pactolus had effused 

The total treasures of his native gold; 

Or all Golconda’s gems, and miny stores 

Of rich Potosi, in this spot were met: 

So glorious shone that wondrous frame beyond 
The stretch of mortal thought. For not to sight 
Irradiate thus, the Indian boiga spreads 

Under the palm or cedar’s wavy shade 403 
His many-colour’d scales, while as he moves 
Dances a dazzling chain of emeralds, knit 

With rubies, sapphires, and the golden blaze 

Of topaz, emulous of evening’s beams, 

Each ever-varying to the ravish’d eye. 


Around its royal wealth depended low 
Falling in graceful folds, a tissue fair 
Wrought by angelic hands in social hours 
Of happy ease: and from the dome-swell’d roof 
A wide, transparent, circling interval 
Threw on the beatific scene a flood 414 
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Of heavenly rays. Amid this matchless pomp 415 
Rose Michael, sovereign hierarch, whose throne 
Subjects so many and so glorious held. 

Dignity in his port, and on his brows 

Sat puissance and imperial state, yet blent 

With mildest look, where universal love 

Shone, and benevolence. His bright aspect 
Might seem the morning sun, when seated high 
Amid his saffron chariot he prepares 

To cross the blue-arch’d sky, with floods of light 
To cheer and renovate the expecting world. 

Soon his magnific sceptre high upheld, 426 
The godlike power his mighty purpose spoke. 


‘* Empyreal glories, essences divine, 
Seraphs, and cherubim, all orders bright, 
Listen our meditations, and our will. 
Needs must we more admire, the more we know, 
God’s everlasting goodness, and extol 
His wondrous attributes, who throned in bliss 
Still in creation joys, and from himself, 
Nature’s prime fount and cause, unceasing pours 
Through various worlds of vast infinity 
Life unconfined and boundless happiness. 437 
He, from eternity all-perfect, pure, 
By the sole word of his omnipotence 
Spontaneous made what of created being 
We e’er behold or know: and sure intends 
All things in chain of endless union 
Shall sometime blend, and all their powers enlarged, 
Gradual, shall know each other, and perceive 
Him above all SuPREME, till lost in him, 
The good shall here enjoy unfading bliss, 
And with more worthy praise through endless time 
Know and adore him, Parent of all good. 
Sure not for us alone (that we of all 449 
God’s favour’d creatures thus should sole enjoy 
Bliss super-eminent) we deem all these 
Vernal delights and whatsoe’er can charm 
The ravish’d sense with lavish dignity 
Created sole; sure not for us entire, 
Though angels, and in presence of heaven’s King 
Exalted to bright thrones, but other hosts 
Of creatures now inferior shall be raised 
These glories to participate, become 
Even as ourselves, our equals and compeers, 
If worthy found by virtue and desire 
To know and execute their Maker’s will. 461 
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’Mong others, an innumerous race of men 462 
Creatures of heaven high-favour'd, on their earth 
First form’d, when all the universal worlds 
Echoed with songs and shout, that it had pleased 
Omnipotence with fair creations new 

The rebel angels’ havoc to repair, 

Shall hither after death, (doom of their kind, 
Forfeit of disobedience) if they live 

Virtuous on their short theatre of life, 

Ascend, and share with us heaven’s endless joys, 
All we perceive around, or e’er may know, 

In full fruition. Them the All-good Supreme 473 
Created happy, in their fleshly mould 

Breath’d a divinity, a living soul, 

Immortal, of his own bright image part, 

That man, created thus, to angels seem’d 

Little inferior, and with Deity 

Held free and full communion: but the All-wise 
One sole condition to their bliss annex’d, 

The pledge of their obedience, that this soul 
Should its own dignity and nature high 

Cautious maintain, nor fall, debased, to serve 

The fleshly appetite, as sordid brutes, 

Irrational. Yet man, alas! seduced 485 
By Satan’s tempting guile, forgets his state, 

Falls, and incurs the penalty foredoom’d, 

Death, and his Maker’s alienated ire.. 

Deity can no more with sinful man 

Degraded, fall’n, his once angelic soul 

To flesh subservient now, hold as before 

Blissful communion, free: but must receive 
Atonement of offending flesh, and death, 

The threaten’d penalty. The justice else 

And truth of God were forfeit, which to hope 
Even sin would own impossible. Yet now 
Mysterious love divine, from God himself 497 
Pure emanating, offers to assume 

A fleshly substance, and to undergo 

Even ignominious death to save a race 

Of late so favour’d and so bless’d, from death 

And final ruin, as not falling sole 

From their own proper impulse, but seduced 

By God’s fell foe, on evil and death intent. 
Eternal justice, still remembering mercy, 

Accepts the ransom, which at destined time, 
Predicted, clothed in fleshly shape, appears 
Benignant, humble, on man’s earth: and here 
Reveals to men tidings of heaven, till then 509 
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Unknown or disbelieved, and tells where lie 510 
The realms of true, unfading happiness. 

Not found on earth, though studious reason seek 
Her there so oft in vain: sole to be won 

Mid these glad regions near the fount of bliss 

In future life, immortal, after death 

(On each man still imposed) by habits firm 

Of goodness in his transient, earthly life, 

The second pledge of his obedience made 

To his appeased Creator’s will. Which full 

To qualify each humblest meanest man 

To know and strict observe, that gracious Friend, 
Come from the fount of truth, deigns to diffuse 
Plain, simple rules, with easy force applied 

To each man’s heart, whose fond observance works 
Even upon earth, peace, joy, and calm content, 
Earnest of future bliss; for these endear 

Virtue for its own sake, and with mild sway 
Adapt mankind to know and cherish good; 
Whence we may hail them for ourselves and heaven, 
Fit nor unworthy Peers, through endless time. 
This Satan knows, and therefore labours still 
Doctrines and hopes so powerful to o’erwhelm. 
Hence his mad rage, where’er these heavenly truths 
Disseminate o’er earth their cheering light, 

Burns unrelenting-fell, to hide and check 

Their growing progress, and retain mankind 

In the dread paths of evil, wars, and death ; 

That hence he may secure their hapless race 

His subjects, to possess his own dark world. 
Now o’er one favour’d kingdom of the earth, 

The Queen of Europe’s isles, this sacred faith 
Diffusive spreads, whose high example soon 

To distant regions of the terrene globe 

Shall waft these joyful hopes, and in one chain 
Social connect the sons of other climes: 545 
While its great Monarch, whose capacious mind 
Heaven has illumed with science pure, and rays 
Diversified of wisest, fairest truth, 

Labours unceasing o’er his realm to found 

Peace, arts, religion, commerce, order, laws. 

But to oppose these good and high designs 

The fiercest power of hell’s proud King is brought 
And full-exerted. A terrific race 

Of savage, superstitious, Pagan foes, 

Lawless invaders, breathing endless wars, 

Are by the infernal arts of Demon-powers 
Inspired to dreadful deeds, hideous to name. 557 
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And, not with common subtlety content, 558 
Which late we foil’d, the gloomy King of death 
Burning with fell revenge, has newly call’d 

From the grim climes of darkness numerous hosts 
Of unensampled guile and blackest soul, 

Whose most mysterious wiles incite these foes 

To trust implicit in feign’d warlike Gods, 

And emulous rage ungovern’d to obtain 

Their favour, and heaven’s joys, through blood and 
That such infatuate thirst for ceaseless war [death ; 
May sure o’erpower the Christian host, and whelm 
England in final ruin, if our aid 569 
Prevent not. Nor will slender power suffice. 
Opposed against so numerousg, subtle strength, 

The bands angelic, late to earth dispatch’d, 
Unequal prove, to wage perpetual war 

And meet at every point such restless foes. 
Wherefore to heaven you find me now return’d 
With these accompanying Peers, to tell our state 
And bring from these blest climes new-chosen aids. 
Of you a brave and noble band select 

Shall with our powers return to earth, and join 
Our glorious labours in the cause of heaven 

And injured man against God’s envious foe. _—581 
But first occasion needs that we demand 
Permission from the High Supreme to add 

Your numbers to our present powers, and ask 
Humbly his favouring blessing on our toils; 

So shall our task with surer hope succeed. 
Therefore prepare we now with meekest act 

Of solemn adoration to approach 

The radiant skirts of his eternal throne 

Where dwells enshrined the present Deity :— 
And there with decent awe prefer our prayers.” 


The mighty Hierarch ended, and his voice 592 
Hail’d with their gratulation all the host 
Of radiant spirits that around his throne 
Triumphant throng’d. Loud roll’d their glad ap- 
As on some happy festival of joy [plause 
Music’s full-swelling tide, concordant waked 
From all sweet instruments with voices join’d, 
Harmonious fills the sounding dome of heaven. 


Nor stay’d the august assemblage, but full soon 
Array’d in glorious order they advance 
Toward the refulgent region, where aloft 
Exalted in mid heaven supreme resides 603 
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All-perfect Deity, and calm approach - 604 
In solemn silence the resplendent sea 

Of radiant crystal or of jasper pure 

Glowing as fire, whose blazing splendour girt 

The throne eternal of Omnipotence ; 

Raised inaccessible, from face of which 

All heaven retires and earth, and whatsoe’er 
Created being dwells through boundless space. 
Arrived the confines of the empyreal blaze 

Rapt in ecstatic bliss, surrender’d, all 

Feel the full presence of Divinity, 

And meekly fall, adoring. For to gaze 615 
Upward presumed not the most glorious spirit, 
But all before their glittering countenance 

Alike extended their immaculate wings, 

And in sublimest transport lost, receive 

The blissful effluence of God’s sovereign throne.— 


But how that all-transcendent throne, on which 
Archangels cannot look, can man describe, 
Or human words portray to human thought ? 
God’s presence, pure, eternal, increate 
Essential light, before whose radiant blaze 
The sun is darkness, where in majesty 626 
Incomprehensible he lives enshrined 
And fills with glories on bright glories raised 
In still increasing bliss, another heaven 
High above all height, of space interminable 
And save of him unknown as unpossess’d : 
Whence at one glance his sole Omniscience sees 
The boundless range of vast infinity, 
Creation’s round immense with all her worlds 
Innumerous intervolving, and beyond 
Chaos, and in her depths hell’s dismal climes, 
And beyond these infinitude of space 
Unoccupied and void, where Fancy’s self, 638 
If she presume to follow, sinks absorb’d. 
Yet HE thro’ space which no circumference owns 
Alone surveys, fills, guides, supports, all worlds : 
And through each orb, through unconceived extent, 
All-present, sheds benignest influence, 
Perpetual fount of life, and light, and bliss. 


How low, how mean seem’d now, with these com- 
All other glories of celestial thrones [pared, 
Or arch-angelic splendours: how confined, 

Their loftiest states: how weak, their mightiest 
To veil the insufferable brightness, roll’d [powers. 
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In beamy floods from the eternal throne, 650 

Rose o’er its outer verge a mighty arch, 

High as the bow that paints the showery heaven, 

Whose sight-refreshing green on eyes o’erpower’d 

Shone as an emerald. In sublime array 

Nearer the seat supreme, magnific stood 

Tonumerable thrones, whereon appear’d 

Highest archangels, their diviner brows 

Girt with resplendent crowns of purest gold, 

Enjoying bliss ineffable, who oft 

Propitious rear with sceptred hand sublime 

Refulgent censers, breathing odours, fraught 661 

With incense wafted from the grateful praise 

And prayers of all God’s creatures infinite, 

Dispersed throughout his boundless universe. 

Oft they themselves, their kingly sway resign’d, 

Bending o’er beryl] harps, from golden strings 

And dulcet instruments of heavenly frame 

Elicit tones so soft, such thrilling sounds 

To sweetest voices answering sweet, in strains 

Grateful to God the Author of their bliss, 

That by the flowing harmony entranced 

The choral spirits, in ecstatic pause, 

Dissolve in holiest rapture. 673 
- Nor alone 

From God’s eternal presence these enjoy’d 

Beatitude yet unconceived and paid 

Him eager adoration, but convened 

Ever before the happy-beaming throne 

Thousands of thousands of angelic hosts, 

Innumerable stand, celestial spirits, 

Seraphic kingdoms, and empyreal powers 

Nobler, elect intelligences, ranged 

In glorious companies, each sharing joys 

Purer as nearer each permitted draw 

Toward unrestricted Deity, and know 685 

More perfect, nature’s universal cause. 

Innumerous more their shining ranks extend 

Than all the nations of the terrene globe 

Commingled, when the earth at general doom 

Shall yield up all her pristine habitants 

Restored to second life, in face of heaven 

To meet in full assembly, and attend 

Their final fate from this bright throne proclaim’d. 

These ever-living states in union vast 

Before the All-sovereign throne delighted_yield 

Meet homage, and in boundless concert praise 

The All-perfect source of good, and sole to him | 


160 KING ALFRED. 


Ascribe all power, all riches, wisdom, bliss, _ 698 
Glory and honour. Mid their radiate steps 

Thus they in universal joys absorb’d, 

Link’d in one wondrous chain of social love 
Enjoy unbounded union, and delights 

In varied harmony, while o’er them Peace, 
Dove-like, still waves her soft and silvery wings 
Whispering of endless happiness. Survey’d 
Awhile these heavenly glories, where they stood 
Hail’d by unnumber’d peers, the immortal host 
Arrived from earth’s dim confines, now approach, 
The sacred steps that toward the living throne 709 
Lead up direct. When through disparted way 
Seven high archangels, their empyreal shapes 
Veil’d with their fulgent wings in meekest awe, 
Like glittering rambows bent, softer in hues, 
Ascend the hill of ever-during gold, 

Or flaming diamond, which transcendent rose 

The chosen altar of Omnipotence. 

Prostrate, in bliss unutterable lost, 

The immortal embassy adoring bend: 

And down before the Almighty King of Kings 
Cast their illustrious crowns disclaiming power: 
Nor broke expressive silence, till submiss 721 
The imperial Michael thus their will reveal’d. 


‘* All-holy, pure, incomprehensible, 
Eternal King, thou, whose Omnipotence 
Surpasseth not thy goodness infinite, 
Cause universal, whose Omniscient Spirit 
Created, still pervades, sustains all worlds, 
Thou seest on earth, (of thy creation fair 
Loved part) thy favour’d creature, Man, assail'd 
By Satan’s deadly wiles, who labours still 
To extirpate from the late enlighten’d globe 
Knowledge of thee, now spreading thro’ her climes, 
Inducing peace and happiness. He still 
Burns to restore dark ignorance, and faith 
In idols who delight in war and blood. 
Late hath he pass’d to earth, a host immense 
Conducting from his own tremendous world, 
All madly bent in ruin more profound 
Towhelm man’s race. Thou knowest, yet all his arts 
Seeing, permittest ; for thy wondrous ways 
Excel conception of all bounded minds. 
Else sure that power, which into being call’d 
Yon universe with all her countless worlds, 
Even heaven, and us thy sons; created even 744 
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Satan himself, with all his rebel host, 745 
Whose horrid glory now is to insult 

Thee, perfect good : that Power Omnipotent 
Which being gave, if so thy Will approved, 

As instant could annihilate: yet thou, 
Unmoved, foreseeing, knowest the utmost end 
Of his perverted malice, and delightest 

Ever by providential, silent means 

To make that malice still elicit good. 

We cannot mark so far, nor without fear 

Our feebler understanding may survey 

His desperate, subtlest labours to o’erwhelm 756 
Still weaker man. Whence fancy and alarm 
Persuade us, our own efforts might evene 

Not void of use, to oppose his deadly arts, 

And aid mankind against their ruthless foe. 
Suffer us then with those whom like desire 
Impels to tempt the adventurous emprize, 

To earth descending, by our present aid 

Satan’s dark machinations to oppose, 

Shielding mankind, as best our skill may deem.” 


He ceased: and suddenly the throne of God 
Darkness o’erspread. Lightnings and sounds un- 
Of voices issuing roll’d around. Heaven felt [known 
The sign, and trembled thro’ her boundless realms. 
Down mid created space innumerous worlds 
Rolling commingled in their beamy spheres 
Shook on their steadfast axles. Earth herself, 
Suspended vast with all her oceans, shook, 
Acknowledging her Maker, uttering sounds . 
Heard not so high, save by the conscious ear 
Of God alone. Hell, hid in chaos, knew 
The signal, shuddering through her dread abodes. 
Millions of angels instantaneous fall 
Prostrate o’er heaven. Awfullest Silence reigns, 

_ Till from the viewless dark God spake these words. 


‘‘Can creature understand the ways of God ?— 
But if ye so desire and dare the attempt, 
Go, fearless. Aid mankind, as best ye deem. 
Yet patiently endure whate’er of wrong 
Or insult personal ye may receive 
From hell’s bad spirits, nor yourselves pollute 
With them in fight conflicting. Not to you 
I tell my secret counsels, which o’errule 
The works of yonder universe. Still ye 
Trust to my constant Providence, which all 790 
VOL. I, M 
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Sees and permits, and by calm, silent means 791 
Unsearchable, makes all conduce for good.” 


The Almighty ceased. Her universal reign 
Silence resumes. Now from the Eternal Throne 
Roll’d the dividing dark, and left unveil’d 
Brightness, which no created being endures. 

The empyreal Spirits from their sacred trance 
Uprise by myriads. Then attuning all 

Their soul-enlivening instruments, begin 

A solemn chorus of ecstatic sounds, 

Drawn from celestial harps, whose golden strings 
Touch’d by angelic fingers drop perfume, 

Or golden reeds of dulcet stop, combined 

In grateful harmony with swelling tones 

Blown from deep trumpets or loud organs’ breath : 
That heaven and all her glittering confines rang 
Resounding with seraphic hymns, which far 

On wings of music roll’d their raptured praise. 


‘Great are thy wondrous works, all-perfect good, 
Omnipotent: creation’s King Supreme! 
Thou all this heaven, and yon innumerous orbs 
Which roll in various spheres thro’ boundless space 
Mad’st of thy liberal goodness: of their ends 
And uses, watchful, as omniscient. 
Yet not for everlasting these endure, 
But at their destined periods pass away 
Successive, till their countless habitants 
Meet before thee, their Maker, Father, King, 
Adoring, in their fit degrees of bliss ; 
While ever better, brighter worlds, to heaven 
Annex’d, assimilate in endless range, 
Thy love will frame anew. When like ourselves, 
Translated beings, spirits of the good 
Elect of thee, shall disembodied pierce 824 
Thy universal works magnificent, 
Shall gradual know thyself, fountain of bliss, 
Approaching ever through eternal time, 
Till all the kingdoms of thy universe 
Circle thy throne in one connected chain 
Of peace, and love, and perfect happiness.” 


The sacred chorus tremblingly reposed, 
And now were heard alone the softer strain 
Still wont in heaven. Straight the commission’d 
Heralds and leaders of the new emprize, _—[band, 
Joyful to hear their anxious suit obtain’d, 835 
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Turn from the empyreal blaze, and in array $36 
Move on abreast beneath their shadowy wings, 
While as they glide along the brilliant floor, 
Enamour’d zephyrs, breathing odours, fraught 
With cadence of celestial harmony, 
Making more sweet the balmy air of heaven, 
Flutter with gentle play the varied plumes 
Of their wide-arching pinions, which commoved 
Then sparkling wave, like agitated gems 
Or beaten gold. Beneath their circling crowns 
Their orient locks in streaming ringlets play’d 
O’er their irradiate shapes. 847 

So on they pass’d, 
Not unadmired by many a seraph-choir 
Circling on either hand : till now they reach, 
Descending those rich steps which to the throne 
Upled, the associates of their mighty realm, 
From whom selected soon, a glorious band 
Of zealous spirits in compact array 
Wait the high conduct of the sovereign chief 
On their new enterprise. Nor long delay’d 
Michael, their kingly hierarch, to assume 
Conspicuous station at theirhead. And now [heaven 
Stretching their gold-bright vans, through midst of 
They steer their joyous course, a splendid train, 
Far-flying to the place where ready stood 
Numberless lofty chariots, framed for use 
Of every angel, who commission’d way 
Might ofttimes hold amid creation’s worlds, 
On heavenly-destined journey. Now the host 
Prepare their gorgeous cars, capacious, vast, 
Around whose total frame commingling blazed 
Topaz, and pearls, and gold, Soon all ascend, 
And seated high as if on countless thrones, 
In deep procession of immeasured breadth 
Superb, august, that eye might scarce contain 
The immense display, self-moving, all advance 
In slow, magnific state o’er heaven’s wide realms, 
Attended by unnumber’d radiant hosts, 
Eager to view the glorious throng depart, 
Till now their ranks attain the farthest bounds 
Of heaven. In prospect here before them lies 
The universe of nature, infinite. 
Now stop the chariots. Soon the total mass, 
Its quadrate dense disparting, gradual form 
Abreast one long, immeasurable line 
Extending o’er heaven’s brink. 

They wait command. 
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The throng’d attendant powers with voice confused 
Betide them prosperous speed and safe return, 
And now upsend afar a deafening shout 

That check’d awhile the harmonious sounds of 
For sudden lo! the whole extended host [heaven. 
Launch instantaneous from heaven’s extreme verge 
Down amid vacuous space, and guide direct, 
Buoyant, serene, their gentle-sloping way 

Toward creation’s worlds: while borne along 
Rapid, soon distant seen, the glorious range 

More splendid moves, than if a thousand suns 
Should sail together through the vaulted sky. 895 
The thronging angels on heaven’s crystal brink 
Admiring gaze, and mark the gliding cars 
Approaching toward ereation’s universe. 

Yet might not eager admiration look 

Devoid of fear, lest through such boundless space 
Seeking the distant earth, they wander lost. 

Till enter’d now amid the rolling orbs, 

Soon from the straining ken the glimmering cars 
Fade, gradual-lessening, then from sight conceal d. 
Meantime the flying legion in their cars 

Oft with retorted glance inquiring look 

On heaven’s receding borders; while as these 907 
Decrease, creation’s bounds enlarge to size 
Immense. Heaven’s confines now to sight are lost. 
For lo! at once far-darting into space, 

Peopled with orbs, with slacken’d speed, they all 
Sail under worlds immense, which overhead 
O’ershadowing hang and seem vast moving plains, 
Supported upon nothing. Up they gaze, 
Amazed, yet void of fear. Oft deep below, 

And far around they turn their piercing ken, 

And see unnumber’d worlds of various bulk 
Moving through many a sphere diversified 

In choral harmony, whose shapes diverse 919 
Show’d mountains, vales, or shadowy-circling seas 
Adapted to their differing habitants. 

Here ever various Suns effuse their force, 

Whose flamy rays hurt not the etherial forms 

Of heavenly spirits, but in brighter shine 

Of lustrous splendour deck’d their passing pomp. 
While as they mark the transient orbs recede, 

Still they behold through sphere succeeding sphere 
Innumerous masses, swelling vast, opaque, 

That to the moving host continual shew 

Varying eclipses, till at times arrived 

Fronting some intervening world, its bulk 931 
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Hides total its fix’d Sun, and casts along 932 
A shadow, broad, enormous, over all 

The vast immeasured range of gliding cars. 

Yet not to darkness then consign’d, for now 

The native splendour of their beamy forms 
Securely guides them through the dubious dusk : 
Till from behind a re-appearing Sun 

Obliquely shoots again his gradual rays. 

Between these spheres oft sudden from below 
With loud-astounding noise ascend immense 
Comets impetuous, which sublime display 
Broad-circling overhead one vast, bright blaze 943 
Of spreading fire. Startled, yet soon composed, 
The angels view their long elliptic flight, 

As darting between worlds through space untried 
These urge their way, taught by the pointing hand 
Of God, his messengers for wisest ends. 

Long thus the car-borne angels journey on, 

Till passing now amid the external bounds 

(Known by a darker gleam of distant light) 

Of a vast circling, yet dividual, sphere, 

Nearest their eager view they glad behold 

A semicircle huge of hazy light, 

As if some rainbow of that duskier space 955 
Had fallen, and on mid air incumbent lay : 

With brightening swell protrusive, stretching broad 
From pole to pole across a world immense, 
Dim-seen, opaque. Joyful they hail the sign, 

For now they know their rapid course has gain’d 
The exterior limits of that spacious sphere, 

Whose mighty concave holds man’s earthly globe, 
Enlarging still in bulk, now plain they know 

The unwieldy planet whose far-distant orb 

Urging along its slow, saturnine course 

Men after Saturn name. And now they mark 
Around ascending with unequal course 967 
Various lesser globes, which each dispense 

A wan, cold light upon that cheerless world. 

Now as the advancing legion gradual sails, 
Wondering they view the broaden’d arch of light 
Far-stretching horizontal, round the midst 

Of Saturn’s orb, at equal distance thrown, 

A circle, radiant, grand, immeasurable, 

Shedding propitious a reflected day 

O’er the mid regions of the gloomy frame. 

On its huge axis slowly turn’d it roll’d 

In awful state progressive through the void 

Of the dim, twilight air. Whose regions pass’d, 
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Forward the angel-host direct their view 980 
With piercing ken, in purpose bent to find 

The distant sun of this capacious sphere, 

Nor long in vain their keen-enquiring gaze 
Explored its object, which at length appear’d 

To their discerning view, at first a star 

Of larger, glorious frame, and soon increased 
Gradual, a ball of dull, and ruddy fire; 

As when from some high hill the Traveller views 
The full moon rising, with discolour’d orb 

Far in the hazy east. With quicken’d zeal 
Down thitherward they bend their yielding cars, 
Scattering soft light amid the sullen air [view 
Impetuous pierced. When lo! next strikes their 
Seen on one hand, nor seeming far-removed, 

A world e’en more gigantic than the globe 

So lately pass’d. Awhile they gaze its form 
Stupendous, whose vast surface lighter shone 
Than that last world, but dusky-faint and sad : 
And know the enormous frame, to whose vast pomp, 
Kingly-discern’d, Men add the name of Jove. 
Themselves. admire how such a wondrous shape 
Perpetual heaves his air-incumbent weight 

Still faithful through his own wide-ambient course 
Around the distant sun, which thence appears 

In shape inferior to the lucent orbs 

That round his own huge mass continual move, 
Ascending and descending with just course, 
Various, alternate, each eclipsing each, 

And to his own imperial state dispense 

Their ceaseless floods of tributary beams.— 

The angelic legion on these realms to alight 
Attempt not: though desirous then to learn 

What habitants and occupations strange 

Befit this world prodigious. Anxious more 

Were all to reach man’s earth, the destined end 
Of their long voyage. Cautious so they sail, 

Lest that wide-moving pomp o’erwhelm their train, 
In contact met: and underneath those orbs 
Rapid descend, which overhead ere long 
Sublime-o’ershadowing on their glorious road - 
Passing appear, commoved. The host advance 
Toward the magnific, still-enlarging sun, 
Wondrous appearing through that space immense 
A vast immeasurable sea of light, 

Brighter than glowing fire, or molten gold. 

Soon they behold, wheeling its sullen round 
Gloomy and sad, another mighty globe 1027 
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Of solemn port: no moon it seem’d to boast 102s 
Swelling its state, but self-dependent roll’d 

In gradual course of haughty dignity 

Around the sovereign sun, whose motion soon 
Knew the celestial band, and joyous hail’d 

As that majestic planet, from man’s earth 

Less widely distant, to whose proud aspect 
Observant men have join’d the name of Mars. 
And now straight opposite the central sun 

The heavenly legion seem, and soon discern 
Between his boundless ocean of bright rays 

And their own brilliant train, a beauteous world 
On which the monarch of perpetual day 

Diffused his sweetest beams; that hence it seem’d 
All fair, all summer, mid delicious air 
Calm-gliding through the blue expanse, around 
The genial source of light. No moon here beam’d, 
For none was needed, while its radiant course 

So favour’d shone through ever glittering space. 
That soon the observant angels recognize 

The planet fair, which mortal men surname 

The matchless Queen of beauty and of love. 

Nor did not then their dazzled ken perceive, 
Beyond, careering on its ardent course 1051 
Nearest the full resplendent sun, an orb 
O’erwhelm’d in glistering radiance, which appear’d 
Darting on every side his piercing beams 

Instinct with light and heat, yet singly shone 

In magnitude less grand than those bright frames, 
Errant perceived amid this glorious sphere. 

Nor did they gaze of its terrestrial name 

Ignorant, but discern the rapid orb, 

To whose fleet motion conscious men the name 
Add of the winged Mercury. Their speed 

The impatient legion hasten glad, for now 

They know their certain course not distant far 1063 
From man’s expected earth, their anxious port. 
Thence through the bright-illumined zther wide 
Around they gaze, nor far removed perceive 

Seen on one hand in her own beamy zone 

"Twixt the proud Mars and Venus’ radiant way 
The planet Earth, known by the attendant globe 
Which o’er her hung. Instant the joyous host 
Utter a shout, which through the boundless air 
Resounding high amid the peopled space 

Pass’d, echoed far from rolling world to world. 


And now nought intercepts the full display 1074 
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Of the round Earth with her o’erhanging moon 
In prospect plain, magnificently grand ; 
O’er which the temper’d sun dispensed his light 
Of genial radiance fair, serenely mild : 
While as the chariots rapid move, the earth 
Swells out immense, disclosing to the sight 
Her shining seas, and solid continents, 
Broad interchange : while swell’d no less the moon 
Displaying caverns vast, and seas, and shores 
And towering mountains numerous ranged along 
Of various form. Swift-gliding soon o’er these, 
The radiant chariots, in conjunct array, 1086 
Stop, hovering : and ere long with gradual poise 
Descending settle on the glimmering tops 
Of the moon’s hills, here first (as late resolved) 
Alighting. Seated thus, the angels gaze 
On the vast scene around, and mark what now 
Seem stars on stars to distance infinite 
Extended. Backward then their wondering eyes 
They bend along their own immeasured course, 
And see the lessen’d sun, and those last orbs 
So fair, diminish’d now to glorious stars : 
And far beyond survey the countless worlds 
Which late they pass’d, appearing now to view 
Millions of twinkling lights. 

At such display 
Awhile in admiration lost, they pause, 
Till their attentive leader Michael broke 
Enraptured Silence with these thoughts express’d. 


‘* Astonishing and awful sure must be 
Our recollected thought, nor can we fail 
Profoundest admiration and meek sense 
Both of God’s goodness and omnipotence, 
When we reflect that some short ages past, 
Within our own remembrance, all these worlds 
And radiant spheres, which now our course has 
Had no existence: but dark, formless, void, [cross’d, 
Chaos tumultuous roar’d where these bright orbs 
Now roll in beauteous harmony, and fill 
With cheerful life before unpeopled space ! 
Unthought in heaven, save by the prescient mind 
Of God alone, who pre-existent there 
From all eternity perhaps had lived 
Alone, superlatively bless’d ere yet 
Perfect spontaneous goodness moved him first, 
Delighting in creation, to create 
A race of angels to enjoy and know 1121 
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Him, source of happiness: degrees diverse, 1122 
And orders, and in different ages made, 
Immortal most, or all. Since we ourselves 
So many eras of revolving time, 
Seeming (so bless’d they roll’d) but as a day, 
Remember to have pass’d in tranquil bliss 
With our Creator King, or ever yet 
Swoln with ambition the archangel high, 
Satan, with his perfidious powers rebell’d, 
And soon was cast from heaven in dreadful tight 
Down to the infernal deep. Then to repair 
Heaven’s loss, and add splendour and glories new 
To his creation, we remember well 
When his omnipotence determined first 
To form this universe and all these worlds, 
Each with its proper habitants, to each 
By all-creative wisdom suited well : 
Among the rest, yon earth then moulded fair, 
And on her happy globe a creature man 
Of heaven high-favour’d, form’d for joy and bliss; 
Which he enjoy’d, till him God’s envious foe 
Seduced to disobedience, though forewarn’d. 
‘Then we remember, when her genial face 
A deluge of destructive waters spread ; 1145 
Which all her beauties in confusion whelm’d 
And shapeless ruins, whose rude vestiges 
Even yet remain, broke into continents 
And seas, and rocky shores, and craggy hills. 
And now we know, that at some fated time 
When the full number of the good elect 
Shall join the heavenly choirs, yon rolling earth, 
With these surrounding elements, shall yield 
Their being to destructive flames of fire. 
Then from their flagrant ashes shall arise 
Other more perfect worlds, which shall be link’d 
In glorious range to heaven, and all these orbs 
May undergo some better, happier change 
At God’s due seasons, and perhaps be dwelt 
By angels and the spirits of the blest, 
Through endless ages still more perfect growing, 
Till gradual they attain honour supreme, | 
Become archangels, near the throne of God 
Ensbrined on radiant seats, partaking there 
His presence, glories, and unutter’d joys. 
But let us now descend: for these high thoughts, 
Proper alone to God, absorb our powers 
In contemplations of astonishment ; 
That we forget our purposed embassy, 1169 
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And themes, morte fitting our conception — 1170 
Prepare we now to seek Britannia’s isle.” 


So as he spoke, a pensive holy trance 
Which held the angelic train in mute delight, 
Yielded diviner feelings to rich cells 
Of happy memory. All now assent, 
And from their station’d cars the joyful host 
In splendid range, descend. Then at command 
Forward their way directing, half on foot, 
Half flying, through the pure etherial air 
Serene without a cloud, on even wings 1180 
O’er the bright varied surface of the moon 
All glide along, repairing to the verge 
Whence plain they can survey the adjacent earth. 
Downward they gaze, all eager to discern 
Where mid her various lands and mingling seas 
Lay Albion’s pleasant isle, engitt with waves ; 
While as the earth with ever-changing scene 
Turn’d gradual her vast bulk, they soon perceive 
Heaved into light far on the utmost verge 
A glimmering isle, gray-swelling on the view, 
Till clear it now display’d a fair extent 
Of gently-waving hills, and vales, and plains, 1192 
And winding rivers, deck’d with sun and shade 
Various. Appear’d its placid clime to enjoy 
A temperate genial air: favour’d it seem’d 
Beyond the other climes not distant seen ; 
Which shew’d, some black with rude projecting rocks 
Inhospitably barren: some appear’d 
Parch’d by too fervid rays, their verdure all 
Embrown’d and sad: others enwrapt in snows 
Seem’d as one glittering waste, wild, dreary, cold. 
While to the fancy Albion’s verdant plains 
Kind, genial breezes and mild airs refresh’d, 
Blown from her circling seas, that fair around 1204 
All nature smiled. Pleased the celestial band 
Survey the scene, impatient to descend : 
And mounting soon their ready chariots, all 
On the broad summit of the lunar hills 
Wait, eager to depart. When mindful still 
Of their high embassy, their zealous chief 
Thus to the band his careful thought proposed. 


‘* Descending straight to earth, our earliest care 
Must be to join our former powers; and learn 
From these the state of each opposing host. 

If yet the Christian camp, their destined charge, 
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Uninjured rest from Satan's dark deceits ; 1216 
Not yet provoked to battles premature: 

If too the parted leaders have return’d 

With new-assembled powers: which haply found, 
Soon shall our favour’d legions in array 

Of martial splendour toward Exham’s towers 
March with more ample strength to meet in fight 
Their savage foes: nor long, we trust, shall fail 
England’s great Monarch from that pest to free 

His country, and his high designs achieve.” 


All joyful hear: and at expected sign 1226 
Buoyant commove, and urging swift their way 
Dart far through ether, till o’er Albion’s isle 
High-hovering they arrive, and gradual all 
Descend in wavy balance, till at length 
They touch with gentle fall the fleecy clouds 
Which o’er the earth float high on curling wings. 
Sudden the gorgeous train, their motion rein’d, 
Stop, general, and the chariots resting soft 
Hang poised. Behold! at once their orient seats 
The angels quit, and on their outspread wings 
Joyful sail downward through the yielding air, 

To mortal sight invisible, yet they 1238 
Clearly discern the opposing hosts, and plains 
Spread o’er with thousand tents. 

Toward these they steer 
Their easy course, and soon upon the tops 
Of hills, whose height o’erlook’d the warlike plains 
Of Wereham, with supreme delight express’d, 
Discern on watch their own associate peers, 
Shrined in a radiant cloud. These straight they join 
With friendly gratulation, nor less joy 
Surprised the watchful legion to behold 
Now with their chief from heavenly realms return’d 
So many friends, well known in mutual bliss. 1250 
From which attentive band the new-arrived 
Soon hear of welcome tidings to their wish.— 
‘That yet the Christian camp, the destined charge, 
Uninjured rests from Satan’s dark deceits. 
That all the parted leaders are return’d 
With new-assembled powers: that Alfred’s skill 
Has form’d to battle all the peasant train : 
That with the morrow the sixth sun will rise, 
In solemn council named, when all the host 
Shall march toward Exham’s towers in full array 
To meet in battle their expecting foes : 
Wherefore the time demands that instant all 1262 
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The heavenly band throughout the Christian camp 
Yield prosperous aid, and fill with active zeal 

The warriors’ hearts, in preparation met 

For their so near departure.”—This resolved, 
Instant the bright celestial train, conjunct, 

Move toward the English camp, by mortal eyes 
Unseen, where soon arrived, all to their charge 
Among the busy legions take their way. 1270 
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OW Evening in the west her golden throne 
N Uplifted, robed in purple-varying clouds, 
And at her look serene from every tree 
Shot lengthen’d shadows, which to beast and bird 
Warn’d soft repose, while calm-descending dews 
Refresh’d the earth, till in the brightening east 
Titania rose. 

O’er all the English camp 

A scene of preparation fills the view : ¢ 
Soldiers in flamy armour mix convolved 
Amid the glimmering tents, while thousand spears 
Passing along with ever changeful course 12 
Bespeak in multitudinous concourse met 
The total bands. Amid the martial crowds 
The chiefs pass frequent, and survey the works 
On every hand, whose aspect bore alike 
Signs of departure: ponderous vehicles 
Loaded with heavy armour, and the weight 
Of tented habitations, roll along, 
While war-steeds, conscious of the approaching stir, 
Amid the mingled agitation, fill 
The vaulted air with their resounding neighs. 
For now from all their provinces diverse 
Return’d, with powerful fresh-assembled trains 24 
Of haughty warriors, the recruited chiefs 
Conjoin their force; and many a new-form’d band 
Of rescued villagers, to deeds of arms 
Train’d by their monarch’s skill, aspire for war. 
That all the mighty host, now wait alone 
To-morrow’s dawn, to hail their destined march. 
All long to hear their sovereign’s due commands. 
Nor these were wanted long; for now their chief, 
The imperial Alfred, with paternal care 
Pass’d, and on every hand his counsel glad 
Dispensed, exhorting, and with ardent zeal 
Inspiring all. 


Tells them their every hope 
Rests in their 


proper valour, in their cause 37 
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Sacred and just, and blessing of high heaven. 38 
Nor did not proud joy through the Monarch’s breast 
Exulting swell, as he perceived each heart 
Burn with responsive courage to his wish. 


The heralds summon by command the chiefs 
Of every legion in the monarch’s tent 
To meet in high consult. Prompt all obey. 
Here soon the ready sovereign opes the cause 
Of meeting, to arrange the purposed march ; 
Nor lingers here dissension, but at once 
Unanimous all fix that with the dawn 48 
The total army shall commove, nor stop 
Their joyful course, till near the banks of Exe 
Encamping they repose their tents, and fire 
Their hopes with prospect of their foes at hand. 
Here too the venerable Osmund tells 
And Oddune, Devon’s valiant duke, that late 
The Frisian seamen, through their provinces 
Collected by’ persuasion and reward, 
Are parted in a numerous band to fill 
The English fleet, near Wareham’s menaced shores; 
There under Octher’s high command to wait 
The wish’d departure of the Danish ships 60 
Preparing from Dorsetian coasts to seek 
The spacious ports of Exe. When as enjoin’d 
Octher will send swift heralds to apprise 
His anxious sovereign, and if need require, 
Tntreat his presence in the ships, to cheer 
The seamen and diffuse his powerful aid, 
When on their destined voyage they attack 
In naval battle the piratic Danes. 
Nor mid the solemn council were forgot 
Their hapless countrymen, who now perhaps 
Within the Danish camp are doom’d to bear 
Horrors unknown, captives by chance of war. 72 
Gladly the fix’d resolve is heard around, 
That soon as o’er the plains of Exe shall rise 
Their tented homes, the monarch will depute 
Humane a noble embassy with gifts 
To move the stubborn foe, and ransom all 
The captive train. These fix’d proposals heard, 
And the full council ended, all retire. 


The thronging legions o’er their copious feasts 
Where all partake repast, in converse high 
Raise animating themes, that fire the heart 
With prosperous expectation, while around 83 
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Bards wake the songs of other days, that rouse 84 
To fervent rapture the transported soul. 

As when a band of hunters, over night 

Preparing for the chase of savage beasts, 

Wait with keen expectation for the hour 

When the sun rising o’er the misty hills 

Shall light their shadowy caves, and hear elate, 
The shrill horn echo through the joyous land : 

So these the approach of their intended march 

Hail eager, and are cheer’d with harp and song. 


Meantime the royal table is prepared 94 
For sumptuous revelry, and all the chiefs 
Haste thither, as proposed: whom glad the King 
Greets as they enter his capacious tent. 
And soon along the spacious board are ranged 
The mailed heroes, venerable priests, 
And beauteous females, wives and daughters fair 
Of many a chief, in highest honour held. 
At one extreme the noble monarch sat, 
(On either hand a sacred bard) and pledged 
The full regale around. The splendid dome 
Rings with the notes of joy, and eager hope 
Shines on each countenance. The choral bards 106 
Wake solemn harmonies on echoing harps, 
And swell the tide of song, that ‘o’er the soul 
Rolls as some murmuring river spreads his streams 
Gay-glittering o’er the freshen’d fields. So pass’d 
Cheerful the hours, till in her mid career 
Night through the wide pavilion of the sky 
Sail’d calm, and her dark robe o’erspread with gold 
Hung high o’er all the earth, her stately brows 
Crown’d with the crescent moon. While sole were 
Along the tranquil air the murmuring sounds [heard 
Of waves that from the tide-uplifted sea 
Roll’d on the adjacent shores. 118 

The chiefs aware 

Retire at length all to their proper tents 
Seeking the balm of sleep, resolved alike 
With the first blush of dawn to meet in arms 
And join the array of all the assembled host, 
Impatient for their promised march. With these 
Move their fair wives, whose looks alone inspire 
Each warrior with proud courage, and resolve 
To conquer, or to die in fight, or ere 
The brutal foe attempt dishonour foul 
On their soft charms, or hurt their helpless babes. 
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The imperial Alfred leads his beauteous wife, 130 
The loved Elsweda, and his sister kind 
Burthred’s fair widow, toward an inner tent, 
There on the peaceful couch to seek repose. 
Entering within its spacious range, they pass 
Its chambers, separate by falling folds 
Of silken texture, while fair virgins meet 
The honour’d Queen, daughters of noble chiefs, 
Her willing handmaids, leading her as wont 
Straight to her own apartment, where her robes 
Of costly frame unloosed, and soft disposed 
Within their ample ward, the attendant fair 141 
Fit to her beauteous limbs a slender vest, 
Meeter for calm repose. Meantime the King 
Within his chamber, where extended stood 
His own broad art-deck’d couch, and near disposed 
Another bed of lesser frame that held 
His beauteous infants, loosed his armour off 
Heavy and bright, and his broad shield deposed 
Helmet and spear, beside the glittering couch : 
Then in soft raiment clothed his manly limbs : 
And waited sole his honour’d spouse, who stay’d 
Not long, but his kind sister to her couch 
Conducting first, into his presence came, when both, 
As wont, approaching their loved offsprings’ bed 
Tenderly on them gazed, and as they slept 
Saw smiles of peace adorn their rosy cheeks, 
Which soft their parents kiss’d: and to the care 
Commended them of heaven, to bless their lives, 
And make them good and happy. This perform’d, 
The virtuous pair turn’d from them, and beside 
Their own resplendent couch, as ever wont, 
Knelt humble, and to heaven their sacred prayer 
Meek, void of ostentation, thus preferr’d. 


‘* Father of all, from thy sublime abode 164 
Deign to effuse on us, on all our race, 
Thy gifts of good: ever may peace and love 
Flourish o’er all the earth, and may this isle 
Own thy peculiar favour, while her sons 
Emulous still by deeds of virtue strive 
To win thy blessing, and thee first to please: 
Whence good and happy this fair land may rise 
The glory and example of the earth. 
If such be thy high will, may discord end 
And war, and from our country far remove 
Whatever may be evil, till one bond 
Of blissful union every nation join, 176 
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This said, in tranquil rest both soon forgot 

The cares of day, when of the good, (0’erlook’d 
Never by heaven) and of their meek employ 
Observant, Michael, high angelic chief 

Hovering aloft with a celestial choir, 

Touch’d with delight to mark the endearing scene, 
Soon to their couch dispatch’d a winged train 

To cheer their slumbers with auspicious dreams. 
While he above on thoughts of large intent’ 
Occupied, pass’d o’er all the camp and saw _187 
Around whate’er might need his fostering aid : 

Nor was his radiant band, to execute 

Whate’er their thought proposed, unskill’d or slow. 
Into the sleeping warriors they instil 

New strength of body with celestial touch : 

And through the cells of fancy they inspire 
Thoughts big with patriot energy and sense 

Of England’s sufferings : that each noble heart 
Throbb’d with fresh courage and resolve to end 
Miseries so deep, by glorious victory. 

Before the raptured monarch, as he slept, 

A radiant vision rose in dream divine. 199 
An angel form, resembling in her look 

His own loved wife, yet even more heavenly touch’d | 
With all surpassing beauty, gradual broke 

Through fragrant-breathing air, in robes of light 
Set as with stars: her beamy tresses bound 

On her bright head, and rounded with a crown 

Of gems celestial, left revealed her neck 

And half-oped bosom, orient-pure, to view. 

With look inimitably sweet, and smile 

Excelling mortal grace, the heavenly shape 
Approach’d, and meekly bending kiss’d his lips, 
At which soft touch seem’d his ecstatic soul = 211 
_To expire, and glide into the form divine. 

She, gently back withdrawn, the monarch’s eyes 
Touch’d with ambrosial hand; immediate beam’d 
A golden radiance all around, whose shine 
Unfolded to the tranced sense a band 

Of angel beings, match’d in shape and grace, 
Floating at ease amid the balmy air, 

In every fair hue vested; in their hands 

They bore resplendent harps and instruments 

Of heavenly stop, which tenderly attuned, 

Pour’d a sweet concert on the monarch’s ear. 222 
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‘* Honour to England’s King, the great, the good ! 
All-hail, immortal hero: in each age 
Revered, the father of thy country: thine 
Is heaven’s good-will and favour : persevere 
In all thy blest designs: dangers and pain 
Scorn: and in gracious Providence confide. 
To thee thy grateful country still shall owe 
Her glory; and success shall crown thy toils.”— 


Sung this glad benison, the magic air 

Melted in sweetest cadence: and behold ! 
Waving their graceful hands, the heavenly train 233 
Gradual recede from sight.’ In fervent trance 
The King awakes, his eyes suffused in tears; 
Tears of ecstatic joy. Recovering soon, 
Gently himself he raised, and turn’d his eye 
Toward his loved spouse, whom by a lamp’s softlight 
Hung from the tent’s broad dome, he sleeping saw 
In beauty scarce less winning than the shape 
Seen in his dream: which now her look recall’d, 
And in his heart more vivid-deep infused. 
On her in mute delight awhile he gazed 
With fondness inexpressible : then bent, 
Press’d on her vermeil cheek a tender kiss 245 
That woke her with a smile; and as her eyes 
Beam’d sweet affection, he in ecstacy 
Leaning with hand across her snowy neck 
Reveal’d to her his vision of delights. 
O’erjoy’d, she heard, and uttering with meek look 
A grateful orison, well pleased inferr’d — 
Prosperous omens and heaven’s favouring care. 
Thus waned the hours of night, till in her turn 
Dawn from the horizon-verge her orient light 
Shedding upon the earth, veil’d all the stars 
In her gray robe of dews. 

Ere the moist sun 257 
O’er the red ocean-waves the first broad curve 
Lifted of his resplendent orb, behold ! 
Throughout the awaken’d camp the English host 
Assembles. Soldiers in bright armour clad 
Innumerable move, on various works 
Eager employ’d. Their tents they quick depose, 
Whence crowding issue forth in pensive trains 
Their venerable sires, whose hoary locks 
Hung o’er their feeble limbs, and matrons old, 
Daughters, and beauteous wives, and helpless babes. 
The ponderous vehicles beneath their load 
Of warlike stores, groan as they roll along 269 
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in order’d range. While as the morning beams 270 
Ascending tinge with gold the eastern clouds, 

Lo! standards numberless unfurl’d broad-wave 
O’er all the dewy air their glittering pomp 

And martial blazonry, to whose bright sign 

Under their mighty chiefs in dense array 

Each haughty province moves. Splendid their view 
Appears, as when the various bow of heaven 
Strides o’er the shadowy hills, when evening spreads 
Gold on their beamy tops, and glittering showers 
Descend upon the woods in every hue. 280 


Here noble Oddune moved, in burnish’d brass 
All-arm’d, and moving seem’d a tower of gold. 
Behind his rolling ensign, awful came 
The venerable Herbert, his gray locks 
And hoary beard wide-streaming on the air, 

As snow involves some lofty mountain’s top. 
Aylwin was there, the gallant, and the bold, 
Exulting in his might, his dark-brown face 
Stern-smiling underneath his shady helm ; 

Strong as a lion roaming for his prey. 

Rayner advanced with solemn pace, whose mien 
Fix’d and sedate, struck on the arrested heart 292 
Involuntary awe: his earth-bent looks 

Seem’d brooding tempests, as he gloomy came 

In aspect terrible, frowning like Jove 

When all-enraged he hurls amid the skies 
Impetuous thunders, and o’erwhelms the groves. 
The veteran Edric there appear’d, his limbs 
O’erhung with lofty plumes and streaming hair 
Thatfrom his casque thick-waved ; behind he look’d, 
Call’d onward his adopted boys, and seem’d 

An eagle when he leads his youthful sons 

First from their lofty nest to dart on earth 

Amid the astonish’d flocks. Hianfrid came 304 
Behind, all-glittering, radiant in his arms 

As shines the west at eve. Harold was near, 
Less gaudy, but adorn’d in arms, that shot 
Lightnings where’er he turn’d, and in his voice 
Storms roll’d. The loyal Berthun here advanced 
Under his lofty banner, and appear’d 

While o’er him shadows from its brilliant folds 
Play’d various, like the moon in golden state 
Piercing her luminous veil. Osmund was there, 
High-favour’d chief, on whose serener brows 

Sat meeken’d resignation, yet with grief 

Solemn and thoughtful blent, as memory 316 
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Ever to his awaken’d fancy brought 317 
His Athelard lost: yet dreadful valour shone 
Around him, whose sole look might pall the heart 
With powerless terror, as he stately moved, 

Rapt in himself, with fixed eye, that gleam’d 
Destruction, lowering like a night of clouds 
Advancing over heaven, ere from their sides 

Fires flash, and swelling thunders shake the earth. 
Before them all pre-eminent appear’d 

Alfred, imperial sovereign: at their head 

He shone in radiant arms, emboss’d with gold 
Refulgent as the sun at beamy noon 328 
Illumining the skies, when all the hills 

Shine, and his glory decks each winding stream. 
Beside the King his flamy standard rose 

Aloft broad-waving, gorgeous-bright, with gold 
And varied gems o’erspread, beaming as stars 
That spangle heaven’s blue concave. On the host 
He gazed, admiring, as their steely ranks 

Blazed on his view, while spears and lances waved 
In order’d splendour o’er their gleamy helms ; 

And steeds, caparison’d in rich array, 

Proud stood, innumerous, wheresoe’er his eye 
Shot its keen glance. All-bright, all-fresh in arms 
They stood, like trees which in the dews of morn 
Sparkling, o’erspread the sides of fertile hills, 

And see below amid the spacious vales 

Their forms reflected in the sunny lakes. 
High-seated on his foaming steed, that pranced 
Beneath his nodding plumes, pawing the earth 
Under rich mantlings, glad the monarch pass’d 
From rank to rank, and view’d their full array : 
While in his looks beneficence and love 

Shone, temper’d with intrepid valour. Soon 
Checking his proud career, the sovereign stopt © - 
In the mid-van, and thus the host address’d. 352 


‘“ Now, Britons, countrymen, the joyful day 
Hails us, when arm’d afresh with stronger powers 
We march to battle, and in fields of fame 
Meet our fell foes, the sons of murder, spoil, 
Slavery, and endless death. Who now will turn 
Traitor to England’s cause, himself, and heaven? 
Fly the base villain—But no trembling wretch 
Pollutes your noble ranks—Ye, noble souls, 
Brave sons of Britain, in the gory fight 
Prepared to die, or conquer, now come on, 
Follow your King—who asks no other name, 363 
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Than brother, fellow-soldier, in the cause 364 

Of England, freedom, laws, and life, and heaven. 

Children, wives, aged sires, for you we fight, 

To save from massacre, and rape, and chains, 

You and your race—your trembling limbs from 
wounds— 

Yourhomesfrom fires. In your defence, new strength 

Nerves all our frames. Soon on the astonish’d foe 

Descending like a tempest we will rush 

With power unconquerable. Every arm 

Shall smite their shatter'd legions; every blow 

Prostrate a savage ruffian; nor one fear 374 

Possess one English heart. Heaven on our side 

Ready with aid, to every soul shall bring 

New courage, force untired to every arm. 

Oh! ere the blushing sun behold our ranks 

Fly backward, struck with terror, may the earth 

Swallow us undisgraced, or may the blood 

Pouring from every vein, the field of death 

Imbrue with crimson-smoking floods to veil 

With one red mantle all the heaps of slain. 

No! while one rank can lift the reeking sword, 

We rush to death, or glorious victory.” 


So saying, he led on with signal wont 
The impatient army, who advanced along 
With shouts resounding through the vault of heaven, 
As at the mouth of some capacious gulf 
The torrents rushing from alarmed hills 
Roar o’er opposing rocks, and to the sea 
Tumultuous roll, when far and wide the land 
Totters, and ocean many a league resounds. 
Onward the legions move, in multitudes 
Numberless as the pilgrim bands that take 
Their eager journey toward Mecca’s fanes 
To memorize their prophet, when her sons 397 
Arabia yields profused ; and Persia sends 
Her thronging nations from her wide domains 
To meet from burning Afric’s southern climes 
The sable strangers of a distant world. 


Behind their proud career in deep array 
The train of beauteous females come, the limbs 
Of tottering age; the unconscious bud of youth ; 
Borne all on trains immense of vehicles, 
Rolling with solemn noise : a barrier vast 
To guard the final rear. Through countries wide 
O’er hill, and vale, and champain broad, they pass, 
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And mark alone the dismal vestiges 409 
Of their rapacious foe, cruel as death. __ 
Where’er the eye may turn, sole strike the view 
Villages flaming; happy rural homes 

Rased to the ground ; dark forests on the sight 
Stretching their ghastly shapes, a naked range 

Of blacken’d trunks, devour’d by fires: the fields 
A desolated waste, unpeopled, bare, 

Where solitary Ruin reigns, or holds 

Orgies with grim Confusion: stately towns 
Pillaged and sack’d, o’er whose high-towering spires 
And castled heights, huge smoking volumes roll 
Horrible clouds, that speak below a scene 

Of fiery devastation : solemn fanes 

Homes of religion’s peaceful ministers, 

Unroof’d and open to the common air, 

Reft of their habitants; and all around 

Dire marks of savage murder pall the heart. 
Leagued here with Horror, frightful Rapine stalks 
In vest imbrued with blood, o’er every plain. 
Thus on their rapid course they pass along, 

Both while the climbing suo with aspect red 
Gleaming through smoky darkness, to his throne 
Meridian rose; and while his falling track 432 
Inclined the world to rest, and o’er the skies 
Fair-spread the pensive, soothing tints of eve. 


Now twilight o’er the earth her dewy veil 
Hung modest, when successively reveal’d 
From their aérial mansions graceful walk'd 
The earliest stars, that to rest-seeking men, 
Fair heralds, tell the approaching steps of night. 
But not the shine of evening stars might pierce, 
Constant, the mournful gloom of smouldering clouds 
Pregnant with fate, which from the wasted face 
Of England’s southern provinces arose. 443 
Nor could their radiant beams efface the glare 
Of streaming fires, whose dimly-fading light 
From many a spot amid the troubled air 
Flash’d frequent: while the heart-struck English host 
Preparing for the night to court repose, 
Beneath the sheltering covert of tall hills 
Within the bosom of a vale, their speed 
Delay, and under their soon-fitted tents 
Seek rest.—Others within the neighbouring cots 
Of a sequester’d vill wait tardy sleep [host 
Which flies their anxious thoughts. Thus while the 
Rest troubled, were the immortal suns of light 435 
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Bright-hovering o’er them. Active and awake 456 
These to new softness with mysterious hand 
Temper the elements and air of night, 
And guard their silent legions from approach 
Of obscure dangers, till the rosy morn, 
Peering through clouds of gold, o’er hill and vale, 
Diffused with fragrant hand refreshing light. 
Scarce were the first bright streaks of orient beams, 
Shot from dawn’s purple eye, reflected soft 
On the hill tops, ere from their ductile homes 
Innumerous issuing, all the impatient host 
Assembles, eager to renew their march. 467 
Nor long delay prevents, but in array 
Total disposed, their recommencing march 
Commoves, and ardent they impel along 
Their glad, unwearied legions; till at length 
From the broad summit of a lofty hill, 
Whence wide in prospect lay the country round, 
With bursting joy the expectant host discerns 
The distant waters of fair winding Exe, 
First seen. 

Immediate from the total ranks 
Rose a loud shout exultant, that afar 
O’er the wide, subject country echoing roll’d, 479 
Borne on the burden’d gales. With swifter haste, 
More eager, on they rush, inflamed with hope 
Soon to descry the wide-surrounding camp 
Of their fierce foe. As when a thronging herd 
Of hungry lions in the sultry wilds 
Of Afric, stun the air with thundering roars 
That all the country trembles, as they pour 
Infuriate o’er the barren wastes, in view 
Of some low village, fill’d with hoarded prey ; 
So rush’d with dreadful noise the English host. 
While as their rapid torrent spreads along, 
From far high-hovering o’er the Danish camp 491 
(Ere yet the English troops its skirts discern 
Gleaming aloft by Exham’s wave-wash’d towers) 
The Demon powers alarm’d the coming host 
Watchful observe, o’er which in squadron bright 
Moving, as with augmented powers, they see, 
Surprised, a splendid band of heavenly forms, 
Novel in view. Nor was the infernal throng 
Unconscious then, that in the sacred cause 
Of England, menaced by their dreadful arts, 
Heaven had dispatch’d new trains, while earth had 
Ardent, recruited legions to assist [join’d 
The unwearied efforts of the patriot King. 503 
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Instant the host malignant swift-descend 504 
Amid the vacant Danes, who through their camp 
Rioting in continuous feasts, the gift 
Of emulous chieftains, prodigal of spoil, 

Pass the glad day in'revelry and song, 

Or drown their surfeit in oblivious sleep, 

Relax’d from toils of war. These soon the host, 
Invisible, by ominous signs of fate 

Or awful phantoms of portentous view, 

O’er all the extended camp the hope of war 
Renewing, from lethargic ease awake 

To thoughts of mightiest fury. In histent, 515 
Where thoughtful, and alone, for some proud feast 
Guthrun, the sovereign chief, prepared, while oft 
High martial cares absorb’d his brooding soul : 
Lo! radiant-vested, to his startled view 

A female form appear’d of heavenly port, 

Taller than human, beaming fair, as shines 

The moon, when wide she gilds the dewy earth. 
High in her hand she bore a dazzling spear : 

She stood, and on him her majestic brows 
Bending, that as he gazed a look more mild 
Assumed, with silvery voice thus broke the air. 


‘‘ Why, chief of men, thus o’er the enervate camp 
Swell the rife notes of feasts and revelry, 
While to your guardless confines proud approach 
Innumerous hosts of warriors, fierce as wolves, 
Breathing destruction ’—Know ye not my name? 
I from Valhalla’s glittering mansions come, 
Gna, honour’d messenger of heaven’s high King 
Odin, Almighty Father, God of war. 
He sends me down to rouse your sleeping rage. 
Your cause he favours: hence this auxious care. 
Haste, arm for battle, ere the impetuous foe 
O’erwhelm you, and achieve glories undue, _—538 
And yielded only by supine repose.” 


Severe she spake, and turning her broad wings 
Unfolded, sparkling rich with orient gold, 
Which, as she sail’d along the illumined tent, 
Waved fragrance, till amid the sounding air 
Upborne she pass’d from sight. O’erawed, the King 
Stood silent a brief space, absorb’d in thought, 
Till such high embassy revolved, at once 
Amid his thoughtless host the astonish’d chief 
Passes ; to all with awful voice proclaims 
The intelligence divine, and signal will 549 
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Vouchsafed of heaven’s great King. Amazed they 
And ceasing instant their mad revels, seize (hear, 
Their arms, and for expected war prepare, 

All thoughts of indolence dispell’d, and sole 
Insatiate fury burning every breast. 

Thoughout the camp the busy legions move, 
Strengthening the works, and for the general fight 
Maddening exhort each other, soon as ere 

The advancing foe (so wills the sovereign chief) 
Shall meet in full array. Not thus restrain’d, 

The proud chief Amund, with impatient zeal 
Glowing, the kingly leader bold accosts. 561 


“Let not me here thus wait, but instant give 
To eager glory the high meed she claims. 
Before the general fight, I with a band 
Select, will meet the foe, and daring wrest 
From his first van hazardous deeds of fame, 
And nobler, bold exploits, that shall inflame 
Our host to fury, while they see us win 
Earnest of future victories, and the war 
Gallant commencing, merit feasts and joys 
Yet future, and record our names in song.” 


So saying, without resistance he collects 
A chosen train, to whom his voice inspires 
Courage, and bids their fiery band disdain 
Numbers unmatch’d, but from the first approach 
Of the near foe win trophies of renown. 
Their ponderous battle-axes swift they seize 
And their huge limbs in skins of savage beasts 
Involve: then grimly-fierce they issue forth, 
As when a troop of Tartars through wild woods, 
Clothed in the skins of wolves, their perilous way 
Urge in the chase of costly furs, and brave 
Fearless the piercing cold, or fell attack 583 
Of roaming tigers. O’er their heads advance 
Exulting, an infernal band, and add 
Signs of success. Resound their hideous shouts 
That Exham’s towers re-echo, and the waves 
Of rolling Exe, as toward the apparent host 
Of English on they rush, now first beheld 
Descending o’er a sloping hill amid 
The narrow pass of a contiguous vale. 
Whence first their joyful host with equal noise 
Hail the near towers of Exham, and the sight 
Of the wide Pagan camp. Onward the band 
Of Amund rolls intrepid, as the waves 595 
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Of some broad surge assail a rocky isle, 596 
Driven by a storm. Obvious they soon approach 
The bright array of their impetuous van, 

Whose watchful leaders with surprise discern 

So weak a force against their total host 

Rashly opposed. Delay is none. At once 
Rages the furious conflict. Clash broad shields 
To shields opposed, and flamy falchions blaze 
Lightnings around, as wielded vast they roar 

On shatter’d arms. Huge battle-axes groan, 
Riving the shiver’d mail, and crashing bones. 

Dire was the war, as with resistless force 607 
And noise of eager fury and alarm 

The English host came on, band after band, 

As when the clouds, blown by the swelling winds 
Roll in dark heaps along the vaulted sky, 
Flashing destructive fires. They whelm the foe, 
As some dread whirlpool in unfathom’d seas 
With roar of loudest cataracts absorbs 

Within its stormy vortex hapless ships 

Or roaming whales, which of approaching death 
Aware, confound the sea with dismal groans. 
Loud was the rage, the roar, as when a storm 
Pours o’er the darken’d vales when Winter bares 619 
The ravaged hills, and from each shelter’d cot 
Tears the low roof, as with infuriate arm 

He hurls his tempests forth, impetuous, wild, 
Thundering through naked woods, and icy caves. 
The shatter’d Danes before their torrent course 

Or fly dispersed, or underneath the feet 

Of trampling steeds or warriors, hideous death 
Unsorrowing meet: nor total quell’d, for lo! 
Retiring by circuitous paths, again 

The fierce remains of their unconquer’d band, 
Unterrified, the last advancing rear 

Furious assail, where o’er the loaded cars, 631 
Guarded, the miserable females sat. 


And here a victim to infuriate rage 
And the relentless sword, certain had fallen 
The monarch’s honour’d sister, unretrieved, 
Had not a gallant soldier at the cost 
Of his own life her precious ransom paid, 
Warding the dreadful onset singly bold, 
Till thitherward by chance Hianfrid led 
His band alarm’d, at whose o’ernumber’d view 
The satiate Danes retired, seeking their camp 
With what of their diminish’d force remain’d, ¢42 
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By pathways indirect. The female train, 643 
And chief the monarch’s sister, grateful deem 
Hianfrid their deliverer, though no deed 

Of worthy valour signalized his arm: 

Praise cheaply won, the lot of happy chance. 


And now the English host advancing wide 
Spreads o’er the champain, whence in prospect full 
They view the Danish camp, with glittering arms 
Throng’d and conspicuous tents: not distant far 
From Exham’s subject towers. Soon o’er the side 
Of a broad sheltering hill above the waves 653 
Of the deep-rolling Exe the prudent King 
Selects the destined station, where his camp 
Safest and best may hold his armed powers : 
Which chosen, immediate o’er the appointed place 
Successive pours the whole delighted host, 

In broad array, bright-glistening to the view, 

As a thick tempest of continuous snow 

Drives through the air oblique, when rising winds 
Drift the deep mantle o’er the swelling hills, 
Forests, and caves, and plains, and loaded vales, 
In undistinguish’d deluge, which o’erspreads 

In one vast sheet the whole white-glimmering land. 
Here soon the impatient army glad dispose 

Their stately tents, and round their spacious camp 
Dig the wont trench, near whose deep shelving banks 
A lofty mound arose; a bulwark vast. 

Strong gates at intervals of distance due 

Dispart the ponderous fence, and to the camp 
Lead different ways. These works complete, in view 
Of their opposing foes the English host 

Ponder new wars, and from their late repulse 
Draw prosperous omens. All around the King 
Surveys their labours, and with cheering voice 
Instructs, or aids, their zeal. Reflecting then, 677 
That human toils, or human skill, alone 

Command not hoped success, if heaven averse, 
Unask’d, deny its blessing and its aid, 

The meekly pious King his strict command 

Issues that all the full-assembled host 

Meet on the adjacent plain, and there to heaven 
Humbly unite in solemn prayers, to ask 

Its powerful blessing on their ready arms. 


Reverent all hear: immediate through the camp 
Disposed in wide array decorous moves 
The vast procession. Borne aloft in air 688 
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Waved first the princely ensigns, whose bright pomp 
Display’d the holy cross, and in each heart 

Struck pious veneration. Follow’d next 

In sacred train, bishops revered and priests 
Devote to Christ and his celestial faith. 

After whose steps, the bards in honour’d band 
Moved decent, sweetly hymning as they went 
Melodious strains, breathing of peace and heaven. 
Next came the sovereign King, majestic, tall, 

His brows unhelm’d, and o’er his radiant mail 

His dark locks waving, as with look composed 
Graceful he moved. Beside his solemn steps 700 
Fair-beaming, mild, with every charm adorn’d, 
Appear’d his blameless wife, in either hand 
Leading a blooming infant. Nor apart 

His sister moved, grateful for life preserved. 

Them following, in succession long advanced 

The ducal chiefs, and thanes, and leaders prime 
Of all the valiant host, with whom appear’d 

In order due arranged their beauteous wives, 

And babes, the train of youths, the hoary sires, 
Whose sole aspect might claim beaven’s favouring 
Last in due order came the innumerous host _[eye. 
Of gallant soldiers, valour in their looks, 712 
England’s last hope. Arrived the plain, ere long 
On a raised altar, from afar beheld, 

The venerable Asser meek ascends, 

And kneels devout; whose high example soon 
The total host obeys, and o’er the plain 

Bending in solemn adoration, all 

Expect his hallow’d prayer. Nor paused delay. 
A reverential silence reigns around. 

While high above the pleased angelic choir 
Survey the affecting scene, and thoughtful mark 
The proffer’d orisons. With heaven-raised eye 
The pious priest his moving prayer address’d. 724 


‘¢ Almighty King of heaven and earth, prime source 
And end of all things good, at whose command 
The heavenly spheres in beauteous harmony 
Continual roll, the sun dispenses day, 

The moon her station knows, and at whose word 
Each earthly kingdom prospers or decays, 

Oh! hear the creatures of thy band, and bless, 

If right we ask, the purpose we intend. 

Oh! yield not this fair isle to foreign foes, 
Frantic invaders, fierce, denying thee, 
War-breathing pagans. Give not our dear homes 
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To desolating fires, our wives, our babes, 736 
Victims to slaughter, and the merciless sword. 
See not thine altars trampled, and in place 

Of equal laws, and virtuous industry, 

Murder, and famine, and idolatry, [shield ; 
Stalk o’er the blood-drench’d land. Be thou our 
Assert our cause; the cause of right, and heaven; 
Under the banners of thy servant King, 

Our bonour’d leader, guide our armies on 

To victory, and from every ill defend. 

Long may he live his great and good designs 

Full to accomplish; through this favour’d isle 747 
To stablish peace and happiness ; to found 

Just, equal laws: to strengthen and extend 

Her commerce; to promulgate useful arts ; 

And on eternal base thine altars raise. 

Whence under his mild reign Britannia’s sons, 
Thy favour’d people, mindful of their good, 

May live industrious, social, quiet, blest, 

The glory and example of the world, 

And to their sons transmitting with firm zeal 
Blessings like these, may die at last in peace : 
Not unprepared, but longing with fix’d hope, 

For that superior life of bliss in heaven, 759 
Promised to all the good: in sight of thee, 

And highest, happiest beings, till all time 

Sink on the bosom of Eternity.” 


He ceased: the attentive heavenly choir on high 
Waft the meek ardour to the Throne supreme, 
Angelic incense burning on its wings. 

And now along the field responsive hymns 

Rise, graceful; voices sweet their charming tones 
Pour smooth: the harp her mingling work, and flute, 
Delicious-breathing, cease not: hollow trump 

Or sounding clarion, big with notes of war, 770 
None threatening roar, to interrupt the rites 

Of meek religion, uttering strains of peace. 
Heaven heard applausive ; and each throbbing heart 
Was cheer’d with conscious hope. | 
Now all the air 
Breathing of eve, a soft refreshment shed 

O’er the dew’d fields; the closing flowers distill’d 
A richer fragrance, ere extended shades 

Hid all their beauties, and on every bough 

Birds warbled music to the sinking sun. 

In ready order to the tented camp 

Returns the total host. Nor intervenes 782 
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Delay, ere as proposed, humane the King —~ 783 
Sends a prompt mission to the hostile camp, 

By gifts of costly price from captive chains 

To ransom those brave men, through cruel chance 
Of battle lost amid the last dire field. 

Instant with eager joy from princely tents 

Are brought the precious gifts: proud mettled steeds, 
Rich armour, polish’d mail, and high-plumed helms, 
Goblets, profuse of gold; vases of glass, 

Rare, and of costly frame: huge, glittering swords 
And shields, with many a proud device adorn’d. 
To noble Osmund and the trusty chief, 794 
Rayner, the wary sovereign now commits 

The important embassy. They in their hands 
Bear the white flag of truce, and of their steps 
Associate, take two venerable bards 

Deck’d with the flowing mantle and the harp, 
Ensigns of sacred name, by fiercest tribes 
Respected, honouring the power of song. 
Attendants bring the gifts in splendid train, 

While o’er the spacious champain, from afar 
Conspicuous, they proceed, and cross the vale 
And rising heights, till now their steps arrive 

The outer confines of the Pagan camp. 806 


Which entering, soon amid the thronging Danes, 
All eager to survey their train, they pass 
And toward the royal tent of Guthrun move 
In solemn silence, by a waiting troop 
Escorted. On their way aware they mark 
Dire preparations for fierce war: of arms 
Store unconceived, and spoil: and view surprised 
Huge massive altars to the fancied Gods 
In honour high up-rear’d. Assail their ears 
On every hand, shouts, and resounding cries, 
The yells of fury, while in bands the foe 817 
Swear by their mighty swords, and glittering mail, 
Inscribed with magic verse, or their tall ships 
Or fury-breathing steeds, never to yield, 
But dying, strike immedicable wounds. 
Then to observe these horrid vows invoke 
Odin, thrice-terrible, father of death, 
God, in his hand who bears slaughter and fire, 
The chooser of the slain, and stern they swear 
To die all sword in hand, not to outlive 
Their leaders, but to face thrice equall’d foes. 
The Danish chieftains, loud-exulting, part 
The spoils of ravaged England, as though now 829 
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Total attain’d. Priests of the various Gods 330 
Loud boast by powerful arts to raise in air 
Storms, or by magic charm out of their graves 
To call the slumbering dead, and hear from them 
The will of fate; to palsy by a word 
The warrior’s lifted arm, or instant heal 
Wounds and disease. So amid noise confused 
And hideous murmurs through the deep-ranged tents 
Proceeds the anxious embassy, till now 
Near the wide precincts of the sovereign’s tent 
Their steps arrive. 

Here scatter’d round appear 841 
The marks of recent sacrifice. The ground 
Near a broad altar, crimson’d o’er with blood, 
Confused was strown with arms, and mangled flesh, 
Dreadful to view. Beside the leader’s tent 
Resplendent banners waved, ensigns of state. 
Approaching these, and to the sovereign chief 
Announced, the thoughtful train expect his will, 
When on the earth bending his pensive looks, 
Sudden the venerable Osmund starts 
Backward, all-pale, agbast, and stands appall’d, 
Fix’d as a statue. Lo! before his gaze 
Lie the known armour, shield, and crested helm 853 
Of his dear son, defiled with gore, and hewn 
With hideous dints. Amazement seized the band 
Attendant near, who recognize alike 
The arms of gallant Athelard, oft seen 
Moving through hostile ranks in fiercest war. 
Dismay on every countenance sat, that tinged 
Each cheek with pale. Doubts and dark-boding 
In every breast arise; various, yet all [thoughts 
Ominous of danger, and unutter’d death. 
Dismal suspense and terror full-usurp’d 
Osmund’s kind heart, that every sense awhile 
Absorb’d, till from his stupefactive trance 865 
Recovering, silent o’er the neck he hung 
Of his near friend, the virtuous Rayner. He 
Uttering sweet words of comfort, soft infused 
The balm of patient hope. 

Thus occupied, 
To them a herald comes, who bids their train 
Enter the splendid tent, where seated high 
Amid his armed chiefs they see with awe 
The sovereign Guthrun. Blood-stain’d arms around 
Frequent were hung, with skulls of warriors slain 
In fight, now changed to decorated cups 
Capacious of bright mead, that mid the glare 877 
VOL. I. o 


194 KING ALFRED. 


Of pendent lights shone dismal. In array 878 
Betore his presence ranged, the English band 
Display their offer’d gifts, and though alarm 

At that dread vision, fancied still in view, 
Perturb’d each feeling heart, their mission soon 
The prudent Rayner opens, with meek act 
Soliciting release of those brave men, 

Captives by chance of war. Their meek request 
Guthrun, attentive, seems to yield, whose voice, 
Thus heard express’d, imperious Oskital, 
Stern-menacing, objects, and calls profane 
Release so granted, when the captive band 889 
Should be reserved for sacrifice, to please 
Expectant Gods ; and ere their mangled flesh 
Smoke on the altar, each in single fight 

Should fall by some bold chief, whence to infer 
Sure auguries. His words a train of priests 
Thronging around confirm: nor though allured 
At sight of so rich treasure, does the chief 
Oskital, fonder still of blood, allow 

Their wish’d release. The fierce resolve prevails: 
Rejected are the splendid gifts; nor hope 

Left ever to redeem the captive band. 


This heard with grief, the English chiefs implore 
Sight of the hapless men, or even to hear 
What warriors eminent this mournful lot 
Endure. But even this sad request receives 
Denial strange. Sole to partake the feast 
Ready at hand, the sadden’d embassy 
Finds earnest invitation, nor avails 
Excuse. The splendid feast is now prepared. 
The assembled chiefs around the spacious board 
In order sit, whose meeting to partake 
Kenwulph, sad chief, invited comes. Surprise 
And mingled awe gleam’d in his pensive looks 912 
As entering he beholds his once-loved friend, 
Rayner, with noble Osmund. Yet to vent 
The emotions of his soul, the warrior chief 
Not dares: for mournful silence check’d his tongue. 
Proceeds the full repast. The flesh of deer, 
Oxen, and boars, the sumptuous table fills. 
In polish’d skulls attendant virgins hand 
Delicious mead, metheglin’s luscious juice, 
And costly wine, while many a flowing cup 
The sovereign Guthrun, reverently erect, 
Quaffs to the name of Odin, heaven’s high King, 
Invoking victory and continual war: 924 
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To Thor, all-potent ruler of the air, 925 
Honour is given in plenteous bowls, to win 
His favour, seasons fair and genial skies. 
To Frea, Queen of heaven, the numerous board 
Pour the full cup and from her active care, 
Mistress of half the slain, mother of grace, 
Ask prosperous aid in battles and in love. 
Mighty Niord, King of the boundless deep, 
Copious libation honours, and his name 
Sounds frequent. Seated near the royal chief, 
High-honour'd bards the magic power of song 935 
Roll thro’ the sounding dome, while harps attuned 
Pour full their dulcet harmony. Joy shines 
In every face, save in the pensive looks 
Of the forced visitants, on whom his gaze 
Kenwulph, pale, mournful fix’d, and silent told 
Feelings within him of devout regard, 
Mingled with secret pain. 

Him unremark’d, 
Or sole with scarce-check’d insult and contempt 
View’d by the haughty Danes, their sovereign King 
Forewarns approaching battle, and reminds 
The expectant guests that with the custom’d hour 
Holy religious rites to favouring Gods 948 
Must straight be done. Which signal to depart, 
Lest with their presence they profane the scene, 
The wary embassy attend. They rise, 
Willing dismiss’d. Them to the camp’s extreme 
Kenwulph indulging earnest, strong desire, 
Follows at humble distance, seen of all : 
Hangs on their tardy steps, and courts their view, 
He longs the emotions of his swelling heart 
Into the bosom of his once-loved friend 
Secret to pour. Nor less desire impels 
The good and feeling Rayner to receive 
The near address of his late-honour’d friend, 960 
Struck by his mien, nor of his hapless state 
Unconscious. But severer eyes around 
Forbade their nearer interview. 

Thus pass’d 

The fruitless embassy. While now aroused 
For solemn rites the expectant Danes prepare. 
In vast array the crowding legions move 
Around the destined place; on whose proud height 
The magic Reafen, tall-uprear’d, gleam’d wide 
Amid the glare of lamps. The total host 
Disposed at length in order’d range, to these 
Gorgeous-array’d in robes of purest white G72 
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Came forth the holy prophetesses, sprung 973 
Of mighty Kings, and honour’d as divine. 

Solemn attention reigns. The sacred train 

Fix on the awful sign their lifted gaze, 

And thus deliver their enraptured mind. 


‘* Peace, every murmur! every breath be still ! 
While heaven’s inspired ministers reveal 
The future destinies. To us alone 
Odin, almighty father, gives to know 
The action of all Spirits that animate 
Nature thro’ all her works. Who, when the winds 
Or mountain-caverns roar, or waters lift 
Their dark resounding waves, or when the moon 
Veils in thick clouds her orb, or when the stars 
Enter within their caves, who then explains 
The various will of the controlling spirits 
But we alone? How would the battles fail, 
The hero’s enterprise, his eager voyage, 
Were not the will of fate, by us reveal’d ! 
But heaven benign, to us vouchsafes to impart 
Plainly all operations of the Fates, 
Who, Present, Past, and Future, underneath 
The Ash that overshadows all the worlds 995 
Sit, weaving every destiny of man. 
The Gods forsake us never, but converse 
With us in sleep, or oft in waking trance 
Fix our enraptured vision on dread scenes 
Of dim futurity. To us the power 
Belongs by mystic verse out of their graves 
To call the slumbering dead, whose soul forsakes 
Valhalla, or the world of Death, to raise 
From its dark home her once companion-frame, 
Prompt to disclose each hero’s fated doom. 
Great God of battles; Mother-Queen of heaven, 
To you we owe these gifts divine: receive 1007 
Our praise devout. Lo! as we speak, and lift 
Heavenward our eyes, amazing visions rise 
On our transported sight— We see ;—we see ;— 
Are these your sacred destinies ?— Behold !— 
The world recedes from our ecstatic sense.— 
Terrific scenes! visions of other times ! 
All hail !—Lo! there victorious standards roll 
Mid glittering clouds of steely heroes, driven 
Routed along in swift pursuit.—They fly !— 
The English fly.—The red-cross banners fall, 
Trampled, defiled with gore.— Fields swim in blood. 
Carcases strew the plains.—The vultures scream, 
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Flying around, and hungry wolves from far —_ 1020 
Pour roaring to the feast of death.—There sails 
Odin, the terrible, the whirlwind, borne 

In his swift-whirling chariot, as the sun 

Brilliant, and vast: all-gold its rapid wheels :— 
The eyes, the nostrils of his glaring tigers 

Flame lightnings, as they rush along the field, 
Where thousands blasted fall.—The clash of arms 
Stuns the pierced ear.—See ! how the Valkyries 
Dart every way, borne on celestial steeds, 

Swifter than arrows. Lo! they lift away 
Thousands of fallen heroes. Odin fills 1031 
His glorious car.—Frea, bright goddess, fair 

Even as the moon, hastes yonder towards heaven, 
Known by her beamy car.—Half of the slain 
Already she has chosen. Gna sails behind, 
Bright on her airy courser. Shakes the bridge 

Of heaven, as o’er its strong foundations pass 

The illustrious train of Gods, chariots, and steeds, 
And mailed heroes, entering brilliant realms 

Of bliss, where Valhall lifts her palaces. 

Victory still loves the Danes. Thousands of foes 
Sink to the abode of Hela. Wolves devour 

Their mangled shapes around.—Behind appear 
Cities in fiery ruins. Volumes roll 

Of lurid smoke, and fill the vaulted skies.— 
Gods! what vast scenes of glory rise around !— 
Lo! all the Danes throughout the conquer’d land 
Reign, masters. See the crouching trembling slaves 
Suppliant for life, for food ; their boasted peace, 
Their servile laws, their humble, toilsome arts 
Extirpate and forgot. Where glitter now 

The temples of their vain religion? All 

Rased and extinct, while in its place the faith 
And adoration of our nobler Gods 

Prevail o’er all the land. War, slaughter, death, 
Stablish’d for ever! Sent by Odin down 

From heaven eternal Victory smiling hangs 

O’er the tall banners of the lordly Danes. 

We see no change beyond. Till time’s last end 
The prospect reaches. Oh! entrancing scenes ! 
Stay : ever let us view ye: but even now 
Receding, heaven its darkening curtain draws 
Before our gaze.—The splendours now depart. 
Oh! brothers, warriors, from our tranced lips 
Heard you express’d heaven’s future destinies ? 
Treasure the sacred truths: be firm, be fierce; 
And let your bravery consummate all.” 1067 
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These words the ambient people meek receive 1668 
With deepest awe, and on the holy train 
Gaze, who exhausted and aghast appear 
As from a trance recovering. Eager joy 
Succeeds, and ardour for the approaching fight. 
With mingling cries the legions call their Gods 
To hear their prayers: to yield them aid: to hurl 
Vengeance upon their foes, and soon induce 
The works of war. Nor are their prayers unheard. 
For lo! while bigh in air the Demon bands 
Vigilant mark the scene, to view arose 
Stretching from sky to sky a splendid arch, —_1079 
Illumining the air with orient hues. 
No fairer bow adorns the expanse of heaven, 
When Sol through showers rich-paints the dropping 
The conscious host exulting hail the sign, [clouds. 
Bifrost, the bridge of heaven: and prompt expect 
The Gods descending. Instant to their view, 
While mute astonishment rapt every sense, 
Opens the glorious scene, for o’er the bow 
Moves in bright pageantry a gorgeous train 
Of heavenly Gods, each by his ensigns known : 
While deep-resounding through the vault of heaven 
Heimdaller’s trumpet from his airy fort 1091 
Proclaims the vast procession. Countless seem 
Their bright attendants, Valkyries on steeds [spears, 
Borne, or broad-poised on glittering wings; with 
And shields, and shining vestments, all-bedeck’d. 
Odin, almighty father, seated high 
Withio his sun-bright chariot, awful moves, 
Too terrible to view, while from his brows 
Rage flashes far, and as he comes, all heaven 
Rings with the clash of arms. . Behind him Thor 
Advances in his belt of power, round whom 
Thunders and fires commingling shake with storms 
The rolling clouds that veil his dreadful shape. 
Frea, bright Queen of heaven, with matchless grace 
Adorn’d, soft-sails along the irradiate arch 
Gliding serene in her cerulean car. 
Illustrious Tyr the throng assemblage joins ; 
And near his honour’d steps Niord appears, 
Ocean’s great King; throned in his sea-green seat, 
Sublime he comes, while at his beck convolved, 
Vapours and tempests his dominion own 
Following obeisant. These and many a God 
Conspicuous move, and toward the illumined earth 
Descending pass. Rapturous shouts extol 
Their proud arrival, seen with purpose plain — 1115 
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To join the approaching battle, and assist 1116 
Their votaries’ cause. Now the evanescent scene 
From view recedes. Transported fervour swells 
Each beating heart. For battle all prepare, 
Deeming the time too long, till morning’s dawn 
Shall put to proof each arm in fiercest fight. 


Meantime the English chiefs arrive the skirts 
Of their wide camp; and to the expecting throng 
Tell the sad issue of their embassy. 

Of Athelard dead, or captive, they relate, 

Known by his armour found stript and defiled, 1126 
Till labouring sorrow in each bosom wrought 
Deepest regret, and woke indignant rage. 

All eager now demand that with the dawn 

Their banners, streaming o’er each ardent troop, 
Shall mark their path to battle, nor return 

Till Victory shout amid the gory field, 

Or every legion fall in glorious death. 

Seem’d such sensation to pervade all hearts, 

Yet did not all; all save the vainer thane 
Hianfrid : he, doubting and restless, thought 

On honours hard to be attain’d in war, 

And cheaper won by yielding to the foe. 1138 
So witness’d Kenwulph’s favour, who now reign’d 
Sovereign of Mercia’s realms, of late a chief 
Subject to Alfred’s sway. These secret thoughts 
Brooding within his heart, he could forget 

The monarch’s kinder favour, grateful shewn 

For the repute of his loved sister saved, 

Nor felt the glow of zeal, panting for fame. 
Waned now the hours of eve; till o’er the earth 
Night overhung her canopy of shades. 

To rest the host retires, ardent to hail 

The purple light of morning : while aloft 
Wandering on every hand the angelic train —1150 
Move o’er each peaceful tent, by cheering dreams 
Soothing the slumbers of the impatient host. 


Scarce had the morning star his earliest beams 
Shot o’er the dawning east, ere from their tents 
O’er all the camp the English legions moved, 
Vigorous, and cheer’d with happiest presages. 
Amid the throng the chieftains pass, and range 
Their warriors for prompt march. 

The royal chief 
Delay’d not long, but from his tented dome 
Issued, array’d in splendid arms; yet first 1161 
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Press’d on Elsweda’s lips a tender kiss, 1162 
And held her hand. Tears o’er her blooming cheeks 
Roll’d silent, and emotion swell’d her heart, 
For on her parting spouse she knew devolve 
England’s last hope. 

He to his various stand 
Came ardent, and the embodied bost survey’d 
Under their banners marshall’d : which full soon 
He, bounding on his eager steed, led on 
With far-resounding voice in vast array. 
Standards innumerable waving shine 
O’er the throng’d nations, which the banded powers 
‘Distinguish, as they move in squadrons dense 
United : steeds succeeding barbed steeds 
To distance infinite ; while dazzling spears, 
And plumed helms, and shields like one vast sea, 
Blaze as with fire, flashing o’er all the land. 
Clarions and trumpets, uttering martial noise, 
Echo o’er heaven, and swell the neigh of steeds 
And choral strains of bards, in every band 
Raising the songs of war. They move along, 
Numberless as the leaves that on the boughs 
Wave of some ancient forest, when the breeze 
Shakes from their surface the collected rains. 1185 
With power they rush, as torrents from the hills 
Pour roaring o’er the vales, that whelm along 
Io their resistless course the woods and rocks, 
When all the rivers, surging o’er their banks 
Deluge the land. Nor less the mingling noise, 
The terror of their near approach, than when, 
Clouds beap’d on clouds amid the loaded air, 
Horrible tempests burst, that all the sky, 
Tllumined with unceasing flashes reels 
With storming rains and thunders. 

England’s King 

Borne in the van upon his conscious steed —1197 
Intrepid moves and oft looks back to view 
The embattled legions, while undaunted hope 
Swells in his heart and joy, that now at last 
Has come that hour when all her miseries past 
His country shall avenge and end ber woes. 
Yet damps that joy a thought that ere the night 
Death in his cold embrace so many brave 
Shall press on glory’s bed. Thus occupied 
On lofty thoughts, around him throng his chiefs, 
As when along the east the glittering clouds 
Crowd round the rising sun, what time his rays 
Crimson the placid ocean, and the earth 1209 - 
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Smiles in morn’s freshening glow. So pass’d the host ; 
Deeming by prompt attack and feign’d retreat 
Forth from their camp to elude the Danish foe, 
Till on the open champain they may wage 
More equal battle. But no such pretext 
The impetuous foe allows, who now aware, 
Furious comes pouring o’er the ravaged plains 
To meet their long-expected march. All tents 
Vacant gave up their habitants to urge 
Or witness deeds of death. Shouting they come. 
Clashing their shields, invoking warlike Gods, 
Disorder’d, that from far the region round 1221 
Resounds, as wide their hideous bands advance, 
As forest monsters grim, that o’er the wilds 
Of Afric through the night terrific rage 
When on the wind their bollow thunders borne 
Alarm the land, and fires ascend to heaven. 
Fierce-panting for the fight they rush to oppose 
The English host, and glut their swords in blood ; 
As when a flock of vultures in the wind 
Sagacious snuff the scent of death, and wing 
Exulting their aérial way from far 
O’er lofty mountains and deep vales, until 
They reach the plains bestrown with dead, and gorge 
Their hungry beaks in flesh. 

Nor long their course, 
Ere obvious they discern the English powers, 
Ranged all in broad array of awful front, 
Where band on band, far-glittering on the view, 
Stood firm as towers: uplifted on the sight, 
As where in sacred Fobi’s empire old 
Pekin’s huge wall o’er steepest mountains rears 
Its giant bulk: then down the lowest vales 
Erects its pyramids, whose strength defends 
Mandarins, Bramins, Lamas, and the wealth 
Of thousand stately cities from a foe 1245 
Trooping from barren wilds to gain through blood 
Riches long-stored, and whelm disputed thrones. 


Them opposite, the Danish legions soon 
In wide battalion stood, ranging their powers, 
Spearmen and archers, steeds, and mailed ranks, 
And mighty chiefs, in savage raiment hid, 
That to the astonish’d eye the host might seem 
Impenetrable, dazzling, as appears . 
The mountainous barrier of solid ice 
Shielding the northern pole, to the dash’d gaze 
Of mariners, when to explore new worlds 1256 
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They urge their daring prows, and from the mast 
Far-stretching see, amazed, tremendous isles, 
Indissoluble, cragg’d with frozen rocks. 


Thus stood awhile the adverse hosts and gazed 
Fierce on each other in terrific silence, 
When ere the clarions in the uplifted hands 
Blew the loud sound of onset, lo! between 
Both armies, follow’d by a train of chiefs, 
Imperial Oskital conspicuous came 
And from his high-careering steed with voice 
Audacious thus the English host defied. 1267 


‘¢ Which of the English chiefs, ere joins the storm 
Of battle, dares with Oskital contend ? 
If any, come he forth: that I may give 
His body to the waiting wolves, and tear 
His crest presumptuous from his corse, to form 
Of his riven skull a polish’d drinking cup, 
Whence I may quaff rich mead to favouring Gods.” 
Him glorying thus the generous Aylwin heard 
Indignant, and in front advancing bold 
His royal chief address’d. ‘‘ No English heart t277 
Can fear yon boaster! I appear, and glad 
Accept his challenge, under hope my arm 
Shall teach his humbled pride and all yon host, 
The power of valour in the cause of right.” 


So saying, and from his sovereign pleased assent 
Obtaining, with a band select of bards 
Aud noble thanes, witnesses of the fight, 
Proud he went forth, and on his prancing steed 
Met his insulting foe, to whom no pause 
His ardent courage yielded for delay 
Of further speech: but ere the trumpet ceased 1288 
The signal of assault, his flamy spear 
Poising, he urged his plumed steed, and drove 
Full on the expectant Dane. He firm received 
The impetuous onset, and with like career 
Rush’d on his fierce opponent, who that shock 
On the broad orb of his wide-blazing shield 
Sustain’d unhurt. Soon both receding flew 
More furious on each other; loudly rang 
Their hollow shields, together dash’d; or smote 
Incessant by their massive spears, that oft 
Wielded on high, upon the shiver’d crest 
Descend tempestuous, till the English chief —_ 1300 
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Lifts in his mighty arm a fragment riven 1301 
Of his unequal lance. Which seen, at once 
Fiercer his foe springs on him, fired with hope 

To verify his vaunt: his aim perceived 

Aylwin eludes, and instant from his side 

Drawn, waves aloft his flaming sword : in vain 
The ruthless Oskital his murderous rage 

Vents on his adversary, and his blows 

On blows reiterate, wasting all his strength, 

Pours vehement o’er helm, and shield, and mail. 
For soon the intrepid Aylwin well prevents 

The meditated ruin: forward sprung, 1312 
He marks a guardless moment, and the force 

Of his huge falchion on his foeman’s casque 
Dashes precipitate : the ponderous blow 

Unhorsed the infuriate Dane: bleeding he falls 
With clamour. But not then the generous chief 
Tramples his prostrate enemy, but straight 

Down leaps from his proud steed, and on the ground 
Seizing the haughty Pagan, to his feet 

Uplifts him, and his grasp maintaining firm, 

Deals not less deadly blows, instant return’d 

By his recover’d foe. Such seem’d the fight 

As when in Indian wilds a serpent huge, 1324 
Provoked by other roaming monster, starts 

Aloft, and instant round the guardless foe 
Enwreathes his spotted folds, whose stifling weight 
Crushes with violent grasp the yielding bones : 
Roaring in anguish then the enormous beast 

Lion or Leopard, in his foamy jaws 

Seizes the incumbent death. The deserts hear 
Yells and loud hisses load the shuddering air. 


So dreadful seem’d this fray, till on the ground 
Prostrate the enormous Pagan groaning lies, 
While from his wounded side a sanguine stream 
Flows fast. Around him throng his wondering band 
To save their chief. He terrible and vast 
Seem’d to the fixed gaze, as when a whale 
Perceives his bulk assail’d by hostile spears, 
And downward rolls, tossing in agony, 

With stormy rage, until ascending soon 
From his huge nostrils he upsends aloft 
Torrents of blood, wide-reddening the green sea. 


Such seem’d the mighty warrior, ere his chiefs 
From that fierce conflict bore him to his lines, 
All-pale and faint: while to his eager bands 1346 
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Aylwin return’d, and near advancing, call’d 1347 
For instant onset. 

Nor the royal chief 
Delay’d the dread assault, but while the sound 
Roll’d of unnumber’d trumpets through the air, 
The English powers in dark battalion moved 
Onward from end to end. Horrible joins 
The shock of battle on the opposing host, 
And loud the cry of warriors, as they meet 
Their foes in fight; with sound no less and power, 
Than waves of some tumultuous vaulty sea, 
Sailing in lofty over-arching surge 1358 
Upon the broad side of a rocky isle, 
That totters to its base, with all its towns [arms; 
And woods, and hills. Fierce raged tbe clash of 
Shields dash’d on shields: hauberk, and mail, and 

spear 

Commingling rang. Men press’d on men. Swords 
Terrible flames, as on the crashing helms _ [blaze 
They fall, tempestuous. Steeds with armed breast 
Meet steeds, till gored with ghastly wounds, they 
In agony. Confusion, leagued with death, [sink 
Reigns universal. Thousands trampled fall 
Through either bost, and blood in torrents rolls. 
Such was the conflict of the adverse hosts, 1370 
As when beside the pole, if rising storms 
A fflict the sea, enormous fields of ice 
Opposite-moving on each other dash 
In hideous tumult: shatter’d mountains fall 
Ruinous on every side, and thousand isles 
Roll separated through the raging waves. 
O’er all the heaven a night of weapons hung, 
Flying in iron storm: barb’d arrows sang 
Frantic for blood: red-gleaming javelins sped, 
Like lightnings thro’ the air with ponderous force, 
Slaughtering where’er they fell. The deathful clang 
Resounding through heaven's vault scarce left the ear 
Discernment of the clarions’ roar, or shouts 
Victorious of pursuing bands, or groans 1384 
Of fallen ranks. Yet audible were cries 
Of Danes invoking to their side the Gods 
Of battle, whose prompt aid they ask to send 
A thousand foes to Hela, and to lift 
Themselves to Valhall’s palaces. The songs 
Of bards in either host confused with noise 
Of instruments swell’d sad the cries of death, 
As fiercer grew the conflict, and the earth 
Trembled beneath the press of charging steeds, 
And trampling legions, and huge heaps of slain. 


BOOK V. 205 


The glitter, tumult, roar of fighting hosts 1395 
Seem’d (if with other earthly scene they hold 
Compare) as when at night from murky clouds 
Incumbent on the Alps, broad lightnings flash 
Continuous glaring; and the heaven-wide thunder 
Round their horizon rolling slow, at last 

Peals through the vales profound, and hollow caves, 
Alone a prelude to the warn’d approach _ [range 
Of bursting earthquakes, which the mountainous 
Shake from their dark foundations, and down hurl, 
Loosen’d precipitate from skiey heights, 

Fields of conglomerated snow and ice, 1406 
That whelming forests, bridges, caverns, towers, 
With formless ruins fill the buried vales. 

With such confused terrors flamed, raged, fell, 
The battle. Havoc unappeased proceeds. 
Numberless was the slaughter. Many a chief 

Of noblest birth lay gasping on the ground, 
Mingled with throngs of low degree. With ire 
Ungovernable swells the deepen’d fight, 

Furious alike, where’er the course might turn, 

Yet seem’d it most to storm, where ’mid the van 
Guthrun undaunted fought, and through the ranks 
Impetuous driving on his gory steed, 1418 
Came as in Eastern wars advances huge 

The tower’d elephant, who through a host 

Of prostrate foes invulnerable moves, 

While nations tremble at his single view. 


Around their monarch contest fierce arose 
Of noblest warriors, burning to partake 
Dangers and death: while as they proudly fought, 
From every mouth resounded high the strains 
Of martial song; their fathers’ sainted fame, 
Or their own stern resolves smiling to die 
Amid the gory battle, sword in hand. 1429 
Shouting they cry that Odin to the war 
Descended, even now with Frea joins, 
And the swift host of Valkyries, to chuse 
The fallen brave, and on their glittering cars 
Bear them to heaven’s bright halls. Here chief each 
For mastery strove, while fast on either side [host 
Ranks mingling fell. Raging with mighty arm 
Among the English host dire Frena, chief 
Of many warlike powers, dealt hideous death. 
Dark o’er the plain the wounded warriors lay 
With riven limbs, as when tempestuous fires 
Have seized some ancient forest, elms or oaks ; 
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Stretch’d o’er the side of some extended hill 1442 
Their blacken’d trunks remain, tho’ all their boughs 
Flames have devoured. Whom in his mid career 
Of slaughter Devon’s duke beheld, and stern 
Advancing, thus address’d. 

‘¢ Tnsatiate, hold 
Thy murderous hand, and with an equal foe 
Contend, who boasts him born of princely line, 
Proud as thine own, but of less savage soul : 
For never thee woman with human breast 
Nurtured, but in some forest or deep den 
A wolf has suckled with her horrent dugs. 1453 
So fell and dark is thy malignant rage.” 


To whom the Danish chief. ‘‘ I know thee well, 
Oddune, in battle famed; and high my soul 
Swells with delight that to my arm at last 
Odin has sent thee. Me thine equal call 
Never, but thy superior own, as now 
Thy fate, ere we two part, shall amply prove. 
Assist me, mighty Tyr, thou God renown’d 
In single fight. And thou, fair Queen of heaven, 
Stand at my side, and range thy splendid host 
Of Valkyries to view me instant send 1464 
To Hela’s dismal world this dreaming wretch.” 


Nor longer held they parley, but at once 
Each on the other sprang: their foaming steeds 
Shock’d dreadful, breast on breast: while high up- 

rear'd 

Their mingling limbs entwined, as o’er the field 
Echoed the thunder of the fighting chiefs, 
Armour on armour clashing; but not long 
Endured their fierce encounter, for the spear 
Of Oddune, driven by his furious arm, 
Dash’d through his adversary’s shield and mail, 
Piercing his breast. Reeling he fell with noise, 
Tmpetuous : and on earth essay’d in vain 1476 
To draw the inherent weapon. Ghastly smiles 
Complacent o’er his visage flew, and gleams 
Of transient lustre fired his closing eyes, 
While thus his faltering voice his hopes express‘d. 


‘* Joyful I die: I go to Odin’s halls, 
Borne on his shining car. I shall advance 
Through Valhall’s palaces with numerous pomp 
Of steeds and warriors in my service slain, 
Array’d in rich attire. Chiefs, slain of old, 
Will on my entrance from their glittering seats 1486 
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In honour rise. Gods shall with pride admire 1487 
The gorgeous spectacle. Friends, fear not death: 
Die with your chief. Save but my bleeding corse. 
With it my war-horse bury and my arms. 

See! high I grasp my sword—I die—I die.” 


Nor did not his fierce band the dying words 
Observe of their proud chief, but thronging round 
Tumultuous, from his corse the English host 
Immediate drove: while near him, ere his breath 
Forsook his pallid lips, his eager bards 
Struck to his fame the sounding harps, and sung. 


‘* Farewell, great Frena, happy in thy death, 
As in thy life unequall’d: henceforth lives 
Thy name in song. Boundless shall be thy fame, 
Like the vast Ash that overspreads all worlds, 
Rooted in hell, whose mingling branches hang 
O’er heaven and earth. Thou goest to Odin’s halls, 
And shalt be ranged with Heroes to enjoy 
Battles and feasts, till that tremendous day 
When Heimdal on the rainbow’s top shall blow 
From his terrific trumpet a vast roar 
Rolling amid creation to convene 1508 
The alarmed Gods: while from the abyss beneath 
Surtur shall lead his blazing hosts, and all 
The miscreated mofsters, nature’s foes, 
Shall burst their chains, and sally through mid heaven. 
Then Odin thee shall mark with conscious joy 
And call thee to his side, when Gods around 
Fly in confusion. Nor thy glory ends, 
Though heaven and earth predestined fires consume, 
When Gods shall yield to fate. Gimlé remains, 
Seat of the blest, where through eternal time 
Thy mighty soul shall commune with the brave.” 


Scarce ceased the song, ere ranging thro’ the fight 
The sovereign Guthrun to the spot advanced, 
Fury conspicuous in his eyes. Aghast 
He started back, so sudden to behold 
Lifeless extended on the ground a chief 
Far-famed in war. Instant his panting steed 
He quitted, and the dead man’s clay-cold hand 
Grasping with sighs, his friend thus fond address’d. 


‘** Do I then lose thee, Frena, of my chiefs 
Bravest and best? matchless in manly arts, 
Whether to guide the fiery steed, or dart 1530 
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With power the unerring spear, or o’er the sea 1531 
Steer sure thy star-led course. But oh! I see 
Glory yet claims thy soul. I see thy sword 
Gleam in thy blood-stain’d hand. What fate awaits 
The envied brave, but in the battle’s roar 

To fall, transpierced with wounds, while wondering 
Look on, and Odia in his brilliant car [Gods 
Stands ready to receive the parting soul, 

And o’er the green worlds waft it to the skies ? 
Thee every dame shall mourn, who sole the brave 
Love and revere. In every song the bards 

Shall chaunt thy name. And never shall my heart 
Thy worth forget, but emulate thy deeds. 

Yet unavenged thy death shall never be. 

Lead on, ye captains! in the gory fight 

Slaughter shall tell our grief for Frena lost.” 


So said, he on his ardent war-horse sprung, 
And led the impatient squadrons where the fight 
Raged fiercest. From before their dreadful course 
The English bands retired, for deep dismay 
Sudden o’erpower’d their hearts, such carnage round 
Amazed their view, dealt by the frenzied arms 
Of multitudes, impell’d by dark revenge. 1553 
In vain their animating song the bards 
Pour through the English troops. Hianfrid flies 
Terrified, and his steps full mady, seized 
With sympathetic terror, swift pursue. 

Yet join not all their flight, nor without cost 
Of many a gallant life this sad default 
Escapes. And ah! lamented fate! as bold 
He rush’d the assailants’ fury to withstand, 
The gallant Berthun fell; a youthful thane 
Of noblest promise, by his numerous band 
And by his sovereign loved. Dreadful he came 
On his gore-spotted steed, wielding his spear 1565 
With mighty arm, by his selected troops 
Follow’d, who aim’d sole to oppose the wrath 
Of Frena’s train, by Guthrun now led on, 
Join’d too by Sidroc, and the martial host 
Of Amund, kingly chief. Whom, as they pass’d 
Resistless through the battle, soon perceived 
Berthun the brave, and to their triple powers 
Successfully awhile opposed the force 
Of his intrepid band. 

Check’d was the course 
Of the proud-raging Pagans, till aware 
Of his desired prey from mid the host 1577 
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Fierce Amund sprang, all-arm’d in brass, and swift 
As lightning, while the youth with numbers fought, 
Hurl’d on his sounding helm the ponderous weight 
Of his huge falchion. Down the hero fell, 
Riven through the brain. Sleep overcast his eyes. 
Full many a tear his early fate shall mourn 


Where on the woody side of Exham’s vale 


His pleasant dwelling stands. In vain shall look 
At dawn or eve his tender wife to hail 

His glad return, but hopeless to her heart 

Press his fair image in her smiling babe. 

He fell, as by some murmuring riv’let’s side 1589 
The towering poplar, whose broad branches shade 
A rural cottage, guardian of its peace, 

Sinks crashing, and up-tears the flowery bank, 
Whelin’d by the tempest; the defenceless cot 
Howls to the moaning wind: the birds behold 
Their nests, their young, in ruin lost: the brook 
Rolls o’er the tree whose image long it loved. 


For Berthun slain a general grief arose 
Throughout the English bands. Nor of his fate 
Was fame the unwelcome tidings to proclaim 
Tardy: which soon the English monarch’s ear 1600 
Caught, where amid the battle’s distant roar 
Dauntless he fought. Provoked, and to the soul 
Deep-moved with noble rage and keen regret, 
Dreadful he issued from conflicting bands, 

And loudly summoning his trusty chiefs 

Rush’d to that scene of death. The noise of war 
Was at his presence hush’d. Awful he came, 
As the grim monarch of the forest wilds, 

Who lodged at midnight in his den, if dark 
Hurricanes sweep along the thundering air, 
Awakes; roll’d downward in tumultuous ruin, 
Rocks crash, and suddenly hot lightning-fires 1612 
Invade the secrets of his blood-stain’d cave: 

Then his red eye-balls glaring blaze: he stalks 
Howling to open air, with sulphurous flames 
Luridly bright, and with astounding roars 

Mocks the dread thunder and defies the storm. 
With heartening voice the indignant sovereign cheers 
The dubious bands, and to his side invokes 
Osmund, and Oddune, Aylwin, and the young 
Edgar, and many a thane who near them fought. 
His look inspired fresh courage, and each heart 
Throbb’d high with ardour to renew the fight; 
Rush toward the gallant King innumerous bands : 
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The summon’d chieftains at the monarch’s side 1625 
Appear, and to their different stations haste, 

As he directs, and soon behind the shade 

Of the broad kingly banner leading on 

Where deadliest raged the battle, move conjunct 
Indissoluble hosts. Nor obvious stood 

The astonish’d Danes. Flight and disorder’d rout 
Turn’d their o’erwhelmed powers; while slaughter 
Ineffably obscene and furious. Now [raged 
Resistance none they dare, but fly dismay’d. 

O’er all the field amid the Danish host 

Confusion reigns. Innumerable fate 1636 
Despoils their legions. Hideous swells the din 
And storm of triumph beyond mortal thought; 
Nor seem’d the dread turmoil to cease, but still 
As evening o’er the clouded skies drew on 

Her gradual shades, warning the approach of night, 
More fierce the carnage grew. Heaven with the roar 
Resounded, and the champain swam with blood. 
The English monarch through the central van 
Pierced of the Danish host. They routed fly 

On every hand, by equal powers pursued, 

And leave the field bestrown with banners, drench’d 
In blood, and helms, and spears, and shatter’d mail, 
Red-gleaming in the parting rays of eve. 


Harrow’d with anguish at that fatal sight, 1650 
And torn with rage to mark their favour’d Danes 
Driven from the field of death, the infernal powers 
Hovering aloft in air, their ponder’d thought 
Prepare to execute, nor longer stay 
Their needful aid to Guthrun and his host. 

Sailing o’er all the heaven on cloudy wings 
Forthwith from stores mysterious they infuse 
Darkness into the spongy air, and breathe 

Mists of grim influence from their viewless heights. 
Sudden-descending over all the sky, 1660 
Clouds, heap’d on clouds by rising gusts, obscure 
The straining gaze: and rapid night involves 

The total landscape. Vainly the English powers 
Seek their distracted way, such sable gloom 
Prevents the sight. Slackens the hot pursuit. 
The conscious angel-bands their arts apply 

To quell the premature inroad of night, 

Wafted from wings of hell: but these renew 
Their hideous exhalations, nor the skill 

Fear of heaven’s blessed sons, unused to arts 

So dire. Nor rest they here: but straight prepare 
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Illusions bolder, higher, big with guile 1672 
Of subtler import. Lo! before the path 
Of Guthrun and his host, as from the field 
Retiring they avoided final rout, 
Gradual disclosed to view, from mid the womb 
Of darkness, issued a majestic form 
All-arm’d in gold, with hauberk huge and spear. 
Around his lofty brows a helmed crown 
Blazed radiance, brighter than the beams of noon. 
His mighty arm upheld on high a shield 
Of gorgeous frame. Sublime he stood, and lean’d 
O’er a refulgent car, whose hollow arch 1683 
Construct of burnish’d steel, glittering as gems, 
Held in its ample vault in splendid heaps 
Squadrons of bleeding dead, their crimson swords 
Grasped in their mailed hands. In shadowy train 
Around the car, which glaring tigers drew, 
Stood ranged celestial essences on steeds, 
Sprinkled with blood, and poised on fiery wings. 
Lo! on the left a seeming Goddess form 
Sat in ber beamy car, retired: her mien 
Matchless in beauty, yet with look severe, 
Spoke her the Queen of heaven. Fatigue might seem 
Apparent in her air, as late return’d 1695 
From scenes of carnage, where her destined right 
To half the slaughter’d brave she sped to claim. 
Amazement seized the Pagan host: their shouts 
Tumultuous rise to heaven, as all the God 
Recognize, and to heaven's great King they sound 
Clamorous exult with voice and strucken shields. 
Then hush’d in wonder, solemn silence reigns ; 
Save where beyond amid the final rear 
The clash of armour from pursuing bands 
Sails on the sullen wings of sablest night. 
Rearing his giant-form, the warrior God 
Toward the mid van inclined his awful eye, —-1707 
Where stood the imperial chief, and seem’d in act 
To speak, nor long his mighty voice delay'd 
Terrible exclamation. 

‘© Warriors brave, 
And thou, bold King, forbear dismay : compose 
Your all-disorder’d legions, nor disdain 
Retreat. I none accuse; but rest content 
With the past slaughter. My capacious car, 
And the broad equipage of my fair Queen 
Already groan beneath a load of slain. 
Solicit not your thoughts now to prolong 
This work of death: lest your insatiate foes, 1719 
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Triumphant with new aids, of victory boast = 1720 
Unmerited. Chief now your efforts blend 

Best to retire from battle, and regain 

The living ranks, that for renew’d attacks 

More prosperous you may save your weary powers. 
Meanwhile my aid shall hinder the pursuit 

Of your insulting foes. I will invoke 

Thor, mighty ruler of the air, to ope 

His vast resounding halls, and on their host 

Pour instant a destructive storm, which ye 
Straight shall behold, but shall unhurt escape.” 1730 


So saying, he his radiant form outstretch’d 
Deep on a sable cloud, and high upborne, 
Extended o’er the sky his flamy spear, 

That seem’d a comet or the trailing blaze 

Of some huge meteor. Then with thunderous roar 
Of his exerted voice, shouting he call’d 

On Thor, his eldest born, predestined King 

Of the wide airy regions: and him bade 

Uncloud his halls magnificent, and forth 

Display to sight their heavenly pomp: nor cease 
From their original palaces to pour 

Storms of unwonted thunder, fires, and rains, 1742 
And blasting hails, and hurricanes, to whelm 
Legions of foes pursuing, but the Danes 

Protect with shadowy covert from their aim. 
Immediate at command, all heaven disrobed 

Of darkness to the dazzled gaze unfolds 
Thrudwanger’s palaces, the domes superb 

Of mightiest Thor. Innumerable halls 

Various in aspect, flaming-bright, or veil’d 

In rolling vapours, to the amazed sense 
Betoken’d power, magnificence, and state 
Transcendently immense. Some might appear 
The dwellings of the thunder, some the abodes 1754 
Of gloomy tempests; others might be deem’d 

The hollow caves of winds, or fiery-red 

The chambers where the lightnings hid their stores. 
Yet all by lofty columns were distinct 

Of golden frame, brilliant as suns, that raised 
Domes silver-roof'd, with various stars inlaid, 
Within and o’er whose azure-tincted pomp 

Clouds floating play’d. Majestic was the view, 
Where’er the eye o'er all heaven’s open’d vault 
Could stretch its wondering gaze. Far in the midst, 
Within his awful palace sat august 

Upon his burning throne unconquer’d Thor, 1766 
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Clothed in his belt of power, and in his hand 1767 
He stay’d his iron mace, a mighty frame, 
With which he tames the hideous habitants 
Who range the abyss of air, and those huge shapes 
That dwell in fiery Surtur’s giant worlds. 
A cloud-compelling chariot near him stood, 
By four swift beings drawn. Awful he rose, 
And mounting his broad seat, gave loose the reins 
To their impetuous fury. His swift touch 
Opens on every side the sounding doors 
Or dark-expanding gates of thousand halls: 
Whence all-invisible the roaring thunder 1778 
Vollies through scatter’d clouds. Red lightnings fly 
Fork’d, or in ardent globes, o’er all the heaven. 
Winds rush tempestuous down with deafening noise ; 
And streaming rains, and hails, commix’d, descend 
In solid deluges. Trembles the earth. 
Thor’s palaces with vivid splendours shine 
Of meteor-fires. Resound their hollow roofs, 
And caves profound : their lofty pillars shake, 
While Thor tremendous-sailing through the maze 
Of his wide mansions his hot wrath explodes. 
Fury and desolation fill the air. 
As bidden by the sire omnipotent, 1790 
The conscious God the obedient tempest darts 
Sole on the astonish’d English, from whose view 
He veils the brilliant pomp, and seems a night 
Of gloomy horror. But the routed Danes : 
He covers with a silvery cloud, of power 
To ward the dreadful vollied hurricane, 
Unpierced; transparent still, that these behold 
The vengeful God exulting in his might, 
And witness all his rage. Astonishment 
Palsied their sense, as gazing toward heaven 
They stood like statues. 

Nor less wonder seized _ 1802 
The angel host such complicated power 
Of dread illusion to behold reveal’d 
By the fierce sons of darkness. Yet to aid 
The English legions their immediate thought 
Arose, and to prevent their smallest view 
Of the terrific vision, they expand 
A misty veil obscure, whose denser folds 
Scarce serve to shield the lightnings flaming wrath 
Or the full thunder’s pealing continents. 


Dishearten’d, and by darkness and the rage 
Of the conflicting storm confused and turn’d, 1813 
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Most their collected powers for swift retreat 1814 
Prepare, and cease pursuit. The angelic powers 
Restore at length the dewy light of eve, 
And dissipated now the unnatural gloom, 
A genial twilight cheers the murky air, 
Illumining afar the embattled scene ; 
Till the receding vision onward leads 
The swift-obeisant Danes. 

Them on the left 
Where their last phalanx ended, Osmund drove 
Unwearied, and by beaming light consoled : 
Nor ceased the long pursuit, till near the verge 1825 
Of their extended camp his powers arrived. 
There, whether by some watchful angel led, 
Or happy chance, the generous chieftain spies, 
Close on the outskirt of the tented field, 
A band of armed Danes pursuing swift 
One unarm’d man, whom a deep-clanging chain 
That from him hung bespoke some captive friend 
In pristine battle lost. Compassion sprung 
Immediate in his heart, and noble rage ; 
That instant to the flying man’s relief 
He sallies on his rapid steed: and soon 
Dealing destruction from his lightning sword, 1837 
Scatters the unequal crew: whom fled, he speeds 
To accost their meditated prey. Ah! then, 
What words can paint the noble warrior’s look, 
When in the hapless fugitive he knew, 
(Spite of the wounds that stain’d his face with gore,) 
His own lost son? Down from his steed he sprung, 
And in his arms the miserable youth 
Embracing fond, hung o’er him. On the neck 
Each of the other sank, with joy o’erpower’d, 
And throbbing painful ecstasy, too full 
For words to utter. Silence lent to each 
Pause for most dear affection to express 1849 
Rapture ineffable of either heart. 
Swift to the aid of their loved chief had come 
His valiant band, when all with mute surprise 
Witnessing this endearing scene, remain’d 
Tenderly fix'd in meekest awe. The face 
Of many a veteran warrior, brown with toils, 
Relax’d to gentle pity, till a tear 
Roll’d o’er his manly cheek, and every heart 
Felt the warm glow of sympathetic joy. 
Greatly were all delighted to regain 
The gallant Athelard, in war renown’d 
And to his sovereign dear. Fervent they press 1861 
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Around him, longing from his lips to hear 1862 
The full relation of his dangers past. 
Nor to their anxious questions does he stay 
Full answer, telling that the lot of war 
Doom’d him a captive in that dreadful fight 
By Wareham’s walls: that with the Danish host 
Led hitherward, the blood-delighting priests, 
Of warlike Gods, selected him to wage 
Combat with savage chiefs, whence to infer 
Auguries for the ensuing tight: and when 
Victorious in each tournament, he left 
No hope of prosperous battle for the Danes, 1873 
Their fierce revenge had doom’d that with the dawn 
His wounded body, of his armour stript, 
- And bound in chains, should on the altar smoke 
A sacrifice to Odin, which foul fate 
He now, through aid of heaven, by flight escaped.— 
All struck with dumb amaze the dreadful tale 
Listen, and soon the galling chain remove 
From his broad limbs. Then on a warlike steed 
Springs the recover d chief, and proud beside 
His noble father rides, in mutual joy 
Lost, and surprise. 

All toward the friendly camp 1885 
Return elate. There now the English bands, 
Collected, their diminish’d powers disposed 
Through the throng’dtents. Hiscare to yield around 
The generous sovereign passes ; tender soothes 
The wounded warriors : their heroic deeds 
Applauds : relieves their pain: with promise glad 
Exalts the hopes of all, and to high sense 
Rouses of future glory. Through the camp 
Now fame arose of Osmund’s train return’d 
And Athelard regain’d, living and safe. 
The youth, in fight distinguish’d, to each heart 
Was dear. The happy father, and the son _1897 
Late mourn’d as lost, thus all-unhoped restored, 
The impatient monarch soon accosts. Delight 
Throbb’d equal in his heart, and greetings glad 
Deceive the time. Oft ask’d, the youth repeats 
His strange adventures. In the sight of all 
The grateful monarch to the new-won chief 
Presents a full array of armour, rich 
With gold, emboss’d with many a gem; and adds 
A proud-rein d steed, terrific in the fight, 
Royally deck’d. 

Proud triumph through the camp 

Reigns general. At the festive regal board 1909 
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Appear the assembled chiefs, and sacred priests, 
Bards, and the honour’d female train. Beside 
The monarch on each hand was placed, as wont, 
A favour’d minstrel, prompt to sound the fame 
Of noble deeds. Gladly the King dispensed 
The plenteous feast around, whom opposite 
His lovely consort sat. She every eye 
Pleased by her gentle acts, as she inspired 
Gay mirth around, proving how charms the heart 
Beauty with affable endearment join’d. 
Such the mild grace of her engaging mien, 
As when in spring the modest hawthorn scents 192! 
The joyous air with fragrance, and delights 
The admiring eye with her white chaplet, spread 
Soft o’er her robe of green. Fair virgins bear 
To every chief, delicious mead, and wine 
Of costly growth, and add approving smiles, 
Valour’s dear guerdon. Choral bards begin 
High songs of war, and in resounding lays 
Celebrate chiefs of nobler name. Thy deeds, 
Bold Aylwin roll’d in lofty strains. Nor praise 
Was silent to the name of Oddune, great 
In fight; nor Osmund, brave, benevolent: 
Nor Edgar, premature in manly power : 1933 
Nor Harold, gallant and high-soul’d: nor thee, 
Loved Athelard, the answering harp declined 
To sound with swelling pomp, while it attuned 
Thy acts and hard escapes. In every song 
Echoed the name of Alfred, great in war, 
As on the throne of peace. To every chief 
The conscious monarch honour due ascribes. 
Hianfrid gently he reproves, whose flight 
All-sudden on the dangerous edge of war 
Fatal events induced. The vainer youth 
Gloomily sat; he yet his name in song 
Heard not and this reproof to his dark rage —1945 
Added new stings. 

The thoughtful sovereign now 
Opes to the full assembly his intent 
By early dawn an embassy to send 
Intreating from the hostile camp a truce 
Of battle, while sepulchral rites are paid 
To the fallen dead. To his instruction high 
Anticipating England’s future state 
When victory shall through her realm diffuse 
Desired peace, each heart beats proud assent, 
And longs for days of preconcerted glory. 
So waned their hours. 1957 
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Nor less amid the Danes 1958 
Reigns glad festivity. Amaze usurps 
Each throbbing breast with memory of the scene 
Beheld in heaven. Ecstatic fervour swells 
Their thoughts to loftiest hope, and joy in aid 
Of present Deities. The raptured bards 
Resound the praise of Odin, and the Queen 
Of Valhall’s glories, and insatiate lust 
Awake of carnage. ‘Thousand vows are heard 
On every hand, amid the next hot fight 
To die transfix’d with wounds, when the tired arm 
Has sent to Hela’s realms unnumber’d foes. 
This savage rage the demon powers perceive 1970 
Where on their secret flight they hang on high, 
Observing what effect Satanic arts, 
Unfolded, on the Danish spirits raise : 
Nor now unanswer’d seems their fondest wish. 
Exulting they behold the Pagans’ thoughts 
Sublimed to fiercest frenzy, nor despair 
Through such infuriate instruments to win 
Full victory, such novel ardour fired 
The warriors’ heart, to see amid their war 
The Gods themselves engaged. 
Now to his host 1981 
The infernal monarch tells, that soon as pause 
Of battle shall allow occasion meet, 
He deems it wisdom to display to sense 
Of Guthrun, thoughtful chief, in vision vast 
The fancied worlds of Odin, and the scenes 
Of wonder through creation, by the bards 
Taught and rehearsed in solemn strains. Whence thus 
Inflamed with credulous awe he may arouse 
His followers to yet fiercer height of rage 
Nor cease the maddening tumult, till the foe 
In irresistible destruction whelm’d 
Yield all the land to its just conquerors. 1993 
All praise the deep design : and plot to a 
Fit time to execute their dark intent. 


Now o’er the world on silent pinions flew 
The sable-coated night : nor yet the moon 
Opening her shadowy chambers from the east 
Look’d out with golden eye. To welcome rest 
Throughout the English camp the chiefs retire ; 
But not Hianfrid. Sullen, and inflamed 
With disappointed rage, he sole remain’d 
Watchful within his tent and ponder’d deep 
Thoughts of revenge, and dark conspiracy, 2004 
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Yet mask’d with guile. Longing he hoped for morn, 
That with remark’'d occasion, he might seize 
Some unsuspected trial of attempts, 
Doom’d in his gloomy mind. 
With lustre meek 
Q’er the serener heaven angelic shapes 
Floated, from earth unseen, yet mingling oft 
Their starry-vested legions, as in turn 
They met, while under their protective wings 
The favour'd nation slept, and soothing dreams 
Cheer’d their sweet slumbers to imagined peace. 2015 


Soon as the orient morning’s upward beam 
Had tinged with gold the lark’s dew-glittering wings 
Singing amid the rosy clouds, arisen 
Hianfrid to the regal mansion hastes, 

Where as inspired with anxious zeal to free 
His name from hated censure, and regain 
The monarch’s favour, earnest he intreats 
That in the approaching embassy himself 
May own a place, nor mid the camp remain 
Object of scorn, till worthy deeds may win 
Merited honour. 

To his meek request 2027 
The sovereign, ready to forgive, nor prone 
To mark a fault acknowledged and deplored, 
Yields glad assent. Instant the active thane 
Prepares the expectant heralds, ancient bards, 
Clad in their flowing robes and in their hands 
Bearing the sacred harp. Their honour’d train 
Hianfrid and his wont companion-friend 
Harold the brave, conduct, and solemn wave 
The snow-white flag of truce. Them soon the King 
Instructs from Guthrun and the associate chiefs 
To ask a day’s becoming rest of war, 
Till in their last sad beds the fallen brave 2039 
Shall decent be inhumed, nor on the earth 
All red with gore deform the face of day. 


As taught, the ready embassy proceeds 
Straight to the hostile camp: and soon approach 
The tented dome of its superior King, 

Their peaceful ensign, as they pass, from all 
Commanding reverence due. Their mission straight 
They open to the Pagan chief, and ask 

The truce desired. The thoughtful King delays 
Immediate answer, but first dooms to seek 

Of holy prophetesses sage advice, 2050 
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If even short cessation of the war 2051 
Will now be grateful to expecting Gods. 
The sacred dames appear at call, and hear 
The purposed embassy. Forthwith their hands 
Unfurl the magic Reafen, while with voice 
Of charmed song their murmuring lips invoke 
Attendant spirits to reveal by signs 
The will of fate. Nor such their prayer preferr’d 
Heard not the watchful demons, who aware 
Of direr mischief brooding from afar 
Against the faithful powers, with joy prepared 
Responsive omens, for they sought delay. 2062 
Vigilant they expected, that meantime 
The Danish fleet immense should o’er the waves ° 
Steer its swift course to Exham’s tented shores, 
Bearing innumerous aids of banded hosts 
Eager to join their fellows, and o’erwhelm 
The unconquer’d provinces. So deeming, straight 
On wings unseen they sail around, and touch 
With dark mysterious hand the wavy folds 
Of the broad banner. Instant as with life 
Gifted, the sacred bird exulting lifts 
His sable wings, emblem of pleased assent : 
Which plain response the holy dames proclaim 2074 
To all the assembled throng. The willing King 
Now to the expectant embassy assures 
His promise to concede their meet request : 
But first detains awhile the herald-bards 
Through fond desire to hear from these the strains 
Of martial song, as utter’d by his foes. 
Pleased and with festive eagerness, he calls 
His own high-honour’d train of bards, to mark 
Alike the unusual lays, or with contest 
Of their own powers, to rouse the swelling pomp 
Of warlike melody. 

Them thus employ’d 2086 
Hianfrid (marking glad the occasion) asks 
Permission from the King to leave awhile, 
Feigning desire rather to see and hold 
Converse unwont with Kenwulph, chief once known, 
Ere to the Danish rule he join’d his powers. 
Ready the King assents, and to his side 
Adds a conducting guide, who may escort 
His passage to the Mercian leader's tent. 
Together these depart and soon arrive 
The glittering dome of Kenwulph, princely-deck’d, 
Before whose entrance splendid Tufas waved, 
Ensigns of royalty. Hianfrid here 2098 
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Announced, bids wait awhile his guide, until 2099 
Himself return, as from the spacious tent 
Kenwulph forth issuing the remember'd youth 
Accosts. <A gloom of sorrow, in his mien 
Apparent, damp d the friendly words of joy 
Utter’d by the revolted chief. Apart 

The youthful thane straight asks that they retire, 
Where unobserved he safely may disclose 
Thoughts of deep import labouring in his heart. 
Within the ample tent both turn direct, 

Where others all removed, and every guard 
Secured of closest privacy, at length, 2110 
Mysterious evil brooding in his look, 


And with half-faltering voice, the Thane thus spoke. 


“« Imperial sovereign, fellow-warrior once, 
Dare I in memory of former friendship 
Utter to thy discreeter bosom thoughts 
Conceived by others than thyself, yet scarce 
With doubt express’d. But be assured, there are 
Within the English camp, I say not who, 
What chieftains high and prudent, that admire 
Rather thy conduct, having join'’d thy powers 
To the more potent side, whose countless host, 2121 
Invincible, deriding opposition, 
Shall soon subdue these realms, and dire revenge 
Wreak on their foes perverse. There are who thee 
Applaud, and thy example envy much 
Rather than waste in perils and in wars 
Yonder their lives still hazarded, exposed 
To toils and sufferings infinite, with chance 
None of success, of honour, or reward. 
Yonder we gain no power, no envied glory, 
But constant must obey one zealot man, 
Intent on fancied schemes of future peace, — 2132 
Wealth, greatness, glory, sole in his own thought 
Existing : but who others’ merit owns 
Never, or not rewards: perhaps whose power, 
Abridged by our bold foe, may not extend 
Duly to compensate heroic deeds. 
Here thee, whom higher hopes have hither led, 
We see a King: before thy splendid dome 
Wave high the glittering Tufas, emblems proud 
Of royalty: and to thy stately pomp 
Obedient trains submit. What then, if soon, 
Following thy great example, other chiefs 
Should to the opposing host conjoin their powers ? 
Would their reward prove equal to thine own ?” 2145 
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With air dejected and a sigh deep-heaved 2146 
From his full heart, the Mercian chief replied. 


‘* Alas! that my seditious deeds allure 
Others their sad example to pursue ! 
Ah! much-deceived, unconscious youth, dispel 
Thoughts of such import, in their consequence 
Hideous and terrible. Deem not this shew 
Of sovereignty, this idle empty glare 
Of titled royalty, can e’er repay 
The loss of inward peace. These splendours yield 
Never one moment’s comfort, while the thought 2156 
Of my past guilt, and treacherous baseness, steeps 
In keen remorse and conscious agony 
My wearied senses, without hope, or end. 
Ill have I barter’d for the name of King, 
Innocence, truth, and honour lost! My heart 
Upbraids me still, and ever to my ear 
Whispers the name of—villain: that I hate 
The light of day. I lay me down in grief. 
I waken in despair. The festive board 
Yields me no joy; but I remember still 
That I am scorn’d of all: by all the good 
Hated or overlook’d. Here I remain, 2168 
Awed by the savage Oskital, nor aught 
Can Guthrun, chief of nobler nature, soothe 
My troubled mind. Would that I could return 
To duty, and resume my former state ! 
But that remains not. No! hence be that thought! 
How would each meanest eye glance secret scorn 
On all my steps, while Alfred all should love 
And hail the father of his country. Oh! 
Dismal reflection !—But I must endure, 
And die despised, a traitor to my country. 
Too credulous young man, let me dissuade 
Any to purchase with a doom like mine 2189 
This form of honour, underneath whose garb 
Despair lies hid, and all the spectre-shapes 
Of misery, to torment the entangled soul. 
May my severe example serve to warn 
Others to shun, not imitate, my steps.” 


He ended; and deep gloom o’ercast his mien. 
Hianfrid, disappointed, silent rose : 
Yet other thoughts revolving, as he left 
The princely tent: for from his purpose, fear 
Of future conscious pangs deterr’d him not. 
Here failing, he revolved if, ere he let 2191 
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Occasion slip, he safely might reveal 2192 
His meditated hopes to some high chief 

Among the Danes, of power to aid his views. 

On Oskital at length his wavering thought 

Fix’d, as most opportune, from whose famed wealth 
And not too scrupulous honour he might hope 
Assistance in his aim: for much he fear’d 

Lest Guthrun, proud and martial, might disdain 
The unwarlike proffer and reject with scorn. 

This doom’d, he bids his prompt attendant lead 
His steps to Oskital’s abode: which soon 

They mark, proud-glittering with majestic state. 2203 
Announced, the ambitious thane the princely dome 
Enters, not void of fear, but in his hand 

He grasp’d the snow-white flag, honour’d of all. 
Apart within his tent the gloomy King 

Lay on his couch, not yet from ghastly wounds 
Recover’d, by the arm of Aylwin dealt 

In single fight. Around him various dames, 
Skill’d in the cure of wounds, dispensed their care: 
Whom straight removed, soon as the dynast saw 
The peaceful banner, sign of message high, 
Hianfrid to his couch approaching slow 

Opens in brief his traitorous thought, and asks, 
Should any other chief from motives wise 
Seceding to the Danish part, pursue 

Kenwulph’s example, if a like reward 

Of splendour and the titled name of King 

‘ Should crown the bold emprise. To whom with voice 
Faltering, as if in pain, the Dane replied. 


‘* Not only should the chief immediate rule 
Hold over subject powers : but when his aid 
Had leagued with us yet sooner to subdue 
The realm of England, and divide its spoils, 

Then should he royal dignity enjoy, 2226 
_ Reigning o’er conquer’d slaves: while we would take 
Dreadful revenge on our inveterate foes. 

For I abhor the coward English, bent 

On peace and lowly arts, unworthy men. 

Me deem uot by an English arm o’erpower’d, 
Though Gods averse, or fate, may late have given 
A momentary triumph to my foe. 

For unrelenting, unsubdued, IT mean 

Again to try his prowess, and to whelm 

In fierce destruction his short-beaming glory.” 


From the proud King the ambitious traitor turn’d 
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Joyful to hear his promise, yet with heart 2238 
Appall’d with terror at his threats austere. 
Now toward Guthrun’s dome the attendant leads 
Through many a range of warlike tents, where bands 
Brightening their gory armour, or employ’d 
Jn rearing altars to propitious Gods, 
Gazed on the passing stranger with stern look, 
Yet harm’d him not. But not the selfish thane 
Thought of his captive colleagues, or desired 
To mark their piteous state. Soon they arrive 
The royal tent, where the majestic King 
Still occupied they find in listening strains 2249 
Of warlike import, and each sounding lay 
Applauding as it roll’d. 

The expectant train 
Now by Hianfrid led, whose face assumed 
Deceitful smiles, the hostile confines leave ; 
Nor their glad course delay till they arrive 
The English camp. Here soon is spread around 
The issue of their mission and the news 
Of truce obtain’d. Forthwith on every side 
The pious bands prepare funereal rites 
For their fallen colleagues, and in hollow shields 
Bear portions of green earth to raise aloft 2261 
Their honourable mounds. Then to the field 
Where lay the breathless warriors they proceed, 
Accompanied by every chief, and trains 
Of sacred priests array’d in spotless robes, 
And a loved female throng, whose beauty wore 
The endearing mien of sorrow. Nor delay 
The active warriors o’er each fallen friend 
To raise his earthly monument, and place 
Near him his blood-stain’d arms. Grief’s milder 
Affectionate, and many a silent tear [sighs 
Bewail their fate. Religion’s ministers 
Breathe calm to heaven their fervent orisons, 2273 
And near each tomb the expected bards attune 
The songs of fame. O’er Berthun’s death-cold 
Lamented chief, his mournful followers rear [corse, 
A lofty mound, conspicuous o’er the plain, 
To which, the last sad obsequies perform’d, 
Bards of chief note approach, and on the harp 
Aiding the voice resound the hero’s fame. 


‘¢‘ Mourn, mourn, ye brave: fallen is your gallant 
Berthun renown’d is fallen; the tear humane [pride : 
Check not, that drops upon his honour’d tomb. 

Ye saw full oft, when mid the thickest fight 2284 
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His azure banner stream’d on high, and show’d 2285 
Amid its gold-deck’d folds the pictured hawk, 
Victory’s sign, that call’d from far the bold 

To share high deeds of glory. Ye have seen 
When like an oak that mid the warring winds 
Smiles with uninjured majesty, he strove 

With hostile multitudes; lifting his shield, 

Broad as the rising moon, but as a rock 

Stedfast, behind whose mighty bulwark stood 

His dauntless powers: nor, thus defended, fear’d 
The roaring storm of battle, nor the waves 

Of foes on foes that as a surging sea 2296 
Came pouring on in vain. His awful sword 
Hurl’d lightnings on the foe, burning with death. 
From his red anlace fled the trembling sons 

Of Odin, and implored their Gods in vain. 

He darted on his prey, as from the clouds 

The broad-wing’d eagle stoops on lamb or fawn. 
While his resounding voice from far inspired 

His troops, as rolling to their ears it came, 

Like thunder over heaven, but call’d their paths 
To certain victory: to the astonish’d foe 

Terrible, as the howl of wolves amid 

Wide pathless forests, when at night they bay 2308 
The shuddering moon. His glaring hauberk drove 
Impatient squadrons, as before the gale 

Autumnal fly the wither’d leaves; dispersed 

As insects sporting in the beams of noon. 

But fallen is their terror. Hark, e’en now 
Exultingly they shout.—‘ Abandon fear ; 

On, on to battle ! Berthun is no more !’— 

Ah! mournful is that sound—he is no more !— 
Yet his example still survives to rouse 

The sons of glory to majestic deeds. 

Amid the secret vale his beauteous wife 

Pines as a solitary flower, whose stem 2320 
Unpitying winds have stript of all its bloom. 

She mourns her tender husband lost, whose love 
Shed soothing influence o’er his happy home, 

As the soft moon-beams cheer the whispering vale. 
Yet from that home forlorn ere long shall spring 
Another stock. His infant son shall hear 

Joyful his father’s fame, and emulate 

His noble deeds. Grieve not, afflicted fair, 

And you, ye sons of valour, cease to mourn. 

For in his country’s cause the hero died, 

And though from earth removed, shall sure enjoy 
His meet reward of bliss in heaven, amid 2332 
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While thus were occupied the fervent bands, 
Amid the plain the monarch-warrior pass’d, 
Indulging, as he roved pensive and slow, 

Sublimer thought. In strong emotion rapt, 

His mighty mind ponder’d the heaven-changed state 
Of his fallen friends : the awful attributes 

Of man’s immortal soul: silent revolved 

His own immense designs, yet immature, 

And, wondering, own’d the maze of Providence 
That ever out of evil perfects good. 2343 
Yet oft the King with meek humility 

And winning condescension would address 

The lowest of his soldiers, whom if known 

A worthy man, the duties of his place 

Performing well, he honour’d as a friend 

And fellow-warrior. Oft the tranced mind 

Of listening multitudes he would inspire 

To solemn hope of future heavenly bliss; 

And while themselves survived, that they should see 
Won for their country peace and happiness. 


“¢ Banish despair, (the royal chief would say) 2354 
And bear in mind that without evil mix’d 
Nothing or good or great is given to man. 
This earthly scene is but a transient stage 
Of trial, that for nobler, better life 
Prepares us, if we cherish virtuous deeds. 
The friends whose loss we mourn, fallen in the cause, 
Of their dear country, liberty and heaven, 
Are but before us gone to share rewards 
Of heavenly happiness. Toil, pain, and care, 
Are doom’d on earth the price by which we gain, 
And must preserve, whatever dear we hold 
Or prize as estimable, so to train 2366 
And exercise our lives in patient virtue. 
Each has his part assign’d, to every man 
His proper duties given, and every man 
Obedient, good, wins in this glorious cause 
Immortal honour: and from earth removed, 
If by these feelings led, shall sure obtain 
Communion meet in heaven with those bright trains 
Of faithful angels, who in virtue tried, 
Glide through the worlds of light in perfect bliss. 
These from above, men’s weak contentions eye 
Averse, or with superior looks of pity, 
As knowing all but creatures of one kind, 2378 
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Bound on one journey to an earthly grave, —_2379 
Yet meant for various scenes of happiness, 

Or misery, as on earth their various works 

Have fitted them to rank in either state. 

Then cherish hope: heaven sure must be our friend. 
Since ’tis for heaven we fight; and with its aid, 
We yet shall live to see our country’s weal 

By our own toils achieved, and all our hopes 
With ample consummation crown’d. Be firm, 

Be brave, as wont. Life kept for misery 

And foul dishonour sure ‘is nothing worth. 

Lost in the cause of virtue, it remains 2390 
The noble price of victory and the bliss 

Of England and your sons to latest time.” 


Thus waned the hours, till now the soften’d light 
Of evening tinged with gold the dewy air. 
Nor less among the Danes religious zeal 
For every fallen hero framed a tomb. 
Wide o’er the plain, directing pious rites, 
The chieftains stray. In lofty mounds are laid 
The breathless warriors, in their armour clad, 
And near them shield and spear reposed. Full oft 
Within the stiffen’d hand is placed a cup 2401 
Gold-tipt, triumphant guerdon from the crest 
Torn of a conquer’d foe, which they may lift 
With honour in Valhalla’s festive halls. 
The sacred priests attend around, and loud 
Invoke the almighty Odin to defend 
These graves by holy tomb-fires hovering near 
From sacrilegious rapine. Obsequies 
Of solemn pomp inhume the last remains 
Of Frena, fallen chief. His stern-look’d powers 
First on a rising mount, from far beheld, 
Heap a tall mass of earth: then in its womb 
They place their leader’s honour’d corse: around 
A silent multitude admiring stands, 
Through whose thick throng with wonted pomp is led 
The buried hero’s war-horse, in array 
Of battle. rich-caparison’d. Beside 
The lofty mound they lead him: then approach 
The priests, who lifting their fix’d eyes to heaven, 
And uttering to the Gods mysterious prayers, | 
Plunge in his heart the knife of sacrifice. 
Prostrate on earth, the bleeding steed they lift 
Near his dead master; and around them place 
Armour, and ornaments of gold, and cups 
Won from the scalps of fallen foes, to grace 2425 
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Their splendid entrance into Odin’s courts. —2426 
Closed the huge sepulchre, the bards advance, 
And to the sounding harp attune the song 

Of fame, in memory of the hero dead. 


‘¢ Awake, immortal melodies: float soft, 

Ye heavenward breezes, let the tide of song 

Roll on your wings a mighty warrior’s praise. 
Frena, the great, the powerful, borne on high 
Beyond the summit of heaven’s arched bridge, 
Enters Valhalla’s mansions. He in fight 

Fell sword in hand, nor left in vain the hills 2436 
And pine-clad precipices; where he held 

Kingly dominion, ere his thronging ships 

Bore his collected powers to [ingland’s shores. 

But peace and calm content could never hold 

His noble spirit-confined. With power and rage 
Terrible as Niord, when his vast voice 

Bids the dark-swelling ocean scale the stars 

And calls the frighted Gods, he furious came 

To seek his foes. Omnipotent as Thor 

Who in his hand the blasting thunder sways 

That volleying shakes the skies, the hero burst 
Upon the astonish’d land. Along the beach 2448 
Stood his collected host, sublime as towers, 

In armour brilliant as the palaces 

Of Odin, roof’d with golden shields. They pour’d 
O’er all the plains, tremendous as the snow 

That from four corners of the world shall rush 

At once, and darken heaven, the destined sign 

Of that tremendous time arrived, when Gods 

Must yield to ruin. Them their monarch led 
Burning in flamy steel, and to the view 

Seem’d Surtur, horrid King, when he shall head 
From mid their world of fire the giants huge 

Of Muspelsheim, blazing in-sun-bright ranks. 2460 
Against his foes the impetuous hero drove, 

Fierce as a meteor sallies o’er the sky, 

When every sea-wave glares with lurid light. 

He sat upon his steed brilliant as day, 

The son of night, who on his shining horse 

Rides o’er the world and from his splendid mane 
Shakes radiance. In amaze his powerless foes 
Stood palsied, and beheld his rushing powers 
Terrific, deathful, as the gulfy jaws 

Of Niflheim’s dark abode, where rivers roll 
Anguish, and tempest, and perdition. These 
Drove on with clamour, furious as the winds 2472 
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Roar through the mountain caverns that alarm 
The trembling savage in his inmost den. 

Beneath the mighty chief’s resistless arm 

Fell his proud foes, as from Norwegian hills 

By tempests torn, blown from the thundering deep, 
Riven crags descend, heap’d high with ice-bound 
Amid the fight he raged with awful voice _[snow. 
Loudly resounding, as the northern seas 

Roar mid opposing isles, and shake the towers 

Of Odin’s stately city and the woods 

Of ancient Funen. Scatter’d legions fled 
Confused along the plain, as when in storms 2484 
Collected navies, borne on mountainous waves, 
Soar o’er the main, till whelm’d on rocks and shoals 
Their floating fragments spread the surge afar. 
Amid the bloody torrents stalk’d the chief, 
Disdaining death, till, his last hour arrived, 

He, by the Valkyries exulting mark’d 

For honourable fate, fell as a rock 

That overbrows the deep, by rushing tides 

Long undermined, with horrible uproar 

Sinks mid the swelling ocean. Death to him 
Delicious came, ecstatic as the love 

Of the chaste virgin, when with eager arms 2496 
After some hard-fought day she to her breast 
Receives her gallant hero, and her eyes 

Beaming blue lustre, gazing fondness, speak 

Her silent transport. Boundless shall his fame 
For ages last, extensive as the glance 

Of Odin from his throne, when he surveys 

All worlds; yet fairer than the evening star, 

Who ere approaching night ascends the skies 

On her dew-shedding steed, through soft-hued trees 
Pours her mild beams serene. Immortal song 
Shall still renew his name, as the green pine 
Waves his fresh branches in the shower of spring. 
Nor here shall end his glory. Vying bards 

In presence of heaven’s King shall sound his deeds 
Unceasing, through Valhalla’s courts gold-paved.” 


Conspicuous near the tomb, the monarch-chief 
Stood, and with joy listen’d the song of praise 
Tuned to the memory of a much-loved friend, 
Fallen in war. Now o’er the busy plain 
The thronging multitudes advance, and raise 
Aloft with mighty labour ponderous stones, 
Monuments of the fight, whose pillar’d bulk 
Might to the passing traveller long recal 2519 
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The scene of blood and point the warriors’ graves. 
On every hand the sovereign general moves, 
Inspiring solemn ardour, for he spoke, 

W here’er he pass’d, of never-ending fame, 

Glory and rich dominion to be won 

On earth by toils like these, and after death 
Eternal bliss in heaven, the bright reward 

Of valour, tried amid the bloody field. 

That England’s total realm should own them Lords: 
When banishing ignoble peace, and arts 
Unworthy heroes, war, unceasing war, 2530 
Should flourish through the land, the certain gate 
Opening admission into Odin’s halls : 

Nor ample spoil should fail: these fertile fields 
Should yield exhaustless plenty: well exchanged 
For icy hills, and savage-haunted woods. 

While in that mean religion’s room profess’d 

By their blind foes, their own bold faith should claim 
All men as votaries, and should uplift 

Proud altars to their Gods on every plain. 


Now o’er the cope of heaven soft-winged night 
Had drawn her starry veil, and shades obscure 
Declined upon the earth. The scene of fight 2542 
The warriors leave, and through the general camp 
Prepare the feast. The chiefs convene, as wont, 
Within their sovereign’s tent, and there partake 
Around his festal board princely regale. 

The flesh of deer, and oxen ta’en in spoil, 

Steams plenteous o’er the table. Virgins hand 

To every hero the deep-curved horn, 

Inlaid with gold, or skull of spotless white, 

FilPd with rich mead. Proceeds the splendid feast, 
While bards with warlike song inspire the hope 
Of never-withering fame. Converse ensues, 
While each his thought proposes for the array 2654 
Of future fields, and chiefs debating form 

Their coming plans, by morn to be review’d 

In solemn council, and as wont confirm’d. 


Swift flew the hours, till o’er the silent world 
Night held her mid dominion. All retire 
To their dark-curtain’d domes, seeking repose. 
But Guthrun, press’d with sorrow, and intent 
On lofty meditations, sleepless sat 
Awhile within his tent: then pass’d unseen 
O’er the dim field of death, till he approach’d 
Alone and pensive the high-shadowing tomb 2565 
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Of Frena, fallen King. Awhile he stood 2566 
Silent beside the grave. Awful appear’d 
The scene around. Now was the dreary time, 
The dead of night, when swift the flitting stars 
Shot o’er the troubled sky. Uncertain clouds 
Roll’d dark before the moon, whose shadows huge | 
Moved slow along the earth. The wolf's deep howl 
Sounded from far. Hollow the dismal wind 
Moan’d through the waving woods. The boding owl 
Flapp’d by, and to the startled thought gave sign 
That now the hour had rule, when spirits of night 
Roam o’er the world, on various doom of evil 2577 
Charged to mankind. Fronting the charmed north 
The monarch stood, and solemn with his spear [face 
Touch’d the new tomb. Heavenward he raised his 
Dim-seen beneath his helm. The moon-beams show’d 
O’er his stern features an unusual tint 
Of paleness spread, that spoke the labouring mind 
Inrapt in earnest thought. Whom thus intent 
The demon powers observed, not without awe 
Moved at his mien. They recollecting straight 
Their former purpose, instantly concert 
Fulfilment of their deep designs. 

The King, 2589 
Swelling with high emotion, vents his prayer. 


“‘ Ghost of departed Frena, friend beloved, 
Whether thy soul yet hovers o’er this earth, 
Or seated near the throne of Valhall’s King 
Enjoys sublime pre-eminence, my voice 
Invokes thee. By thy fame in songs of bards 
Eternally inroll’d, by thy high place 
W on in the ranks of heaven’s inhabitants, 
By all the bodies of thy countrymen 
Slain upon England’s plains, by Odin’s love, 
By the dark gates of hell, thee I adjure. 2600 
Hear me, oh! hear. Be it thy holy care 
In every scene of death to watch the host 
Bereft of thee. Them to the favouring love 
Of every God commend, but to the God 
Of battle chief, that never fear may taint 
One Danish heart, but to the combat all 
May rush, disdaining death, and sword in hand 
Fall in the blood-drench’d field, each in his hour ; 
Mark’d by the watchful Valkyries. Whence all 
Shall in due time enjoy communion proud 
With thee and noblest heroes, and partake 
In presence of heaven’s King ecstatic feasts, 2612 
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Drinking rich mead from skulls of fallen foes: 2613 
Till by celestial battles long matured 

For nobler enterprises, they aspire 

From her original enemies to guard 

Assailed Nature, and when worlds shall sink 

In final ruin, for reward to win 

Gimle’s abodes, and never-ending joys.” — 


Instant slow-rolling o’er the lofty tomb, 
Thick clouds descend: amid whose meteor-fires 
Pale-flashing, dim appears a shadowy shape, 
Of awful view : formless and dark, it seems 2623 
To the bewilder’d gaze a being arm’d 
Obscure with mighty shield, bedropp’d with blood. 
Near its vast transient limbs appears to rise 
A spear, and as at times the winds upraise 
Its flaky locks, to sight is slow reveal’d 
A death-pale visage, wearing like the looks 
Of Frena, when alive. The moon scarce shed 
Her beams on the dread image. In its shades 
It stood, and bending forth its fleeting arm, 
A moment glanced upon the earth its eyes 
Livid, like stars that fading quit the night. 
At last a hollow voice thus broke the air. 2635 


‘‘Thear thee, mighty King; and though my spirit 
Now holds converse with heavenly beings, mark 
Thy prayer. The Gods with favour thee behold. 
Be firm; prepare; for hark! I tell thee now, 
That won to share thy glorious enterprise, 

Ere to Valhalla’s glittering halls I fly, 
A God will deign to speak with mortal man.” 


So saying, swiftly vanish’d as to air 
The dreadful shape. Amid expanding light 
Sublimer visions on the sight arose. 2645 
A stupefactive trance o’erpower’d each sense 
Of the awe-wilder’d King, as fix’d he stood, 
Meekly adoring, while the veil of night 
Withdrawn, amid the open’d air display’d 
To his enlighten’d eyes the pomp of Gods 
Preparing to depart to Valhall’s courts. 
Conspicuous, arm’d in steel, with clashing noise 
The God of war came striding over clouds, 
A pillar huge of fire; likest a storm [flame. 
O’ershadowing heaven, pregnant with sulphurous 
His golden shield beam’d like the setting sun. 
His dreadful sword was in his hand: his look 2657 
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Might wither armies; and upon his crest 2658 
Death sat, too terrible to view. Around [steeds 
Throng’d Valkyries arm’d: and chariots bright and 
Innumerous waited near, that bore alike 

Celestial shapes, or fill’d with hosts of slain. 

Tyr, God of single fight, scarce curb’d awhile 

The impatient tigers, ready now for flight, 

That bore the chariot of heaven’s mighty King. 

A pproach’d the OMNIPOTENT, until he stood 
Near the prostrated chief, to whose rapt ears 
These awful words like bursting thunder roll’d. 2668 


‘* Hail, Guthrun: fear not: thine heroic deeds 
Odin approves, and seconds thy designs. 
Thee in my favour high I hold. Come then: 
Enjoy a glorious meed, to living man 
Yetnever granted. Toward heaven’s glittering coasts 
E’en now I part with my celestial train, 
Bearing from earth. my prize of heroes fallen, 
Grasping their swords in the last bloody fight. 
Ascend with us: for thou shalt now receive 
Ocular proof: that taught thou may’st inspire 
Thy countrymen, and to their sense relate 
All thou shalt see, all that for every man 2680 
Bold in the cause of valour is prepared. 
Fear not: unharm’d thou shalt to earth return, 
Ere the first glance of early morning shine. 
And in Valhalla’s courts I will present 
To thy delighted hand heaven-temper’d arms, 
With which in future fields thou may’st contend 
Invincible, and all thy mighty aims 
Accomplish. — Rise—leap to thy feet erect.” 


So saying, the God with his protruded sword 
Touch’d the prone chief: a sudden rapture thrill’d 
Through all his limbs, of earth unborn. His frame 
Seem’d all-intranced. Led by the Deity, 

He to a lofty chariot sprang, whose reins 
The intrepid Tyr swift-seized, and to his seat 
Ascended proud, all-arm’d in radiant brass, 
That loud-resounded as beside the chief 
He took his place. 
Wing’d steeds display’d abroad 
Their vans, awaiting signal to depart : 
While all the bright procession in array 
Marshal their awful pomp, ready alike | 
For their celestial voyage. Round the scene 
The intranced monarch cast his eyes, and saw 2703 


BOOK V. 233 


The shadowy form of Frena toward the car 2704 
Ascend of Odin, where in crowds appear 
The ghosts of warriors, bloody, pale, each shape 
And visage in the troubled memory 
Fresh of the Danish chief: for all had late 
Follow'd him to the field of death. Where’er 
He look’d, each heavenly being seem’d to bear 
On steed or car heroic shapes, their swords 
Gore-red, dim-gleaming through a veil of clouds. 
Soon to his throne sublime heaven’s King advanced, 
And with his flamy sword, like thunder, smote 
His shield, the sign for his throng’d host to move. 
All straight obey : and urge their transient course 
Through the mid air: in order due they sail 
Wide o’er the skies ascending, and below 
Survey the countries of the various earth 
Swiftly recede, as over each they pass: 2720 
The amazed monarch of his partner God 
Enquires., : 
~ Tn what dominion of the world 
First shall we hail the fiery bridge of heaven?” 
To whom benign the God. ‘‘ Wait but awhile: 
Soon o’er the middle of the earth high-raised, 
Above Asgard’s proud fortress, mid whose towers 
Frequent the Gods descend and through the air 
Perform their various errands, we shall view 
The burning arch that to the realms of light 
Leads up direct.” He scarce had spoke, when lo! 
Beathing before their eyes from either end 
Of heaven in vast expanse a colour’d bow 
Rose high, that as they nearer drew admiring 
Seem’d all construct of solid fire: from far 
Rainbow in aspect, such as mortal men 
Behold when showery clouds oppose the sun. 
Now its contiguous frame to sight display’d 
Divinest art, which of concentred flames 2739 
Had wrought a massy bridge, the glittering road 
For Gods ’twixt heaven and earth to pass at will. 
Under its radiant vault a thousand hosts 
Rushing conjunct to battle might have moved 
With order undisturb’d. 

Aloft wide-blazed 
Near the broad confines of apparent heaven 
A fortress huge, built on the dazzling arch, 
With towers sublime, impenetrable, vast, 
And every martial work by art of Gods 
Through many an age invented for defence. 
The enraptured chieftain much the work admired, 
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As on the frame superb he fix’d his gaze, 2752 
When thus his high companion. ‘ Yon bright fort, 
Whose warlike structure so attracts thy view, 
Is Heimdall’s vast abode, the Sentry-God, 
Whose sacred charge is, as thou know’st, to guard 
Heaven’s entrance from the assaults of mighty foes, 
Oft sallying from their worlds beneath, in hope 
To storm her mansions ere their destined time. 
He knows their power, and mindful of surprise 
Sleeps less than birds that guard their young: he 
A hundred leagues around: and lifts on high [looks 
A trumpet, whose vast roar sounds through all worlds. 
But neither this stupendous bridge, nor aught 
Strong or terrific in yon fort inclosed, 2765 
Nor substance through all nature, must intend 
Resistance, on that last tremendous day, 
Twilight of Gods, when Loke’s fell progeny, 
And all the sons of Muspell’s fiery world, 
By Surtur led, leagued with the giant host 
Troop’d from aerial deeps, shall o’er the earth 
Burst in wide flaming ranks, and this huge arch 
Crushing beneath their weight, invade heaven’s tow- 
While Gods and hosts of Heroes numberless [ers: 
Shall strive in vain to ward destructive fires, 
Hurl’d over all Creation.” 

‘“« Awful time!” 
Return’d the attentive monarch, ‘‘ well may then 
The Almighty Father to his blest abodes 
Lift, and inure to battle, heroes tried 
In valour, to contend with foes like these !” 


Thus as they talk, the gorgeous pomp ascends 
The broad and gold-bright road, resplendent more 
Than that fair starry way in heaven, surnamed 
The Galaxy; and past the fort divine 
Moves in long train. The conscious Deity, 2786 
Who there held residence, the passing state 
Honours with blasts of sounding alchemy 
That shake the basis of heaven’s vaulted bridge; 
Till near its centre now arrived, behold ! 

The amazing prospect from below unfolds 

Full on the view. The hero lost in awe 

Gazed downward, while his prompt associate shew’d 
With pointing hand the system of the worlds, 
Visible thence. Beneath the central arch 

A mighty citadel deep-reach’d, until 

It touch’d the middle of the earth, outstretch’d 
Below in various prospect, which appear’'d —.2798 
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A ponderous globe, within a vast abyss 2799 
Floating of serene air, and girt with seas. 


‘‘ That is the citadel of Gods,” exclaim’d 
The heavenly shape, “ Asgard its name, whence oft 
They issue through the air, and o’er the earth, 
Bent on good offices to man. But mark! [night 
Where betwixt earth and heaven, the dark-brow’d 
Sails on her shadowy car, drawn by her steed 
Rimfaxé from whose mane and foamy bit 
Hoar-frost and dews drop o’er the earth. The moon, 
Within his variable chariot throned, 2809 
Waits on her pomp, with all yon train of stars. 
These first speed round the world. Day follows 
Celestial child of Night, whose fulgent state [next, 
Skinfaxé draws, fair steed, that waves abroad 
His golden mane, illumining the air 
And all the earth. Yonder thou mayst discern 
Their confines, changed with lightanddark. The sun 
Throned in her chariot, work of Odin’s hand, 
Attends Day’s moving splendour. Swiftly fly 
Both sun and moon, endanger’d still, for foes 
Pursue them ever, wolf-like shapes, that seek 
Them to devour, their prey, and sometimes reach 
Each tardier light. .Then struggles fierce ensue, 
As thou hast seen, which to the darken’d world 
Cause those dread eclipses, when conscious men 
Strive with deep noise and clamours to affright 
The monsters from their grasp.— Cast now thine eyes 
Afar beyond the north of earth’s broad globe.— 
Yon darkly-gleaming, rocky, ice-heap’d piles, 
That seen at times amid tempestuous air 
Frown on the brink of night, are Niflheim’s world, 
The abodes of woe and death, where Hela holds 
Hideous dominion, and dark rivers roll 
Poison, and tears of coward men, who there 2833 
Eternal-tortured float.— Now thwart the abyss 
Carry thy vast survey, far past the south 
Of the terrestrial ball. Yon lurid fires 
That redd’ning glare amid dim-clouded space 
Shew Muspelsheim’s dread world, where Surtur rules 
His giant legions through vast realms of flame, 
Their armour and their element, to Gods 
Awfullest adversaries.— All between 
These distant worlds, lies an immense abyss 
Of calm and serene air, in which hangs poised 
Earth’s globe, the Vessel of the Ages, built 
By power divine of old. Through such expanse 
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Aérial, dwell the Giants of the Frost, 2846 
Who there roam unconfined, and proud construct 
A ship, which on the last dread day their chief 
Rymer shall steer upon earth’s ocean, swell’d 

In storming deluge over all her climes 

By the huge serpent there inclosed, whom Fate 
Shall then to a terrific spectre change, 

Joining heaven’s congregated enemies. — 

Hence, as thou seest, we gain a shadowy glimpse 
Of nature’s various worlds ; but our faint view 
Holds no compare with Odin’s clear survey, 
When in his heavenly city above our heads 2857 
High-raised upon his blazing.throne, he eyes 
Creation through, and marks the various works 
Of all its habitants.—That city soon 

And proud monarchal throne we shall behold.” 


So as he spoke, the ascending state had reach’d 
The climes of heaven, while the translated chief 
Perceived around irradiate air, that breathed 
Ecstatic influence: and his eye was seized 
With prospect of unutterable glories 
On every hand. A city first they pass 
Close on the frontiers, where the fiery arch — 2868 
Pontifical conjoins these beamy realms, 

And mark admiring its huge garrison, 

Gleaming of solid steel: which soon the God 
Announced as Himinborg’s aspiring towers. 

But these scarce held their view : for now arose 
On the rapt sight, sublime in fields of air, 

- A far refulgent city, o’er Asgard 

Vertical and the earth, its gorgeous frame 

Built of pure silver, and uplift displaying 
Imperial palaces with golden shields 

All-roof’'d. Superb-exalted in the midst, 
Magnificence (all other far surpass’d 2880 
That else had shone pre-eminent) a throne 

Of blood-red columns raised, with arched dome 
High over-hung, more dazzling than the sun 
Setting at eve amid the crimson waves. 

Might seem that all heaven’s riches were profused 
O’er this triumphant glory. Sovereign power 
Blazed in its aspect, and bespoke the God 

_ Who there dispensed dominion. Nor the chief 
Waited to hear this as the throne announced [claim’d. 
Of heaven’s high King, which its own pomp pro- 
He knew the Godlike structure, and with awe 
Hail’d Lidskialfa, famed on earth, there called 
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Terror of nations: and the city knew 2893 
Valaskialf, of Odin loved abode. 

Which pass’d, far spread on either hand he sees 
Many celestial cities, wanting none 

Majestic garrisons. In each appear’d 

Beings of shape divine, who thronging came, 

To mark the proud procession, as it pass’d 
Through heaven’s wide regions. Alfheim’s tower’d 
They pass, abodes of glorious essences, [walls 
Bright as the rays of noon. Breidalblik next 

For beauty famed they mark, where Balder holds 
His kingly palaces, the radiant son 2904 
Of Odin, prime in eloquence and grace ; 

Q’er whose cerulean pillars were inscrib’d 

Verses that fervent-utter’d could recal 

The dead to life. Next Glitner’s flame-hued spires 
They in their course approach, whose mansions all 
Beam’d of pure gold, with silver roof'd, where held 

Forseté, Balder’s son, his splendid courts, 

Ever employ’d to reconcile disputes 

Of Gods or heroes. Now their pomp arrives 

That holy city, capital of heaven, 

Where all the Gods hold residence, each day 

Hither resorting on fleet steeds or cars, 2916 

With purpose to consult on nature’s works 

And the decrees of fate. All glories here 

August were met; empyreal courts, and domes 
Enshrined with regal ornament, adapt 

For heaven’s potential governors. Advance 

Full through the midst of this metropolis 

The stranger cars, and cross the central plain, 

Ida surnamed of Gods, on which appears 

The hall magnificent of purest gold, 

Where twelve deputed judges daily sit 

Around a throne raised for heaven’s puissant King 
On lofty seats, deliberating there 2928 
Celestial government, and to dispense 

Justice to Gods and men. In this fair clime 
They mark the Goddess-mansion, Vinglod named, 
Abode of love and friendship. Beams around 
Each shape to female beauty dear; and grace 
Still-varying charms the gaze. Immortal flowers 
Bloom all in sight. Music usurps the air: 

Doves sit on bowers, bending with nectar’d fruits, 
Cooing their notes of love to melody 

Of other warbling birds that deck the groves, 
Or swan-like sail on silvery lakes, whose breast 
Reflected grandeur blent with rural scenes. 2940 
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Here stands the palace of heaven’s matchless Queen, 

Goddess of love and beauty; long surnamed 

By the celestials, ‘‘ Union of the World.” 

Near which proud seat, attracted next the view 

The artists’ glittering hall, dear to the Gods, 

Where furnaces wide-blazed, and anvils rung, 

And sounding hammers, with all instruments 

Meet for the forge : for here famed artizans 

Wrought for the Gods in gold, or brilliant stone, 

Or polish’d wood, armour, and chariots rich, 

And every work apt for the field or dome. 

Now first with rapt amaze the Danish King, 2952 

Whose sense yet other wonders had absorb’d, 

Perceives aloft a tree immense, whose arms 

Wide-branching overhead, roof beyond sight, 

As with a verdurous canopy, all heaven, 

With all her cities, e’en the fulgent throne 

Of Odin, thence conspicuous. Straight his thought 

Remembers that fame-honour’d Ash, by bards 

On earth named Hydrasil, with holiest awe 

Ever express’d, whose triple-parted root 

O’er heaven,o’er Nifiheim’s world, and o’er the earth 

Was sung diffused. To his admiring look 

His Partner-God yields answering speech, and tells 

That this is that transcendent, awful tree, 

Shadow or image of Eternity, 

Or Power Supreme, omniscient, yet unknown, 

Which in his vast embrace contains wide heaven 

With all her continents, and Gods, and men: 

One root fix’d here, another over earth 

Extending downward through the vast abyss, 

Under which second root deep-hidden springs 

The fount of truth and wisdom,.and the last 

Wide-spreading root borne over Niflheim’s world, 

Shadowing the realms of death, where coward men 

Are punish’d everlastingly. 2976 
. - Deep-felt 

Astonishment enwraps the labouring mind 

Of Guthrun, pondeting such supernal power.— 

To join the bright procession on its way 

Toward Valhall’s palaces, the Gods now throng, 

And Goddess-train, from out their starry homes. 

These leaving straight their orient capital 

Pass near its confines a wide-salient spring, 

The Fountain of Time-past, upon whose brink 

Shines a superb and much revered abode 

Dwelt by the Fates, three sister-virgins, named 

Past, Present, and Future, who from this fount 2988 
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Draw water, and to every man dispense 2989 
His destiny and age; to some men good, 
To others evil: whence these powers may well 
From men claim admiration high and prayers. 
The King had heard their station, and adored 
Their attributes. His sociate Deity 
Tells now, that intervening object none 
Will stay their course, ere they arrive the fields 
For battle destined, spread around the towers 
Of Valhall, beaming far. Joy all his frame 
Pervaded, that so soon he should behold 
The assembled heroes, during many an age _—3000 
Translated into heaven. | 
Straight they perceive [flowers 
Green champains, wide-outspread, teeming with 
And richest herbs, blood-fed : for these the plains 
Were to the King display’d, where in array 
Of martial splendour from Valhalla’s courts 
Effused, innumerable heroes mix 
Each day in fight, and all the storm of war 
Provoke, till evening’s shade, when all the dead 
Rise up unhurt, and back to their wide domes 
March to partake luxurious feasts, and quaff 
Mead from the skulls of foes o’erpower’d on earth. 
Across these spacious scenes the advancing pomp 
Proceeds, and strown around on every hand 
Perceives celestial armour, shields and spears 
In conflict riven, and many a vestige plain 
Of furious carnage, there achieved. 
At length 
Appear Valhalla’s glories. From afar 
Innumerable gates blaze on the sight, 
Likest the purple doors whence on the world 
Aurora from the chambers of the east 
Lets out the sun. Towers, columns, monuments, 
Flaming with orient radiance to the clouds 8024 
Rise, and o’er each victorious trophies, plumed 
Standards, and kingly tufas, and ensigns 
With gems or crescents all anneal’d, and wove 
With tissued light, in rich expansion wave, 
Whose silvery wings create a beamy heaven, 
More splendid than when Hesperus leads on 
His starry host. At sight of which, his shield 
The Almighty Father strikes, whose awful roar 
Announced, as wont, his proud approach, while all 
The new heaven-wafted ghosts upsent a shriek 
Of eager acclamation to behold 
Their future blissful home. Skill’d in the sign, 3036 
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Forth from Valhalla’s courts through countless gates 
The hosts of conscious warriors rush to meet 
With seemly state heaven’s mighty King, all cased 
In wide-resplendent arms on plumed steeds 
Caparison’d in gold, in numbers more 
Unnumber’d, than the ocean-waves that rise 
Successive-dancing in the rays of morn. 
Trumpets resounding, and the neigh of steeds 
Deafen with warlike noise the air, while all 
The gorgeous pageantry in union vast 
Enters superb pavilions, paved with stars, 
Whose ceiling, of refulgent shields compact, 3048 
Within its ample skiey-vaulted cope 
Held thrones innumerous and order’d seats 
Of sapphire or of crystal, but more rich 
Than eastern Sultan spreads, when wondering realms 
Behold his regal state display profused 
All India’s gather’d wealth. 

To solemn seats 
Approach the whole procession in array ; 
While all the stranger ghosts with honour due 
Are led by Deities to lofty thrones. 
The all-beauteous Frea and the Valkyries 
Place in conspicuous range her boasted half, 3060 
Borne from the field of death. Then heaven’s high 
In sight of all the assembly toward the midst [King 
Leads Guthrun’s tranced frame, and him to all 
By name announces, as a mighty chief, 
Of heaven high-favour’d, and enjoying now 
Honours to living man yet never shewn; 
Translated before death to view the abodes 
Of blissful heroes, whom his wars on earth 
Shall soon increase with many a legion, fallen 
In bloody fight. For his victorious arms 
Shall soon a broad and fertile isle subdue, 
Albion far-famed, and o’er her gore-fed plains 3072 
Raise warlike altars to admiring Gods, 
Till the dread twilight come, ending all worlds. 


All hail the chieftain, and with ardent look 
Survey him, high-applauded. Ecstasy 
Thrill’d through his every sense, and in his eyes 
Sparkled delight, as mid the joyous host 
He mark’d full many a warrior-shape, on earth 
Once known in fields of fame, now on whose helms 
Shone diadems, their valour’s meed. Him soon 
A former Danish King, his country’s boast, 
Of bards the darling theme, himself a son $083 
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$y nte whose crowded ships had o’er the main 
: terror, and with slaughter dyed each shore, 

(Hi “t; great name, approach’d, and by the hand 

omn announcing) seized the awe-struck chief— 

Relate "8 with him straight, the death-changed 
imsel¢ that ere his earthly life expired, § [King 
had felt the glorious hope to win 
Ith sword and fire England’s all-beauteous realms, 

Fairest of isles, and lay her people low, 

Food for the wolves and eagles, till the land 

For Odin had become the favour’d seat, 

Perpetual scene of wars; but England’s King 3095 

Hilla, a foe of savage cruelty, 

There held him captive, and by serpent stings 

At last assail’d his life. There he had learnt 

Fate govern’d all things, and to him forbade 

A glory, sole reserved by destiny 

And will of Gods for Guthrun, honour’d name, 

Who these high acts achieving, should at length 

Fall mid the storm of fight, and soon partake 

Valhalla’s glories, which to win, no pangs, 

No earthly sufferings, were too hard to dure. 3105 


High swell’d the living monarch’s soul to hear 4 
These words transporting, and in all his thoughts 
Conquest then seem’d presaged ; while other dead 
Obeisance due and honour to his state 
Offer around. 

Meantime heaven’s awful Sire 
Ascended his empyreal seat: from whence 
He moderates the counsels of the brave, 
And rules their vast assembly. Nor he seem’d 
Less than Olympian Jove, when throned aloft 
Mid the celestial powers, his awful brows 
Nod his unchangeable decrees, and shake 
All heaven. 3118 
Majestic to his side he calls 
The Danish monarch, and in view of all © 
Takes from his treasured stores coruscant arms, 
Cuirass, and helm, hauberk, and pliant mail 
Divinely wrought, and to the adoring gaze 
Expands an ostentatious shield, where art 
Had every form of warlike terror spread 
With matchless dignity. Smooth-flowing greaves 
A nd gauntlets next he brought, and in his grasp 
Uplifting all, to the extended arms 
Presented of the wondering chief, whom awe 
And ecstasy absorb’d, while to his ear 3130 
VOL. I. R 
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This high injunction came. 3131 
‘“‘ Receive, bold King, 

A pledge triumphant of heaven’s high regard, 

These glorious, godlike arms, which wear on earth 

Intrepid, knowing them to mortal stroke 

Invulnerable, till that destined time 

When to thy conquering host all England’s realms 

Shall yield o’erpower’d, and thou and thine shall spoil 

Her rich dominions. Which great task achieved, 

Remember ever thy commission’d charge 

By sword and fire to extirpate from her soil 

Christ’s despicable faith, and in its room 3142 

Plant worship of ourselves and full belief 

Of all these blissful glories which thine eyes 

Haveseen,and still shallview. Whence in duetime 

Fast-spreading like a deluge from the loins 

Of the disburthen’d North, this martial faith 

Shall all the world convert, and thus embroil 

All countries, and all men, in endless wars. 

For this high duty be it thy proud meed 

At last to fall amid the gory field [live 

Transpierced with wounds; thence after death to 

Enroll’d in songs of bards, while borne on high 

In my attendant car thy soul shall rise 3154 

To these bless’d regions, and partake these joys, 

Till heaven’s last twilight come. - Then, after worlds 

Have sunk in ruin, when ourselves must yield 

To our predestined foes, thou shalt survive 

For ever, high-removed to dwell amid 

Thy brave companions, fallen on earthly fields, 

In Gimlé’s boundless heaven of light and bliss. 

But come: ere thou depart to earth, the feasts 

And wars of heroes shall delight thy stay, 

And yield a foretaste of thy future joys.” 


So as he spoke, harmonious music rose 3165 
On wings of ecstasy from thousand harps 
Of heavenly minstrels: chief from Braga’s shell, 
The God of song: in liquid concert join’d 
By warbling flutes. Signal not unobserved ; 
For at the sound the vast assemblage rose, 
And moved in order toward the festal hall 
Divine, where stretching o’er the sight appear’d 
Tables immense with every dainty spread 
Provoking appetite, and luscious mead 
Mantling in many a skull of spotless white, 
Or golden goblets, foaming broad around. 
At equal intervals a Goddess train 8177 
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Oreist fair Valkyries, waiting the array 3178 

All tak ed heroes at each sumptuous board. 

High a their seats, and on a separate throne 

vate, the universal Sire 

® his state; whose spiritual essence needs 
Of hea Ce none, save from the enlivening fumes 

T ®n-press’d wine. Swift to his lofty crest 
WO tavens fly, Spirit and Memory named, 

Wafting the news of all things through the world 
Passing, while he with favouring eye o’erlooks 

The genial pleasures of his happy hosts. 

These throng’d partake magnificent regale, 3189 

Delicious flesh of boars, on earth admired, 

And quaff at large from deep capacious skulls 

Won from the scalps of foes, rich-sparkling mead. 

The admiring Guthrun all the scene observed 

Deep-moved, and knew all as he heard proclaim’d 

In songs of earthly bards. Nor fail’d he then 

To join the splendid revelry, and taste 

Celestial food, while to his honour’d hand 

The Valkyries present a golden cup, 

Exclaiming, ‘‘ Freely drink : no surfeit fear, 

Nor vacancy, for from her flowing teats 

A fair she-goat high-feeding on the leaves 3201 

Of the eternal Hydrasil distils 

Each day, of hydromel unfailing streams, 

Copious to satisfy heaven’s endless hosts.” 


Mirth crown’d the lavish festival, and swift 
Flew the gay time, as bards divine rehearsed 
Heroic acts, and sounding music peal’d, 

Till at a sign from Odin’s lifted hand, 

Hark! from afar the piercing cry ascends 

Of the ferocious cock, signal of war; 

The heroes from their seats start up, and seize 
Their arms, all-hastening through unfolded gates 
To the grim fields of fight. Chariots and steeds 
Await their coming, and with martial noise 

All heaven resounds, as thronging they advance 
In multitudinous phalanxes, led on 

Under extended banners to the roar 

Of drums and clarions, trumpets, harps, and shouts. 


The passing crowds the Danish King pursues, 
Burning with eager fury to behold 
Their dread, triumphant transports, and congress 
Of their embattled legions. To his side 
Tyr joins his steps, and both together mount 3228 
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A high, refulgent chariot, whose ascent 3224 
Commanded prospect of the champain scene, 
Within whose concave in array were laid 

The monarch’s armour, Odin’s splendid gift. 
Them heaven’s almighty father in his car, 
Surrounded with celestial moving pomp, 
Accompanied: and soon their state arrives 

The iltimitable fields, where swift array’d 

In two opposing armies, stood adverse 

The blazing wars of heaven’s translated powers. 
Nor paused: for each innumerable host 
Fierce-rushing opposite conjoins afar 3235 
Tremendous conflict. Thunder then ’gan roar 
Throughout all heaven. Then shook the solid towers 
Of all her cities, and Valhalla rung 

Horrible echoes; while the boundless air 

Rain’d death, toud-shattering adamantine arms 
With dark incumbent ruin. Flaming far, 
Chariots all dash’d with gore, and steeds, and shields 
In fierce commotion mix, a moment seen, 

Till other unrestrain’d destruction whelms 

Their jarring tumult. Squadrons heap the plains, 
Deluged with blood. Nor less confusion reigns, 
Than if the twilight of the Gods arrived, 3247 
And all heaven burst asunder, in mid air 

The constellations had together dash’d 

Their globes, and desolation roar’d through worlds. 
So flash’d thick fires, and sanguine torrents roll’d, 
Terrible, blasting, as those stormy flames 

And poisonous floods, which at the end of time 
Fenris by Midgard’s side, (reft of their bonds), 
Shall from their jaws, wide as the gulf of hell, 
Explode o’er heaven and earth, and deeps of air. 
Floating on dark-expanded wings aloft, 

The ravening vultures came in hideous clouds, 
And downward darting tore with piercing screams 
The fallen dead, the triumph so to swell 3260 
Of victory. Endless were the feats of fame 
Achieved on every hand. Astonishment 

And ecstasies unfelt entranced the soul 

Of Guthrun, at survey of such great war. 
Impatient of control he seeks to join 

The maddening conflict, and appease in fight 
Intolerable fury. Of whose state 

Aware, his partner God (so to restrain 

His else ungovern’d rage) tells that e’en now 
Their course must hence depart, and in the midst 
Leave this fierce war, for now is come the hour 3271 
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7 
ma toward the earth the almighty Sire had bade 
An i flight descend. ‘The King reluctant hears, 
stleved,exclaims. ‘‘Oh! that predestined foes 
tie Ver doom’d by ruthless fate to end 

‘ie i and bliss, and pleasures such as these ! 
Tol °uld I ever stay ! My soul exults 

0 ler here, this place pronouncing good. 
Can other ecstasies e’er these exceed ?” 
To whom the martial Tyr. ‘‘ Lament not, chief, 
That so eternal destiny has doom’d, 
And that these scenes must end: for after Gods 
Yield to inevitable death, absorb’d 3283 
Into the bosom of Omnipotence, 
The brave and bold shall ever live, and share 
Glories and bliss unknown, amid the abodes 
Of Gimlé, of whose boundless heaven thine eyes 
Shall, as we pass to earth, a shadowy glimpse 
Obtain, whose view shall straight thy saddening mind 
Rouse to high courage and deep-fix’d resolves.” 


He said, and without longer pause directs 
The reins of his wing’d coursers to the south, 
While Guthrun many a fond, retorted glance 
Cast on those happy fields, and gradual mark’d 
War’s fulgent aspect from the sight retire. 
Till near heaven’s southern borders come, behold ! 
Cerulean regions open on their gaze 
Soothing to view ; which high-exalted realms 
Display’d a third, illimit heaven above, 
From which (conspicuous thence) the matchless shine 
Of Gimlé’s glories pierced the azure depths 
Subjacent, and through those far spreading climes 
Shed light and life and bliss. The ecstatic power 
Ravish’d the adoring passengers, and stay’d 3306 
Awhile their fervid wheels, but Fate to them 
Conceded not more near to pierce abodes, 
As yet undwelt of mortal feet. Nor time, 
Though much desire invited, now allow’d 
The beatific transport long to share. 
Reluctant thence they turn: and as they bend 
Their course reverted toward heaven’s glittering 
The Danish King, with deep regret inspired, (bridge, 
Still in his mind the fated enemies 
Revolves of heaven’s bless’d powers : nor fails he then 
To his attentive guide meek to unfold 
His fix’d desire sometime, ere death, to view 
(Escorted thus by some celestial power) 
The dreaded foes, where’er they dwell, dispersed 
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Throughout creation, if such hope the Gods 3319 
Deem not profane for mortal eye. To whose 
Request so offered straight the martial Tyr 
Future compliance promised, if dissent 

The almighty Odin gives not. Swiftly flew 
Their buoyant voyage, till discern’d afar 

From the fair summit of the burning arch, 

The earth unfolds her verdurous regions, stretch’ 
In wide expanse below. Thither their speed 
Hastens, and now the chambers of the deep 
Were reddening with the approach of dawn, nor yet 
The sun had from the orient waves uplift 3330 
His golden pomp. O’er many a realm they sail, 
Swift on their airy passage caught, and light 

At last in view of well-known scenes where war 
In long procinct held residence, and camps 
Outspread their solemn state. Descending soon 
On the firm ground, the Danish monarch fits 

To his invigorated limbs the arms, 

Gift of heaven’s King supreme, and sudden feels 
Within him power immense and loftiest thoughts 
Disdaining sense of pain, or faint fatigue. 

In such array the hero strode along 

Toward his own subject camp, full of divine 
Ardour, and bade with lifted hand adieu 

To the stern God, high-vanishing in air. 3344 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK VI. 


Seconn general battle of the English and Danish armies. 
Various incidents. At length Alfred and Guthrun meet in single 
combat. The Pagan King loses his celestial sword. Victory 
inclines to the side of the English, who force their enemy's 
camp, and drive the Danes into Exeter. After the battle, the 
English females come to meet their friends. The Queen con- 
spicuous among these with her children. The meeting of her 
and Alfred. The chiefs assemble in the royal tent. Festivities 
of the English. Council of the Demons. They determine to 
escort hither to the assistance of the Danes their numerous fleet now 
lying at Wareham. A messenger arrives to Alfred from Octher 
the English admiral, announcing that the Danish fleet is about 
to sail to Exetir: that the admiral has determined to give them 
battle on their passuze : and solicits the presence of Alfred on 
board the English fleet. He resolves to go. The parting of Al- 
Jred and the Queen. To secure the safety of his family, he deter- 
mines to remove them from the camp to the castle of Anselm, an 
English chief. Departure of the King to the fleet, and of the 
Queen and family to their place of retreat. The King arrives at 
the fleet. Description of it. The attack preconcerted. Array 
of action. The English commanders mentioned. Evening. 
Conversation of the King and Octher his Norwegian admiral. 
Morning. The Danish ficet described. The sea-fight. Defeat 
of the Danes. Supernatural agency on both sides. Appear- 
ance of Niord, the Pagan God of the ocean. He inspires and 
aids his believers. Council of the angels. They conduct the 
English fleet in pursuit of the Danes. The English return 
thanks to heaven for their victory. Night. Appearance of anangel, 
who promises to Alfred the future naval prosperity of England. 
State of the English army during the absence of Alfred. Suc- 
cess of the Danes in various skirmishes. Hianfrid’s treason. 
The death of Harold. Guthrun, being absorbed in listless grief 
for the loss of his celestial sword, is cheered by a vision. His 
descent with Odin into Nifiheim, the Gothic Hell, where he re- 
ceives another sword from Hela, the Quecn of death. They tra- 
terse other wonders of creation and see the various enemies of 
nature. Guthrun’s enthusiasm. Alfred’s return, and prepara- 
tion of the English for attacking the town. 
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BOOK VI. 


OW virgin morn, attired in robe of pearl, 
Shook dewdrops from her shadowy hand on 

Soft-opening to receive the golden rays, _ [flowers 
Shot from the hovering chariot of the sun. 
His broad eye from the ocean-verge beheld 
Both armies, on the confines of each camp, 
Preparing for fierce battle. Either host 
Blazed far, in aspect various. Marshall’d bright 
Under each chief, the English legions stood 
In shapes triangular, whose lessening points 
Fronted the foe, thick serried shields along 
Presenting barriers impenetrable 12 
On every side. Proud in the van, between 
Each interval, selected chivalry, 
Flower of the southern regions, moved, of youths 
Noble and young composed, their barbed steeds 
Neighing for war. Deep in the rear were throng’d 
The hoary aged, the priests, the female trains, 
With ancient bards, before whose guarded ranks 
Vehicles fill’d with martial treasures spread 
A moving bulwark. Dreadful was the view, 
As all the illumined air with dancing flames 
Sparkled, from crested helms and wavy spears 
And shields depict with gorgeous heraldry, 24 
Shook in the beams of morn. The streamy locks 
Of thousand chiefs broad-floated on the wind, 
Like meteors, over which their falchions flash'd, 
And battle-axes rose in hideous range, [hope, 
Where pale Death seem’d to glare. England’s best 
Her warlike sovereign, on his mantled steed 
Unwearied rode from troop to troop, and roused 
To union high of patriot energy 
Each generous feeling. Every ducal prince 
He pass’d, addressing with meet words, of power 
To fire each heart with thirst of noblest deeds 
And haughty scorn of death: he call’d to mind 
Their bleeding country’s wrongs: that now the hour 


250 KING ALFRED. 


Of her deliverance beams at hand, a charge 38 
Trusted to their sole valour, and the meed 

Of victory : for the fate of Englishmen 

And their sons’ sons through many a distant age 
On this great day depends. Live only then 

To conquer, and beneath heaven’s arm, attain 
Liberty, glory, honourable peace. 


Oddune, the bold, a thunderbolt of war, 
Artful in stratagem, Devonian men 
Led on with answering hearts. Herbert, the wise, 
Grown gray in fields of fame, his faithful powers, 48 
Choice of Dorsetian plains, compell’d, and bade 
All rather perish than their monarch’s side 
Ignobly quit. Osmund was there, the good, 
The generous hero, father, friend, beloved, 
Who his selected train from Cornish fields 
Address’d: and bade them still exulting meet 
The visage of grim war, and from her front 
Pluck glorious triumph. Nor there absent far 
Shone Athelard, his son, the father’s side 
Protecting with his gallant troop, whose heart 
Throbb’d high within him, as he heard the voice 
Of his dear sovereign, and big tear-drops stood 60 
In his full eyes. Edric, kind chief, was near, 
Ruling the men of Hants: he garrulous 
Hearten’d his powers, and bade them imitate 
His generous boys, Hianfrid, and the bold 
Harold, nor following these through scenes of fame 
Despise an old man’s prowess. Aylwin here 
Ardent, impetuous, deem’d each moment lost 
Which held him from the fight. Rayner all-stern 
In his dark armour waited for tlie fray, 
Sparing of words, yet bade his listening hosé, 
The pride of Somerset, by deeds acquire 
Pre-eminence, nor bear to be excell’d. 72 
Oswin, as brave as loyal, with proud joy 
Received the monarch’s charge, and roused his train, 
Part from his native vales, part to his sway 
Added since Berthun’s mournful fate, to sense 
Of noblest temper. Edgar, young and bold, 
Burning for fame, invoked his warrior-troops 
To avenge his brother’s death, nor ever see 
Vecta’s fair isle, till, honour-crown’d, they all 
May hail their wives and pleasant homes in peace. 


Thus stood the host in mighty cohorts ranged, 
Princes, earls, nobles, potent thanes, and chiefs 83 
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Of states, of hundreds, tythings, in degrees 84 
Subordinate, yet leagued in triple vow 

To equal each his leader, to avenge 

Each other’s fate; and victory or death 

Win on the field of blood. These in array 

Shone like the stars of heaven, whose glorious trains, 
Each in his place innumerable rank’d 

Under the empire of the regal moon, 

Shed o’er the cheerless earth comfort and light. 


Nor less the Pagan King his gorgeous host, 
Ranged in battalions vast of even line 94 
Immeasurable, with his presence cheer’d. 

He in his heavenly panoply all-arm’d 
On his curvetting steed from rank to rank 
Rode ardent, and to all enrapt repeats 
His wond’rous vision, which the aid of Gods 
Assures, by Odin promised. As the pledge 
Of whose high favour these celestial arms 
Adorn’d his life-swell’d limbs, to mortal dint 
Impenetrable. 

Mute astonishment 
Seized every hearer, and all-fix’d they gaze 
Upon their godlike leader: on his arms 106 
They gaze: his mighty shield that like a tower 
Red in the beams of morning, blazed afar: 
The flaming cuirass, which his ample breast 
Inclosed in gold, starr’d o’er with gems: his casque 
Horrent with gold and sable-streaming hair 
Darkening its fiery brilliance, as the moon 
Appears at full, when some broad eclipse shades 
Her struggling radiance, and alarms the night 
With ominous terror. Wheresoe’er he turn’d, 
Flash’d from him streams of glory. Such his look, 
His words, inflamed his warrior troops to sense 
Of savage fury. Terrible they stand, 118 
Revolving death: their swollen eye-balls roll 
With living fire ; like tigers, or a horde 
Of wolves, that from the cavern’d mountains pour, 
When from far fields of battle through the air 
Rises the scent of blood. His subject train 
Oskital fires with hope of victory, 
Plunder, and spoil; he animates the fray ; 
Bids each man emulous support his chief 
And imitate his deeds. Amund inspires 
His martial squadrons with ecstatic hope 
Of glory, festal joys, and virgins’ love. 
Haldene ambitious, power and regal sway 139 
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Promised to conquest’s sons. Hubba, dark soul, 
Burving with hate and fell revenge at thought 
Of Regner his dead father’s fate, adjures 
His following host by Odin’s love, by hope 
Of Valhall’s bliss, the torments of his sire 
To wreak in turn on his proud enemies : 
Bids them survey the magic Reafen, wrought 
By his prophetic sisters, whose broad folds 
Wave high, presaging victory. Kenwulph leads 
Reluctant to the war his Mercian train : 140 
Yet bids his troops in battle well perform 
Their part, forewarn’d that known revolt will draw 
Destruction on them all. 

Now through the air 
The sound of thousand harps confused arose, 
And bardic songs in dreadful harmony, 
While from afar, against each other move 
Both armies throng’d in terrible array. 
Standards continuous floating, either host 
O’ercanopy with starry pomp: the earth 
Shakes underneath the tread of armed powers. 
Blaze flash’d on blaze reflected, as the hosts 
Advance, like clouds on clouds by tropic winds 
Compell’d, that charged with meteor fires and storms, 
Slowly advance to elemental war. 155 
Nor pause is given; leaping with frantic joy, 
Shouting aloud the Danish squadrons rush 
To battle: thousand arrows all the sky . 
Darken, while underneath broad-flaming swords 
Flash in red circles, as, like thunderbolts, 
The Pagans dart on their expecting foes. 
On wings of death opposing javelins fly 
In unresisted torrents that o’erwhelm 
The ranks of fighting warriors, every where 
Falling in blood. Resounds the.vaulted heaven 
With noise: the crash of helmets riven; the roar 
Of battle-axes plunged on orbed shields : 
Tumultuous shouts and songs o’erwhelm the groans 
Of dying heroes, while with piercing neighs 
The war-steeds trample o’er the heaps of slain. 170 
The dread confusion of that awful war 
Was dark and full of terror, as appears 
Night to the wilder’d traveller, o’er some heath 
Urging his haggard way, extended blind 
Along the shores of Ocean, who aloft 
Dashing his mountainous waves in madden’d storm 
Thunders around, and shot through opening clouds 
Fork’d lightnings, flashing pale, disclose to sight 


Ne Eee me NO eee ee eee 


BOOK VI. 253 


Horrors unknown, from face of which the moon 179 
Has fled dismay’d and every twinkling star. 


Such was the rush of each contending host, 
As when along Peruvian coasts, impell’d 
By earthquakes all the vast Pacific rolls, 
Whelming within its ponderous dark abyss 
Full many a tower’d city, lifting far 
Their harbour’d navies o’er the rocking shores, 
While many a league the floating carcases 
Of deluged nations strew the roaring waves. 
Innumerable were the mighty deeds 189 
Wrought in each adverse host, both undismay’d, 
Both roused to highest fury. Above them all 
Terrible, sight-appalling, Guthrun tower’d 
In his wide-blazing arms before the van 
Of his high-plumed chiefs engaged in war. 
So through the northern snows huge Hecla rears 
His awful bulk, and from his blazing top 
Through the long polar night exploding rolls 
Pyramids of red fire, that light afar 
The ice-heap’d islands, and the tossing seas. 
He call’d his troops and led their squadrons on 
Invulnerable, furious, where the fight 201 
Raged hottest, as the roaming monster prowls 
The forest, when the thunder of his voice 
Resounds through every cave, as with blind wrath 
He tears the quivering earth. The English host 
Such rage endured not, but deformed rout 
Disjoin’d their ranks, and panic flight essay’d 
To scape resistless ruin. Then aware 
The mighty Alfred through the thickest war 
Press’d, and before his sudden-yielding host 
Opposed himself a barrier: hke an oak 
Shadowing his native hills, and braving all 
The whirlwind’s savage fury, firm he stood; 213 
And with loud voice call’d back his recreant troops 
To battle. They astonish’d felt their hearts 
Swell with new courage; rallying, they resume 
Their ranks, and on the foe impetuous turn 
Forward impell’d, as a broad river, swollen 
With rains and torrents from the hills, o’erwhelms 
Hamlets and forests in its foamy course. 
Then rose the storm of war: the mailed steeds 
To battle flew: buckler on buckler drove : 
Rank press’d on rank: in hideous conflict join 
The warring nations. Then the blaze of steel 
Fires all the field. Fierce-bounding from the string 
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Broad flights of arrows, or wide-flashing spears, 226 
Or rocks on rocks high-slung from mighty arms 
Tempest the air. The earth with sanguine floods 
Is deluged. As innumerable came 

The messengers of death, as hail-drops fall 
Impetuous through mid Jove, which all their robes 
Dash from autumnal woods. In streaming gore 
Sink deep the death-struck warriors, as when trees 
O’erthrown by whirlwinds from on high are whelm’d 
In agitated waters. Guthrun cheers 

His fainting warriors, and perceives his soul 
Raised by supernal power to certain hope 237 
Of conquest. But the English monarch came: 
Came, as o’er rifted rocks a flood descends 

In mighty cataract, whose astounding roar 
Alarms from far the country. Doubtful now 

The contest rests: novel amaze and fear 

Reign o’er the field. So dreadful shone the glare 
Of obvious-mingling spears, as in the night 

A train of meteors o’er the starry vault, 

Dazzling the vivid moon, convolved arise, 

While the awe-shuddering people rapt discern 
Chariots and armies mix’d in fiery war. 

Through the grim paths of battle like a God — 249 
All-terrible, intrepid, Alfred moved, 

Where’er he came, from his resistless arm 
Scattering destruction. Legions, pressing dense 
Between, from sight withdrew and from his reach 
Withheld the Danish monarch; else had risen 
War ‘twixt these two, that all the air had rung 
With tumult, and astonishment usurp’d 

Both armies. Undismay’d, the sounding rush 

Of huge battalions on battalions pour’d 

The English monarch met, and with loud voice 
Call’d to his aid his faithful powers. They came 
Immediate. Athelard, generous hero, heard 261 
Instant, and with his numerous followers sought 
The scene of danger, nor he brought alone 

His friendly powers. For following his steps 

The noble Osmund led his ardent host. 

So rush’d the sire, as in the forest-glades 

When the young lioncel bursts forth enraged 
Against the toiling hunters, near his path 

The brawny lion darts, and marks his course 

With fiery-beaming eyes, lest power o’ermatch’d 
Surprise his young. So to the unequal war 
Press’d the bold heroes: nor supported thus 
Fail’d then the English monarch to repel 273 
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All opposition, though with numbers swell’d = 274 
As gusts that urge the deep. Onward he drives : 
His shouting train pursue. Before them fly, 

Or fall beneath their stroke, the adverse powers, 
While o’er them irresistible advance 

The conquerors, as the tide of ocean spreads 

His billowy waves o’er deep-embosom’d shores. 


But not o’er all the champain Victory smiles. 
For in the quarter where Hianfrid leads, 
Attack’d by hostile numbers, to the foe 
The English yield forced way. Confusion reigns 
Through their disorder’d ranks. Perils and death 
Surround the youthful chieftain, who that time 
Victim to savage frenzy sure had fallen, 
Had not his generous friend, Harold the bold, 
Sprung with a martial legion to his aid, 
And turn’d the tide of war. So if a storm 
Should wreck some hapless vessel on the main 
When clinging to the mast, or dash’d on waves 
The scatter’d crew wait only death, at last 
Some gallant seaman from the surfed shore 
Launches his venturous bark, in whose blest womb 
He saves the suffering joy-transported throng. 296 
With such relief to his endanger’d friend 
The noble Harold came. In other part 
The youthful Edgar signally display’d 
His daring valour. In the wing where fought 
The Mercians now enslaved, led numerous on 
By Kenwulph their revolted King, whom proud 
Ambition to disloyalty seduced, 
The gallant Edgar raged, and with his sword 
Fell’d shrinking legions, venting his dread wrath 
As the loud whirlwind o’er the forest flies, 
Ungovernably fierce, when mightiest oaks, 
The growth of ages, groan and sink to earth. 308 
Near whose destructive steps, Rayner, all stern, 
Collected in his fury, press’d and hurl’d 
Numbers to ruthless fate. His open’d course 
Led him ere long where by his regal crown 
Conspicuous, Kenwulph to the fiercest war 
Rush’d. But before his meditated path 
Rayner opposed himself. Soon as the King 
Beholding recognized his former friend, 
Fix’d in amaze he like a statue stood ; 
Chill tremors seized his limbs: his palsied nerves 
Convulsive shook, till downward to the ground 
Dropt his too cumbrous sword. With eye unmoved 
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Gazing he stay’d, and visage deadly-pale. 321 


Rayner himself too trembled : shuddering awe 
Involuntary seized his manly heart : 
His outstretch’d arm lost then all power to guide 
Its quivering weapon. Solemn silence held 
Awhile both heroes, till the affecting pause 
At length with speech abash’d thus Kenwulph broke. 


‘QO Rayner, friend beloved !—if yet that name 
Thou canst from me endure.— But no! my doom 
Decrees my punishment, and I submit— 330 
Thou wilt not hear that sacred name profaned. 
Enemy then, yet dearest to my heart, 

I shrink not from thy presence ; for I see 

Just heaven in vengeance sends me to thy arm, 

A willing victim—Lo! I bare my breast !— 
Strike; slay me instant: sweet will be my death, 
Perishing by thy hand: for I am sunk 

In wretchedness. Take then a weary life 

That cumbers its possessor, who could once 

For the vain shade of titled power forsake 340 
Thee, every friend, my King, my country’s cause.” 


To whom thus Rayner, sighing deep, replied. 
‘Oh! miserable man! this shuddering arm 
Can slay thee never. Live; but while thy life 
Endures, oh! cherish of thy former friends 
Remembrance meet, that sorrow in thy heart 
May work some better change, and all thy powers 
May to the paths of duty yet return.” 

[chief ! 

To whom the Mercian King. ‘Too generous 
Rayner, dear name! ah! add not to the stings 
Already in my heart daggers more keen. 351 
That shame I could not brook. Think with what 
I could behold my former friends, whom I __ [face 
Once basely had deserted.—To your side 
I never can return. End then a life 
Hostile to you, to England and her friends, 
Else will I perish in this storm of war, 
Fighting enforced against my countrymen, 
Unless in some dark moment of despair 
My own hand turn upon my guilty breast.” 


He ceased, and longer conference had held 
These pristine friends, had not with thundering roar 
The troops of gallant Edgar to the affray 368 
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Rush’d opposite, and against the Mercian host 3c4 
Effused their direst vengeance, to whose aid 
Turn’d then the impatient Kenwulph, and with power 
Essay’d to ward the desolating rage 
Of the infuriate English. As a rock 
Meets in mid way the impetuous torrent’s force, 
While round it boil the maddening surges, toss’d 
In foamy tumult; so the fearless King 
Opposed the impetuous legion of the foe 
That on his people pour’d. Yet vainly thus 
Defended : through their ranks confusion reigns, 
And whelm’d in irresistible uproar 375 
The Mercians fall unnumber’d, or in flight 
Seek refuge from the death which their own hearts, 
Already weak, and banded in a cause 
Unjust, expect not to evade. 

And now 
O’er all the field the Pagan nations meet 
Dismay and foul defeat. Of which reverse 
Aware, the watchful demons high in air 
Confer, assembled, counselling what aid 
Occasion needs the fortune of the field 
Swift to their favour'd people to restore. 
With eager ken all downward gaze, and mark 387 
The deathful scene, eyeing the sea of war; 
In what part most the conflict raged, and where 
Press’d the chief heroes. Such their awful view, 
As when a dauntless traveller on the heights 
Of lofty Cotopaxi, or the top 
Of Chimborazzo, where the Andes stretch 
Their endless chain, surveys amazed below 
A sea of clouds rounding the enormous steep, 
Extoll’d like some huge island to the sky ; 
Where lightnings flash beneath, and o’er the eaith 
Impetuous thunders vent their sulphurous rage. 
So these. Descending then the shadowy shapes 
Mix in the tumult of the fight, and oft 400 
To sight reveal’d in the war-cinctured form 
Of Goddess Valkyries, or else unseen, 
Voices than mortal more from hovering clouds 
Exploded, instigate to rage renew’d 
The Pagan chiefs. At such dread bidding moved, 
Fierce Hubba led his fiery-darting troops 
Amid that quarter of the field, where still 
Unterrified the English monarch raged, 
Hurling pernicious fury through the host 
Of enemies. Chief this part woke the fears 
Of the grim powers of death. They saw aghast, 
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How from before his arm by thousands fled 412 
His adversaries, palsied at his look. 
Death marks his course, and tumult and affright, 
And horror, desolating as the blast, 
The suffocating Samiel or Simoon, 
Blown o’er Arabia’s wilds, at whose fell breath 
Sky-darkening sandy whirlwinds whelm at once 
The passing caravans: when prostrate hosts 
Of merchants, pilgrims, camels, sink in death, 
And their stiff corses strew the sultry wastes. 
Such ruin, such a foe, to oppose, the Danes 
As by involuntary impulse urged 423 
Rush flocking ; Hubba’s savage nations first, 
Not far remote. With like emotion fired, 
The furious Haldene leads his ardent troops, 
Uniting all their prowess to withstand 
The English warrior’s unresisted wrath, 
Whose high example to enthusiasm fired 
His wondering people. But the aggression new 
Of congregated legions fired with rage 
Infernal, turns the tide of war. Awhile 
Wavers the scale of victory. Full long 
The sovereign sole endures the hot assault 
Of the barbarian hordes. His zealous aid 435 
The veteran Herbert to his side adduced, 
Prudent and calm : but ineffectual now 
Had proved all mortal valour to withstand 
Enemies so inflamed, or to avert 
Hideous destruction. 

Of which doom aware, 
The angelic powers, high-hovering in mid sky, 
Survey the battle; on the English King, 
Supporting that tremendous scene, they bend 
Their looks of heavenly love, sublimed with awe; 
As when on /Etna’s high uplifted top 
The godlike Plato stood, and thence beheld 447 
(In holy admiration deep-absorb’d) 
The sun ascending o’er the golden waves, 
Tilumining afar the ocean, stretch’d 
In wide infinity. Nor then delay'd 
The sons of heaven amid the dreadful war 
Prompt to descend, and as they wing their course, 
Lament with pity of superior reason 
Effect so sad of human enmity, 
Wasting the earth with energies misused. 
‘¢ Terrible is yon scene. Alas! that men 
(So passing spoke heaven’s radiant ministers) 
Brothers, whom universal peace should bind 459 
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In social union, state then like our heaven, 460 
Their theatre of trial should transform 

Into a hell, where furious discord reigns, 

And every vulture passion tears the soul! 

All pass but to one grave. Why then delight 
Men in each other’s path to scatter thorns ? 

Why rather not the rose of peace and love ? [world 
So heaven-born truth would tell. Which o’er the 
Once full-believed, abhorred war shall end.” 


So said, before the English sovereign, (friend 
And warm defender of celestial truth) 470 
A glorious band approach, of order high. 

. The train of heavenly beings, o’er his head 
Hovering, with sway of power divine repel 

The storm of weapons that from every side 
Shower’d, and the flashing falchions which around 
Press’d to destroy. From mid a radiant cloud 
Soon to the view reveal’d, where fair he sat 
Insphered, a shape divine in argent robe 

Cinctured with a cerulean zone, appears. 

Love on his countenance shone. His orient hand, 
Soft as a dewy beam that o’er the sky 

Streams from the sun at eve, he calm outstretch’d, 
And touch’d the adoring monarch. Form more fair, 
Shone never Phebus, God of light and song, 

Nor the chaste Empress of the silver bow, 

Nor the sweet Goddess of the loves and smiles, 
When amid fields of fame their presence cheer’d 
(So story feigns) the favour’d chiefs of Troy. 
Celestial influence through the hero thrill’d, 

As words of sound harmonious broke the air. 


‘“‘ Celestial favourite, thy glorious cause 
Angelic natures with their power befriend. 
Fear not the numbers of the foe. The day 493 
Is not yet spent; and ere yon sun descend, 
Thy arms shall wrest the dubious victory.” 


Alike in other regions of the field 
The heavenly throng, apparent, or by voice 
Mysterious, summon to the dangerous fight 
The chiefest warriors: through their souls inspiring 
Undaunted hope, and renovated power. 
Nor here their labour rests: for on the Danes, 
Unveiling through the air their sun-bright shapes, 
Sudden they flash intolerable day : 
The blaze of splendour, dazzling all the air, 504 
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O’erpowers their darken’d gaze. Then mid his host 
The inspired Alfred o’er the field achieves 
Prodigies of high prowess. Swift they turn 

The tide of battle and through hot uproar 

Drive their fierce foes in clamorous pursuit. 

All Denmark fled. Innumerable fall 

Battalions, whelm’d amid a sea of gore. 

Death universal reigns. On either side 

Sunk then full many a hero, whom the Muse 

Fails to recount. Amid the English host 

The gallant Octa fell: a beauteous youth, 

Of virgins loved ; nor mid that war avail’d 516 
The wavy splendour of his yellow hair, [mail, 
Which, dropp’d with blood, o’erspread his burnish’d 
Like rubies glittering among gold and pearls. 
Victim less fair that Hyacinthine boy 

Loved of Apollo, whom by sad mischance 

Slain as they play’d through jealous Zephyr’s rage, 
From his empurpling blood the enamour’d God 
Bid violets spring, and with their Tyrian hue 

Oft soothed his melting soul to mild regret 

For his lost favourite. Beneath the stroke 

Of Guthrun, Colbert fell, a Cornish thane, 

Rich in possessions. Him the Danish King 528 
Mark’d as he rush’d along in fierce pursuit : 

And proud-incensed, forth issuing from his host 
Slew at a blow; then dragg’d the falling corse 
After him, as the enormous crocodile 

Springs from the water’d bank of some low isle 
On man or beast: then with his hapless prey 
Gradually disappears in foamy waves. 

Then, Morval! too thy glory set, a chief 
Condemn’d to fall by Amund’s flying spear. 

Dear to the sons of fame, the bards shall sing 
Thy generous temper through thy valley’s halls, 
Vacant of thee for ever. Thy fair wife 540 
Will wail thy loss, as the lone Philomel 
Enamours with her grief the tranced night. 

Nor then their tower-like shields from death pre- 
Full many noble Danes: for as their flight [served 
Measured the deathful field, the bounding steeds 
After them thunder’d. They with headlong force 
Whelm’d o’er the plain in strong convulsions grasp 
The earth with dying hands. O’er them their foes 
Indissoluble, unresisted, rush, 

A stormy deluge; fierce expanded hoofs 

Fly o’er re-echoing arms, and heaps of slain. 551 
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Terribly o’er the field the English fire 552 
Each other to tremendous deeds. Beside 
The monarch’s side, where dealing wonders fought 
The gallant Athelard, Oddune the brave 
Shouting address’d him: bade him that high post 
Maintain though in his country’s cause he fall. 
Alas! well nigh predicted. As he spoke 
A ponderous spear from Guthrun’s hand transpierced 
His shield and glittering corslet. From the wound 
Issued a sanguine stream. Backward he shrunk 
Awhile: around him throng’d his shuddering train. 
That chance the English monarch saw, and felt 563 
His bosom swell with deep regret, for dear 
In his esteem the heroic youth he held. 
His course he stay’d not, but incensed with rage 
Rush’d onward: opening his terrific way 
Through flying foes, he came at last, where seen 
From far, the Danish King with haughty words 
Rallied in vain his all-disorder’d troops. 
But who shall paint the terrors that arose, 
When to oppose each other furious flew 
Both monarchs, with loud tumult and uproar, 
Nor less than if two piny rocks below 
By earthquakes agitated should collapse 575 
In ruins. From around them swift retire 
The astonish’d multitudes. No word delays 
The impetuous conflict. Each assails his foe 
Insufferably fierce. Their obvious steeds 
High-plunging shock with awful power. Both dash 
Together their deep-sounding shields, or hurl 
With steadfast arm their massy-quivering spears, 
Or wave the lightning of their fiery swords, 
That fall with power on helm, and shield, and mail. 
But long in vain the English chieftain smote 
The Dane’s invulnerable arms, nor less 
The exulting Pagan on his wondering foe 587 
Darted in vain his black revenge; uncrown’d 
With hoped success. Whether above some hand 
Celestial, or his own surpassing skill, 
Urged from the Christian King the strokes of death. 
On whom as with fresh fury sprung aloft 
The Danish war-horse, in his mailed breast 
The English monarch plunged aspear. With pain 
Snorting, fell backward from on high the steed, 
And falling, from his lofty seat expell’d 
His armed lord. He to the gory ground 
With tumult sunk ; loud-roar’d his shatter’d arms: 
While from his powerless hand, faint-grasped, flew 
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His sword, celestial gift. Him thus unarm’d vo 
The towering victor saw, stretch’d huge along 

The bloody earth, yet failed to strike. He seem’d 
Like some rock-lifted beacon, which from far 
Mariners oft have deem’d the rising moon, 

When whelm’d at last in a resistless storm 

It falls, and ruinous spreads the deluged strand. 


Then, trophy of the fight, the English king 
Seized with his spear his adversary’s sword, 
Where the hilt meets the glittering blade, and high 
Uplifting, grasp’d it in his own mail’d hand. —_ 610 
But the fallen chief fatigue or frantic rage 
Had held oppress’d, cased in those ponderous arms, 
Invulnerable of mortal stroke, unless 
/Etherial spirits, friendly to his cause, 

Had to his aid descended. They aware 

Of his mishap, in a thick cloudy veil 

Shroud, and from pressure of his enemy 

Withdraw him. High amid the passive air 

They bear him, gliding without step, above 

His routed legions, to a safe retreat. 

Nor this sufficed: for o’er the conquering host 
(To stay the impetuous torrent of pursuit) 622 
The infuriate fiends hurl down all premature 
Clouds of thick darkness. Butin vain. Pursuit 
Delays not. Through the robe of sentient night 
Press the triumphant English on their foes. 
Tumult, and disarray, and flight, and fear, 

Usurp in anarchy the fatal field. 

The flying victims yield to certain fate. 

Pale consternation stalks aghast amid 

The vanquish’d army, while behind with rage 

The shouting victors throng. Loud sounds the surge 
Of blood. High over heaven dark-moving clouds, 
Heap’d vast by many a dim o’ershadowing arm, 634 
Spread like an universal shroud of death; 

O’er which at times a blaze of dreadful light, 

By angel powers effused, with meteor flash 
Struggles, the terrors of that dismal war 
Awful-augmenting. But no terrors stay 

The infuriate conquerors. O’er the champain wide 
They drive the adverse nations with alarm, 
Implacable, insatiate. These recede [fines 
Back on their wide-stretch’d camp. But such con- 
Not intercept their stern pursuers. They 

O’er lofty mounds and deep intrenchments urge 
Their clamorous passage: and the hostile camp 646 
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Invade with fierce assault. Which gain’d, ere long 
O’er prostrate tents and altars huge o’erthrown 
They chase the astonish’d Danes. Nor these at last 
Find refuge, till through Exham’s tower’d walls, 
Flying, they choke in crowds the expanded gates. 
Here shrieks of women agonize the air, 

Who, fired with horrid frenzy, instigate 

Their husbands, lovers, to renew the ficht, 

Back to return, or here to stand and die. 

In vain: the Danish legions, struck with fear 
Unwont, seek only to escape. Behind 
Destruction urges: and throughout their host 658 
Disorder blind prevails and rout. Who gain 

The town, return no more. Full many fly 

In wild confusion o’er the distant plains, 

Scouring the country, that pursuit is vain. 


With slaughter tired, at last the English hosts 
O’er all the Danish camp range unopposed : 
Some o’er the field of fight retrace their way. 
Victory elates their crest. With haughty stride 
They mark the champain, strown with dead, where 
Their foes, their countrymen; and unappall’d [bleed 
They see around a sanguine ocean roll 669 
In torrents. Far through heaps of slaughter press’d 
The purple flood, as the deep Ganges winds 
In India’s solemn wilds his mighty course, 
And through incumbent hills a passage broad 
Impetuous opens, where Himmelleh lifts 
Her hoary rocks; receiving in his waves 
(Believed divine) the consecrated dead, 
From many a distant region. The dread scene 
Through many a noble heart now sadly woke 
The sigh of deep regret, while to the soul 
Press’d the remembrance of both hosts, so late 
Glorious and powerful, with effulgent blaze 681 
Of warlike splendour moving to the fight, - 
Now prostrate thus in ruins. Such the scene, 
As where amid the eastern climes arose 
Palmyra’s far-famed glories, to whose seats 
The richest caravans of empires throng’d, 
Spreading o’er Europe’s nations wealth and state ; 
Yet now have sunk her gorgeous palaces, 
Her dome-roof’d fanes, her solemn porticos, 
Whose marble monuments along the plains 
Fallen in superb confusion far around, 
Lost in mute awe, the lingering traveller views. 692 
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Now Hesper on the twilight’s dewy front 693 
Had bung bis silver orb. With musing thoughts 
That from impetuous tumult gradual suok 
To calm composure, the predominant host 
Possess the adverse camp, designing here 
To fix their martial residence, and hold 
Their foes within the town in strict blockade. 


Now near the outskirts of the camp appear 
A beauteous female throng, virgins, and wives, 
Longing to meet their lovers, husbands, safe, 
While bards with choral harmony attune 703 
Loud hymns of victory. Before them all 
Conspicuous, England’s grace, her honour’d Queen, 
Conducts the bright procession. In each hand 
She leads a blooming son: this, Edward, doom’d 
One day to reign and imitate his sire 
In kingly dignity: that, Ethelward, 
Heir of his father’s love for learned arts. 
Near her a noble matron in her arms 
Bore the Queen’s infant hope, a daughter fair, 
That Ethelfleda, who one day shall fill 
Her father’s throne, and to the admiring world 
Proclaim a portion of his soul her own. 715 
From far the conscious monarch eyed the scene, 
As he most active toward the hostile tents 
Pass’d, and collected from the fields of fame 
His countrymen triumphant. At the sight 
Rapturous joy thrill’d all his frame. A crowd 
Of high sensations swell’d his soul, as be 
The King, the General, husband, father, saw 
All to himself and to his host most dear. 


Transcendent beauty then his royal spouse 
Seem’d to adorn. Majesty in her air 
Blended with every softer grace, and love 726 
Pure unaffected shone. Such she appear’d 
As when the moon amid her train of stars _[night, 
Walks o’er the wood-crown’d hills some cloudless 
And on the bosom of the streamy vale 
Beams gold, and whispers peace. Luxuriant waved 
Her dark-brown tresses o’er her flowing robes. 
Her blue eyes sparkled from afar. The bloom, 
Thrown o’er the ivory whiteness of her cheeks 
Glow’d, as the wild-rose through her dewy leaves 
Bends blushing o’er the snowy hawthorn flower. 
An angel smile o’er her fair features play’d. 
Her gently swelling bosom, which a zone 738 
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Bound, yet its tender tumult scarce restrain’d, 739 
Seem’d like a playful lamb, whose silky neck 
The shepherds wreathe with garlands of fresh buds. 
So she approach’d in matchless dignity 

Between her beauteous offspring, with more grace 
Than the swan boasts, when o’er the glassy lake, 
Regal in majesty, she sails along 

Between her cygnet train, and with arch’d neck 
Proudly beholds their shadows imaged there. 


Full soon the monarch-husband from his steed 
Descended : her, his solace and delight, 749 
He sought, where mid her train of noble dames 
Half-compass’d round, she came. Soon in his arms 
Fondly he clasp’d her, and her vermeil lips 
Press’d with a holy kiss. She o’er his neck 
Tenderly hung. Expressive silence spoke 
Her full heart’s feelings. Smiles of ecstasy 
Illumed her face, and from each glistening eye 
Roll’d o’er her cheeks rapture’s delicious tears. 
Gently he raised her, and with soothing voice 
Address’d. ‘‘ Oh! dearest, loveliest, best, again 
Heaven to thy arms restores me. I once more 
Thee, my soul’s better part, possess, and these 76) 
Fair pledges of thy virtuous love, for whom 
I feel no higher wish than to behold 
Each rise the pattern of thyself. But see! 

Victory smiles o’er all this glorious host: 

Heaven has their zeal in their dear country’s cause 
Bless’d, and ere long will crown with full reward, 
That all our woes shall end. Adored peace 

Shall heal our country’s wounds: and every man 
Shall soothe his age in his own quiet home. 

Come: hush each fear: be happy: this proud night 
We give to joy.” He spoke: then in his arms 
Lifted his lovely boys : whose blooming cheeks 773 
He press’d to his warm lips: and to heaven’s care 
Blessing commended each, while both at once 
With lisping prattle welcome his return. 

Nor the last gift of his delighted spouse, 

Innocent smiling in the nurse’s arms, 

Pass’d he unnoticed, but with finger soft 

Touch’d her fair features, in whose opening grace 
He traced the likeness of the parent flower. 

The Queen with fondness mark’d his kind regard, 
And calm/’d to sweet composure, soon with voice 
Musical as a shepherd’s distant flute 

Warbles along a valley-parting stream, 785 


266 KING ALFRED. 


Utters in accents meek her conscious joy, 786 
And gratitude to heaven. The observant throng 
Melt at the scene affectionate and feel 
Their hearts subdued with tenderness. The King 
Brooks not delay: but leading in one hand 
A sportive boy, the other to his spouse 
Extending, who with equal transport led 
Her other youthful charge, them to the camp 
Conducted thus. Bards as they move along 
Sound graceful harmony. All at the tents 
Swiftly arrive. 

And now from every side 797 
Obedient of command, the scatter’d host 
Came flocking. Through their adversaries’ camp 
They pass, admiring all its strange array, 
Solemn-appearing as the brighter moon 
Shed o’er the scene her shadowy beams. They mark 
Huge altars rear’d to fabled Deities ; 
And store immense of plunder, cattle, steeds, 
And forage torn from many a wasted farm. 
Joy throbb’d within them, as they now release 
A captive throng of fellow-warriors, lost 
In pristine battles, here to tents or trees 
Tied by ignoble bonds, and doom’d ere long _—809 
Victims of sacrifice to bloody Gods. 
Treasures they find of costly arms, and store 
Of luscious mead, and wines, and viands rich, 
Wild-boars, and deer, and savoury flesh. The host 
Exults aloud. The glittering domes are fill’d. 
Rapture succeeds through every tent, and spreads 
Long its ecstatic sway, while many a wife 
Or tender mistress to her bosom press’d 
Her hero safe, and in her smiles received 
The dearest meed of victory. E’en the hearts 
That now received their treasures pale with wounds, 
Or learnt them left on glory’s purple bed, 821 
Felt grief’s keen anguish soothed to mild regret, 
Amid the sympathy of general joy 
Beaming on every face. Such tender care 
The females fond dispense, as when a storm 
Has roar’d along the fiery heaven, and rains 
Have dash’d impetuous through the bending woods, 
The sun restored, the birds their shatter’d nests 
Amid the dripping foliage glad compose, 
And shield their young beneath their glittering wings. 


Within the royal tent the chiefs convene, 
Where all with grateful joy the monarch meets. 832 


BOOK VI. 267 


The deeds of each he praises, by his note 833 
Distinguish'd to high honour. Osmund, thee 
Proudly he greeted. And, young Athelard, thee 
Pale with thy wounds, yet anxious to appear 

And prove thyself still safe, with cordial warmth 
Thy King receives. The regal family 

All of thy state enquire: the female part 

(Deem’d then their sacred office) to thy wounds 
Attend. Such care affectionate then show’d 

The monarch’s sister, Burthred’s widow’d Queen, 
That from thy heart, o’erlooking station, pass’d 

A sigh of softest birth: yet to thyself 844 
Then scarce reveal’d. Herbert too, veteran chief, 
Prudent as brave, had from the sovereign’s voice 
His meed of thanks. Nor Rayner, thee, grave chief, 
Majestic in thy stern composure, fail’d 

The monarch to applaud. Nor Harold, thee, 
Bold youth: nor noble, loyal Oddune, thee ; 

Nor many a valiant thane of humbler note, 

Whose deeds deserved renown. Then to secure 
Advantages thus gain’d, the King consults 

With his prime chiefs: fervent he recommends 
Order and vigilance: and deems it best 

To fix their station in the new-won camp 856 
And fortify its bounds, lest from the town 
Impetuous sallies force their envied post : 

Hither their own wide camp and warlike stores 
Swift to remove: and by the tower'd walls 

Of Exham and along the banks of Exe 

To range a strong blockade, whence to prevent 
The foe’s supplies, or even at season due 

Assail the city with intrepid storm. 


These plans agreed, and soon to chosen hands 
Trusted to execute, the royal feast 
Begins: delicious viands o’er the board 867 
And cheering wines pass round. The female throng 
Wake mirth refined. Truest affection beams 
In many a face. The virgins with fix’d look 
And sweetest smile reward the youths they love. 
Reigns universal pleasure. Bards resound 
In solemn chorus music’s awful pomp, 
Swelling the soul with memory of the brave 
Or melting every heart in tender airs, 
Image of whispering love. Thus waned their hours. 
Nor less through all the camp the common feast 
Spreads its reviving stores on every board. 
Harps wake entrancing melodies: the night 879 
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Wears on apace ; and pain and sorrow soothed 880 
Resign their power, while in each tent prevails 
High converse of the fight, and each bold deed 
There witness’d, earnest of blest note that soon 
England shall see all ber best hopes achieved. 


Now night with silent hand had raised the stars 
To their meridian height, and the wan moon 
With duskier orb descending, broader shades 
Moved o’er the earth: when weariness at last 
Breathed through the host desire of soft repose. 
All seek the expected couch, where soon kind sleep 
Whispering propitious dreams hush’d every sense 
To peace, and from his balmy pinions shook 
Unwonted vigour into o’erwatch’d limbs. 


But not at peace through the still night remain 
The shadowy powers of darkness. They enraged 
At sight of those triumphant whom they hate, 
And their own favour’d host thus from their camp 
Expell’d and shut within the walled town, 
Assemble in mid air, and there confer 
Hideous designs, brooding malignity, 

Each heightening other: and what remedy 901 
Counselling must repair so dire defeat. 
O’erlooking the wide scene, some gaze afar 

With disencumber’d ken toward Wareham’s shores, 
Where rides the Danish fleet, preparing now 
Thence to depart, and join their country’s bands 
Where the deep Exe his ample harbour spreads. 
Joy at the sight inflames the infernal crew, 

And hope re-animates ; for now they deem 
Innumerous aids, unwearied yet in fight, 

Shall soon arrive, whose power conjunct shall turn 
The fate of war, and to the side they love 

Assure proud victory. Nor they pause: at once 
Full many a grizly troop, involved in clouds, 
Rolls afar off, with purpose to escort 915 
Hither the Pagan ships, and from their course 
Ward danger, whether tempest, war, or guile. 
Others o’er Exham’s stately towers repair, 

To mark the routed host, who through the night, 
Restless and burning with malignant rage, 

Labour from inroads new to guard their post, 

Or meditate fresh battles with the foe, 

As prompt occasion serves. Their active toil 
The demon powers encourage with what aid 
Seems best; observant of their prayers, and oft 
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In shape divine apparent, or with charm 926 
Of heavenly voice rousing the feebler soul. 


Thus fled the darken’d hours: till in the east 
The breaking dawn appear’d, before whose steps 
Vanish’d the stars, and every green hill top, 
Blushing in orient lustre, waved his woods 
O’erhung with silvery dews. Scarce had the lark 
Risen from his grassy nest to greet on high 
The gold-emerging sun, and with his note 
Awoke through every grove the sleeping birds 
To join their matin music, ere arose 936 
The English host: but to no cheerful task. 

For now alas! the heroes, fallen in fight, 

Await the last due rites, needing the hand 

Of friends yet spared to give their cold remains 
A decent tomb. Slow, solemn, o’er the field 
Bestrown with dead, a long procession moves : 
The sacred priests, bards in their flowing robes, 
Mail’d heroes, and a weeping female train. 

The last sad rites are paid: from tomb to tomb 
Religion’s ministers the pious prayer 

Offer to heaven: the harp’s symphonious tone 
Profanes with no rude touch the mingled sigh; 948 
And, breathed around, the melancholy hymna 
From many an eye evokes grief’s holy drops. 
Then many a matron from the lips she loved 
Takes her last kiss, or o’er her Hero dead 
Droops the lorn virgin. On the extensive plain 
The host congest high mounds, and raise with toil 
Huge monuments of stones, whose upright bulk 
May point to after times the scene of fight. 


Them while these cares employ, lo ! o’er the plain 
Borne on a hasty steed, and in his hand 
Bearing the naval flag, a chief arrives 959 
Of valiant mention, Arnulph named, dispatch’d 
On message high from the bold admiral 
Ruling the English fleet. He seeks direct 
The King, whom found, the noble messenger 
High in his master’s love, nor wanting sway 
In his own ship, Alfred remembers well 
And greets with cordial welcome. He unfolds 
His embassy. 

‘‘ From England’s admiral, 

Octher, bold name, intrepid as discreet, 
I come, and to my honour’d sovereign bear 
Intelligence, that now the foe prepares 971 
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To waft his numerous fleet from Wareham’s shores 
Toward Exham’s war-girt port, there to unite 
The aid of his throng’d crews in works of death. 
Their sails are set. Brave Octher has resolved 
To give them battle, and pursue their flight 
With his own ships, now hovering on their rear. 
But deems himself to so adventurous task 
Unequal; such, so numerous, so inured 
To seas, and storms, and naval war, so fill’d 
With desperate crews, intent on spoil or death, 
That his own weaker fleet, in numbers far 
Inferior, and with seamen ill supplied, 983 
Scarce his best hope holds competent to meet 
A foe so powerful. Some great spur must lend 
New spirit, that shall aid the lack of strength. 
Nor less, than that he deems, the King himself 
Should on this great occasion to the fleet 
Transfer his presence and advice (so long 
Trusting the army to his veteran chiefs) 
Whence vigour, courage, not to be surpass’d 
All would imbibe, when they their voyage knew 
Under the great command of him, whom all 
Proclaim the founder of the present fleet 
England can boast; until his genius taught, —995 
Unconscious such a power could aught avail. 
Himself, to whom the glory is most due, 
Should therefore share it, if they hope success. 
If not, his skill may mitigate and soothe 
The shame and ruin of the worst defeat. 
A ship by Wareham’s port awaits to bear 
The monarch to the fleet.” 

He in his mind 
Ponders the new request: then summons straight 
A council of his chiefs, to whom he opes 
The message, and his own deliberate wish 
To yield compliance. When their full applause 
Sanctions his resolution, to their zeal 
The sovereign thus: ‘I go then: and will aid, 
(If so my presence can) with all my power 
Our new-form’d fleet. While absent I remain, 
Herbert and Osmund, wise and valiant chiefs, 
Shall o’er the army rule with equal sway, 
And to its wants attend. For not to me 
It rests unknown, nor often without grief 
Revolved, how weak a fleet our sea-girt realm 
Can boast her own, her vessels mean in size, 
Her mariners unskill’d. Our navy yet 
Pines in its infancy, though Britain lifts 1019 
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Through waves her harbour’d isle, and nature points 
With plain unerring finger to the sea 

As to her element, her native guard. 

Yet if my soul prophetic darts aright 

Into the bosom of yet future years, 

The time shall come, when not a country wash’d 
By the green ocean, but shall see with joy 
England’s white sails and red-cross banners wave ; 
When over every sea, her fleets shall waft 

Her commerce and her arts, to cheer, to bless, 
Discovering climes as yet save of the sun 
Unvisited. Returning big with wealth, 1031 
Plenty, and pomp, the treasures of the world, 

Or hurling thunder on her envious foes, 

Around her shall her countless navies glide, 

Like proud swans guarding their own native isle, 
Till all lands own her mistress of the main.” 


Thus as he spoke, a radiant lustre seem’d 
To play around him, and he look’d a form 
Than mortal more. Entranced, his hearers clash 
Their shields for joy. With deep emotion fired, 
All to their much-loved King meekly approach, 
And solemn-bending touch his shield with spears 
In sign of fealty. Nor did not then 
The thoughtful sovereign long reflect how best 
To leave the host in posture of defence, 1045 
How safest ward the dangers he foresaw 
Of many a desperate sally from the town. 
Then through his soul affectionate arose 
A thought of his loved wife, and offspring dear, 
Mix’d with alarm. Perilous still he deems 
The station of the host, and with kind care 
Provident, now resolves from troubled scenes 
Of battle to remove the female train 
To some more safe retreat. His thought he tells 
To his assembled warriors, to convey 
His own loved household to the castled halls 
Of Anselm, hospitable thane, whose site 
O’erlook’d the windings of a distant vale: 
Then to the chiefs, Herbert and Osmund, adds 
Instructions meet to rule with order due 
The army, while the ships his presence claim. 


These cares arranged, the King the council ends, 
And now preparing to depart, seeks first 
The royal tent. Within its spacious dome 
He finds his lovely family : the Queen, 1065 
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His boys beside her playing, and with these 1066 
His widow’d sister. On her lap the Queen 

Her infant daughter held, and fond caressing 

Soft to her bosom press’d. The boys in sport 
Had deck’d themselves in military dress ; 

One half-conceal’d under a high-plumed helm, 
Whose streaming hair waved o’er him, walk’d with 
Poising a spear. The other o’er his breast [pain 
Bore a broad corslet, and in vain essay’d 

To twang a bow that mock’d his little hands. 
Their mother mark’d their play, and oft with smiles 
Bade them desist ; unheeded, or with looks —_1077 
Of asking innocence, won to assent, 


The father near him takes his boys, and soon 
Seated beside his consort, gradual tells, 
In gentle tone, soothing her waked alarm, 
Mild as the dove coos whispering to his mate, 
His purposed expedition, and intent 
Herself and these his family from scenes 
Of danger, now too imminent, to lead 
To a more safe retreat. Surprise, distress, 
Contending in her bosom, from her cheeks 
Bade the bloom vanish, and a saintly pale —_1088 
Spread o’er her face, as twilight’s gray approach 
Drives from the western heaven its purple clouds. 
At last these words found way. ‘‘ My honour’d lord, 
My love, my husband, dearer far than life, 
Wilt thou then leave me? Am I to forego 
Thy presence? How shall I exist, forlorn 
Of thee? Thee absent amid perils, storms, 
And battles on the loud, remorseless deep, 
To thee unwont: opposed against a foe 
Bred on the savage element, inured 
To tempests and destruction, in his power 
As in his numbers matchless. Oh! my heart 1100 
Prophetic tells me, if thou goest, I now 
Gaze on thee the last time. Oh! I perceive 
All places then alike will seem to me 
Pregnant with horror. England will contain 
No safety. Desolation, wars, and death, 
Will overrun her realm. Slavery, and spoil 
Stalk o’er the land uncheck’d.” 

She stopt, but soon 

Her earnest voice renew’d. ‘‘ Reflect, my love, 
On all that thou hast done. Consider well 
All that ia fondest hour thou oft hast told me 
Remains thee yet todo. What hopes sublime, 
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Born with thyself, ask their own father’s hand 1113 
To rear them. Wilt thou go, while yet the course 
Of victory leads thee to thy dearest aims, 
And plunge in death amid the perilous main ? 
For sure thou wilt be lost; and then in thee 
England is lost for ever. All her hopes, 
That gild with beams of light these gloomy hours, 
Will sink in darkness, like the grave’s. Myself 
A widow, like thy sister; and these babes, 
Dear to us both, whom often in his arms 
Their father took and tenderly caress’d 
Fatherless orphans, and of every ruffian 1124 
The cruel sport. Their father then will lie 
In the cold bosom of the sea, or led 
Captive perhaps to foreign climes, whom then 
Not England’s wealth can ransom, or prevent 
By ignominious tortures to expire.— 
Oh! my soul sickens, as pale fancy lifts 
These horrible presentments to my view. 
Without thee nothing can proceed. On thee 
Alone, thy country’s dawning comfort rests. 
Quit then intents so dreadful-wild.”— 
She paused, 

O’ercome with deep emotion: yet with look 1136 
Of pleading beauty, as her heart would break, 
Gazed in his face; his purpose still she deem’d 
Unshaken, and resumed : 

‘‘T fear thee firm. 
But if thou wilt go, and thy fixed thoughts 
Brook not opposure of a woman’s will, [love, 
Yet hear my prayer. Once there were hours, my 
When what I wish’d could never be denied. 
Oh! if I ever listen’d to thy talk, 
If, won, I ever at the altar call’d 
Thee husband, owning thee my bosom’s lord, 
If I have been the mother of thy babes, 1148 
Let me attend thee. Go not thou alone: 
Let me too share thy dangers and thy fate. 
For we are one. What is thy pain, thy lot, 
Is also mine. Never shall chance of war 
Separate us: nor leave behind in grief, 
In unknown miseries, part of thyself ! 
Pity me: quit me not in agony. 
Near thee, I can console thee in distress 
(Sweet office!) and beside thee patient wait 
To cheer thee in fatigue, lull thee to rest, 
When the winds howl and dangers glare around. 
For though when absent from thee, I am weak 
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And womanish, yet near thee I am bold, 1161 
Constant, serene in danger, and reflect 

Back on thyself a ray of thine own spirit, 

Joyful I share thy pains, howe’er severe, 

And e’en to perish, yet with thee ’twere sweet.” 


So saying, o’er him tenderly she hung, 
While to relieve her throbbing heart, her eyes 
Silent o’erflow’d with pearly drops. She look’d 
(As o’er him bent her lovely form) most like [skies 
Heaven’s beauteous bow what time the sadden’d 
Distil their showers, fair-glittering in the beams 1171 
Of the opposing sun. Her soon the King, 
Fond looking in ber countenance, thus address’d. 


‘‘ Loveliest of women, excellent as dear, 
I feel thy noble soul exal€ my own, 
While thy affection melts me and subdues. 
Thy gentle accents wake within my heart 
The husband; father, brother; that almost 
Love, pity, reverence of thyself, and these 
Thy darling offspring, shake me to forego 
My purposed resolution, and resign 
My destined task to some inferior hand. 1182 
But no! be all thyself. Let no vain fears, 
No weak foreboding of too tender love, 
Unnerve thy wonted calmness. Let thy sons 
Inherit from their mother, England’s Queen, 
A fix’d and valiant heart. Urge me no more 
To quit the attempt of an imperious task, 
Prompted by duty, big with highest design. 
England now calls me from the fields of fight 
To guide her infant navy, and defend 
On her own element her sacred shores 
From swarms of fierce-invading, Pagan foes. 
Shall England’s King shrink back, or stand aghast, 
Withdrawing from the combat, till his land 
Sound with the shouts of robbers unopposed ! 
Shall England’s Queen withhold him, if he dares 
Forbid the approach of these marauding hordes, 
But coping with them on the open main 
Ingulf them there, ere yet their bloody steps 
Pollute a grass or flower of his fair isle? 
No! I must go, and like a man; a King; 
Not bearing thee associate, though most dear. 
I go, and with heaven’s blessing will perform 
The exalted charge assign’d me. Yes! I feel 
My heart assures me conquest, and the aid, 1206 
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The arm of heaven in its own cause. Ere long 1207 
1 shall return repaid with victory 

And honour, presage of yet future triumph, 

When England’s sons, inspirited, shall chase 
From off the bosom of their wounded land . 

These furious, foreign wolves, that drain her blood. 
Then order, peace, and happiness shall come 

In graceful train, and hand in hand dispense 

Their genial influence into every home. 

Now should I even fall, my death would prove 

A high example to all England’s sons, 

Rather to perish than to live base slaves. 1218 
Millions of warriors would spring up to fill 

My place, in valour equal, firm-resolved, 
Unconquerable as united: who should then 

- Place England’s glory on eternal base.” — 


He paused a moment, then from his high thought 
Relaxing, on his family around 
Gazed, and thus added in more tender tone. 


“Nor then, would you, dear treasures of my soul, 
Me lost, be widow’d, orphan’d, comfortless. 
That gracious Being, who the unfledged bird 1228 
Feeds, and each houseless tenant of the plain ; 
Who nurtures every flower that decks the field ; 
Would be to you a better father, friend, 
And comforter, and as he knows you good, 
In every peril would defend you all, 
And give you hope and solace, born of heaven. 
Trust then to that kind Providence, whose eye 
Looks over all its works, and must protect 
The favour’d virtuous with peculiar care, 
Of me a tender memory you still 
Would cherish, mingled with a noble pride 
That in my country’s cause I bravely fell,— 1240 
But hence that painful picture: which I see 
Softens thy soul afresh and from those eyes 
Renews their current of too tender drops. 
For rest assured, I shall return to share 
Thy loved society for many years. 
England shall be released from all her foes ; 
Then will we fondly rear this blooming train, 
And teach them to be noble-minded, brave, 
And good, till seeing our own youth renew’d 
In them, our country happy in its peace, 
Blessing and blest along the vale of life 
We will descend; old age by slow degrees 1252 


276 KING ALFRED. 


Shall bend us and one grave embrace us both. 3233 
Meanwhile, me absent, thou shalt safe remain 
Apart from danger and grim scenes of war 

Within a shelter’d castle, whither soon 

With meet escort thou and thy train shall part. 
There at each setting day and dawning morn 
Think of me absent, as 1 will of thee, 

And pour a fervent orison to heaven. 

Be mindful of thyself and this loved flock, 

And calm expect unclouded hours of joy.” 


He ended here. The Queen awhile remain’d 1263 
Vacant of speech; at last with softer voice 
Brief she rejoin’d. ‘‘ Alas! this infant flock 
Will ever to my gloomy thoughts present 
Their father absent, and thy widow’d sister 
Remind me what myself may soon become.— 
Forgive my weakness, dearest love: but sure 
_ Prophetic fears now agitate my soul, 

That with unwont alarm is all-awake, 

Doubting I never shall behold thee more. 

Oft have I seen thee march to war, and oft 
Return all pale with honourable wounds, 

Yet never felt I fear. But now, oh! now— 1275 
Something within me to my thought reveals 
Horrid events, and that thyself must— What ?— 
Oh! dreadful image—Hence—I’ll not believe— 
It cannot be—No—lI will be myself, 

And dissipate these fancies.—Go, my love! 

My ever honour’d lord! Against her foes 

Be still thy country’s shield. I will implore 
Comfort and hope from heaven, and till my eyes 
Again feast on thee, still believe the best.” 


She said, and proud with fortitude assumed 
Stood firm: yet soon remembering she must part, 
Approach’d her husband, and her lovely face 
Soft-folding in her robe, hung o’er his neck 
Silent. He gently clasp’d her to his breast, 

_ And unprevented on her fragrant lips 

Impress’d a kiss, lingering as zephyr sleeps 
Within the dewy bosom of a rose. 

Returning tenderness half bade her tongue 

Still urge his stay, but honour in her soul 

And dignity forbade. Yet eloquent 

In silence, every gesture spoke. Her heart 
Throbb’d high, and spite of effort, fluttering sighs 
Betray’d the secret tumult of her breast. 1298 
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Long thus she linger’d in ber husband’s arms __ 1299 
With unavailing fondness. Often he 

Gently repell'd her, and with whisper’d words 
Check’d her emotion. Lovelier then she shone 
Than wont: though graceful ever, now her mien 
Of tender grief had heighten’d every charm. 

As when May, flowery-vested, scatters showers 
O’er the green meads, the transient rains dispersed, 
All nature smiles in beauty : cowslips bend 

Their spotted bosoms on the pearly grass: 

The landscape shines in beams of soften’d gold : 
With azure smoothness glide the streams along: 1310 
Sweet breathes the air: the groves with music ring. 


While these soft cares employ him, to the King 
Hianfrid is announced. The youthful thane 
Brooding resentment that no public praise 
Had yet extoll’d his mean-deserving deeds, 

Still under friendship’s specious mask conceal’d 
Hate, vain ambition, envy, treacherous guile. 
Received, with meek submission his request 

- He offers, with due escort to conduct | 

To Anselm’s quiet halls the royal train. 

Thus speaks he. ‘* Royal chief, thy memory 1321 
Perhaps recalls, I saved thy sister once, 

When Amund led to unexpected war 

His foremost troops, and on the final rear 
Vented his horrid rage. Still let me prove 

My ardour in thy service. Let me lead 

With escort meet of military state 

To Anselm’s friendly home the regal train. 

So shalt thou know them safe, and I discharge 
A pleasing duty, envied of my peers.” 


His ready care the monarch, ever prone 
To palliate error past, accepts; and bids 1332 
Haste his design’d attendance. Soon array’d 
The sovereign his reluctant family 
Prepares to leave, and many times farewell 
To each repeating, quits them as a brook 
That wanders murmuring through a vale, and leaves 
Flowers blooming on his banks, whose modest grace 
In many a rural dell his moisture feeds. 


Delay is none. A small attendant train 
Selecting, straight the royal hero joins 
The naval messenger, with whom intent 
On his high expedition now he leaves 1343 


278 AING ALFRED. 


The camp: not unaccompanied awhile 1344 
Of other noble chiefs, honouring his steps. 

Him, passing thus, the conscious host salutes 
With acclamation, blessings on the emprize, 

And prayers for his return. The female throng 
Mark his departing train with equal hope 

And tenderer emotion. There the Queen 

Long present stood, and watch’d the glimmering band 
Gradual recede from sight; as dewy mists 

Sail o’er the country, when the shepherd stands 
Posted on some green height, and views their forms 
Rolling away, till the dim mountains seem 1355 
Like islands rising from a fleecy sea. 

Full soon herself with her domestic charge 

The Thane Hianfrid waits, with escort meet 

To bear to Anselm’s halls. Nor less amid 

The general camp, a noble female train 

Prepares to leave the post, and seek awhile 

Some not unknown retreat, as choice invites 

Or safety dictates. Many a chieftain’s tent 
Presents a busy scene, while the grieved wives, 
Matrons, and virgins, quit with fond farewell 
Their dear relations. So a beauteous crowd, 

All with meet guard accompanied, departs. —_1367 
A sigh of fond regret their course pursues, 
Mingled withhope. Such seem/’d their graceful pomp, 
While led by their fair Queen, the splendid train, 
Gradual, majestic, from the view retires, 

As fades the beauty of the western skies 

At eve, what time at first an ample globe 

Of gold, the sun amid the burnish’d clouds 

Sits throned, yet reddening, broadening, as he slow 
Descends, the clouds to deeper purple change, 
Crimson, or fainter gold, and all on high 

White airy fleeces streak the azure vault, 

Till when he final sets, gray twilight spreads 1379 
Her equal shade around, and Night at last 

Under embrace of his dark mantle hides 

Every green hill, and vale, and silent tree. 


Not yet the second sun had quench’d his orb 
Amid the western waves, ere by the shores 
Where Wareham’s towers ascend, the impatient King 
Had with his train arrived. Superb the scene 
He thence survey’d: the bright-illumined sea, 

Far as the horizon stretch’d around, was spread 
With various-colour’d ensigns, waving broad 
O’er ships innumerable, while both fleets 1390 
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Rode opposite, their hoisted sails diffused 1391 
To the fresh-rising gales. The monarch soon, 
Embark’d within a ready galley, steers 

To waiting Octher’s ship his gallant course. 


With decent state the noble ammiral 
Receives his royal visitant amid 
His own magnific vessel, the rare work 
Plann’d by the sovereign’s inventive skill. 
A gorgeous frame, yet most for use contrived, 
Surpassing every vessel of the foe, 
The boast of England’s navy; presage too 1401 
Of its yet future glory. Her tall poop 
Rose like a lofty tower above the waves, 
With breast protrusive, to a point converged, 
Terrible in offence, or prompt to pierce 
Each creek and bay, yet yielding station high, 
Turret o’er turret, for brave men to hurl 
Darts, firebrands, rocks, amid their foes below. 
Her ample decks a solid floor supplied 
To warriors arm’d with grappling lance or sword, 
Or two-edged battle-axe, placed in array 
Above the rowers, safe conceal’d within, 
Bank above bank, whose light and airy fans, 1413 
Waving in concert on each side, the sea 
With stroke not inharmonious dash’d. Astern 
Two waving bars, like wings, composed the helm: 
Full in the midst of her distended frame 
The cabin rose, built like a stately house; 
O’er which the mast display’d its studded sails, 
Pennons, and flags, broad-floating in the wind. 
Nor wanting pomp of kingly ornament, 
For lo! in honour of the monarch come 
Silk awnings of imperial purple spread 
Wide o’er the mid abodes: sails of like hue 
Are raised aloft, with aigulets of gold 1425 
Conspicuous far: purpureal shadows gleam 
Around ; the regal standard to the air 
Unfurl’d extols its glittering blazonry. 
A pictured war-horse o’er the stern effused 
Proudly his radiant mane, flaming with gold. 
The mariners and soldiery attired 
In triple coats of mail show’d each some mark 
Of royal state, a helm, or shield emboss’d 
With costly gems, or on their steely arms 
Wore golden bracelets, as they stood disposed 
Fach in his various station, to the view 
Glorious but dreadful. Soon the King ascends : 1437 
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And after welcome from his valiant chiefs, 1438 
Octher of foreign birth, and that brave son 

Of England, born to raise her naval fame, 
Wiulfstan, and other chiefs remember’d well, 
Receives to his strict questions meet reply, 
Learning with joy, that by to-morrow’s dawn 

The hostile fleet (so rumour tells) will part. 

The sovereign’s sage advice in council told 

The chiefs approve, and deem it best so long 

The meditated battle to delay; 

But, joining war with wary skill, advance 

Their own inferior numbers thus to cope 1449 
With foes so overmatch’d: these sail’d, ere long 
They purpose first with chosen ships to attack 
The latest rear, which conquer’d, straight to lead 
Array of ampler, swifter, new-form’d ships 

Amid the squadrons all promiscuous throng’d 

Of their incautious enemy: to deal 

Fury unlimited, and through them hurl 

Sudden destruction: while the lesser powers 
Dispersing on each side, engage diverse 

With foes more match’d in swiftness as in size; 
All still protected by the chief array. 

This plan agreed, the admiral now sends 1461 
Heralds through all the fleet, to each high chief 
Disclosing plain the order of attack, 

And welcome news of the loved King arrived. 

All hear attentive. Universal joy 

Succeeds, and new redoubled courage springs 
Through every ship. Sudden a general shout 
Bursts from each animated crew, that all 
Heaven’s concave rings afar; the boundless sea 
Resounds with the deep clamour, loud as when 
Mountainous waves dash over beetling rocks. 
Nor pause ensues. Instant the sail-spread main 
Is all one moving scene, while every chief —_—1473 
His ready ships leads into order’d place. 

The gallant Ingulf brings his squadron on 

Of twenty sable vessels, which the waves 
Breasted with pride, part fill’d with mariners 
From England’s shores, part mann’d with Frisiao 
Collected to instruct as to supply [crews 
Defect of English seamen. Ethelward, 

A noble hero, o’er the billows rode 

With ten blue galleys, and ten ample ships 

Built on the model of the inventive King, 

Well mann’d and well equipp’d. Twice six tall ships 
Of equal frame swept o’er the briny flood, 1485 
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Ruled by the generous Kelmond. Following proud, 
Leofric, hardy warrior, plough’d the deep 

With thirty stately barks, constructed all 

Of size and shape superior, all well stored 

With heroes, shrinking not from storms or death : 
Englishmen part ; part foreigners select. 

With ten high frigates noble Osbert came, 

Ardent for deeds of fame, adapt for war. 
Eberhard, Alric, Bertulf, each led on 

His gallant squadron, few of nobler size, 

But chief of ancient form, that beat with oars 

The foaming main, while in the frolic wind 1497 
Rattled their bending shrouds. Their station all 
Soon held, and in array like two vast wings | 
Spread on each side the monarch’s central ship, 
All eager to be led upon their foes 

In swift pursuit. Yet all thus nobly ranged, 

In puissance as in number to their foes 

Far, far inferior. Awful was their view, 

Yet soul-inspiring, as their stedfast bulk 

Lay on the waves diffused, while in the sky 

Their radiant ensigns flash’d with transient glare. 
Such they appear’d, while in the setting sun 

Their broader shadows dark’d the lustrous main, 1509 
As rise aloft in Cambria’s rugged clime 

Snowdon’s huge height and all the lesser hills 
Around, when o’er their beacon-tops fires blaze, 
Reflected far amid the vales below. 


Evening drew on: and the sun’s half-sunk orb, 
O’er-canopied by purple clouds, shot wide 
His rays, that turn’d the sea to molten gold, 
Till the fair evening-star arising call’d 
The serious twilight, when gray-rolling mists 
Ascended o’er the waves, in distance dim 
Enveloping from view the shadowy main. 1520 
Then over heaven the stars in golden robes 
Peer’d from amid their azure halls and shed 
Their meek effulgence wide, reflected fair 
With ceaseless motion in the glittering waves. 


Within their ship the sovereign and the chiefs 
Indulge calm thought, and converse. Octher heard 
The King’s designs attentive; and a ray 
Of soul congenial oped the dawning views 
Of Wulfstan, native hero, as he mark’d 
The monarch’s words, and caught his generous flame. 
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‘¢ Heart-rending the reflection, nor from shame 
Acquitted, (spoke the venerable King,) 
That Britain, isle so favour’d of kind heaven, 
Has yet so long o’erlook’d her proper strength ! 
Assail’d with ease on every side by swarms 
Of stern invaders, and no naval power 
Possessing to defend her coasts, they thus 
Fear not defeat on land, but conquer’d there, 
Enter their ships, and on some guardless part 
Pour forth again their lawless multitudes. 
Yet hear my fix'd deliberate thought. I deem 
Our country capable of full defence, 1542 
Invulnerable by all foreign power : 
Be it only that its natives know their state 
And cherish and improve the naval arts. 
Nor less to commerce suited, for this isle 
Favour’d in climate, fruitfulness, extent, 
Secure and independent, might send forth 
Fleets to all climes at once, with all the world 
Holding communication, and exalt 
Britain the unrivall’d mistress of the main. 
Even with this new fleet, which our own toils 
Have raised, my hopes aspire, beneath the care 
Of heaven and with the aid of those skill’d men 1654 
Whom our large gifts from foreign coasts have led 
Hitherward, to instruct in naval arts 
My yet unpractised countrymen, to wrest 
From the fell grasp of these insatiate foes 
Dominion of our seas; to guard our isle 
From insult and compose to happy peace. 
Nor here shall end my aims: for this achieved, 
I will dispatch my ships to foreign shores, 
To pour new arts and greatness o’er our land, 
Such as myself have in my youthful days 
Seen wafted o’er Italian seas to grace 
Venice’ famed port, what time my sire revered 1566 
Bore me to witness Rome’s imperial pride. 
To these great ends, and ardent to promote 
Traffic, one fountain of a kingdom’s wealth, 
My purpose is to invite to industry 
My subjects, and to enterprizing men 
Lend ships and treasures, opening for themselves 
The gates of riches o’er the realm to flow. 
Nor even this proud intercourse shall bound 
The ambition of my fleets, to visit still 
Known and contiguous climes, but o’er the main 
Flying with angel wings they shall explore 
Countries yet lost in savage ignorance, 1578 
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And to their wondering habitants impart 1579 
New arts, new products, laws, tidings of heaven, 
W hat anxious ardour then does England claim 

Of us to rid her from these pirate foes, 

Haunting her coasts, all hopes of naval power 

Or foreign commerce crushing as they rise ! 

Our valour—and may heaven its blessing deign !— 
Sole rests to achieve our glorious purposes.—” 


All answer with fix’d look, that speak high hopes 
And settled courage. Then bold Octher thus. 


‘‘Me Norway bore: nursed from my earliest age 
To stormy seas, and every perilous chance 
0’ the element: seasons I know, and all 
The stars that guide the sailor through the deep. 
Nor strange to me the advantages of trade, 
Long practised by myself, ere from my land 
I fled to escape the all-subduing arms 
Of Harold the fair-hair’d: and to your side 
Adjoin’d my power; for I had thus become 
Rich in possessions, nor of small esteem 
Among my countrymen. I call’d my own 1599 
Six hundred fleet rein-deer: and kine, and sheep. 
Strong horses plough’d my lands. Vassals to me, 
Finnians and Laplanders, their tributes paid, 
Birds’ feathers, skins of deer, the bones of whales, 
Furs of the otter, martin, or the bear, 
Seal-skins, and cables for my ships. Nor I 
Have fear’d ere now to tempt new voyages, 
Bent on discovery, but have urged my prows 
Both up the thundering Baltic, and where float 
Islands of ice far north, beyond the seas 
Where navigators pierce the oily whales. 
Thus fitted, I with an attentive ear 
Have listen’d to the monarch’s utter’d thoughts, 1612 
Which with my own in perfect concord meet. 
For sure your isle, an ample navy raised 
Bearing beneath its flags her bravest sons, 
Safe may defy assault of foreign foes, 
And flourish fair, the envy of the world, 
While her green fields her native freeborn sons 
May till secure, unstain’d by bloody war, 
Unless foul faction shall themselves divide. 
A country so by nature mark’d, in place 
So favour’d and endued, what power can check 
Holding with ease the commerce of the world? 
Apt too for high discoveries. Therefore me, 1624 
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Studious of naval enterprise, esteem 1625 
Still ready with my efforts aud advice 

To accomplish your great plans, and aid a prince 
Whose life exists but for his people’s good.” 


Joyful the sovereign hears these thoughts express’d 
Confirming thus his own. With eager zeal 
All burn impatient for the approaching fight, 
And to o’erwhelm their foes. Thus in discourse 
Waned on the hours of night. Darkness involved 
The face of heaven, whose jealous silence sole 
Was broke by murmurs of the billowy sea. —1635 


At such dread time the powers of darkness stung 
With fury at their late defeat, and roused 
With apprehension of the wide array 
Spread o’er the ocean, meet twixt sea and sky, 
And there conferring, soon their shadowy course 
Steer through mid air, likest dark-wandering clouds : 
Receding till they hover o’er the shores 
Where erst they ceased from their infernal voyage. 
Here like a pyramid amid the waves 
Deep they descend, and enter the dark rocks 
And hollow éaves, pillars of Albion’s isle, 1646 
Within whose vast recesses they had hid 
Their stores of horrid tempests brought from hell, 
Thunders, and whirlwinds, and sulphureous fires. 
These found, with awful orgies they convolve 
Mid native clouds and darkness, and as robes 
Waft round them every way. In phalanx vast 
Within their Stygian canopy they move, 
Along the sea’s deep base, rocky or smooth, 
Then through the green waves mount, and far above 
Hear the surge roar, and see the light ships float: 
Till amid open air their order’d ranks 
Sail, and against their adversaries brooding = 1658 
Malignant vengeance, all the Danish fleet 
They cope and shield as with a lurid cloud. 


Of these aware, the angelic host, convened 
On high, deliberate how best to save 
The Christian powers. Ere yet the morning star 
Had usher’d in the dawn, the radiant skirts 
Of their superb procession, as their course 
Approach’d the English fleet, had tinged the east 
With earlier gold, and to the expectant crews 
Presaged auspicious day. Next, dawn unlook’d 
Her purpled palace-doors, through which the morn 
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Issuing, her bright hair crown’d with orient beams, 
Spread with tall hand o’er all the eastern heaven 
Her crimson standard, at whose view Night fled 
With every twinkling star. The rosy light 
Far-playing o’er the waves disclosed around 

In prospect vast the Danish fleet prepared 

For swift departure. Wheresoever stretch’d 

The roving eye, it saw their crowded ships 
Tall-masted, lofty-beak’d at either end, 

Many magnificent and large, adorn’d 

Profuse with gold and azure. Every sail 

Was spread aloft, and bellying in the winds, 1681 
Impatient, seem’d to chide the rowers ranged 
Countless below, at their light oars’ delay. 
Innumerable their host : was there each chief 

Of naval fame, who from the Danish shores [broad 
Had brought the associate Kings. The standard 
Deck’d with the pictured warhorse, Amund’s sign, 
Waved o’er full seventy ships, and held the chiefs 
His subjects, Codrin, Harfager the bold, 

Algar, and Bruern, names well-known to fame, 

Tn fight, in sailing skill’d, and nursed in storms. 
The sacred raven, Guthrun’s ensign, roll’d 

Its terrors o’er an equal host that stretch’d —1693 
Their wings, and rose like castles o’er the waves, 
Bridging the ocean far: in these held sway 
Mordred and Ina, potent chiefs, and here 

Intrepid Eric and Hialmar roused 

Their crews to loftiest hopes, and in contempt 
Derided the weak efforts of their foes. 

Oskital’s banners, woven with blood-red wolves, 
Distinguish’d sixty vessels, in whose bulk 
Cumbran, and Evind from the stormy isles 

Laland and Femeren brought their hardy powers, 
And Semund there, from Ploen’s marshy lakes, 
And Hermod’s furious sons from Sleswick’s coasts. 
Nor absent there the eagle pennons spoke 

The powers of Regner’s sons, those chiefs far-famed 
Hinguar and Hubba: whose proud captains led 
Their numerous fleet through direst scenes of death. 
Were endless to recount the various powers, 

And chiefs of martial note. Solemn the view 

As all the thronged ships prepared to part. 

Yet ere they sail, the chiefs and every crew 
Hymn to the God of ocean varied songs 

Of praise: Niord each voice invokes, and prays 
His guardian care: to him the pious rites 

Are stffer'd, and from every deck are thrown = 1717 
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Presents amid the sea, of gold, and arms, 1718 
And costly robes, his favour to secure: 

Many on charms rely: on staves, or arms 
Inscribed with Runic verse, of power to save 
From shipwreck and each peril of the main. 

Nor seem’d their holy mysteries of the Gods 
Unanswer’d. Through the air responsive roar’d 
The voice of winds ; the sea with swelling pride 
Roll’d: meteors glared: and lambent fires high-hung 
By hands unseen, o’er many a standard play’d. 
With shouts of joy the welkin rings: that Gods 
Vouchsafe auspicious omens and announce 1729 
Prosperous arrival, unopposed by rocks, 

Or shoals, or storms; for enemies they scorn. 


Thus cheer’d, at signal from the leading ship 
But in no fix’d array, the Danish fleet 
Commoves innumerous: while with favouring gales 
The sails are swell’d, the rowers ply beneath 
Their fin-like oars, spreading on every side, 
That the resounding ocean foams around, 
As galleys, pinnaces, and rapid skiffs 
Cleaving the waves, voyage their joyous course. 
The English shores at distance visible, 1740 
Not beyond view of these they steer along 
Eager to reach their destined port, and there 
Disburthen their throng’d hosts for fields of fame. 
Such seem’d their crowded squadrons, floating wide 
Over the cerule ocean, as when clouds 
Pregnant with tempests roll their billowy shapes 
O’er the blue vault of heaven. 

The English powers. 

Aware now follow in array: they move 
Silent, but resolute, all high in hope 
And confidence, by prayers inspired, which all 
Have to the Good Supreme for aid preferr’d. 1752 
The chiefs each other emulate; the crews 
Their chief: all prompt to conquer or to die. 
With arms well-stored is all the fleet: nor long 
Pause hinders, ere the chosen, swifter ships 
O’ertake the hostile rear. Then gan the fight. 
Trumpets loud-echoing o’er the main proclaim 
The gallant onset. In contempt the Danes 
Wait the attack, but such contempt not long 
Their adversaries’ fury might allow : 
While bearing on them in due-order’d place 
They see the moving towers, from whose high prows 
A sable storm descends of javelins, stones, 1764 
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And sever’d rocks, which with tremendous crash 

Fall o’er their decks, and masts, and shatter’d sails. 

Horrible death ensues: the war of waves, 

Loud-dash’d by falling rocks and plunging dead, 

Instant is mingled with deep groans, and cries 

Of frantic wonder. Firebrands flying round 

Like meteors seize the shrouds, and unctuous pitch 

Inflammable once touching, in a blaze 

And cloudy volumes many a crowded ship 

Involve, that toss’d by winds destruction round 

Communicate. Both sides in close attack 1775 

Now join: beaks dash on beaks: by cables slung 

Afar, in ruin they o’erwhelm the skiffs 

Of lighter frame. Huge grappling hooks arrest 

The larger ships with violent power: and hold 

Closely the adversary. Straight o’er these 

Multitudes rush with fury, and the fight 

Wage hand to hand: innumerable wounds 

Are dealt on every side: no words can paint 

The terror, and the clamour, and the rage 

Of that contest: swords clash, and waved aloft, 

Gleam red with blood: thunder the riven shields. 

By thousands from their stations hurl’d around, 

Sink mid the crimson’d azure of the main 1788 
The mingling crews. The rowers are not spared ; 

For ponderous battle-axes swung on high 

Whelm them amid the tide, hurl’d from their seats. 

Tumult and desolation reign. Blood pours 

In torrents from each lofty vessel's side, 

As when autumnal floods down rocky hills 

Roll their red mass of waters, swelling high 

The rivers, that with deluge hide the vales. 

The Danish rear by their infuriate foes 

Scarce overpower’d, lo! mid their central fleet, 

Vessels of unwont size, rapid, and new 

Are now arrived in terrible array. 1800 

The Pagan hosts in mute astonishment 

Awhile are fix’d, all palsied to behold 

Such confidence of their late fearful foes, 

Supported thus by so majestic power. 

But no delay ensues: for battle proud . 

All straight prepare: the invading multitudes 

Their courage (for a moment awed) arouse 

By horrid shouts, and o’er the tower’d prows 

Ascending, stern invoke to deeds of death 

Their fellows, as a savage horde of wolves 

Amid Norwegian hills o’er forests high 

Prowling for blood, roar from the steep-brow’d crags. 
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Ruin immense, unspeakable, deforms 1813 
The ocean, as the iron-headed ships 

Rush ’gainst each other: instantaneous fly 

In shiver’d parts the weaker vessels, else 
Construct as castles ; masts, and sails, and prows 
Fallen, stream along the main, and borrible 
Remains of mighty ships, late fill’d with crews 
Visible now no more, or only seen 

All-pale, or smear’d with blood, clinging in vain 
To miserable remnants of the wreck, 

And labouring to preserve a wounded life. 
Weapons of every kind resistless flying 1824 
Darken the air: arrows, and darts, and fire 
Commingling, rain destruction from above; 

Below prodigious clubs or axes smite 

The crashing vessels, and with instant death 
Depopulate the multitudinous crews. 

So down Helvetia’s mountains prone descend 
Masses of snow, huge avalanches, roll’d 

Tn hideous ruin from high steep to steep 
O’erwhelming forests, bridges, caverns, rocks : 
O’er all the vales the mingled havoc falls 
Deep-burying towns and all the works of man. 
Most raged the battle, where the central ship 1836 
Of dauntless Octher press’d, bearing in charge 
England’s intrepid monarch ; whose career 
Kelmond and Leofric, bold captains, swift 
Pursued. Destruction rages there uncheck’d, 
Where flew their fire-wing’djavelins through the sides 
Of hostile ships. Shatter’d the vessels sink 

Fill’d soon with turbid waves, mingled with blood. 
Of these thus perish’d Harfager, bold chief, 

With all his crew. In vain his sire shall wait 
His proud return, promised with treasures rich. 
The salt sea is his grave. Thus Mordred sank 
And fierce Hialmar. They in vain their troops 
Still hearten’d, as their perforated ships 1849 
Descended mid the ocean, and invoked 

Niord to view their valour, as they sank 
Shouting, and whelm’dat last, stretch’d o’er the waves 
Their clasp’d hands visible above, each high 
Lifting a sword, Valhalla’s latest pledge. 


Evind amid his squadron fierce advanced 
To oppose the English chieftain. Swift he led 
His vessels to the attack, as in the climes 
Of Lapland flies the rein-deer o’er the snow, 
Whirling the rapid sledge. High on the prow 
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Of his huge dragon-headed ship he came, 1860 
Shouting, ‘“‘ Now, sons of ocean, is the hour 

To win immortal glory. Great Niord 

Destines for us the victory and the spoil 

Of this new navy. Most attack that ship 

Superb with gold and purple; for she bears 
Surely the chiefest captains of their fleet, 

Such fury darts from her impetuous prow.” 


Him as he came exulting thus, observed 
England’s great sovereign. To a station high 
Ascending, noble Octher by his side, 1870 
Cover’d behind his dark-encircling shield, 

He with unerring arm discharged a spear 

That struck the infuriate Dane, and mid the sea 

Plunged him from his proud height. Such was the 

As when an eagle in the air sublime [stroke 

Sailing along, instantly downward darts 

Tremendous, waving wide his sable wings, 

That cover with their shade the trembling prey, 

Ere certain death ensue his bloody grasp. 

Shrieks hideous from the Danish crews arose, 

Seeing their captain slain: of deep dismay 

Signal; yet waking thoughts of dread revenge. 1882 

Evind all loved. His hospitable halls 

Were to each traveller known, and many a feast 

His vassals there enjoy’d : but now no more 

Himself shall quaff the gold-tipt horn, or boast 

His store of mantling mead, or proud display 

His range of drinking cups, once skulls of foes 

Slain with his proper hand. Now grew the war 

Horribly fierce. With sound of mighty ships 

Innumerable ’gainst each other driven, 

Might seem that louder tumult and uproar 

Convulsed the air, the main, than when all heaven 

Thunders involve, which piercing the sea’s depths, 

Lifted in mountains, rock the steadfast earth. 

Through all the sky a night of weapons hung 

Conjoin’d in raging storm. The sails are torn 

With hail more dreadful than when wintry Jove 

Unlocks his wide ztherial caves, the home 

Of brooding tempests. Masts continuous fall, 

And in their ruin friends and foes confound. 

Ships cloven sheer dispart. The surging main, 

Purple in hue, presents a general scene 

Of men on fragments of unnumber’d wrecks 

Lifting their armed limbs, or swimming slow 

Where frequent-floating on the waves appear 1906 
VOL. 1. U 
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Their fallen standards, whose gold-tissued signs 1907 
Were red with blood of their own countrymen. 


The Danish chiefs in awful quadrate throng’d 
Press on the English lines. Confusion yet 
Withholds them. Fathers stimulate their sons 
To matchless valour: sons their sires: the crews . 
Vie with each other; every chief with chief. 
Among the Danes Codrin and Semund now 
Conspicuous shone in valour, and led on 
Together their bold squadrons, thus conferting. 

‘* Come on,” fierce Codrin cried, “‘ for tho’ some power 
Supernal aids our enemies, unwont 

To wars like these, war such as ne’er till now 
Mine eyes, though versed in storms. and naval fight, 
Have witness’d, yet let our joint prowess change 
The tide of victory. Terrible this scene, 

As on that last great day when Ocean swell’d 

By fell Midgard shall deluge all the earth, 

And hideous spectres sailing o’er the skies 

Shall join the fiery armies to assail 

Heaven’s towers. For Englishmen, a nameunknown 
In naval fame, are conquering Denmark’s fleets. 
Oh! scandal! Let us hasten to prevent 1929 
Such ruin, nor one Dane that shame endure.” - 


To whom thus Semund, superstitious, fierce, 
Deep-skill’d in Runic lore. ‘‘ Fear not, great chief! 
Though perilous, yet is this scene to me 
Delicious as the chase of savage beasts 
Over the pine-clad hills. Victory is ours. 

I reck not though the clamours of the fight 

Be as if now, the end of all things come 

Amid unspeakable uproar, all heaven 

Were burst asunder. We upon our foes 

Will dart like heaven’s high King when he shall rush 
Arm’d on that last great day in tenfold steel 

To fight with Fenris, the tremendous wolf, 

His fated prey. Fall on them: let the groans 
Of our dash’d foes sound hideous as the howls 
Of Loke, when his enormous shape he turns 
Tortured by poisonous floods. Our cries shall be 
Like vultures tearing the dead carcases 

Of warriors groaning on the field of death.” 


So saying, their united powers they led 
Toward the mid battle where the sovereign ship 
Waked fiercest fury. Terrors then ensued 1951 
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Ineffable, and ruin such as yet 1952 
Saw never mortal eye. The tower-like ships 
With all their continents fell down as thick 

As pinoy forests from the northern hills 

Hewn, that precipitate with fierce uproar 

Roll to the adjacent rivers. Rocks on rocks 
Hurtle amid the air, and from the sight 

Withhold the day; the outcry sounds to heaven. 
Distinguish’d in the tumult, now the voice 

Of England’s King is heard, invoking loud 

His chiefs by name: bidding all bear in mind 
Their country’s glory at this awful hour; 1963 
Their own great cause; that heaven looks on, and 
Their patriot efforts with almighty arm. _[shields 
So some high angel to this world dispatch’d 

On embassy to punish guilty man, 

What time etherial terrors are unveil’d, 

When lightnings fire the sky and thunders shake 
The earth, serene amid the tempest walks, 

In darkness shrined: whose awful voice controls 
To their dread task his potent ministers. 


Codrin, proud champion, as in his black ship 
He pass’d amid retiring foes, or tore 1974 
With grasp of ponderous hooks huge vessels, sunk 
Under his ruinous hold, himself then fell, 

While flash’d thick flames around, that all the air 
Enveloped, caught from ship to ship; he raged 
Long with ungovern’d fury, till at last 

The generous Wulfstan, pale with weariness, 

Yet reckless of his wounds, him through the heart 
Smote with huge spear, and dash’d amid the main. 
So when in forest wilds a tiger quits 

The cavern that conceals his bloody lair 

And on contiguous villages descends, 

The monster gluts his hungry jaws in gore, _—1986 
Till the courageous hunters in their toils 

Environ him, and one with desperate skill 

Plunges into his heart the poison’d steel. 

So died the savage Dane. Nor better fate 
Shared his associate, Szemund, chieftain famed 
For skill in magic verse: him, as on high 

He stood, dispersing death, and with harangue 
Loudly encouraging his subject crews, 

A ponderous rock by gallant Osbert slung 

Struck backward; in the arms of his scared troops 
He fell, all shatter’d; yet ere death, his voice 
Faintly exclaim’d : ‘‘ I die, but Odin soon 1998 
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Will seat me in his splendid halls, among 1999 
Heroes and Gods. Commit my body now 

To great Niord—I grasp—TI kiss—my sword.” 

So having said, night veil’d his eyes; no more 

By the dark forest’s side at solemn eve 

His harp shall echoing call the peasant throng 

To hear exploits of Gods, the joys of war, 

The fame of heroes, rung in Runic verse. 
Deep-grieved were all his crew, and in his shield 
Placing him, threw his corse amid the waves. 

Nor these died only. Of the English host 
Multitudes perish’d. Then, lamented death! 2010 
The generous Osbert fell, as on the poop 

Of his blue ship he rode, steering ber course 
Amid the rage of fight through ambient ruin; 

A random spear infuriate through the brain 
Pierced him. He headlong fell. His golden hair 
Was stain’d with blood, and all the deck was dyed 
With crimson currents from his shining mail. 
Around his sad remains his conscious crew 
Throng’d heedless of the deepening fight awhile, 
To mourn their chief, the young, the brave, the good. 
Fallen, fallen ! Ab! never more the poor shall bless 
Thy glad return to cheer their lonely cots 2022 
With comfort, food and fire, and make thy vale 
Be known afar, the abode of peace and joy ! 


Lo! now more awful horrors fright the main. 
For all that quarter ofthe element, 
W here Octher’s and fallen Osbert’s squadrons fight, 
A ppears one sheet of heaven-ascending fire. 
Flames with unceasing fury hurl’d around 
Have spread o’er all the Danish fleet commix’d 
In thick confusion ; separating fast 
Ships threaten death where’er they move. The war 
Slackens awhile, for mute astonishment 2033 
Usurps the English squadrons, who retire 
Precipitate, and strive in haste to shun 
Contagious desolation, till arrived 
At distance they survey the dreadful scene. 
For many a vessel of the foe now seems 
An /‘tna, vomiting expansive flames 
That dismally illume the waves afar. 
Sails blaze innumerable in streaming sheets : 
Standards, and eagle pennons, gleam above 
In fiery ruin. From each burning ship 
Men leap by throngs amid the waves to shun 
The furious element, preferring there 2045 
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Milder destruction. All the sea presents 2046 
A spectacle magnificent of ships : 
Red-blazing to the water’s verge, dispersed 

In disarray, spreading their forms adust. 

The storm of sparks, that through the smoky clouds 
Rose, whose dark pall o’ercanopied all heaven, 
Appear’d above innumerable stars, 

Or where the ghastly eye of fancy saw 
Descending meteors : comets, that presaged 
Endless destruction, or to mind might call 
Terrors, such as assail’d that city old 

Portici, or famed Herculaneum’s towers, 2057 
What time Vesuvius down his mountain sides 
Roll’d rivers of hot lava, liquid seas 

Of fire, and from his roaring gulf discharged 
Clouds of red ashes, molten rocks, that fill’d 

The sulphurous air, and prone in horrid storm 
Dash’d on the shrieking nations, soon absorb’d 

In the resistless deluges that pour’d 

Their overwhelming floods amid the main. 

Nor ruin less horrific triumph’d here : 

Astounded with the terrible uproar 

‘Echoed the distant coasts: the swelling sea, 
O’ercast with red reflection, (every wave 2069 
Incarnadined with blood) roll’d back amazed 

In stormy tumult to his trembling shores. 


Now mid the cloudy volumes, that dispread 
Wide o’er both fleets, and in their course induced 
Unnatural darkness, while an ominous pause 
Of silence dreadful beyond thought, foretold 
Some terror new-prepared, assembling moved 
The gloomy spirits of hell. In hasty crowds 
They came enduring not thus to behold, 

Maugre their secret efforts to assist 

The cause they loved, such fiery havoc rage. 2080 
Involved amid tempestuous darkness stood 

Satan, all-swoln with ire: and soon address’d 
With thunderous accent his conceal’d divan. 

‘* Deities of the night, arch-foes of heaven, 
Terrible and appalling is yon scene! 

See we not, how detested victory leans 

Toward our cursed enemies? Angelic arms, 

And heaven-raised machinations, aid their power. 
Then let us not inert remain and see 

Destruction hurl’d upon our friends, but haste 

To unloose the terrors of infernal storms, 

Now useful. Dissipate with all your might 2092 
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The array so long maintain’d of yonder fleet. 2093 
’Tis ope to conquest. Our outnumbering friends 

Prompt shall o’erwhelm them. ‘ What these fail to 
You with infuriate hurricanes destroy.” [end, 


He spoke : and at his words the synod dark 
Disrobe the tempests, that around their limbs 
Convolved they bear, and with potential grasp 
Uplifting, fly a thousand ways, each wrapt 
As in a pregnant cloud. Immediate all 
At signal known their aggregated heaps 
Discharge at once, that through the brooding smoke 
And mingled tires descend upon the main 
In hell-black volumes: while infuriate winds 
Rush from all quarters, which the gory sea 
Heave from its hidden depths in surging storm. 
The reeling fleets on mountain waves are thrown 
Up to heaven’s arch, and the descending clouds 
Pierced as they fly: but furious in a moment 
Sunk downward, far as if their flight explored 
Every concealed cavern of the deep. 

Vain are the cries of men: in vain the crash 

Of hapless vessels burst in hideous ruin, 
Unheard amid the vast, confusing roar. 2115 
But overhead hails in incessant sheets 

And rains in solid cataracts descend, 

Embrew’d in hell, that meet the swelling waves 
In their mid fury, and unite their floods ; 

Alike instinct with death. Nor these alone 
Upper and nether elements conflicting 

With horrid devastation tear the skies. 

For through the hollow surge infernal fires, 
Darting with lightning swiftness every way, 
Amid their sulphurous pestilence involve 

The shatter’d ships, and serve but to reveal 
Below, huge islands of disjointed rocks, 2127 
Ready amid their shrieking fall to pierce 

The wrecks. At last far over heaven, and down 
To the sea’s lowest abyss, each other sound 
Usurping, all the infernal thunder bursts, 
Exploded with tremendously diffused 

Unlimited astound. The ocean’s rocks 

Shake from their dark foundations: England’s isle 
Trembles : convulsed is all the earth; and shakes 
The eternal frame of heaven. Might seem as then 
All nature mutinied had gone to wrack, 

And every element ungovern’d raged 

With premature destruction o'er the world. —2139 
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Death holds his anarchy, stalking obscure 2140 
From wave to wave. At times in shape unveil’d 
The powers, incentive of the tempest, pass’d, 
Their spears like meteors gleaming through the dark, 
And fiery eyes, glancing like stars that shot 
Athwart the vault of night. Angry they sped 
Careering through the dissipated clouds, 

Or urged on eddying whirlwinds, as they strove 
To vent their outrage and collected fury 
Sole on the English fleet, and to o’erwhelm 
Its scatter’d legions in one general waste 
Of ruin, but with cautious veil to spare 2151 
And save the Pagan nations, whom their arm 
Hoped soon to lead within the destined port. 
Hence with mad effort that ztherial war 
Fell chief upon the Christian powers, and still 
Essay’d to urge back on the groaning coasts, 
On quicksands, shoals, or rocks their stranded wrecks 
In horrible confusion. 
But aware 

Of this fell purpose, no long space the sons 
And glorious company of heaven endured 
Such havoc. For behold! aloft amid 
Heaven’s vaulted canopy, their order’d bands 2163 
Visible to their hated foes appear, 
Enshrined in radiance. Round about them beam’d 
An amphitheatre of light, that far 
Banish’d malignant darkness, and reveal’d 
The terrors acted by hell’s powers below. 
At once the empyreal dignities advance, 
Array’d in might, and with exerted arm 
Protrude their shields globose, that all around 
Check the Tartarean horrors, and their fury 
Ward from the fleet they love; but backward urge 
With aggravated vengeance all their force 
Amid the Pagan hordes. 2175 

Destruction ’gins 
Ineffable, unconquerable, all 
The ocean covering with immensest ruin. 
Bursting o’er rocks and shores the ejected ships 
Dash o’er the land, upborne on waves that scorn 
The ocean’s natural empire, but forsake 
His confines, and with deluge spread the earth. 
The Danish nations, whom such deep distress 
O’erwhelms in agony and fix’d amaze, 
Implore aloud the great Niord, the God 
Whose ambient cincture girds the total earth 
Within his wide embrace, and quells the power 2187 
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Of the fell serpent Midgard there inclosed. _—218 
His ire thus terribly aroused each voice 
Deprecates humble, and admires what cause 
Could so incense the ocean King, and him 

The mighty Thor, God of the boundless air. 
When lo! responsive to their prayers, in view 
From out the sea’s capacious womb arose 

A mighty being, whom a shadowy car 

Seem’d to inclose: straight through the thickest night 
Of tempests, where the deep-voiced thunders roll’d 
And chief the forked lightnings flash’d around, 
Serene he rode: the flames around him glared, 2199 
Innocuous, and to the shuddering eye 

Reveal’d his shape and equipage. Himself 

Sat huge and arm’d, yet half conceal’d amid 

The brooding darkness. A vast rock upborne 
Before his awful form he as a shield 

Sway’d, while his right arm in the room of spear 
Brandish’d the lofty mast of a wreck’d ship, 

On whose dim top the shatter’d flag yet waved. 
Beside him hung a mighty quiver, stored 

With prows of sea-split vessels, that to him 
Forarrows served. His towering brows were crown’d 
With coral branches, and his azure robes 2211 
O’erhung with gems, and pearls, and glittering shells, 
Rich produce of sea-caves; with every choice 

Of precious and rare ornament. His hair 
Stream’d on the winds in wavy ringlets, wreathed 
Darkly with sea-weeds and green rustling reeds. 
His chariot, arching like a hollow surge, 

Huge fishes led along. Around him flew 
Cormorants, sea-mews, herons, soaring high, 

Birds tempest-loving, and in cloudy throngs 
Winnow’d their screaming voyage. The deep winds 
Roar’d round with inharmonious and hoarse tone; 
Music, that his wild ear seem’d to delight. 2223 
Ere long the puissant spirit from his seat 
Ascending, stood erect. <A night of storms 
Glared in his look : his eyes seem’d flames of fire. 
His dark and solemn visage bending soon 

On the dispersed Pagans, he prepared 

To speak. Around him all the sea was hush’d, 
Acknowledging its sovereign. His aspect 

From its wont terror to compose he strove, 

As, when conflicting elements involve 

Heaven’s vaultin storms that sweep the frighted earth, 
The sun scarce struggling through the deadly clouds 
Bursts, and with transient splendour gilds the scene. 
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The Pagan nations on the vision gaze 2236 
Astonish’d, but with ecstasy of hope, 

For by his ensigns they discern the God 

Of ocean, great Niord, in presence come. 

An universal shout of holy joy 

Sprang from the Danish legions at the view, 
Scarce quell’d, before the mighty Deity 

Wielding his far-extended spear bespoke 
Attention, while his deep voice roll’d along 

Over his realms, loud as the whirlwind’s roar. 


‘‘ Fear not, bold sons of ocean, my sole arm 2216 
Holding dominion o’er the boundless main 
Shall ward from you all peril, and ere long 
Compose this awful tempest. Though it holds 
Your navy in alarm, it not afflicts 
Your adversaries with less horrid ruin. 
Question not my high will. If some have sunk 
Within my cerule kingdom, equal fate 
Hurl’d from my arm hath blasted your fierce foes. 
Your ships that yet survive the storm, my touch 
Soon o’er the placid ocean shall conduct 
To your predestined harbour. Enter there, 
And disembarking your tired crews, achieve 2258 | 
Victory uncheck’d from your o’ernumber’d foes.” 


He spoke, and o’er the obedient ocean borne, 
Sails on the bending waves, and as he flies 
Reins his wild chariot-team, turning the course 
Of his broad pomp between the adverse fleets. 
Then with uplifted arm, at whose strange touch 
The ocean swells aloft, he adding power 
Unequall’d, on the English fleet convolves 
Accumulated seas, and clouds, and storms, 
Thunders and fires, whose loosen’d rage he bids 
Riot at large, commingling there: but soft 2269 
With his left palm extended opposite 
He gently smooths the conscious waves, that lull’d 
With touch Orphéan gradual fall, and glide — 
Into a rippling calm. For all this part 
The Danish squadrons hold: their shatter’d host 
Aiming from every quarter to collect, 
These with a sound of joy-mix’d awe adore 
The ocean King, still to their view display’d, 
Like as in northern climes the seaman sees 
Floating through ocean some resplendent isle 
Of solid ice, that in the solar rays . 
Glitters with crystal and cerulean hues. 2251 
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Heaven's radiant sons survey with fix’d surprise 
Satan’s illusive vision, and ere long, 
Hovering above the assembled storms, dispel 
The tyrannous fury from the fleet they love. 
Then soaring in mid air with glorious state 
Angelical, the wing’d intelligences 
Meet, and confer on their achieved emprize. 
Within a spacious circle by bright clouds 
Surrounded, dropping soft their wavy vans, 
Each on an airy seat, cloud-built, of hue 
Azure, or gold, or perfect-white, reposed. 2192 


His lofty form with grace majestical, 
In heaven admired, their glorious leader raised 
From his high place, and beaming from his look 
Placid delight ere yet he spoke, he stood 
Fairer than ever shone in Greece or Rome 
Apollo’s modell’d image, which entranced 
Every beholder. On his radiant brows 
A golden crown was fitted, that composed 
His wavy sparkling locks, and in his hand 
He poised a spear which like a sunbeam shone: 
Then with soft action his purpureal robe 
Waving around him, stretch’d his kingly arm, 2304 
And thus in tone of modest grandeur spoke. 


‘* Powers and ambassadors of heaven, at last 
Joyful we see the victory incline 
Where the o’ernumber’d puissance of our foe 
Might have forbid our hope: but now we find 
The sure reward of a well-grounded trust 
In the Most High’s all-ruling providence. 
How else may we believe our weaker part 
Could so prevail against the unmatch’d throngs 
Of bloody enemies, aided by spirits 
Arm’d with accumulated storms of hell ? 2315 
But this is proof fix’d as the word of truth, 
That though unseen and secret in its work, 
The hand of the OMNIPOTENT SUPREME 
Supports the cause of virtue, and will guard 
The good and pious with unfailing care. 
Satan is foil’d with all his furious crew, 
And their hell-gender’d storms have raged in vain. 
These now he quells with purpose but to save 
The miserable remnant of his fleet, 
After the sea has seen his unwont waves 
Spread with the wrecks of his late haughty lords. 
But lo! where yonder the malignant spirits 2327 
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Excite with art a fostering breeze to waft 2328 
The powers they favour to their destined port. 

Let us descending while occasion smiles, 

Direct the swift pursuit, and with our aid 

Inspire the English squadrons to prevent 

Re-union of the foe, but on the main 

Amid these vestiges of death distract 

The scatter’d fugitives, and to the port 

Forbid incessant their proposed approach.” 


He ended: his persuasive words well-pleased 
The heavenly synod. Nor delay ensues. 2338 
But instant all the assembled dignities 
Prepare to execute their glad emprize. 

With no faint zeal inspired, the glorious train 
Their rapid pinions move. At once arose 

A thousand plumes with wavy gold adorn’d, 

In lustre richer than the morning star. 

Down through their vaulted palace of the sky 

In a superb procession they descend, 

Brighter than when from his meridian track, 
Throned on his gorgeous car, the God of day 
Sinks to the golden chambers of the west. 
Hovering at length above the opposed fleets, 2350 
They mark the remnant of the Danish ships 

To Exham’s harbour wafted fair along, 

Securely sailing o’er the placid waves. 

The sons of Denmark who the fatal war 

Survive, with terror shuddering, still invoke 

The Deities of ocean to their aid, 

And hymn the melodies of solemn song. 

They cast amid the waters charmed staves 

Of magic power to appease the storm, and win 
Propitious favour of offended Gods. 

Nor unregarded seem their prayers: the arch-fiend 
And his prompt crew supply the favouring breeze 
That bears them from destruction. Every way 
Floating, the Pagans see with look aghast 
Vestiges of their fellow warriors’ fate ; 

Fill’d with distracted memory of the fight, 

With terror they perceive the chiefest ships 

And captains of their fleet for ever lost. 

Few, few convene the desolate remains 

Of their once noble squadrons: few the Kings 
That mourn escape from so terrific war. 

And lo! at distance their amazed view 

Sees now the English fleet in close array, 
Though much itself diminish’d, with full wings 2374 
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Dreadful approaching: for these glide along 2375 
Wafted by angels, who with prosperous winds 
Expand their rolling sails, as they advance 
Majestical, and part the foaming waves 

Dashing through floating wrecks in eager haste. 
Joy and loud utterance of thanks through these 
Reign universal. Their exulting course 

They bear along with shouts that sound the cries 
Of victory, yet not less adore and own 

The almighty hand of Providence that saves 

Their country from their foes: they feel a hand 
Divine that urges them in swift pursuit, 2386 
And purpose to o’erwhelm the pirate fleet 

Ere anchoring they shall rest by Exham’s coast. 


Gratitude for so signal Providence 
Enploys the monarch’s heart. Now as drew on 
With influence calm the shades of eve, he sends 
Light-winged barks as heralds through his fleet, 
Proclaiming that with solemn act of thanks 
All humbly kneel to heaven’s preserving King, 
And pour the due and heartfelt song of praise. 
Obedient all at signal known prepare 
Religious rites: collected on the decks 2397 
The chiefs, the crews, the white-clad priests, and 
Bow the meek knee; ecstatic hymns arise [bards 
On wings of music wafted up to Heaven. 
Innumerous harps in choral unison 
Roll lofty tones, and voices sweet or deep 
Responsive pour a tide of harmony. 
The sea-waves sink in listening peace. The air 
Seems all entranced, and fancy might have deem’d 
The vault of heaven was fill’d with angel shapes, 
Who from their orient mansions calm-descending 
Tuned heavenly melodies to human ears. 
Such were the thankful notes, heaven-ward aspired, 
As when the larks, night’s sable gloom withdrawo, 
Still higher soaring with sweet concert hail 
The rising King of day who o’er the world 
Brings back light, life, and joy. High were the hopes 
Glowing in every breast, that this proud day 
Did but presage their country’s future glory 
In naval power, at some not distant day 
Pre-eminent above the nations round. 


Now stately night with stern look bade retire 
Eve’s purpling light, and lifting over heaven 
With arms expanded her own sable stole, 2.120 
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Moved like a Queen on earth’s dark hemisphere, 
But on her jetty forehead she had placed 
The wan moon’s opal crescent, and her robe 
Was spangled o’er with lustrous starry gems. 

A brighter heavenly radiance seem’d to play 
Around the British fleet, onward with joy 
Advancing, nor illusive was the thought. 

For high above the masts angelic shapes 

Hover delighted, and their guardian care 
Extend to ward away all perilous chance. 2430 
Thus while a gentle rest might seem to lull 

To calm enraptured thought the watchful crews, 
And on the poop the Soveran Alfred stood 
Revolving high designs, lo! by himself 

Seen only, was reveal’d above his head 

A glorious apparition, which enthroned 

In splendour sat, but with the vessel moved. 
Celestial beauty from the auspicious form 
Beaming afar, and awe-inspiring mien 

Majestic above human semblance, spoke 

One of the blessed ministers of heaven, 

To whom as to a higher essence bow’d 

Lowly the reverent King: and his rapt sense, 
Exalted above wont perception, raised 2444 
To enjoy communion with the illustrious shape. 
Gradual his clearer sight perceived ascend 
Behind the empyreal nature outstretch’d wings 
Poising his state, that graceful waved with plumes 
Orient as mingled gems bedropp’d with gold. 
Nor seated now the heavenly vision seem’d 

But gliding smooth with foot retired and knee 
Gently inflected. On the ambrosial air 

Floated his light robes and resplendent locks. 
One hand was forward bent with fingers ope 
Radiant as day, the other back withdrawn; 
And as:he stood in act to speak, his look 2456 
Serenely bent upon the raptured King, 

More winning fair he seem’d than antique bards 
Have feign’d Aurora in her dew-sprent car. 
Nor gazed he long, ere a seraphic voice 

More tuneable than shepherd’s flute at eve 
Plays o’er the water, drew the tranced ear. 


‘* Fear not, celestial favourite, thou hope 
Of Albion, Father of her future glory, 
I who attract thy wondering gaze, and deign 
Thus to address thee with prophetic tongue, 
Am Michiel, a heavenly hierarch, 2467 
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Not void of fame among the sons of men. 2.168 

Virtue I favour there, and oft my charge 

Is to exalt their race to heavenly bliss 

By prompting good deeds on this sin-worn orb. 

Thy labours to promote Britannia’s good 

And thence her happiness, my high regard 

Claim and obtain. Nor this thy meed alone; 

For all the actions of good men draw down 

Peculiar favour from the sons of heaven. 

I with a band celestial hover near 

Protecting thee from peril, fostering still 

‘The victories of these thy gallant sons. 2479 

I know the wish within thy noble heart 

Dearest and first, and such as nature’s self 

Points out with sure and never-failing guide : 

To raise thine empire to a height supreme 

Of naval power. And cherish that proud wish. 

The sea is Albion’s element, and there 

Let her maintain her sovereignty, to guard 

Her happy shores from all invading foes; 

To every clime the blessings to dispense 

Of social commerce, to explore and teach 

Countries yet ignorant of human arts: 

Till every region of this terrene globe 2491 

Be thus made tributary to the wealth, 

Glory, and comfort of thy native land. 

Nor (mark me while I speak) shall future times 

O’erlook the advantage which thy toils begin : 

Commanders yet unborn shall rise, whose hearts 

Full of the thought of England’s dignity 

Shall swelling beat ; who with this fervour rapt, 

Disdaining death, intrepid shall advance 

With fleets triumphant over every sea : 

Heedless of toils, of storms, of rival foes, 

Flying before their names. These shall assert 

Their country’s generous cause, where’er the sea, 

Laves farthest shores: whether by seven-mouth’d 
Nile, 

Hispania’s bays, or Gallia’s vine-crown’d hills, 

Or Denmark’s sounding coasts: or where rich isles, 

Yet undiscover’d, glow in tropic suns, 

Or Eastern kingdoms yield their mines of wealth, 

Or where each deep-descending cape intrudes 

On the earth’s southern pole. O’er all the main 

Their mighty prowess shall amaze the world, 

Till every sea-wash’d clime shall sound the name 

Of Albion, and within its breast receive 

Grateful her ships, as charged with genial stores 

To foster life and benefit mankind. 2515 
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To thee, Britannia’s patriot sire, to thee 2516 
Shall after ages look, and bless the King 

Who founded for his realm this best defence, 

Her richest glory, her supremest boast. 

Hail, Monarch, fated to preserve and bless 

Thy too afflicted Country : persevere : 

And God’s just blessing shall reward thy toils.” 


He ended here: then gently into air 
Vanish’d the splendid vision, and more dark 
Appear’d the shades of night. The Monarch stood 
Awhile in moveless ecstasy enrapt, 2526 
And silent. Much his labouring heart was cheer’d 
With the benign appearance and the speech 
Prophetic of the high etherial power ; 
Yet was delight mingled with holy awe, 
And deeply treasured in his memory 
He ponder’d what he saw, to none reveal’d. 
Recovering soon, straight with redoubled care 
He bids accelerate the swift pursuit. 
Aware of such intent, the Demon powers 
Hastily urge the wearied ships, and breathe 
Pestilence and hot fury through the air, 
Bursting with rage. Furious these drive along 2538 
Like eagles spreading their storm-beaten wings 
Amid the sunbeams, fiercely borne away , 
O’er hill and valley in the stream of winds. 


Meantime amid the British camp, while yet 
Absent the monarch stay’d achieving deeds 
Of naval glory, all the host discern’d 
That to their due existence and well-being 
His presence was essential: and with him 
Compared, each other chief’s ineptitude. 
Unprosperous was their state. Disorder reign’d, 
In spite of delegate authority ; | 2549 
Of the deputed leaders oft were heard 
Murmurs and wild complaints, that with free tongue 
Arraign’d their conduct and their differing views. 
Herbert the ready voice of Rumour spoke 
As frozen with dull, cold age, wanting the spirit 
Of active enterprise, but brooding calm 
His slow and politic designs. Nor stopp’d 
The same report to name his sociate chief 
Osmund, as brave, benevolent, and good, 
Yet of a heart too tender-soft, too lax 
In discipline, and from his fond regard 
For learning (whence the sovereign held him dear) 
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Too passive, and in study deep enrapt. 2562 
Whence all the valiant much deplored the want 
Of their prime general’s presence, who conjoin’d 
Prudence with daring valour, and alone 

Could rule the army with inspiring sway. 

Thus in repeated sallies of the foe, 

Of late full often were the English bands 

Defeated and surprised, and many a son 

Of battle had resign’d his valued life 

In some inglorious skirmish, chief led on 

By Hubba who in war now peerless reign’d. 

Fell Treason too lurk’d in the British camp, 2573 
That sought to spread dissensions and despair : 
To crush each hope of courage and induce 
General disunion, certain though unseen. 

Such was their state, as when a mountain flock 
Reft of their shepherd roam the forest paths, 
With wild winds whistling, and beset with caves, 
Nor hear at night their keeper’s call, when wolves 
Quit their lone haunts and prowl abroad for prey. 


Such unpropitious season suited well 
Hianfrid’s dark, malignant mind, that yet 
Brooding with envy and ambition sought 2584 
Occasion to effect his base designs. 
Fraught with these feelings, he in secret hour 
Opes to brave Harold, comrade of his youth, 
(Worthy a better friend) his rankling thoughts. 


‘¢ Discomfort, Harold, in my bosom swells, 
To find that not yet through this tedious war 
We reach that eminence our merits claim. 

What though myself can boast but humble birth, 
Yet Edric, great and powerful, loves me well. 
Whence sure I ought to win distinction high 
And be, as he is, great. It would be thus, 2595 
Were Alfred not the ruler: under him 

None but a few weak favourites can obtain 
Promotion, the reward of youth and strength, 
More active and more brave. Have we not seen 
That Kenwulph, who espoused the Danish side, 
Under their auspices now reigns a King ? 

What hinders then that other chiefs, who gain 
No favour here, his proud success pursue ?” 


To whom the generous Harold with a look 
Of indignation, mingled with surprise— 
‘* What demon fancy can possess my friend? 2606 
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To deem we are o’erlook’d, or to admit 2607 
Other than loyal and respectful thoughts 

Of him who governs with benignant sway, 

And labours ceaseless for his country’s good ? 
Banish these dangerous sentiments, and strive 

By patient deeds to merit high regard. 

We yet are young. Time that with honour crowns 
The veteran’s brows, will lift us to the height 

‘Of glory which our fondest hopes can wish ; 

If we are brave and good. Of this assured, 

Be satisfied, and think with me that both 

Own the degree of honour we deserve,” 2618 


Regardless of reproof, Hianfrid’s mind 
Held firm its wicked purpose, bent on deeds 
Of treachery, now withheld from every ear. 
Amid the stiller noon of night, when all 
Was dark and silent, forth he often walk’d 
From out his tent, while utterance none betray’d 
His meditations. Slowly he would roam 
With heedless steps along the tented field. 
Around the camp were station’d nightly bands 
Of watches, who their cautious vigils held 
To guard the foe’s surprise, most opposite 2629 
Exham’s wide walls. To these the lonely steps 
Of the dark-brooding chief might seem as bent 
On the same purpose, but far other thoughts 
Inclined him thither: for he now resolved 
The earliest fit occasion to observe 
That might unite him with the adverse Danes. 
Thus pondering, while his devious walk he urged 
Farther amid the plain, beyond the line 
Where moved the guardian sentinels, he sees 
With looks of fear and mute surprise two tall 
And mailed men who bore the port of chiefs. 
Them by their mien he knew as foes. Intent 2641 
They seem’d to mark the passes of the camp, 
And as they held discourse, oft with their spears 
Pointed this way or that, as in consult 
What part might seem most open to assault. 
Fear first oppress’d Hianfrid’s heart; awhile 
He thinks to fly, and safely thus evade 
Danger, which still the coward sought to shun. 
But by degress recovering his alarm, 
At length he half determines to approach 
More near, and thus to listen unperceived 
The converse of the foe. So stealing on 
With low and bended form, at last he gains 2653 
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A thicket whence distinctly he might hear 2654 
Their voices, and the chieftains’ colloquy. 


They talk, that Guthrun, their high general, 
Now deeply mourns the irreparable loss 
Of his celestial sword, which England’s Kiag 
Had in late battle wrested from his grasp; 
That in despair the afflicted chief forebodes 
Disaster terrible to all his host, 
With anger of the Gods: that these sad thoughts 
The holy prophetesses strive in vain 
To dissipate and soothe with magic song. 2664 
That while in listless grief absorb’d and lost, 
Rejecting comfort, thus their sovereign lies, 
Hubba, all-fierce, and bold, now shines the sun 
Of martial glory, and to furious fight 
Oft sallying from the town confounds the foe: 
Nor pause intends, for soon his haughty powers 
Descending will assail the English camp 
There, where the aarrower mound divides the fosse. 
Hianfrid overhears ; dubious awhile 
He hesitates and trembles, but at last 
Summoning recollection, he resolves 
To venture and accost the nightly spies. 2676 
Issuing from out his ambush, he proceeds 
Toward the dusk spot where he perceives to stalk 
The wandering figures. They at his approach 
Lift their alarmed spears, in act to strike 
The advancer dead. He instantly aware 
Abrupt exclaims—“ Withhold your arms. I come 
Wearing no guise of enmity, and lift 
No sword, nor spear: friendly is my approach. 
T am a chief of rank in yonder camp, 
But tired with serving an infatuate prince 
Who idly hopes to crush the Danish power, 
Invincible as Fate, and not rewards 2688 
Just merit, but his lavish favour heaps 
Sole on a worthless few. Therefore I seek 
Union with you, who tread the paths to fame 
And know to cherish and reward the brave. 
Some high examples animate my hopes; 
For Kenwulph and those wiser chiefs, who left 
An o’erlook’d service for a nobler meed, 
Enjoy that state to which their hopes aspired. 
Me then on equal terms receive, and send 
To rule, or guard, (a willing deputy) 
Your subject slaves, while you in venturous fields 
Extirpate all who your proud arms oppose.” 2700 
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To whom indignant with a voice of scora 2701 
And threatening aspect thus the chiefs rejoin’d. 
‘‘ Hence, miscreant wretch, lest with a single stroke 
We whelm thee down to earth, worthless to be 
Our humble captive, and whom now we spare 
More from contempt than pity. What? canst thou 
A coward, mean, and unattended man 
Hope thou shalt be received on equal terms 
With Kenwulph, who to our part join’d the powers 
Numerous aad warlike of all Mercia’s plains? 
If thus we recompensed each recreant slave, 
Anxious to quit his perilous post and shrink = 2712 
Like thee, from duty, all thy host would soon 
Become a race of tributary Kings. 
But hence; back to thy ranks: and if thou darest 
Fight for thy menaced country : stay not here, 
Lest the brave Hubba, who e’en now descends 
With his wolf-hearted followers, o’er thee rush, 
More furious than the sea, and send thy soul 
To Hela, there to float, as thou deservest, 
In poisonous rivers everlastingly.” 


Nor feign’d they, for behold! e’en as they spoke, 
Forth from the city gates with wild uproar 2728 
Barst a vast throng by the fierce Hubba led 
Prone on the English camp. Before them stalk’d 
By his tall side many white-vested bards, 

Heralds of death, whom by his steps he led 
To eternize in song his deeds, which thus 
Their eyes should testify. Hymning they came 
Acts of his noble ancestry and odes 
Of martial lore, whose animating breath 
Awaked the soul to loftiest energies. 
Shouting his followers rush’d with noise, and rage, 
Tumult, and fiery-swift celerity, 
As when the crowding hunters o’er the plain 2735 
Bound on fleet steeds at early morn ahd wake 
With horn and cries the solitary glades, . 
Where echo sleeps within her mossy cell. 
So came the furious Danes: at whose dread sight 
Astonish’d and dismay’d Hianfrid fled, 
Deeming in terror as he flew and gazed _ 
Still backward that the Danes his flight o’ertook. 
The sentinels he purposed to alarm, 
But they aware had instant signal given 
To all that quarter of the camp which faced 
The city’s eastern gate. 
There Harold held = 2747 
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His warlike station. By the blair aroused = 2748 

Of trumpets and the shout of sentinels, 

Soon the young Hero his intrepid band 

Leads forth to meet the perilous assault. 

He came as on some angry night o’er heaven 

The red-wing’d lightning flames. Behind him 
throng’d 

His furious trains, as when the troubled main 

Roaring upheaves his waters, surge on surge, 

Along some rocky shore. So o’er the plain 

Rush’d the bold chieftain with his thronging host, 

Whom in their swift advance Hianfrid met, 2758 

As darkly he retired. Their bands he join’d, 

Compell’d now to return and aid the war : 

For Harold knew him, and with heart’ning words 

Excited to partake in gallant fight. 

Nor long they paused ere in their fiery course 

They met the exulting foe. Instant began 

The roar of battle. Now confusion rose, 

And tumult that the expanded champain fill’d 

With hideous consternation, as in shock 

Of clashing arms the shouting warriors join’d. 

Death in his pale car to the work descends. 

Groan the fallen heroes: while the midnight wolves 

Lurk dim around and on the straggling dead = 2771 

Prey oft unseen. Like some death-dealing ghost, 

Harold impetuous through the battle moves. 

Under his desolating arm they fall 

As when the yellow-fading oaks resign, 

Shook by autumnal winds, their rattling fruit, 

And startle from their tangled thicket-haunts 

The solitary tenants of the wood. 

Conscious the demons hover round, and veil’d 

Tn shapes illusive sweep along to sight 

Of the infatuate Pagans on dim steeds 

Etherial, like blood-sprinkled Valkyries, 2782 

Striking the brave and choosing from the slain 

Odin’s proud part. Hearing the sound of war 

From out the city rush to join the fra 

New crowds, as when amid the shade of boughs 

Reclined, a shepherd sees innumerous swarms 

Of bees pour sudden from some hollow oak. 


The furious Hubba like a pestilence 
Deals round destruction. Shouting he advanced 
‘* Strike, strike, ye brave, avenge my father’s death, 
Regner, who laughing died, your kingly Lord. 
These dastard wretches send to Hela’s world, 
With tortures worse than Ella wrought on him. 
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Their corses leave to ravens: and their skulls 2795 
Sever for drinking cups. From me ye win 
Warhorses, gifts, favour, nobility. 

Imitate me; my glory shall be sung 

By bards and dames in lofty palaces.” 


Thusas he spoke, spears flash’d around with glare 
Likest the northern meteors that illume 
Heaven’s concave. Still the panting warriors call 
On Frea, Tyr, and Odin to their aid. 
Inspired, amid the English ranks they press 
Resistless, and unwont confusion there 2805 
Induce, with hideous rout. Then ah! sad chance 
Brave Harold, nobly as he fought, a band 
Of foes surrounds: him fearful to approach 
Singly (so fierce he raged) many inclose 
With spiked targes; some against him lift [steel, 
Huge spears, or clubs, some point the feather’d 
Some swing the two-edged battle axe. Cut off 
Thus from his fellows, soon as he perceives 
His perilous station, to his conscious friend 
Hianfrid with loud voice he calls, and claims 
Immediate aid. Hianfrid at the sight 
Terrified turns, and swift retreats as when 2817 
A traveller in a deep dark den descries 
A tiger, whose broad eyes flash thro’ the gloom. 
With unconsider’d impulse many thanes 
And warriors of the band Hianfrid’s flight 
Follow. The noble Harold, when he saw 
Himself abandon’d thus by one so late 
Esteem’d his friend, who basely from the scene 
Of danger fled, nor lent the aid he sought, 
Stung with deep horror, passion, and regret, 
Or moved with sense of his own imminent fate, 
Could not forbear to weep: some natural tears 
Dropt o’er his youthful cheeks, and on his mail 
Falling, there mix’d themselves in blood. Tho’ brave, 
His heart was soft and sensible, and now 
Poignant emotion, spite of all control, 
Usurp’d his bosom; yet these tears but roused 
A rising flame, as water-drops increase 
Renewing fire, Swell’d with redoubled rage 
He turns and fights, as when a serpent huge 
On which some heedless foot has trod, uplifts 
Sudden his fiery crest, and swoln with ire 
Glares lightning from his eye and with fork’d sting 
Darts death and horror. All around, the chief | 
Hurls frantic devastation. In amaze 2841 
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His terrified assailauts back recoil. 2842 
Hubba perceives the cause. Immediate joy 
Flash’d in his look, and from his work of death 
Ceasing a moment, to his charmed sword 
Dropping with blood, (uplifted to his mouth) 

He spoke. ‘* Now, son of glory, thou shalt win 
Eternal triumph. Let the magic verse, 

Inscribed upon thee by my sister’s art, 

Capable at a look to blast the foe, 

To wake the slumbering dead, allay the winds, 
Or heal deep wounds, so that not Odin’s sword 
Possesses nobler power, now loose its charms, 
And win thy master fame. Now in my hand 

Be firm, and ere a word, with lightning force 
Strike yon proud chieftain, and cleave down bis bulk, 
Till grim death preys on every quivering limb.” 


So rush’d he on exulting, with a voice 
That like a trumpet thunder’d: his huge shield 
Uplifted glared dismay : his sword, his shield, 
Seem’d animate with life: he rush’d, he flew 
Resistless on the unprotected chief, 
Compass’d around with enemies: then burl’d 
His flamy falchion on brave Harold’s crest.— 2864 
Instant down sunk the gallant youth: he fell 
To earth, all shatter'd bleeding, as perchance 
In a dark forest (when the whirlwinds rage) 
Some huge tree falling crushes the broad limbs 
Of a young lion prowling underneath. 
Mortal was that fell stroke, yet ere the youth 
Gasp’d his last breath, these faint words from his lips 
Escaped. ‘‘ I die—Hianfrid—I forgive— 
Thy fault—ah ! hadst thou acted like a friend—” 
Nor more, for death closed his dim-swimming eyes. 
Fallen is thy glory, Harold, ah! too soon 
Fallen, noble youth! the virgins shall with tears 
Lament thee, and regret thy auburn locks, 
That stream’d o’er thy dark armour, as the rays 
Of evening when they gild a shady hill. 
Edric, thy fond paternal friend, in vain 2880 
Expects thy coming: for thy voice, thy mien, 
No more to him shall utter gratitude, 
Nor cheer the languor of his drooping age. 


©’er the fallen youth the insulting victor strode 
Proudly with giant limbs, all dark with mail 
Clotted with gore, and shouted loud for joy. 
Like an o’er-shadowing cloud he seem’d, what time 
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Sailing with broad course o’er the starry heaven, 
It veils the glory of the new-risen moon. 

Such was brave Harold’s fate. Slain the bold youth, 
The Danes return with clamorous shouts, and sing 
Victory’s triumph through the leaguer’d town. 


Deep was the sorrow through the English camp 
For Harold fallen, and tears of anguish stream’d 
Down Edric’s aged cheeks. The bards attune 
Their solemn dirges and in moving song 
Blazon the rising fame of Harold dead. 

The remnant ’scaped of his intrepid band 2898 
With medicinal touch the females tend 

And ’suage their pain, nor fails the frequent tear 
From beauty’s eye to mourn brave Harold’s fate. 


In place of his deceased compeer, ere long 
By specious fraudful art, Hianfrid gains 
From the joint chiefs who hold deputed sway, 
Promotion to command lost Harold’s train. 
With this new honour fired, more traitorous thoughts 
Awake within him, and he deems that now, 
Now only, while the monarch is removed, 
He ’gins to tread the path ambition points. 2909 
Nor stays he then to wish the sovereign dead, 
And never to return. Occasion meet 
Not to forego, while yet the King remains 
Absent, the treacherous chief throughout the camp 
Roams frequent and excites dissension’s flame 
With covert guile. Great now he deems his power, 
And with insinuating tongue he oft 
Urges as long, improbable, and vain 
The hope of final victory o’er the foe. 
To each known character he apt assumes 
Suitable terms, all tending to one end. 2920 
Envying each higher chief, but most the King, 
Eagerly he foments each trivial feud 
Of private cherishing. Still as he dares, 
Half as with air jocose, as serious oft, 
The perilous opinion he essays 
That honour chief and glory would be won 
By joining with the Danes in leagues of peace 
Enjoying England as one family. 
Thus labour’d with insidious wiles the vain 
Betrayer, and his words glozed with smooth art 
Found many a wearied soul apt to imbibe 
Their baneful influence. Soon from mouth to mouth 
These bad opinions darkly echoed round ; 2938 
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And dire perhaps had been their deep effect 2034 
Matured by time and wearisome despair.— 


Such apt occasion not escaped the watch 
Of hell’s pernicious spirits. They aware 
Observe on high with roused alarm, and soon 
Meet in distracted synod : to their looks 
Care superadded gloom: and gave increase 
Of terror to their dark and ugsome forms. 

Nor long delays their deep consult, when thus 
With voice of thunder hell’s Supreme began. 


‘* Vengeance and horror crush the fated head 
Of England’s restless tyrant, who ere long 2945 
Will visit his lorn host with ripen’d plots ! 

After a gallant fleet destroy’d in storms, 

Fresh preparation will distract the air, 

And menace hideous mischief to the Dane. 
Guthrun, our favourite chief, sinks in despair, 
Lamenting his lost sword. But hasten hence: 
Seize we the occasion, in this interval, 

To seek him, and with promised visions raise 
His languid energies, that with fit arm 

He may accost this blaster of his fame. 2955 
Some may concert destruction on the foe, 
While I in meditation of deep wiles 

Exalt to furies new the Danish King.” 


Nor more the shadowy angel, ere depart 
All to their task assign’d the grisly train. 
Meanwhile the Danish leader, deep in soul 
Grieving the loss of his celestial gift, 
And torn with rumour of his fleet destroy’d, 
Roam’d restless thro’ the town. Now as the shades 
Of twilight yielded to night’s deepening gloom, 
Ere he retired to rest, a lonely cave 2966 
In a dark dell, west of the city’s side, 
He sought, and utter’d thus his solemn prayer. 


‘* Father of battles, heaven’s all-powerful King, 
Forgive thy suppliant. Ah! unwillingly 
Lost I the unvalued treasure, from thy hand 
Received in Valhall’s glittering halls, as yet 
Unvisited before of living man. 
Ah! darling gift, from me too quickly reft! 
What had I done? was I become to thee 
Displeasing ? Had mine arm not shed for thee 
Sufficient blood? Or do the ruthless Fates 2977 
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Doom that thy gifts shall bless no mortal arm? 2978 
Oh ! be propitious still: forsake me not. 

Else will my life in hopeless misery 

Pine; through fresh fields of glory I shall move 
Despairing, and in sorrow die despised. 

Ob! show me gracious that I yet retain 

Thy love. So shall my fearless deeds again 
Assert thy cause and renovate my fame.” 


He spoke. In adoration wrapt, he scarce 
Believes what now he sees, for as he ceased, 
Lo! in a moment the dark veil of air 2988 
Dispersed, a glorious, heavenly vision burst 
Around o’er all the illuminated sky. 
Three Deities conspicuous shone in cars 
Gold-brilliant, drawn by fiery-winged steeds. 
Leading the van, he knew heaven’s King supreme, 
Almighty Odin, but the other two, 
Lost in the blaze of the superior God, 
Dim memory traced not yet. Their gorgeous state 
Accompanied behind a numerous train 
Of Goddess Valkyries, on steed or car 
Radiant in arms, that shot a sunlike light. 
Succinct for some proud expedition seem’d = 3000 
The splendid host. Entranced in ecstasy 
Guthrun gazed upward, nor his transport less 
Swell’d, as his solemn pomp inclining down 
Thus the great God of battles drew his ear. 


** Despair not, son of war: beloved of heaven, 
No ire I cherish, but with pity mark 
Thy deep affliction for thy sword bereft. 
Cease then: lament no more: for thou shalt soon 
Own in its room a nobler substitute, 
More awful-terrible by far, to thee 
Given in the realms of death by Hela’s self, 3011 
Queen of nine dismal worlds: the look of whose 
New gift shall paralyse thy foes, and win 
Conquest and glory to thy matchless arm. 
Remember’st thou thy meek request preferr’d 
In thy celestial voyage to brave Tyr, 
That sometime to thy sight might be reveal’d 
Creation’s wonders and the enemies 
Of Gods and nature, hid through various worlds, 
Heaven's King consenting? Lo! I do consent. 
Now is the destined hour, both to replace 
Thy armour lost, and to expand thy soul 
With fiercer fury and more full belief 3023 
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Of thy religious lore. Ascend this car, 3024 
The car of Odin’s self, who will escort 

Thee through all nature’s unseen worlds, will e’en 
Pierce (with thyself his care) amid the realms 

Of Death; disclose to thy survey the foes 

Of Gods and men through universal space ; 
Whether in seas, in earth, the deeps of air, 
Niflheimer dark, or Surtur’s world of fire. 

Delay not; but ascend. Abandon fear. 

The Lord of worlds guides and protects thy course. 
These Gods, the sole companions of our way, 
Seen near my spear or shield, thou now shalt know. 
The right is Uller, God of swiftness. This 

Valé (my son beloved, by Rinda fair 

The daughter of the Sun) God of the bow, 
Renownedly undaunted. While my throne 

In heaven is vacant, Thor upholds my sway.” 


So as he spoke, the apparent Godhead bent 
His chariot to the spot, where Guthrun knelt, 
Who deep-abash’d, and spite of summon’d pride 
Trembling in every joint, ascended now 
The car, and by the side of heaven’s Supreme 
Seated himself. His awful countenance 3046 
Helm’d in blood-spotted steel, the Omnipotent 
Turn’d backward now, and to the Goddess-train 
Gave sign with spear extended to retire. 

They at his bidding fled, and left alone 

For their dread expedition, Odin’s self, 

The Gods of swiftness and the bow, with these 
The Pagan King. The etherial voyagers 

’Gin now their awful way. High overhead 

Sail’d their fleet course amid the gloomy air, 

Like night, when among clouds she leads with pain 
Her train of stars. The triple chariots shot, 
From off the gold and gems that spread their frame, 
A. beamy light around, such as the moon 

Rising with hazy aspect in the east 

Sheds o’er autumnal fields. By which dim glare 
Guthrun in wondering awe saw, as with speed 
Unutterable they flew, their equipage 
Heaven-fitted. Much his admiration drew 
Odin’s far-famous steed that led the car, 
Eight-footed Sleipner, on whose winged back 

The furious Deity oft mix’d in fight 

To breathe heroic fire, to strike the doom’d, 

Or speed the parting spirit to the skies. 

Whether of Guthrun the corporeal frame 3070 
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Was borne away, or, as entranced, his soul 3071 
Sat disembodied with the etherial shape, 
Thus as they flew, the expanding scene around 
Grew vivid-present to his tranced sense. 
The two attendant Deities move first 
As heralds to conduct the bold emprize. 
Far toward the dark cold regions of the north 
Their voyage sped, above the horrid earth 
That to their view grew ever more deform’d, 
Heap’d wild with savage hills, and veil’'d in snows, 
Till in their darkening flight they pass at length 
Earth’s utmost bounds. Downward as then they gaze, 
Before their view appears a dim abyss 
Immeasurable, vast, replete with air. 
Thro’ this they slope their prone descent, and soon 
Survey on high amid the derial deep 3086 
The ponderous globe of earth rolling around 
Her continents and seas, dark-shadowing wide 
The shoreless infinite. All to the north 
Of earth, they see those caves and dismal rocks 
(So Odin points) where dwarfs from ancient time 
Forge their enchanted armour; swords and wands 
And magic rings: deceitful, feeble, old, 
Themselves, but to their favourites granting good. 
They mark too flying round the earth amid 
The cloudy air, fairies, and nornies, spirits 
Of tombs, and woods, and rivers, witches dark, 
And sable-clad magicians, all who rule 
Nature in various spheres, and can command 
The elements, distribute life or death, 
Evoke the buried ghost, torment mankind 
With mischief, or foretell the doom of fate. 
Here too, though rarer scatter’d, they descry 
Fairies of good, playing in varied forms 
On wings of beauty, basking in sunbeams, 
Couching on flowers, or amid zephyrs borne 3106 
On some kind charge, their office and delight; 
To shed benigner blessings and to guard 
From touch of ill the sleep of innocence. 
Then pointing deeper down, still to the north, 
Odin disclosed at last the outer bounds 
Of Niflheim’s dreadful world, inclosed afar 
In storms and dark. 

Thence with his other hand 
Inclining south, across the derial sea 
He points, below the hoary-floating earth, 
A space not vacant of meet habitants, 
Expanse illimitably deep and vast, 3118 
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All peopled with terrific foes of Gods, 3119 
Giants of frost, ere long to be beheld. 

Beyond, far, far beyond, where scarce the sight 
Could straining mark the south’s extremest verge, 
A dim faint glare of flashing flames arose, 

Terribly awful e’en so distant seen ; 

Whose view the King of heaven, alarm’d, reveals 
As borne from that tremendous world of fire 

Far to the south, where the black Surtur reigns 
Curbing his giant brood, chief foes of Gods. 

The outer bounds of these amazing climes 

Odin now promised to the Danish King 3130 
That ere they shall return to earth, their course 
Crossing the derial vault serene, may pass, 

So near as Fate to any God allows. 


‘* Magnificent must be that sight,” exclaim’d 
Guthrun in reverent awe, but fired with hope, 
‘¢ And near beheld, more glorious than the view 
Of thousand cities sack’d in spareless flames ! 
Let us then haste our embassy to win 
The gift of death’s dark Queen: and traverse swift 
Hela’s terrific realms. So shall I see 
Creation’s wonders, and all nature’s foes, 3141 
Under the conduct of the Lord of worlds.” 


So as he spoke, the heavenly equipage 
Turn’d north, and as they flew with lightning speed, 
Full soon intenser cold and roar of storms 
Loudly increasing warn’d their near approach 
Toward Nifilheim’s regions and the world of Death. 
Now they perceive enormous rocks of ice, 
Amid the womb of Night abortive piled, 
Lifting their awful towers through the swart air. 
Round which, black, sleety clouds tumultuous 
Eternal-warring, whose sole look congeal’d [roar’d, 
The shuddering flesh. Hails rush’d in torrents down : 
Winds howl’d from every quarter: and thro’ these 
Wild scenes, loud-thundering, forcing ample vent, 
The infernal rivers, Elivages, hurl’d 
Their poisonous floods amid the vast abyss. 
Straight down a precipice the wanderers trust 
Their dimly floating cars, and sail amid 
Darkness, which now their own etherial light 
Scarce dissipated, e’en so much as saved 
From hideous dangers round the cautious Gods. 
Thus long through lonely passages they work 
Their blind and doubtful way, and nothing hear 3164 
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Save undescribed echoes round, that seem 3165 
Of every dreadful noise, mingling in one ; 

While ever as these pause a moment, shricks 
Ascending from afar the impervious caves 

Fill with a dismal and increased fear. 

At length to a stupendous bridge, whose frame 
Shone all of solid gold, their course arrives, 

From whose smooth surface an uncertain light 
Gleaming, disclosed who kept that entrance doom'd 
To Hela’s realms abhorr’d, a Goddess-shape, 

By name, Audacious War. The imperial God 
Points this the bridge o’er Giall’s foamy flood, 3176 
And on its lofty frame advances proud. 

Immediate at the sound Audacious War 

Rush’d to oppose his passage unbesought, 

A horrid spectacle. With sounding voice 

She bids reveal their names and their descent, 
Who thus seek passage o’er her cavern’d floods. 
But wonder seem’d to seize her, as she mark’d 

A living man unlike a pallid corse, 

And with mute look she eyed the attendant ghosts 
Who near ber throng’d, still pointing to the left 
The road where pass the dead. But when she knew 
The all-powerful King of heaven, back she return’d 
Within her dark watch-cell, yet as she went 
Murmur‘ revenge. Her straight the God of fight 
Accosts and asks if any pale ghosts late 

Have pass’d her shadowy confines, sent from earth. 
She tells that many English and some Danes 
Gash’d o’er with dorsal wounds, or who have fallen 
Swordless in battle-fields, or worn with age 

Or pallid sickness, thither have been borne 

In the wide chariots of the Queen of death. 

Such was her answer calm, for yet she knew 

Her hour of sovereignty was unarrived. 

Guthrun with terror heard. As on they pass’d, 3200 
Hollowly thunder’d the huge arch that strode 

The mighty river, hasting toward the abyss : 

And under eight-hoof’d Sleipner’s tread of power 
Totter’d its massive frame, though else construct 
Firm as a tower that pillars Odin’s throne. 

Amid the dark swoln waves Guthrun beheld, 
Aghast with horror, dimly-floating pale, 

The souls of ghosts, once warriors, but in proof 
Found cowardly. Pause none is given to gaze: 
But swift as swallows skim the evening air, 

The train, compacter now through meet alarm, 
Speed on with fiery haste, and soon approach 3212 
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Portals immense and huge of iron, clothed — 3213 
With spiked spears that pointed every way, 
Clotted with gore, and o’er their dire aspect 
Displaying only vestiges of death. 

The Gods of swiftness and the bow restrain 

Their flight : their power was useless now : a way 
For heaven’s almighty ruler they divide, 

Who stern moved on, and at his potent touch, 
Bursting with noise louder than earthquakes rend 
The earth when cities sink within their gulfs, 

Ope flew the wide-unfolding gates. To sight 
Sudden were then disclosed the boundless realms 
Of death and terror: stretch’d on every side 3225 
Infinite : whose aspect was savage-wild ; 

Hideous obscure, with silent dread appalling. 


Majestical, with slower pace, enwrapt 
In pensive awe, now the celestial train 
Enter these horrid regions and advance 
Borne silent as through air, and piercing thus 
Darkness. One unconceived sound assails 
Their ears, one mingling universal groan, 
Loud as of thunder: interrupted sole 
At intervals by cries of tortured ghosts, 3235 
Shrill screams of death-birds, or the how] of wolves. 
Obscurely thus o’er the detested realms 
They pass, yet difficultly could discern 
Into nine kingdoms spread their wondrous space. 
Nine mighty rivers of congealing poison 
Rush’d roaring, and divided realm from realm, 
Communicating over rocks of ice. 
Amid their huge waves floated on with shrieks 
The bodies of the damn’d, and on the banks 
Ghosts dragg’d their clanking chains, escaped with 
So on they pass o’er mountain precipices _—_[pain. 
Caverns and vales of dismal depth, and see = 3247 
Sights of death only. Black and poisonous plants 
Shadow the ground: no verdure clothes the trees, 
Which like pale spectres glare amid the gloom. 
Along the baneful air from lurid lakes 
Crept poisonous mists : and coil’d in each dark path 
Huge serpents lay: or soon erect expell’d 
With hisses fierce their tungues, instinct with pangs : 
In terror banishing each vagrant foot 
Of spirit passing there. On restless wings 
Heard ever, roaming through the dusky cope, 
Night-ravens sail’d ; some on the wither’d trees 
Croak’d omens of destruction, or unseen 3259 
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From lone recesses vented signs of woe. 3260 
Guthrun’s heart ceased to beat, as he discern’d 
From a huge cave a shadowy troop of ghosts 

In ghastly apparition floating rise, 

With stretch’d uplifted arms, and hurrying wild 
Through the perturbed air. Hung around each 

A strange terrific gleam of shadowy light 

Shew’d them all wound with serpents that still prey’d 
Upon their vitals. In their faces pain 

Glared, and keen anguish, aad unutter’d pangs. 
With look less piteous, less horrific, gazed 
Laocoon on his offspring, when the snake 3271 
Bound sire and sons in wreathy chains of death. 
Around the gliding cars the Ghosts approach. 
With iron-fix'd and livid-flaming eyes 

They stare to mark who ruled their course, and know 
The form of Guthrua. Hark! a furious yell 

Or spectre-shriek sounds thro’ the desolate climes. 
Proudly they cry—‘‘ Guthrun is come—The King— 
Guthrun, once deem’d so brave—Shriek, shriek 
Tormented spirits: since no fame exempts [aloud, 
E’en noblest warriors from these realms of woe. 
Welcome, companion-chief, once known on earth, 
Ere destined bither. Coward hast thou been, 3283 
Or yielded life in sickness, or the bed 

Of pain, or perish’d with no sword in hand ? 
Escort him, ghosts; all shall attend his doom. 

Hie is like one of us, who all have died 

Pining with age, or by some slow disease, 

Or swiftly shrinking from the field of death. 

How art thou fallen from glory? Hell below 
Moves at thy coming, and her shadowy Kings 

In pale procession triumph o’er thy fame.” 


So with insulting tumult they accost 
The stranger chief, which more appall'd his sense 
With unused terror than all other sight 
Of Hela’s worlds, or more than battle-fields 
Foughten on earth alarm the coward wretch. 
Sueh were their looks deform, that not one face 
He recognized, nor dared he view them long. 
But soon his soul its firmness wont resumed, 
When the War-father turning thus address’d 
The insolent deceived troop. ‘‘ Avaunt— 
Ye damned sprites! Know, Guthrun is not yet 
Dead, but still lives, a mortal man, and hither 
Is borne by me, the all-potent King of Gods, 
In honour of his great surpassing deeds, 3306 
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To view your dismal regions, and imbibe $307 
Such horror thence, as shall deter him ever 
Joining with you Hela’s accursed throngs. 
Vanish—for he is brave. Coward yourselves, 
Ye with a noble soul hold converse none.” 


Immediate at his bidding (for they knew 
The almighty sire of battles), disappear’d 
The grisly train: avoiding with the bold 
Communion. Fear, despair, and shame o’erwhelm’d 
Their thoughts, and misery her seat resumed, 
Hopeless for ever. Then more mild the God 3317 
Addresses Guthrun. ‘Chief, most terrible 
Are these wild regions, but thou know’st full well 
Their penalty. This infinite-obscure 
Peopled as with eternal woe, no son 
Of man escapes, save by a noble life 
Devote to war, and lost by violent end, 
With sword in hand, pledge then of Valhall’s joys.” 


He said, and Guthrun deep-assenting took 
The monitory caution with mute awe. 
Now at the midst of hell arrived, they see 
Vergelmer, fountain of the rivers nine, 3328 
That perfluent part these all-tremendous climes. 
In antique time all northward flow’d, and there 
Heaping consolidating icy waves [course 
Form’d Nifilheim’s world, but now their various 
Divided, toward all quarters rolls, some high 
Extolling glaciers new, some hurl’d amain 
With roar of thunder through the vast abysm. 
Portentous were the names of each, reveal’d 
By Odin to the Danish King, while high 
Hovering above they sce the amazing fount 
Upheave its mountainous surges like a sea 
Torn by a tempest, and to every side $340 
Distribute floods of death. The midst appear’d 
A mighty lake, far more abhorr’d than that 
Fabled of Acheron, the Stygian pool, 
O’er whose fell exhalation every bird 
Vagrant aloft sunk lifeless on its breast. 


These seen, direct the pomp celestial turns 
Toward the dim palace of the Queen of death. 
Dark was the way and dire. Through single night, 
In endless and successive caverns closed, 
Leftward they move. Tardily treads along 
Through dangers awful-wild, obscure, unknown, 
The startled Sleipner. Loud and strong with fear 
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Panted the nostrils of the steed of war. 3352 

His image, shades environ’d from the sight 

Of his alarmed charioteers, who mute 

Sat rapt in expectation, all aghast. 

Dreadfully sounded with low-echoing groan 

The chariots, as through these lorn caves they roll'd, 

Seeming to wake a thunder from afar, 

But by no flash preceded of pale light. 

So through the dead and silent dark they pass, 

Broke by none other sounds: until with pain 

At last they dim discern the yawning mouth 

Of these infernal culfs, which past, behold! — 3363 

A shadowy-streaming glare, faint flitting by, 

At intervals through pallid mist reveals 

A scene of horror round. Before them stands 

Piled on a dreadful precipice’s edge 

A structure, ghastly-claring, huge and strange, 

Hideous to fancy, for to sight its form 

Was dark, imperfect, but all-horrible, 

As if a grisly troop of phantom spirits 

Gazed slow-careering through the broken clouds. 

This place the palace of grim Death the sire 

Of War, morechanged in look, announced. The end 

Of worlds it seem’d, of all things, for beyond 3375 

The eye no shape could recognize, or mark 

Continuance, end, or limit: but here fix’d 

Far on a gulfy precipice, more steep 

Than thousand mountains on each other piled, 

Death’s awful mansion hung. Thence the strain’d 

Perceived diffused away a drear expanse, [gaze 

Obscure, interminably vast and wild, 

Likest ETERNITY, so dread to view, 

That might no thought of Deity in heaven, 

Translated hero, or unburied man, 

Or spirit wandering here, the immense aspect 

Unmoved contemplate. Past the dismal gates 

A mighty river roll’d, form’d of a part 

Of all the infernal floods, which in Death’s sight 

Roll’d only monuments of woe and pain. 

High were the iron-grated portals raised : 

Before whose avenue like towers of ice 

Huge demons of destruction stood, here named 

Giants of frost, whose horrent look might freeze 

Each pulse of life to silence, and congeal 

The warm blood-current into stone. Their heads 

Wore crowns of ice, as mountain snows involve 

Castles upon their tops. Savage and wild 

Their shapes. Icicles pendent o’er them hung, 3399 
VOL. I. Y 
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Clothing their bulk. They stood as northern seas 

Roll rocky piles together, and conjoin 

Their shaggy islands. Mists their breath roll’d far 

Such as the storms of night drive through the vales. 

To whom advancing in his rapid car 

With spear high-lifted spoke the God of fight : 

‘‘ Unfold your hoary, adamantine gates, 

Demons of vengeance; and obey my voice, 

Heaven’s King, Death’s pererags yet, the Lord of 
worlds. 

Menace not me with looks, lest I exert 

My potence mightier than your own, and whelm 3410 

With stroke of this incensed arm your bulk 

Down yon vast precipice, annihilate. 

Dare not to ask whom with me I escort ; 

But instant open Hela’s dread abodes.” 


Awed by his words, the hideous beings straight 
Unclosed the massive doors, that shook with sound 
Drearer than chains at midnight in a vault, 

Or echo of the ponderous bars, that fright 
The ghastly silence, when within their cells 
Murderersare closed. Then to the shuddering gaze 
Appear’d the secrets of Death’s palace-house, 3421 
Terrible beyond thought. A darksome range 
Of grated dungeons, interspersed with graves, 
Form’d a vast area. Charnel-houses here, 
Gloomily silent, open’d half their grim 
Sepulchral continents, before whose gates 
Lay eyeless skulls and wither’d bones. The ground 
Hollowly shook, and all around was strown 
With shrouds and funeral vestiges of those 
Who not in fields of fight had fallen, but died 
Coward-like, bow’d with age or lingering pain. 
Diseases flitted by, like Ghosts, with step 
Tardy or swift; Anguish with scorpion-whip 3433 
Pass’d like the Indian arrow’s poison’d shaft, 
Whose touch was death: and roaming there, pale 
To every wretched wanderer offer’d still [Grief 
Her bitter cup. Murder and Perjury here, 
Horrible spectres, stalk’d; frequent they stood 
List’ning the dreadful music that here rung, 
A bell with tardy tongue, as thunder loud, 
Sounding one ceaseless knell. 

Thro’ the barr’d gates 
Of the dire dungeon-cells, that seem’d to front 
Eternal-beating tempests, fathers look’d, 
Cowards in battle, now fell tortured here 3445 
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By their own sons, who to their agonies 3446 
Of desperation added frenzied scoffs. 
Dim seen apart, huge meagre shadows lurk’d 
Of shapes like wolves obscene that yelling seized 
Wretches here doom’d to walk, and tore their limbs 
With dismal and tremendous roar, which join’d 
In concert dissonant the deepening knell 
Ofdeath. Here chief, blood-ravined, gaunt, the wolf, 
Direst of monsters, Managarmer, stalk’d, 
The pest which oft, (as Guthrun knew) was doom’d 
To visit fields of earth, pursuing there 
The noise and scent of carnage, bent to draw 3457 
The expiring breath of cowards, Hela’s prey. 
Hawks, eagles, ravens with gore-dropping beaks 
Sail’d screaming through the murky air, and oft 
Down dropp’d to feast on corses of the fauna 
Ever by some mysterious power renew’d 
To life and torture. With unwonted fear 
Shuddering, the Danish King grew pale: his heart 
Sank faint within him: nor endured he long 
In pity to observe Death’s cruel rites, 
Inflicted on the miserable men, 
Recreants to valour. At attended sign 
Now from the cars descending, by the hand 3.469 
The God of battles seized him, for their steps 
Enter’d these wild abodes. High-march’d in front 
Valé, the dauntless ruler of the bow, 
With quiver open, full, and held a shaft 
Drawn ready to the point. Before, behind, 
Around the God of swiftuess flew to ward 
Approach of lurking danger. So they pass 
Not unassail’d, unknown, or unpursued, 
Silently through the hall of ghosts. 

Full soon 
They reach a rocky, high, stupendous tower, 
On whose pale-glimmering summit dimly waved 3481 
As if in gust of storms a misty, dark, 
Blood-spotted ensign, varying dismal shades. 
The conscious War-God at that aspect paused, 
And with extended hand and awe-raised look 
Stood pointing fixedly. ‘‘ Yonder,” he said, 
With voice than wont more reverent-low, ‘“ methinks 
Is that dread place, where Hela, horrid Queen, 
Holds her enthroned state. Her we must dare 
Approach, and if the eye can look, behold; 
And must accost ; though of Loke’s triple brood, 
The destined foes of Gods, herself be chief, 
And more abhorr’d than her fraternal plagues 3493 
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Fenris the wolf, or Ocean’s serpent-belt, 3494 
Whom the prime father of all evil, Loke, 

All from one mother the grim Giantess 
Angerbode, messenger of ill, begat. 

Not unapprized by ancient oracles, 

The Gods foreknew these pests were doom’d by Fate 
To rise against them, but the power of Gods 
Essay’d in vain to stifle their fell birth.— 

All at their hour must yield to destiny. [climb 
But come,—be hush’d these thoughts.— N ow let us 
Yon rugged steep, and ask the charmed sword.” 


So as he ended, clasping Guthrun close, 3505 
Together with obscure and difficult toil 
They pass the porch of Death’s internal court 
Well-known on earth and named by mortal men, 
Fainting. Her dismal portal-gate they cross, 
Surnamed, the Precipice. Which avenues 
Ascended, now the stranger wanderers see, 
As far as eye could tremblingly discern, 
The unutterable vision of the throne 
Of Death. Aloft she lay. A spectacle, 
Heart-overwhelming, such as fancy shrunk 
To contemplate. Deep on her murky throne 3516 
Veil’d o’er with blood-stain’d clouds, that lifted wan 
Their skirts, like gory tents in battle-fields, 
Dim gleam’d the ghastly phantom, Terror’s Queen, 
Too grisly-hideous to behold. Her look 
Was petrifying, cold, and livid-pale : 
Doubtful her image to the straining sight. 
On a disturbed bed she seem’d diffused, 
Whose pillar’d form shook with her strong impress 
Of agony and last convulsive pangs. [clouds 
While through the slumberous and dull-moving 
That curtain’d far around her sable throne, 
Sick groans and hollow curses faintly pass’d. 3528 
Before the steps of her abhorred shrine 
Famine, her table, stood, hung with a shroud. 
Her knife, named Hunger, her own shrivell’d hand 
Outstretch’d through mist. With deep, sepulchral 
She summon’d from below Anguish, her maid, [tone 
And Grief, her cup-bearer. These offer’d still 
Blood as her drink. Alternate at her side 
Attended handmaid sprites, who eyed her state, 
Named Expectation and Delay. These came 
Not to her call, but with perverse delight 
Presented ever images of pain. 3539 
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Thus look’d the Spectre-Queen,and from her throne 
Gazed still upon the boundless prospect round, 
Visible thence to her sole view. Behind 
Turning, with pain she threw her shuddering sight 
Upon Eternity’s unknown expanse 
And its interminable continents : 

But knew not if these changed or held their state 
Immutable: for all was lost in dark. 

On this hand far across Niflheimer’s worlds 

She look’d uncheck’d, e’en till her hollow gaze, 
Crossing the abyss of air, in prospect dim 
Discern’d man’s distant earth, and conscious there 
- Saw fields of battle, and rejoiced when ghosts 

Of cowards ’gan descend their shadowy way 

In her pale chariots ; victims to herself. 

And now with awful mien the War-God led 

The amazed Guthrun. They approach the steps 
Upleading to the throne, and silent wait. 

Aware, Death speaks. ‘‘ What errand now impels 
Thee hither, Odin, universal King ? 

I know thee, but a day shall come when e’en 

Thy power shall end and yield to me: but speak, 
The hour is not yet ripe. I yet am doom’d 

Thee to obey. Declare thy potent will.” 3563 


The God of battles to her wondering view 
Presents the Danish King: and thus exclaims. 


‘¢ Here is a hero, far renown’d on earth, 
Guthrun, the sovereign of the Danish hosts, 
Who vanquish now the Queen of Europe’s isles. 
Give him from thy imperial stores a sword 
Of power to wither armies at its touch: 

Imbued with magic charms, wounds to inflict 

Or heal: or guide its owner to the paths 

Of victory: there to strike foredoom’d to thee 3573 
Numberless cowards, till intoxicate 

With blood, the bearer kiss the gifted blade, 

And bless the gracious favour of thy hand.” 


The Queen of Death with livid-glaring look 
Draws from her unseen cells a mighty sword 
And speaks. ‘“ Behold this falchion, prompt tostrew 
Fields with red carnage: in these gloomy worlds 
Forged by the Dwarfs. Lightning was all the fire 
That melted or indured it. Runic charms 
Are o’er it breathed by ghosts, and deep infix’d 
By poisons which the serpents have distill’d: 3584 
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Cool’d in a river wherein float the damn’d. 3585 
Send me with this unnumber’d souls to fill 
My worlds: be bloody, fierce, and scorn to spare.” 


So as she spake, Death to the Danish King 
Offer’d the charmed sword. He on the base 
Prostrate, protected by the War-God’s shield, 
Silent received it from her obscure hand, 

Wrapt in a gory cloud: which soon withdrawn 
Curses were heard to howl around. But these 
They stay’d not to attend. Turning, they seek 
The waiting chariot, re-ascended soon, 3595 
And in it ’gin retrace their shadowy way. 

Lo! spectres sent by Hela, veil’d from view 

But bearing paly flames, escort their steps, 

And toward Nastrondé lead, the dismal shores 
Where, when all worlds shall end, the wicked race 
And cowards shall endure eternal pain. 

Terrible was its view: the ghosts who led 
Trembled as they approach’d. Obscurely known 
Seem’d the internal terrors of this place, 

Abodes of agony and mute despair. 

It look’d a grated region, far shut out 

From light, within Niflheimer’s wide abysms ; 3607 
Fenced with huge gates, and strongly built, a vast 
And direful structure, poimting to the north; 
Form’d all of serpents, their involved heads 
Turn’d inwardly, and venting there (’tis famed) 
Rivers of poison in eternal flow 

Still issuing from these gates with horrid wars. 
Shudder the awed spectators as they muse 

The future doom of cowards. Guthrun vows 
From some high precipice to hurl his limbs, 

If Fate deny him in the bloody field 

To perish sword in hand, or ere this place 

Claim him to be its prey. Which proud resolve 
The War-God stern approves. Atlength their course 
Gains the last borders of Niftheimer’s worlds ; 
And by directer paths they are return'd 

E’en to the confines of the aérial deep 

Vacuous below the earth. Well-pleased to scape 
These desolate regions of despair and death, 

They stand, and gaze across the abyss of air 
Under the earth, in wondrous view disclosed. 
Above, her orb in shadowy vision hangs. 

Far to the south beyond her extreme verge 

They mark a dim, pale light, glimmering by fits, 
Known as the glare of Surtur’s world of fire, 3631 
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Dread Muspelsheim, shot hitherward so far. 3632 
‘Guthrun desires to cross the abyss of air 

Ere he return to earth, and to behold 

The southern world of fire. Heaven’s martial King 
Assents to bear him thitherward and pass 

That world’s exterior limits, but declares 

That none may enter there; such the decree 

Of Fate. Thus speaking, their swift chariot darts 
Amid the abysm of air, the attendant Gods 

On each hand flying. Overhead the earth 

Floats in vast prospect, which beheld, heaven’s sire 
Tells of its prime creation, and his wars 3643 
With nature’s pristine enemies: that still 

All nature is in danger from her foes, 

Foredoom’d by Fate—Then passing they discern 
Nagélfara, the dread mysterious ship, 

The work of ages, which at time’s last end, 

Led by a Giant horrible and fierce, 

Sublime shall be uplifted o’er the seas 

Deluging all earth’s globe, and shall proceed 

To join the dreadful armies pour’d from worlds 

Of fire, and ice, and all Loke’s monstrous brood : 
When all heaven’s heroes shall be found too few 
To save from utter death, decreed of old, 3655 
Gods and creation. Guthrun, asking, learns 

That these fell Genii, enemies of Gods, 

Were form’d of drops that from the world of ice 
Flow’d in original time, and meeting here 

Warm vapours from the south, impregn’d with breath 
Of life, became aérial active spirits. 


These pass’d, ere long cautiously they approach 
Muspelsheim’s fiery world, by Surtur ruled, 
Tllumining afar the aérial deep. 

Lightnings, and flame, and heat intense oppress’d 
The dazzled sense, borne out in vasty waves, 3666 
Like countless pyramids of fire, amid 

The illimitable void. Which opposite 

Stops the procession, and the alarmed God 

Tells to the associate chief that hence the sun 

And the broad moon, unmoulded yet of hands 
Divine, were by himself in eldest time 

Ravish’d with peril strange, and borne away 

In his incorruptible car, assail’d 

By thousand fiery shapes, until at last 

Their circling lamps of light were by his power 
Fashion’d, and taught to journey through the skies. 
Faintly discover’d through transparent flame 3678 
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The splendid gates of Surtur’s world appear 3679 
Half-ope, thro’ which for many a league burst forth 
Sparkles and volumes of bright stars, more fierce 
Than Atna’s cavern’d lightnings flash to heaven. 
Descending and ascending deep within 

This fiery essence, indistinct they see 

Many of this world’s dreadful habitants, 

Chief among whom they mark Surtur the black.— 
Power was his arm, and in his hand he grasp’d 
Infernal thunders, which with ease he launch’d 
Across the abyss of air, re-echoing loud 

Under the earth, and sounding till they smote 3690 
Niflheimer’s world far-opposite. Immense 

The fiery Genii glared: lightnings and smoke 
And meteors round involved their wondrous forms: 
Brilliant their bodies clad in flamy arms, 

Of shape surpassing human fantasy. 

These Guthrun, with infatuate valour swell’d, 
Beholding, tells the God that with loud shouts 

He will evoke, and tempt e’en now their power. 
But such presumptuous boast the King of heaven 
Checks with a smile, and adds that not himself 
Dares contemplate their puissance, unalarm’d. 

‘* Knowst thou not, mortal, that on Time’s last day 
Surtur the black and all his fiery train 

Shall by decree of Fate invade all heaven, 

And war among the Gods with arms of fire ?— 
The fatal doom of many, though foreknown, 

I suffer not pain’d Fancy to forebode.” 


The Danish King rejoins. ‘ Let me awhile 
See them at least, that I may know again 
Heaven’s destined enemies, when after death 
I shall be doom’d in Valhall’s world to meet 
Their legions in hot fight. My soul with joy 
Swells to contemplate nature’s final foes.” 3713 


So said, in mute delight awhile he stay’d 
Gazing on that tremendous world. His frame 
Shook with ecstatic feeling, and his thoughts 
Were lifted to sublimest trance of awe. 

The attendant Being thrill’d with secret joy 
To mark the chief to such bold fierceness roused. 
And now the Warrior-Deity exclaims: 


“ Not all the foes of nature have we yet 
Survey’d, but on our passage to the earth 
We shall behold them. Let us hence depart. 3723 
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Fix deep in memory the terrors seen, 3724 
And all avoid by bravery. Inspire 

Thy countrymen with this religious fear— 

That all may die in battle, and insure 

In place of Hela’s woes, Valhalla’s joys.” 


This stern monition deep the King received, 
Promising due observance. Upward now 
Sails the bright equipage of heaven’s high King, 
Approaching gradual toward the shadowy earth. 
Four beings of supernal power disposed 
At four opposing quarters, Guthrun sees, 3734 
Whom the Companion-Deity explains 
To be the Dwarfs, who from remotest time 
Pillar the earth, named North, South, Eastand West. 
These in wide arching caves prison the winds. 
Upon the yellow sands and rocky shores 
Roll’d the green ocean, and along its verge 
The wanderers mark a forest, where the trees 
Are iron, Jarnvid’s realm. Here witches dwell 
' Conjuring wicked charms, and hence begin 
Their prowl, on wolves, by twining serpents rein’d. 
Ambient around the earth they dim discern 
Coil’d in the bosom of the ocean-deeps 3746 
The enormous serpent Midgard, whose broad bulk, 
At times uplifted o’er the cerule waves, 
Rose like an island bright with sparry rocks. 
‘* The time shall come,” the eye-fix’d God adjoins 
With hand uplifted, ‘‘ when yon hideous snake, 
Changed to a mighty spectre, shall start forth 
From bondage, and upon the water’s top 
Shall walk o’er all the deluged earth: then spring 
Aloft to heaven, and join creation’s foes: 
So Fate’s inevitable doom decrees.” 


‘* Is that the foe,” the Danish chief enquires, 3757 
‘‘ Whom mortal men name Sin ?”—‘‘ The same—and 
How the abhorred monster all earth’s world [look 
Compasses in his pestilential grasp !” 


Shuddering, the King beheld him, and their course 
Turning from that detested view away, 
Next stretch’d beneath a jutting crag they see 
Loke, the prime sire of ill, all Nature’s foe ; 
Upon whose breast a lofty mountain lies, 
Chain’d round the earth by magic bonds of steel 
Forged by the Gods, when from the realms of heaven 
They hurl’d him hither down. Beasts, birds of prey 
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Tear his gigantic limbs: and as he turns 3769 
In agony with hideous howls, the roar 
Of earthquakes, or deep thunder, shakes the world. 


‘‘ His fated liberty is not yet come ;” 
Exclaims the God, “‘ but at time’s end, those chains 
Self- bursting shall unloose his horrid shape. 
Then his predestined station he shall seize 
In war against Valhalla’s gather’d hosts. 
Thou seest his potence—mark—and seek to raise. 
All tempers to due height of noble rage.” 


This said, of nature’s enemies the last 3779 
Now draws their gaze. Deep in a lonely cave 
Chain’d to its mouth, half-hid in hideous gloom, 
Blazed forth the eyes of the tremendous wolf 
Fenris, the mis-created son of Loke, 

Upon whose head the serpent-vices, hung 
Aloft in darkness, never-ceasing drop 
Infectious floods that here collected roll 
Contagion o’er the world. ‘‘ He too shall aid 
Creation’s instruments of death,” exclaims 

The Battle- Deity, ‘‘ and from his jaws 

Breathe murderous clouds of poison over heaven. 
Look on him once: that thou may’st recognize 
His shadowy apparition on the day 

When Gods shall need the heroes’ utmost aid. 
Then turn away : for at his look, my soul 
Starts trembling on herself: such death his eye, 
Keen-fix’d, darts hitherward on ray of fire.” 


Guthrun gazed steadfast: then recalls the doom 
Of these fell shapes, and his own part assign’d 
Of duty ponders deep: yet void of fear. 
For in his soul unusual fury glow’d, 
Vigour, and thirst of danger, glory, death, 3801 
And endless battle. Which observed, the God 
Turns now the rapid chariot to the earth, 
Along whose dewy surface swift they skim 
Led by the hazy moon, who, bow’d on high, 
Shot down her shadowy light, in silence viewing 
Fairies and spectres glance among her beams, 
Sped on the errands of concealing night. 


Sometimes in mid air o’er the sleeping woods, 
Embosom’d rivers, and lakes rich with light 
Pour’d o’er their waters in long stream of gems, 
The more than mortal train obscurely steals: 3812 
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Uncheck’d save for a moment to admire 3813 
The passing beauties of the scenery. 

Until ere long dim on the sight arose 

The landscape, whiten’d with opposing tents. 

To these they sail: asd over Exham’s towers 
Floating serene, Sleipner’s obedient wings 

Fan the broad air, till over Frena’s tomb 

Poised, they descend. And here with milder look, 
The Deities dismiss the warrior-chief 

With friendly valediction. Guthrun long 

Yields reverential gratitude, and marks 

With tranced awe the shadowy band depart. 3824 
Long fix’d in wonder he remain’d, and gave 

To vivid memory all his vision strange. 

Then facing toward his tent, he looks around, 
Enwrapt in solemn thought, where dwell the chiefs. 
All seeming hush’d, he purposes with dawn 

To fill the warriors with sublime amaze 

And fire, at hearing his portentous tale. 


To sleep he mute withdrew : but not his eyes 
The gentle touch of slumber visited. 
For all night long, in labouring rapture toss’d, 
Fancy still pictured to his mind the scenes —3835 
So late beheld. Ere the moist morning star 
Saw twilight from her pinions fan the dews, 
And quench in mist the moon’s declining fire, 
Leaving his couch and walking forth abroad, 
He from repose had call’d each startled chief : 
To whom with awful majesty he tells 
His supernatural flight and vision wild, 
Vouchsafed to him e’en by the King of heaven ; 
The time, place, circumstance, and every scene 
Fresh in imagination’s present eye. 
So vivid his discourse, that the wild tale 
Almost surpassing credence, all believe, 3847 
And with devout look proffer orisons — 
To the great God of battles, asking aid 
And his high favour on their purposed deeds. 
With holy fervour every bosom swells. 
Expecting by the foe to be assail’d, 
Industrious preparation every hand 
Occupies, and all pant for war renew’d. 
O’er them the infernal crew fly round, and view 
Their mad devotion with delirious joy. 


And now the Danish fleet dispersed, and left 
Bold Octher to pursue their flying ships, 3858 
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Among the British camp a rumour pass’d 3859 
That by the coast the monarch’s standard waved. 
True was the tale. Now while the virgin morn, 
Leaving with blushes red her eastern chamber, 
Walk’d o’er the fresh earth with pearl-dropping feet, 
Lo! upon Exham’s shore the King appears. 
Quitting the stately vessel which convey’d 

Hither his course, the victor monarch comes 

By a choice train attended, toward his host, 
Discern’d from far. The cry of his return 

Flew through the expectant camp on wings of joy, 
Sweet as the Sabbath bells’ delightful tones —_ 3870 
Sound o’er the winding river’s silvery breast, 

That whisper to the toil-o'erwearied swain 

On its green bank reclined, repose and peace. 

Ere yet the sea-triumphant sovereign gains 

The tents, joy universal floated round, 

As in spring months, when the swart shades of night 
Fade, and the sun uplifts his flamy lamp, 

The birds on every dew-enamell’d bough 

Trill their ecstatic concert, and from sleep 

Wake nature to unite in various praise. 

Soon mid his friendly powers, who from the camp 
Ardently rush to hail his loved approach, 3882 
The King arrives. Around him eager throng 

His chieftains, zealous tendering their love, 

As the fond woodbines round a stately elm 

Wind their enamour’d blossoms that thick-hung 
Open their crimson, feathery bells amid 

The odorous air, o’ercanopying wide 

The hawthorn hedge that bounds the flowery field. 
The monarch thus encircled by his chiefs 
Majestic, proudly eminent, appear’d, 

As bosom’d amid venerable oaks 

A village spire that crowns a rill-wash’d vale 
Ascends toward heaven, while to the eye from far 
Sparkle its bright vanes in the sunny air. 

Nor ceased the joyous sovereign to dispense 

His animating converse, nor omits 

Affectionate enquiry after all. 

Dissension all seems vanish’d. With regret 

The monarch hears brave Harold’s fate : deplores 
The Danes’ unlook’d successes, yet inspires 

Hope that brief space shall end their transient pride. 
Union amid the invigorated camp [words 
Breathes her blest influence: the loved Alfred’s 
And cheering presence liberal dealt around 
Restore glad harmony and check despair. 3906 
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Such seem’d his care, as when on some lone hill 3907 
The conscious ewes with fond bleat call around 
From the dark burst of an impending storm 

Their innocent sportive lambs, under the shade 

Of a broad-branching tree whose rain-proof shield 
Protects their charge from cruel gusts and cold. 
Pleasant the scene, and such the happy change, 
As, when the brooding darkness with alarm 

Has scared the sleepless midnight, Dawn appears 
Calm-waving in the gale her dewy front: 

Then smiles the earth in beauty, and fair beams 
Purpureal stream along the cheerful heaven. 3918 


Yet privately within the sovereign’s heart 
Discomfort swell’d, whene’er reflection told 
What various ills the army had endured, 
While to the fleet he lent his needful aid. 
Soon to repair the losses from the foe, 
And in their place achieve triumphs more high, 
The King concerts. He meditates the thought 
To storm the strong-hold of the leaguer’d town. 
Brooding with this design, intent he calls 
A martial council, whose mature debate 
May ripen and arrange his scheme proposed. 3929 
Nor did not then the throng-assembled chiefs 
Approve the bold emprize: but at the word 
Of their directive leader, eager burn 
To execute the work his thought intends. 
Immediate through the busy camp arose 
The soung of preparation. Huge machines, 
And moving towers, and ponderous battering-rams, 
And engines vast, and seven-times-folded shields 
Beaten by massy hammers, fill the air 
With varying noise, as underneath the hand 
They grow, or onward rolling, are impell’d 
By active crowds to the camp’s last confine. 3941 
This restless-moving scene gave sign afar 
Of some expedient, big with lofty aims. 
At last, amid the English camp, command 
Passes, with pride received, that when the day 
Shall break, each soldier at his post be found 
To storm united the beleaguer’d town, 
And in his safe-hold strike the unresting foe. 
The moon had not yet sunk, nor from the hand 
Of Night withdrawn her silvery cresset torch, 
Ere she beheld arisen, and on the ground 
Kneeling in vast array the English host, 
Bow’d meekly to the earth, and in their hands 3953 
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Bearing their hollow helms, All pray devout, 
Nobles and vassals, captains and their bands, 
All ranks, all ages, warriors, priests, and bards, 
To the great God of battle, and implore 
Courage and victory at his gracious hand. 


All on their foreheads mark Christ’s holy cross 
With finger dipp’d in the pure dews of morn 
Swept from the freshen’d grass. Then rising cheer’d, 
All send a shout to heaven, buoyant with hope, 
Making the air sound, ‘‘ Glory or the grave:” 

And proudly rush against their country’s foes. 3964 


oy 
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LOOD-RED the standard on the topmost tower 
Of Exham’s castle, tossing in broad waves 
Amid the morning air, display’d afar 
To the surrounding country the dread sign 
Of Danish triumph: seen both where the waves 
Of Exe roll calmly to the beauteous south 
Through woods, and sloping hills, and streamy vales, 
Or where the distant eminences rise 
O’er the green plains and bound the lovely scene. 
Fired with indignant fury at the sight, 
Ere the sun peer’d above the purpled cliffs, 
The English host in wide array had spread 12 
Around the city walls: horsemen and foot 
Throng’d in deep multitudes, inflamed with sound 
Of drum and trumpet to high gests of war : 
And o’er them ensigns, various in bright pomp, 
Distinguish’d every band, all leagued alike 
To vanquish or to die. 
With toil severe 
Huge battering rams against the walls are driven: 
The scaling ladders rear’d innumerous, 
And mighty towers, replete with armed men, 
Matching in height the mural battlements, 
Moved toward the town with power impregnable, 24 
The deep ravines no obstacles oppose ; 
The ambient woods fall at the axe’s stroke; 
And soon uncheck’d the dreadful storm of war 
Rages around. By Guthrun’s vision cheer’d, 
Ardent, the Danes receive the assault; his troops 
Guthrun to glory animates and death.— 
By thousands up the steepest heights ascend 
The intrepid English, under the defence 
Of their broad shields, combined in union vast. 
The battering engines ply incessant shocks ; 
While from above their savage enemies 
Hurl massy crags and showers of ponderous stones 
Crushing all mortal opposition down 37 
VOL. I. Z 
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In ruin, follow’d as incessantly 38 
By clouds of iron spears; and from the towers 
Flights of barb'd arrows darken all the air. 

Vast firebrands mingled, like broad lightnings, fly. 
Dire was the noise, the slaughter; down the vales 
Pour streams of blood, and all the ground is strown 
With mangled cardases and shiver’d arms. 
Exploits innumerable on either side 

Worthy eternal fame that day were done, 

Such as the muse would weary to recount 
Though gifted with as many tongues as Fame. 
Yet amid peril and confusion wrought 49 
Ineffable: for such that war might seem 

As when of old Vesuvius over heaven 

Exploded thunders, fires, and such dread storms 
Of burning minerals, from earth’s central stores 
By warring nature hurl’d, as in one night, 

Famed Herculaneum and proud Portici 
O’erwhelm’d in flaming ruins, and their towers, 
Fanes, palaces, with all their habitants 

Buried for ever in one unknown grave. 


Mingling amid the terrors of the fight, 
Augmenting its destruction, ali their arts 60 
The demon powers effuse, and visible 
In many a shape divine to highest amaze 
And fiercest rage of death arouse the chiefs.— 

To all the Danes conspicuous in mid air 

Sat in her chariot Frea, Queen of heaven: 

To the transported fancy she appear’d 

All arm’d in radiant panoply, and hung 

Over the illumined town. On every side 

Flew the swift Valkyries on rainbow wings, 

Or borne on airy steeds, or cars of gold, 

Wherever Death with bloody hand upraised 

Beckon’d their footsteps. 72 
Toward the eastern tower 

There was a place, where the surrounding walls, 

Beneath their stony buttresses, adjoin’d 

A steep and rocky bank, where rare disposed 

Grew brakes and thorny thickets, interspersed 

With scanty ivied trees, that clothed with moss 

Stoop’d their hoar branches toward the trench below. 

Here the less lofty battlement, beyond 

The towers that prominent threw the massive gates, 

Seem’d to the watchful English as most apt 

For bold assault. To this post many a chief 

Led his impatient powers ; and mid the throng 84 
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The sovran Alfred on his mantled steed 85 
Rode, elevate with hope. The press of men 

His voice attemper’d, and the bursting storm 
Controll’d. The noble Oddune, Athelard, 
Conspicuous with their haughty legions rush’d 
Among the foremost. Edgar, young in fame, 
Sought here the thickest danger. Yet supreme 
O’er all, presiding in the stern assault, 

The monarch-hero led the works of war, 

From rank to rank passing with eager haste 

And with triumphant voice inspiring all. 

Across the spacious moat direct are thrown 96 
Bridges of trees with toil immense, that yield = 
A dubious road to squadrons who ascend, 
Shouting, the rocky steep, and urge their way 
Aloft on hands and feet, or clung to ropes, 

Or mounting on tall engines bent oblique, 

Covering if aught they may, their labouring limbs 
Under expansive shields. Nor vain that charge: 
For with their chiefest power the conscious Danes 
Defended all that quarter of the walls. 

Hither the sovereign Guthrun, with the Kings 
Oskital, Amund, and the bloody chief 107 
Hubba, held post, and raging through their troops 
Woke frenzied fury, and in every shape 

Of horror, death. Destruction roam’d at large, 
And gorged his yet insatiable maw. 

For consternation and disorder strange 

Distract the dubious conflict, varying still 

As tides by turns press forward or retire. 

Mid the besieging crowd the Danish King 

Mark’d from the walls on fiery steed one chief 
Royally deck’d on each hand moving, oft 

In station of alarm amid the roar 

Of battle lifting his majestic voice, 119 
Or with stretch’d arm of steel pointing the way 

Of best advantage to the toiling troops. | 
But when he deem’d his eager gaze discern’d, 
Glimmering at times thro’ shadowy clouds of dust, 
A golden diadem empale the brows 

Of him who thus drew his attentive eye, 

A sudden shout of rapture from him broke ; 
Which to his troops the joyous news proclaim’d 
Of Alfred near, their deadliest enemy.— 

Far spreads the alarm: enflamed they rush; they gaze 
On the commanding King: they burn, they boast 
Soon in their grasp their hated pest to hold. 

All meditate a sally down the rocks, 132 


340 KING ALFRED. 


And deem by desperate numbers to surround = 133 
Their prey, long-sought. Which counsel to mature, 
Lo! o'er the arched gate the gem-bright car 

Of heaven’s stern Queen floated on balanced wings, 
Which as it sails along seems dropping down 

A shower of blood in ominous crimson stream. 
This seen between the sun o’erveil’d his orb, 

More dreadful than the sable eclipse-shade, 

Or the wan meteors in the troubled north 

Startling the sleep of Night. The gory rain, 
More visible, descended from the points 143 
Of thousand swords or spears that o’er the verge 
Of her vast chariot hung, in whose concave 

Faces innumerable glared, aghast, 

Allsprent with blood and gash’d with recent wounds. 
The Danish King the wondrous vision eyed 

And knew the heroes whom from this-hot fight 
Frea had lifted to her car, and soon 

Would bear with joy to heaven’s ensanguined fields. 
He saw the glorious form of Frea rise 

Supreme in grace and majesty. Her arm 

High she extoll’d that like a sun-beam glow’d: 
And with her radiant finger frequent-waved, 

Fair as the earliest streaks of golden morn, 156 
Pointed the path of warriors.—Her behind 

Gna stood, her messenger with golden plumes, 
Gudur, and Rosta, speared Valkyries, 

And Shulda, direst of the Sister- Fates, 

Half in a jetty cloud ensphered, yet whence 

From her helm’d head and steely-sandal’d feet 
Shone fluttering wings, that spoke her restless speed, 
And in her unconcealed hand she waved 

A knife of adamant, wherewith she cuts 

The brittle web of life, and dooms each soul 

To Valhall’s fields, or Hela’s caves abhorr’d. 
Alike one way they pointed.— Where heaven’s will 
Seem’d to direct, the crowding heroes rush : 

Burst through the expanded gates, and down the 
Pour like a torrent from the mountain tops, [steep 
Falling, like lions, on their wondering foes. 

They the dark shock not undisturb’d endure : 

Now raged the clash of bucklers ; and the roar 

Of battle terrifies the shuddering heaven.— 

Even Frea’s self was satisfied ; and smiles 

Of rapture o’er her open’d features flew, 

As when the moon first on a cloudless night 

Pours o’er a sleeping lake her streamy beams. 

Nor long that fury lasted, ere on fire 180 
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With maddening indignation, Guthrun flew 181 
Terrible in his look, with tumult loud, 

Scorning attendance, through the thronged gates, 
Exclaiming as he pass'd—“ Fall on them; strike, 
Warriors, and scorn to spare: like hungry bears 
Prowling the northern isles, give fury way. 

Before your touch shall vanish the pale foe, 

As in the sunbeams hills of snow dissolve [Queen 
In Denmark’s pathless glens. Behold! heaven’s 
Marks, aids us, seated in her pendent car. 

Win there a place, ere its blood-sprinkled wheels 
Sail in proud pomp to Valhall’s courts, gold-paved.” 


So as he spake, unwonted fury seized 
The Pagans: tenfold ardour swells each heart 
To raise a slaughterous monument to war, 
Then on the red steep wounded to expire, 
The purple sword grasp’d in each weary hand. 
Nor did the Danish King’s hell-gifted sword 
That hour want plenteous work: for at its scope, 
Prodigious as a comet’s bloody beams, 
Sunk the death-blasted ranks, bereaved of power. 
Feats of high prowess were that hour achieved 
Unspeakable, surpassing all belief. 203 
How shall the muse recite what heroes fell, 
When every stroke of each resistless arm 
Inflicted fate, and o’er the crashing helms 
Fell the deep thunder of the sword or axe 
Faster than hail-drops, and with swifter flash 
Than lightning every moment over heaven 
Contends with darkness in a midnight storm ? 


Meanwhile the English up the steepest height 
Ascending, their unsated efforts ply 
To burst the jealous barrier of the walls. 
With gather'd power against the weaker side 214 
They drive their engines, and vast missile rocks 
Hurl ’gainst the shiver’d walls from moving towers 
Obvious opposed. O’er the broad battlements 
The Danes indignant throng, as numberless 
And brightas stars through moving clouds, and down 
Hurl awful ruin. The dividual work 
Of his brave veterans when the English King 
Saw, where mid height upon the beetling rock 
He held his perilous station, doubt awhile 
Distracts him whether now to join below 
The battle, where the sallying foe, led on 
By the death-dealing Guthrun, seem’d to force 226 
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Resistless passage through his yielding troops, 227 
Or to the summit of the embattled steep 

Aspiring, add new vigour to the storm, 

And, won a difficult breach, with dauntless arms 
To invade the city, and assail the foe, 

There likeliest vulnerable. While his mind 

Hung in unfix’d suspense, and mid the roar 

Of close attack on either hand he gazed 

Upward, observing the assault above, 

Lo! hovering in the lucid air he saw, 

Or deem’d he saw, delighted yet amazed, 

Full many a shape angelical, reveal’d 238 
Smooth gliding o’er the sky in robes that stream‘d 
Argent, cerulean, or of crimson tinct, 

Glittering like dew-drops in the suns of spring. 
Some with unfancied splendour borne along, 
Beautiful in variety, on cars 

Orient as gems, fresh from the founded deep, 
Whose rulers shone in light more varying rich 
Than the retiring hues that from the west 
Reflected gild the evening woods, or play 

Around the pheasant’s neck, or in delight 

Lap all the ouphen spirits of the clouds, 

When Iris with her changeful fingers paints 250 
The purpled arch that strides o’er hills and streams. 
Intent on themes diverse the heavenly throng 
Seem flying all around, yet all on works 

Of aid and favour to the Christian powers. 

Some with spread starry shields their wing inclined 
Where most the Danes o’ercame the Christian ranks, 
And mingled in the war with steps unseen. 

Others with spears of lustrous signal led 

The course of friends who rush’d that fight to share. 
But most the sons of heaven above the towers 
Hang with surpassing pomp, whence on the King 
Their faces bent, to his enraptured sense 262 
Shew beauty passing human, dignity 

Divine, yet temper’d with an angel smile. 

O’er their blest looks celestial radiance plays 
Fixing enchain’d attention, as they stand 

In attitudes express, and to the King 

Plain beckon, pointing still an upward path. 

Then higher sprung on starry-sparkling plumes 
They strike the standard on the loftiest tower 
Where glares the Danish Reafen, whose dark folds 
They seem indignant to avert and hide. 

Not long their meaning signs the English chief 
Delays to apprehend, but as inspired 274 
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With more than mortal energy, and prompt = 275 
To execute the apparent will of heaven, 

Seizes his royal banner, and his course, 

Upward, determined, to the highest ascent 
Impetuous urges: his intrepid steps 

Wondering his troops pursue, and foremost still 
His chiefs, the noble Oddune, Athelard, 

And youthful Edgar, burning all to share 

The dear-loved monarch’s glory, as his fate. 

Vain were opposing multitudes : for soon 

O’er the diminish’d wall the monarch leaps, 

And brandishing aloft his crimson sword 286 
Blasts his surrounding enemies with death 

Or panic terror, and uplifting high 

In his left arm the English banner, shouts 

With heart-appalling triumph to his host. 

They, all amazed, with joy transported, see 
Victory’s ensign waving o’er their heads, 

And recognise their loved and gallant King. 

Such then he seem’d in look, as when the sun, 
Emerging through the clouds with golden pomp 
After a storm, o’er a heaven-reaching hill 

Breaks throned, and decks it with a kingly crown. 
Nor stops he his design’d career, for lo ! 298 
The mural breach augmented, upward rush 

The English troops impatient, and support 

Their King contending amid crowds of foes. 
Hideous was here the carnage, and the wounds 
Of many embattled chiefs were deadly-fierce. 
Blood stream’d in torrents, and the mailed feet 
Dash’d the red gore at every step afar, 

While their wide-blazing falchions clash’d in flame, 
And glittering spears the crimson flood emblazed, 
Like fiery meteors in the shadowy waves 

Of the dark sea reflected as they fly. 

Here savage Hubba raged, where’er he flew 310 
Scattering relentless ruin, and pursued 

‘Young Edgar, rashly near his arm approach’d. 
Him, like young Harold, he had doom’d his prey. 
Whom in his lust of slaughter and career 

The English monarch met, and on the front 
Assail’d with wielded sword. Back shrunk the foe, 
Dizzy, amazed. Sight fail’d him; faint he reel’d 
Some paces retrograde among his troops. 

He seem’d as when at sea a ravenous shark 
Allured by scent of death pursues a ship 

Hoping the frequent corse, whom on his way 

The indignant seaman wounds, when ocean’s waves 
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Redden, and back the tossing monster darts. 323 
Nor mid that various scene of death stay’d now 
The English King to speak, when every arm 

Had amplest work, and not a warrior there 

Could pause to hear his courage more inflamed. 
For every hero strove by deeds to win 

The song of bards. Each knew with answering heart 
That England then expected every man 

W ould well perform bis duty : and none fail’d. 
Amid that dreadful conflict, while the crowds 

Of English burst amid the leaguer’d town, 

Two chieftains, Amund, and the rebel King 334 
Of Mercia with unequal rage assail’d 

The veteran Herbert, to whose aid ere came 

The noble Oddune, and the gallant youth 
Athelard, in the aged hero’s breast 

Each foe had plunged a spear: down sank the chief, 
Caught soon amid his rushing warriors’ arms. 
They with loud cries lament, and vow revenge 
Implacable. Such seem’d the falling chief, 

As when an eagle from his lofty nest, 

Fanning his shado-vy flight o’er dangerous steeps, 
Is by the lurking shepherds of the hills 

Pierced with unerring arrows: slow he wings 346 
His drooping course, and bleeding from the heart 
Just gains his partner’s bosom, there to die. 


But unavenged not long the hero’s death 
Remain’d ; for fired to fury, Oddune rush’d 
With Athelard near amid the press of war. 
Incensed, they hurl upon the yielding foe 
Clamorous destruction. Through the mailed arm 
Of Kenwulph sudden pierces Oddune’s spear 
Dropping with blood, and all the cloven helm 
Of Amund hangs in ugsome ghastliness, 
‘ Baring his front, red with a capital wound, 857 
By Athelard’s furious falchion deep-infix’d. 
Prelude to yet more fierce assault; for lo! 
The English King, urging resistless way 
Through the won castle to the highest tower 
Where in dark waves the Danish Reafen stream’d, 
Invites his eager heroes to ascend.— 
The sovereign leads. He soon with wielded sword 
Smites the detested standard.— Down it falls, 
Seized now in triumph by the victor King, 
Who in its place his own broad banner rears, 
England’s prime boast. This now the signal waves 
To all the English troops of victory. 369 
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Such from the tower seem’d his unearthly form, 
All cased in burning arms and crown of gold, 

As the chief spirit of those heavenly shapes 

Girt with immortal grace and dignity 

Late to himself revealed, when in bright air 

They hung ensphered, and call’d his course on high 
In their own place to conquest and to fame. 

The monarch calls: all the besieging host 

Burn to partake the triumph: with new zeal 

Each man aspires to pass the mural breach. 

Soon o’er the steepest rocky beights arise 
Innumerable crowds, who to the walls 381 
Throng, as sea-waves rush o’er an adverse bank 
Raised by laborious art to ward their rage, 

When long assiduous tempests sap at last 

The deep foundations, and with vaulting pride 
Ocean resumes his empire o’er the land. 

Horrible was the massacre : the roar 

Of battle hurtles o’er the sky : defeat 

Palsies the astonish’d Danes: in deep despair 
They fire the city at unnumber’d points, 

Flaming amazement. ‘‘ Sure,” they cry, ‘‘ the Gods 
Aid these terrific foes: for every tower, 

Nay e’en the earth, shakes like the bridge of hell, 
When Hermode on All-father’s deathless steed 
Burst into Hela’s realms, and her steep towers 
Loud-thundering echoed, as if squadrons ten 

Of dead besought her waste and grizzly climes.” 
Flames soon ascend aloft: spreading the air 

With sheets of hideous conflagration : smoke 
Rolls in wild volumes o’er the veiled scene. 

Nor now the venerable temples ’scape 

The all-devouring element: the streets 

And chiefest mansions of the citizens 

Blaze: and o’er all the castle sparkling fires 
Drive in continuous torrents.— But the course 405 
Of the resistless English horrors dire 

As these impede not: for the breached pass 
Surmounted, with tremendous shouts of joy 

They roam by thousands through the flaming town.— 
Vainly upon the steep the hell-framed sword 

Of Guthrun hurls vengeance and death around, 
And verifies grim Hela’s prophecy. [town 
Back shrink his troops o’erpower’d, and through the 
Fight their receding way, till saddest rout 
O’erwhelming all their host, through every gate 
And exit of the city they retire 

Flying disorder’d to the distant plains. 417 
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But not ere to avoid captivity 418 
Far worse than death abhorr’d, full many Danes 
Had from the walls hurl’d themselves headlong down, 
Dash’d thus in willing death upon the steeps ; 

Or with their own swords gored their bared breasts, 
Invoking Odin’s favour and a place 

In Frea’s chariot ere it part to heaven. 


Meanwhile to augment the broad destruction, lo! 
O’er the crisp channel where the silvery waves 
Of Exe the woody landscape decorate, 
New terror reigns. The sole remaining ships 428 
Of the ’scaped Danes who from the naval war 
Seek a frail refuge in still Exe’s port, 
Pursued by dauntless Octher are this moment 
Fired by his victor-bands. From all the flote 
Of winding Exe volumes of smoke arise 
And in his stream reflected, sheets of flame 
Spread dismal light around, reddening the woods, 
Whose dark combustion, bending toward the town, 
Blends with the general horror of the scene. 


The massacre and carnage now to end, 
The generous Alfred his pursuing bands 439 
Recals. Swift heralds at his voice command 
Cessation from the slaughter and pursuit. 
Then to his side a snow-white flag of truce 
He summons, and on ready embassy 
Instructs the noble Osmund and Oddune 
To bear proposals of benignant peace 
To the o’erpower’d and routed enemy— 
The terms are merciful: and sound no less 
Than these—‘‘ The Danes shall quit the land in peace 
With every honour of unconquer’d war, 
Or if content as subjects to remain, 
Embracing first the Christian light of truth, 451 
Shall here have lands and peaceful homes assign’d. 
Deputed Kenwulph shall resign the sway 
Of Mercia to a chief of Alfred’s choice, 
Or to himself as sole and rightful King.” 


Now evening’s shades unnoticed stealing on 
Threw redder lustre on the cadent flames, 
And o’er the gloomy scene unheeded fell 
Her dews, that not as wont declined on flowers, 
Closing their sweet eyes in delicious sleep, 
But mingled now with blood that all the grass 
Crimson’d, and changed green Nature’s livery 462 
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To frightful red. Still Twilight next abash’d, 463 
Under her veil of gray conceal’d the view, 
Fanning away the wicked scent of death. 

She bade the thirsty Earth hasten to drink 

The fattening moisture, ere her peaceful stars 
Should from their airy domiciles behold 

The unused aspect, and withdraw their beams. 
Then o'er the infected ground, to speed her wish, 
She from her dewy mantle shook a shower. 
Obedient Earth the mandate took, and hid 

Within his open’d veins the purple flood. 

And now o’er all the darken’d dome of heaven 474 
Night traversed, drawn by fairy steeds, whose wings 
Flung as they pass’d dim shades and silence down 
On quiet Nature’s meek expecting breast. 

These lull’d her soon into a deep repose. 

Then o’er the gloom unnumber’d stars disclosed 
Their radiance and the azure-peering sky 
O’erspread with gold, till her hush’d eastern bower 
The moon unlock’d, and her wide palace-gates 
Breaking with orient-majesty supreme, 

Walk’d forth an Empress, and o’er heaven and earth 
Her all-surpassing glory threw, yet look’d 

With eye that beam’d serenity and love. 486 
She saw confusion still deform the face 

Of earth; decaying fires; expansive smoke ; 
Fugitive warrior bands collecting wild, 

Gleaming in steely arms; the city fill’d 

With restless men, repairing waste and war. 


Now mid the Danes the embassy arrived 
Awaits with honour due the fix’d reply 
Which the stern counsel of surviving chiefs, 
Pondering the battle’s fate, may prompt resolve. 
Aud here, to pity moved, the herald chiefs 
See noble women to their wounded friends 497 
Pass, and with Runic murmurs seek to assuage 
The anguish of their deep-inflicted scars. 
The Pagan troops in fiery descant talk 
Of the late battle’s dire event, yet hope 
Prosperous success, though their loved standard lost 
Be now profaned by sacrilegious hands. 


The English host through the surrender’d town 
Thoughtless of sleep, or rest, or needful food, 
Pass unopposed, and quench with every art 
Haste can supply, the flames that curling high 
From the devoted mansions o’er the streets 508 
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Form fiery arches, underneath whose blaze 509 
The intrepid heroes dart and drag along 

Their helpless, wounded countrymen, exposed 
On the bare, bloody ground, and weltering ther e 
In agony, but saved by noble zeal 

From the dire terrors of a fiery death. 

The wounded to a place secure ere long 
Collected, and the fury of the flames 

Abated, now the thoughtful monarch moves 
Foremost on every hand, and to his troops 

Adds happy gratulation. Chief to those 

Brave heroes wounded in their country’s cause 620 
He brings sweet comfort and serener hope, 
Charming with blandest words the sense of pain. 
His bards accompany, to whom his care 

Points oft deserving subjects of their song. 

Full frequent o’er the dead with pensive grief 

He hangs, nor seldom his majestic face 

Conceals beneath his unclasp’d helm; yet then 
His throbbing bosom to each conscious eye 

Told that emotion which he sought to hide. 

But when the form of Herbert, cold in death, 

He recognized, impatient sorrow burst 

Visible way, and gave his labouring heart 532 
Tender relief in unconcealed tears. 

For to the King the veteran chief was dear: 
Who in his father’s and his brother’s wars 
Grown gray, now lost for him an aged life. 

The old man’s hand he seized, and on the face 
Of the good warrior gazing with fond look, 

All ashy-pale, whereon his silver hair 

And hoary beard lay streak’d with crimson blood, 
In broken accents thus his feeling spoke. 


‘‘ Ah! faithful Herbert! is thy truth to me, 
Thy love, thy ardour in thy country’s cause, 548 
Ended in this ? Must we for ever part ? 

Ts all thy sad reward this painful death ? 

Has thy bright sun of glory set in blood ? 

Could not this saintly, blanched head whose sight 
Drew reverence in the council, nor these limbs 
Wearing this mail in spite of chilling time, 

Claim some forbearance from engrossing death? 
But such is heaven’s high will, and in the cause 
Of thy loved country thou hast bravely fallen, 
Henceforth to share immortal bliss in heaven. 
Yet what is age, or youth, or life itself? 

Painful and brief! Uncertain as the flower, 555 
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That blooming on some mossy bank at noon 556 
In prime of beauty, dies or ere the sun 

Gaze on it, setting in the golden west. 

To-day the warrior among heroes towers, 

Leading their path to conquest and to fame: 
To-morrow in the grave the creeping worms 
Become his sisters and companions. 

To-day amid the dreadful storm of war 

He stalks, and armies tremble at his frown: 
To-morrow over his unconscious form, 

Hid in the cold embraces of the ground, 

Creeps every timid insect, and the wasp 567 
Hums with mean sting, more terrible than he. 

Oh! strange and sudden change of human life ! 
How momentary is the chance of war! 

How transient glory’s sun beams among men !— 
Yet rest, ye gloomy thoughts ; for still he lives, 
And in posterity’s undying voice 

Enjoys more proud existence, never named 

But with deep reverence, and to latest time 
Upheld as virtue’s image, crown’d with praise. 
Deathless is then thy memory, noblest chief, 

For thou an angel in the realms of light 

Wilt hover o’er thy country, and enjoy 579 
Her rising glory to time’s latest end.” 


So having said, the obedient sons of song, 
With melancholy fancy fired, prepare 
In thought his never-withering wreath of fame. 


The English banner o’er expiring flames, 
Advanced on high upon the castle tower, 
Proclaim’d to the dim eye of watchful night 
The news of English victory far around. 

The desolated country knew with joy 

The welcome sign; and o’er the adjacent camp, 589 
Where anxious stay’d the female train, their babes, 
And helpless aged, seeking refuge there, 

The happy tidings soon discover’d flew. 

Forth from the camp a numerous company 

Of beauteous females move, all peril braved, 

To the won town, impatient to attend 

Their husbands, fathers, brothers, lovers, friends, 
Perhaps in that last battle gash’d with wounds. 
They pass’d like guardian spirits of the night, 
Then loveliest, when with looks of sympathy 
They came intent to succour and to save. 600 
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Oh! female love, to what untold extent 601 
Of gratitude are men in debt to thee ! 
That in each danger, in each trying scene, 
And sadly varying circumstance of life, 
Art like a ministering angel ever near 
With help and comfort to complaining man. 
What praise, whatreverence, shall be deem’d too high 
For woman’s fond affection, which sublimed 
By virtue and by reason, yet endures 
So much for man; shares all his wants and woes ? 
What anguish first to bring him into life 
She calmly bears! Ah! then what anxious care, 
What daily pains to rear him into strength, 
To teach him virtue, and the path to good! 
What meek devotion to her bosom’s lord 
In all her winning looks, words, acts, express’d ! 
Nor in man’s latest age forsakes she then 
The ties that love has twined around her heart ; 
But when his youth, health, strength, and every charm 
Of life is fled, when varied sorrows creep 
Around bim, ere the solemn hour of death 
Summon him to the grave, she hovers near, 
As patient as the dove and tender too, 
Still whispering peace, and like heaven’s agent, still 
Points the bright way to hope and happiness. 
Oh! blest affection! if the poet’s lay 
Can aught avail to celebrate thy worth, 
Accept a tribute glowing from a heart 
Unequal to express thine excellence. 


Soon o’er the town these messengers of joy 
Dispense their healing care, and dissipate 
With tender solace of endearing words, 
With looks of beauty and bewitching smiles, 
Or with the skill’d touch of their dew-soft hands, 
Each presage of distress and sense of pain. — 635 
These lull each ruder passion into peace, 
As the mild breath of zephyrs o’er the deep, 
If ruffled into anger, gently stills 7 
Its sinking murmurs into silvery rest. 
Then they with gratulation kind awake 
To sense of joy for conquest so complete 
The wearied troops : the host, their calmer thoughts 
Recover’d, yield to heaven the meet return 
Of thankful gratitude for victory won, 
And hope of all their miseries soon to end. 
Thus gradual waned the restless hours of night.— 
But anxious all await the hoped return 647 
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Of the late embassy, on truce dispatch’d. 648 
Nor was the English host, alas! aware 

Of new and direr dangers, near at hand. 

Not unalarm’d the conscious angel bands 

Portend some peril to the Christian powers : 

Not plain discern’d, yet argued from the mien 

Of Satan’s host, so lowering-insolent. 

Amid descending flames and horrid shades 

Rioting in full tumult, the fierce powers 

Of darkness met in grim divan, and held 

A Stygian council in the night’s dead waste, 

To rage abandon’d, not to sad despair: 659 
Rather elate with unexpected joy. 

For through the vasty air their subtle ken 

Thrown, sees approaching to their favour’d side, 
Though veil’d in darkness, new and mighty aids: 
Another host of warriors, hither borne 

In an innumerous squadron o’er the main, 

Now disembark’d by Chippenham’s open shores, 
Unwearied, fresh for war, and hasting thence 

To join the standard of the triple Kings. 

Nor are the succours by the infernal troop 
Expected, distant or protracted long. 

For lo! while yet the English embassy 671 
Waited reply, to the surprised Danes 

Heralds arrive on panting steeds, with haste 
Announcing now upon its march diffused 

A mighty army of fresh Danes, which late 

Landed by Chippenham’s spacious harbour comes 
On wings of speed to join their countrymen : 
Bearing new aids to sack this fertile isle 

And stablish here perpetual sovereignty. 

Sure are the tidings: and credential signs 

Of truth the heralds bring: Ere yet one tale 
Concluded, lends a pause to ecstasy, 

Another band of messengers is come, 653 
Who to the troops and each enquiring chief 

With ample circumstance the news confirm. 
Terrible were the unceasing shouts of Danes 
Rending the air for joy, soon as they feel 

Fallen hope revived, and that not yet the hour 

Of fate has doom’d them idly to forego 

Their fix’d intents of slaughter, wars, and spoil. 

In insolence of triumph they dismiss 

The ambassadors of truce, and sole return 
Message of mad defiance to their foe ; 

Vaunting that his late hard advantage won 

And boasted victory shall be restored 695 
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With tenfold vengeance on his shrinking crest. 696 


Dim night had closed her thousand starry eyes, 
And none except the chasten’d star of morn 
Waked as her sentinel, while fleecy dawn 
Cover’d the fresh earth with transparent robe, 
Sparkling with crystal drops that tremulous hung 
On every grassy blade, and leaf, and flower. 
Soon the rejected embassy regain 
With looks of tristful note the expecting town :_ 
And as they move along the wakeful streets, 

The attendants to the inquiring troops reveal 706 
The sad intelligence of other powers, 

_And recent succours to the foe arrived, 

Another fleet, another mighty host; 

With full recital of each circumstance: 

Broad as the general air, the tidings fly. 


Dishearten’d, panic-struck, the English host 
Receive the dismal news, and sadly deem 
England by heaven devoted and foredoom’d 
To ruin irresistible. At first, 

Amid the strange confusion and the roar 

Of sudden tumult, reigns predominant Ti 
A wish to fly, and save, ere yet too late, [babes. 
Themselves, their wives, their parents, and their 
Fled is all thought of conquest: vanish’d, hope. 
Full many a gallant chieftain seeks his troops 

To cheer their fainting souls: calling to mind 

The triumph late achieved through chance as dread 
And toil as difficult. But all is vain: 

Vain is persuasion; mortal effort none 

Can dissipate the fix’d belief that now 

Heaven has to sure destruction doom’d the land. 
Now, after all the perils they so long 
Patient have borne, and hope at last inspired 729 
That all their toils and dangers were subdued, 

To see a new and mighty army sprung 

To brave new slaughter and provoke new wars, 
When the sack’d country is despoil’d of men, 
Themselves, her suffering guards, worn with fatigue — 
These seem events so strange, yet palpable, 

That sole the ruling hand of Providence 

Guides to effect their country’s overthrow.— 

To obstinate despair the troops resign 

Their darkly-brooding thoughts. Meanwhile around 
Scattering his baneful influence, mid the troops 
Hianfrid passes, and his recreant thoughts 741 
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Pauses not now to vent with public tongue.— 742 


*< Futile ’tis now,” the traitor-coward cries, 
‘* Longer to hope opposure to a foe 
Innumerable as the ocean sands 
Aad fiercer than its waves in mountain storm.— 
Many own wives and. children in the camp: 
Only by joining now the Danish powers, 
Can these hope safety.—They would then be spared 
Amid the massacre which soon must end 
All such infatuate madmen as intend 
Further resistance. Seek your safety then, 752 
While yet ye may, by rushing all to serve 
Beneath the Ravea flag invincible.” 


Nor did not bis insidious words obtain 
Too easy credence, when the soul alarm’d 
Of most, such counsel was inclined to hear: | 
When deep despair and superstition blent 
Their poisonous breath, infecting bravest hearts. 
Assent so won, the vainer chief prepares 
To execute his purpose. As inspired 
With eager zeal to save his numerous band, 
He at the head of their collected power 763 
Sallies from forth the gates, forsaking all 
His countrymen, without one last adieu 
To the good monarch, or his patron-friend 
Kind Edric, who had rear’d him from his youth 
With parent tenderness, and given him all. 
The hostile army soon the traitor joins 
Aud straight enquires the kingly Oskital ; 
Whom found, and mark’d his sternly savage look, 
Alarm’d, with low submission he begins. 


*‘ Magnific sovereign, if a memory 
Big with surcharge of loftiest deeds recal 774 
Hours of more humble note, myself may seem 
To thee not unremember’d or unknown. 
Once in thy royal tent, thy words to me 
Deign’d to impart a sacred promise, since 
Treasured within my breast like holy writ, 
That he who might the hopeless English cause 
Wisely abandon, and his subject powers 
Join to thy part, should at thy hand receive 
Dominion as his rich reward, a meed 
Like Mercian Kenwulph’s envied sovereignty. 
Lo! I appear, so won, and with me lead 
My numerous train, who thy prudential words 786 
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Revolving, quit a cause forlorn of hope, 787 
Where nought is won save perils and mere toil, 
While under thee we gain glory and wealth, 
Shelter and safety. Soon the English host, 

Torn by dissensions and all panic-seized, 

We know must sink beneath the Danish sword. 
The meed I ask is but thy word fulfill’d, 

And safety for these men, their wives and babes.” 


To whom the Dane—“ Y oung chieftain, since the 
When thy dark visit sought my tent, I oft [time 
From captives have thy rank and state enquired. 

I learn these splendid vassals who obey 

Thy conduct are in part an old man’s gift, 

Edric’s; the rest were late a fallen chief’s, 
Harold’s, his ward, once thy companion-friend.— 
Hear then the titled sovereignty on thee 
Conferr’d.—’Tis this. —That when the English host 
Shall yield, as soon it must, to Danish power, 
Thyself in Edric’s room shalt reign the Duke 

Of Berks’ rich province, swaying the demesnes 

Of that old dotard and his fallen ward. 

Their troops already own thy government. 

In Edric’s castle thou shalt live unharm’d, 809 
So never its known gates protection yield 

To Edric or his dastard fugitives 

Who may survive the approaching massacre. 

But from thy rich domains thyself to me 

Shalt every year present gold, oxen, wine, 
‘Steeds, arms, in token of thy servitude. 

Accept the terms, and kneel, while by my sword 
I swear to thee, my words shall be fulfill’d.” 


He ended, and the proffer’d boon with joy 
Hianfrid kneeling took: visions of pomp 
Absorbing all his soul allow’d no thought 820 
Of pity for the generous Edric’s doom: 

No sorrowing memory of his fallen friend. 

No interceding word the wretch rejoin’d 

To plead compassion for his more than sire. 
Under the banners of fierce Oskital 

Soon with submission mean and humblest guise, 
Hianfrid ranges his gay-glittering troops. 

They near the part of Kenwulph, rebel-King, 
Are rank’d, who not without remorse renew’d 
Sees other traitors added to his side. 


Meanwhile within the town augmented spreads 
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Confusion and alarm. The English King 832 
Heard the dread tidings with awaked alarm. 

A council of his noblest countrymen 

He summons to his presence, which io haste 
Composed, the monarch to the assembled state 
With royal mien thus spoke his ardent soul. 


‘* Englishmen, chieftains, peers, brothers in arms, 
Vain and affected now would be the boast, 
Should we deny this inauspicious news 
Had in our bosom waked no anxious pain. 

True, with confess’d emotion we perceive 842 
That after toils so various and so great, 

So long by my brave countrymen endured, 

New dangers rise, demanding toils renew’d. 

Yet we despair not: may no sudden fear 

Alarm our fantasy : heaven has but raised 

These perils more to exercise our virtue, 

And make us yet more worthy instruments 

To shelter from destruction our loved land. 

Full well I know, I o’er a people reign 

Not to be daunted or subdued! What proofs 

Of steadfast valour have mine eyes not seen! 

I trust that British hearts will never deem 854 
Themselves forsaken of that heaven, which oft 
Chastens whom most it loves, and perfects good 
By suffering, but is ever found a shield 

To aid the cause of right. True, we perceive — 
Dangers are imminent, but courage equal, 
Redoubled energy, may meet the storm, 

And prove us as we ever yet have been 
Conquerors and superior. We are now 

At victory’s height.—And shall we tamely now 
See our dear wives, our mothers, and our babes, 
Our sires, our dearest friends, slaughter’d or slaves ? 
No! every arm unites: is raised to strike. 866 
What can forbid that ere this host arrive, 

We sally forth to battle and o’erwhelm 

The fugitives ; then rush to meet mid way 

With furious exult of flush victory 

The enemy on his march, and with amaze 

Daunt his advancing course, and thunder-strike 
His fancied powers, in triumph undelay’d ? 

Come on then: let us march: follow your King: 
The lion-sons of England know not fear. 

Let every chief hearten his fainting troops, 

And ere the evening sun crimson the skies, 

The plains they have polluted shall be red 878 
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With hostile blood, while numberless shall lie 879 
O’er the cold earth the corses of our foes : 
Monuments of the vengeance which her sons 
Doom to the infatuate hosts who seek to bear 
Fire, slaughter, rapine, over England’s plains. 
Wave, every banner; trumpets, sound to war : 
Bards, strike your harps: the word is victory.” 


He spoke: with hearts responsive to his words 
The noble Oddune, Osmund, Athelard, 
Bold Aylwin, Rayner stern, Edgar the young, 
A pproach’d, and silent touch’d his shield with spears 
In solemn token of fidelity.— 
Their high example many lesser chiefs 
Obey’d. Hianfrid’s absence draws remark ; 
And soon through all the assembly spreads the news 
Of his revolt. Good Edric, easy-soul’d, 
The sad defection of his cherish’d boy 
With heartfelt sorrow mourns. Then e’en to tears 
Dissolved, the labouring anguish of his soul 
Utters loquacious to the listening chiefs : 
Tells this sad chance will soon bring his gray hairs 
With sorrow to the grave: all tender ties 
Of hoped affection ravish’d from his heart, 901 
He ere his fated country sink to ruin, 
Will sleep in the cold tomb, childless, forgot. 


So to despair resign’d, the fond old man 
Grieves, wounded to the soul, there most deceived 
Where most his heart had promised gratitude 
And tender succour to his sinking years. 

The generous monarch kind condolence adds, 
But deprecates the dire example shewn.— 


‘¢ Base wretch,” some chiefs of noble nature cried, 
‘‘ Perdition on his name, and may his fate 911 
Be misery, who so good, so kind a friend 
Could thus forsake ; though raised by him so high 
From mute oblivion aad low indigence. 
But justice will not sleep, and righteous heaven 
At last will overtake him, and avenge 
These cruel wrongs on his devoted head. 
Perish the wretched coward, whom no ties 
Of nature nor of gratitude could bind, 
Whom never yet the song of bards could raise 
Or dignify with honour.—Let him join 
The Pagans with his ranks, and in mean state 
Reigning awhile with undeserved glory, 923 
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Ere long in infamy depose a life 924 
Which but too partial fondness ever raised.— 
Forget him, good old man, and may thy age 
Honour’d among us slowly fade in peace, 

Still to thy monarch and thy country true.” 


The council now dissolved, the chiefs dispart, 
And through the town address the alarmed troops 
With heartening exhortations. Oddune calm, 
Present of mind in danger, bids his train 
Cheerful endure this peril, and expect 
Assured success, though won by hard emprize. 
The faithful Athelard hopes the general love 
For the good monarch will make all obey 
Patient his wise commands, and now recal 
Their wonted trust in his surpassing skill, 

The fiery Aylwin this renew’d attack 

Disdains, and loud proclaims his ecstasy 

That thus the augmented foe will bring fresh powers 
To swell the triumph of new victories.— 

The gallant Edgar seeks to wake in all 

A love of fame responsive to his own.— 

Grave Rayner deprecates with solemn mien 
Revolt from duty, and recals to mind 9416 
The dire example of departed friends.— 

Osmund sedate and mild bids hope the best, 

Be brave and to each other true, and trust 

Their hope’s event to God’s good providence. 

Yet vain this care: vain e’en the monarch’s words, 
Or presence liberally dispensed around, - 

As among all the host he pass’d enflamed, 

Calling to memory their dear country’s wrongs, 

* Her future sufferings, and the fate of all 

Most dear to every man, unless this hour 

Every man on his proper arm rely, 

Under assistance of expecting heaven, 958 
Till valour equal ward the impending doom. 

In vain. No toils, no cares, can rouse the host 
Again to meet the adverse front of war 

In fight so hopeless and unequal deem’d. 


Twilight hung o’er the earth in dull delay, 
And morning’s sadden’d beams with unwont gloom 
Rose sullen-dim through deep and shadowy clouds ; 
By whose pale light from the high city walls 
The watchful troop saw waving rich and wide 
Hianfrid’s banners o’er a splendid train 
Near Kenwulph’s Mercian ensigns. Dismal sight! 
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Dreadful example! yet of many now 970 
Seen not unenvied, but with hope to gain 
Like safety: such the terror and despair ! 


Now o’er the distant hills glittering afar 
In the sun’s orient rays a sea of spears 
And varied banners of advancing powers 
Sparkled upon the sight, that all the air 
Made glisten, like a lake of silver shook, 
Or bright gems falling from some throne in heaven. 
At which entrancing view the conscious Danes 
Shout with triumphant joy. Mad they concert 
Instantly to attack their victor foes, 
And ere the van of these new aids approach, 
To greet their coming with a bath of blood. 


The amazed English droop in panic fear. 
Now multitudes the unheeded chiefs forsake, 
Nor to the monarch’s voice does e’en assent 
Of valour answer with wont energy. 
In restless crowds the host on every hand 
Dissipates fast: most seek again the camp 
Thence to convey in haste their wives, their babes, 
The helpless aged: and what treasured store 991 
Each may remove, ere the foe’s fresh assault 
Hurl unresisted ruin on them all. 
Many in eager tumult to the ships 
Rush, hoping there to meet shelter’d employ. 
Flight now is general : panic reigns around, 
As yet unfelt before in British hearts. 
Defection wild as this no mortal power, 
Nor even angelic efforts, might restrain. 
For with unwont alarm the etherial powers 
Survey these unlook’d incidents and change 
So prompt of Fortune to the friends they aid. 
In undisguised emotion every way 1003 
They fly on swiftest errands to excite 
Courage expiring in the bravest breast. 
Downcast the blessed essences alike 
Partake despondence, and a strange alarm 
Moves e’en their natures, else serene as heaven. 


Last the sad chieftains, of their troops bereft, 
Solemn in mien, to the loved King approach, 
With final valediction now to part. 

Sad was the scene: these when the monarch saw, 
Too conscious of their errand, crowding thoughts 
Revolving all the present, past, futtre, 1014 
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Took from his tongue all utterance. Each chief 
Silently to the King outstretch’d his hand. 

Words none express'd, (as language fails to paint,) 
The poignant sorrow of that trying hour. 

Nor mid the general desolation stay 

The leaders, but disperse on every hand. 

Some fly in sad despair, intent to seek 

The lone recesses and wild glens of Wales : 
Others submiss enforced protection ask 

Under the hostile banners of the Danes, 

Banding with foes against their native land. 

Some purpose in disguise of mean attire 1026 
To shelter in retired huts, and farms, 

And meanest villages, with peasant hands 

To till the ground, or tend in lonely fields 

Sheep once their own, but now the victor’s spoil. 
Others in casual ships their country leave. 

Many disconsolate from place to place 

Wander, intent to shun a fix’d abode, 

But in concealment at each friendly door 

To beg a scanty pittance till some change, 

And better hopes, if heaven so will, arise. 

Now many a chief of his own safety sole 
Studious, retires: nor in that scene of woe _—1038 
Bids the loved King adieu : but hid in tears 

His face, departs without that pang endured. 
Though brave, they deem that now to hope were vain. 
Few only of the late so gallant host, 

Of all the chiefs of hundreds, tythings, towns 

Or provinces, within the city stay. 

Few only lingering by the monarch’s side 

Expect the last event of final ruin. 

Ah! mournful change: oh! strange reverse: that he 
Who in so few short hours his dauntless host 

Led on to victory o’er the shatter’d walls, 

Glorious in pomp and strong in eagerness, 1050 
Should now behold his state in so brief time 
Deserted of that host, and by his side 

No warriors but his friend, Osmund the good, 

The princely Oddune, generous Athelard, 

And the young Edgar, newly raised to fame. 

With these, some sons of learning, of the King 
Chief friends and favourites, with whom he spent 
Full many pleasing hours of studious lore, 

His earliest tutor and his kinsman loved 

Adulph Saint Neod, Asser, good and wise, 

And Grimbald, skill’d in each politer art, 

All venerable bishops, fondly stay’d. 1062 


360 KING ALFRED. 


With these one ancient minstrel, his lone harp 1063 
Held in his idle band, vacant of song, 

Awaited to the last with patient grief 

The consummation of their country’s woes 

Ye generous friends, faithful amid distress, 

To you does late posterity decree 

The civic wreath: like stars your virtue shone, 
Gilding with beams a sight of black despair, 

And like the stars immortal, still the same, 

Shall live the memory of your noble deeds ; 
Loyalty’s glory, emulation’s pride 

To England’s sons in all her perilous hours. —_1074 


But ah! by dire necessity compell’d 
E’en these few faithful friends, now urged by sense 
Of all hope lost, and eager to preserve 
Their honour’d King, persuade him to retire 
And seek his safety in reluctant flight. 
With mute and downcast look the King received 
That sad advice: a gloomy majesty 
Hung o’er his aspect, and unwonted awe 
His silence struck, that present to each thought 
Brought the full terrors of that dreadful time. 
Like Niobe he stood, when of her sons 1085 
Bereft, her colour-fading form appear’d 
A statue, beautiful in living death. 
Or such his glory seem’d, his army fled, 
As on some stormy night, when all the host 
Of stars are to their sheltering caves withdrawn, 
The pale moon dimly gleams thro’ shadowy clouds. 
Such seem’d the ruin of that awful scene 
As when an earthquake on some rich hill side 
Has suddenly engulf’d a populous town, 
And sole in ghastly desolation rise 
The shatter’d columns of a mighty fane, 
Or storied abbey’s arches all unroof’d, 1097 
Gazing like spectres o’er the waste of death. 
So melancholy then the King appear’d 
As some fond bird, whom of his unfledged young 
And their assiduous dam a cruel hand 
Has robb’d, sits silent near the spot, so late 
The scene of all his loves and matin songs ; 
Foodless and mute he pines where sat his mate; 
Or creeps within the tree she chose, to die. 
At last these accents from the paler lips 
‘Of the thought-labouring monarch, as he gazed 
With steadfast look upon the ground, his hand 
Press’d on his forehead, faltering broke their way. 
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‘* Ob! my lost country !—now a long farewell 
To all my hopes, to all the heavenly dreams 
Of glory, peace, and bliss I framed for thee. 
Farewell! sweet hours of comfort, which untired 
My fancy still delighted to conceive. 
Farewell, belief of courage: farewell, faith 
In dauntless valour, though of Englishmen ! 
Farewell, the marshall’d host, the fiery ranks, 
The radiant sea of spears, the starry sky 
Of banners streaming o’er the glittering mail, 
' The clarion’s call to combat, and the roar 
Of rushing onset: oh! farewell, the song 1121 
Of bards : farewell, the shouts of victory— 
All are no more: lost, dead to fantasy : 
Fled, vanish’d all as ye had never been. 
Oh! now Destruction gluts his gory sword 
In English blood: and Fury stalks at will 
Through all my country’s homes of humble peace, 
Steeping his falchion in my children’s breasts. 
Murder and rapine unresisted stain 
The green robe of our plains with crimson dye: 
The cries of rape pierce the still-wounded air: 
The smoke of slavery’s victims, o’er grim fires 
Ascending, veils the lands in horror’s pall, 1133 
While Odin’s priests riot in endless death, 
Unsated, unprevented, unopposed. 
Protect us, heaven! thy arm alone can save, 
And work, in mercy, a progressive change, 
If ever it must be, from woes like these 
To hope and prospect of yet better days.” 


He paused, with strong emotion overcome, 
And hid awhile his manly countenance. 
Then every hope apparent fled, at last 
Deeply affected he prepares to part : 
To his loved chiefs approaches: by the hand 1144 
Silent grasps each: tears glistening in his eye, 
Hangs o’er their necks, while grief as silent-keen 
Swells every bosom with a mutual fraught. 
Thus long affection’s interchange endured ; 
Till provident of their loved monarch’s life, 
Unanimous the chieftains recommend 
The shelter of some strange disguise, to shield 
His person from the foe’s inquiring eye. 
They deprecate within the menaced walls 
His stay, but bid him seek some lone retreat. 
With ear unwilling yet enforced, the King 
Observes the kind advice ; and thus replies. 1156 
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** Come then, obscurity ! command, and state 1157 
And all the energies, the noble cares, 

That claim a warrior’s and a statesman’s praise, 
Resign’d and ready, I exchange for thee: 

Hiding the splendid honours of a throne 

In rustic poverty, and meanest toil. 

I know a faithful and a good old man, 

Poor, low, conceal’d in a sequester’d nook, 
Whose little cottage hid in lonely woods 

The foot of man has seldom visited : 

Once a poor menial in my father’s roof, 

Who from the fields would drive the sheep and kine. 
Him will I seek, and in his humble hut 

Ask shelter and will earn my bread by toil. 

I will complain not: God has given me strength 
Which I will use, and still for good received 
Repay the debt of heartfelt gratitude. 

Thither my dearest consort and my babes, 

Borne as I pass from Anselm’s halls away, 

Dll take: and in this low abode will strive 

To be content and happy. No dark sting 

Of conscience will prevent us there enjoying 
Sweet nature’s charms ; there we will work and sing 
And add new comfort to our cottage roof. 1130 
There shall my thoughts still labour to mature 
The plans I form’d for England’s happiness. 
There wandering free in vacant solitude, 

Pure inspiration may at dawn or eve 

Find me embower’d among the dewy woods. 
Deem not my life lonely or miserable ; 

For heaven inspires and animates my breast. 

And from the low and earth-born weed despair 

Pll pluck a fragrant bud which shall ere long 
Under heaven’s breath blossom into a flower: 

A flower which yet may scent my country’s air, 
And on her beam with lustre of new hope. _—1192 
Farewell; be calm, my friends; tly hence and seek 
Your proper safety: I will go alone: 

So best we ’scape suspicion and surprise— 

Be comforted, and dissipate despair.” 


This said, his looks assumed a beam of hope, 
O’er which serenest resignation drew 
With gradual hand a shadowy tint of pale : 
As when the watery ray of evening shoots 
A pallid lustre o’er the closing rose. 
Oft he essays to part, yet lingers still, 
As the fond master of a founder’d ship, 1203 
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W hich mountain waves havedash’d on pointed rocks, 
Remains, though shocks incessant rive her hulk 
And the diminish’d crew seek all to scape, 
Shrieking, the terrors of the foamy deep. 
Resign’d the heroes seem: relating each 

Where his forlorn steps shall direct their way. 
They promise that if danger’s storm subside 
Awhile, and they may hope for happier hours, 
When safe and sweet occasion shall present, 
They at his humble cottage will seek out 

Their monarch and observe his lone employ. 
Some token to each other they present 1215 
A ring, a bracelet, belt, or spotted plume, 

Wet with a tear of valediction, 

They tell if strange occasion bid them meet, 
These signs remember’d will discover each. 

Last to the monarch, rapt in pensive gloom, 
Wilfred, the hoary bard, with gentle step 
Approaches, and in fond affecting tone 

Thus speaks: ‘‘ Since inauspicious fortune dooms 
That we must now, perhaps for ever, part, 
Suffer thine aged servant to present 

To thee, beloved sovereign, whom long 

I’ve witness’d, great in war, as amiable 1227 
In the soft bosom of domestic peace, 

This humble gift, my harp: yet not to thee 
Unfit, the friend of song, thyself a bard. 

*T will bring to thee in many a gloomy hour, 
When melancholy shades thy solitude, 

Sweet comfort: and o’er many a desolate scene 
Of nature’s barren wildness will diffuse 

Music and peace. Peopling the waste with life, 
Fine, airy beings, Fancy’s progeny, 

Shall dance around thy vivid poet-eye, 

Won by thy sweet lyre’s heavenly ecstasies. 
Take too this minstrel’s habit, which may shield 
Its sacred wearer from rude insolence, 

And be his passport over perilous wilds, 
Ferocious hills, and vales yet red with blood. 
Pause not to take them from a thought of me; 

I can full soon replace them, and will bend 

My tottering footsteps to some conquer’d hall, 
Where storied song shall gain me sustenance 
And let me end my few sad days in peace.” 


He spoke, and meekly bending to the King 
Proffer’d the gifts, who melted at this proof 
Of fond affection from the good old man, 1250 
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Hung on his neck, while tears to either’s eye 1251 
Started unseen. Then with endearing tone 

The King declares bis heartwarm gratitude. 

Yet from the gentle bard forbears to take 

The gifts which to himself perhaps may prove 
The source of solace and protection ; 

Till many times entreated to accept 

These soon repair'd memorials of regard, 

At last the yielding Monarch thus returns : 

‘* T will accept them then: and with me bear 
These tokens of my generous Wilfred’s love. 
Whatever doom awaits me, or where’er 1262 
My vagrant footsteps are assign’d to stray, 

I shall recal that in my worst distress 

I ever had a friend, and will repay 

Thy dear affection with a grateful sigh. 

Nor think that though I have commanded hosts, 
And on my throne had kingly reverence, 

My heart was touch’d more sensibly than now 
With this fond tribute of a bard’s esteem.” 

So saying, from the pleased old man he took 

The precious gift, and o’er his shoulders drew 
The minstrel’s flowing robe. All who remain 
Assume disguises, ere they quit the town 1274 
Soon to become the prey of Danish spoil. 

They stain their faces with discolouring dye, 
Saffron, or dusky brown, or crimson dark, 

And bear, conceal’d, berries of various hue, 

Easy for change, as varying chance may need. 
Most leave their steely armour; plait their hair 

In knots, and to the open air expose 

A naked limb; appearing some in rags 

Of various hues, loose-flaunting to the wind. 

With mien assumed of wretched poverty, 

Some seem mere peasant vassals, stripp’d of all ; 
Some counterfeit the low and plaintive tone 1286 
Of wandering beggars: some the Egyptian’s look 
Present, with tawny sunburnt countenance. 

One might be deem’d a forester, equipp’d 

With horn and bows, and clad in skin of hair 
Stripp’d from the mottled deer, his casual prey. 
Another as an aged hermit walks 

With pilgrim staff, barefooted, and bare knee’d, 
Bent with old age, while o’er his open breast 
Streams a fictitious length of hoary beard. 
Another seems a poor, low man of charms, 

A wizard, skill’d in antique prophecy. 

Then each a several way forsakes the town; 1295 
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Most on swift horses which may bear them far 1299 
From the immediate fury of the foe. 

Then last the patriot King, compell’d to fly, 
Takes from the walls one sad and fond adieu 
Of scenes, which he may never visit more. 
Here unattended, all-alone, he moves 
Bearing his harp, and o’er his armour thrown 
The minstrel’s robe, yet both concealing well 
A peasant’s garb, his helmet and his crown ; 
And with bare head presented to the sun, 
Surveys the country, and exclaims in few. 


‘* Farewell, ye pleasant fields, I leave ye now 
Perhaps for many a year to all the rage 
And massacre of a triumphant foe. 
Yet shall I never cease, while life remains, 
To hope your glory and concert your peace. 
But lo! the Danes in motion ”—Nor could time 
Allow him more: for see ! by demon rage 
Inspired, and conscious of the foe dispersed, 
Burning with hope to seize some lingering chiefs, 
Perhaps the King himself, the Danes in crowds 
Advance with shouts to the unresisting town. 
Another troop to the relinquish’d camp 1321 
Hurries to plunder all its equipage. 
At sight of which dread scene, deep sighs oppress’d 
The monarch’s heart: then thro’ the opposing gate 
He flies, intent to quit the beaten way 
Fearing pursuit, but through the lonely woods 
And unfrequented scenes to reach with haste 
Brave Anselm’s castle, where his wife and babes 
He hopes to save and bear unknown away. 
His fears were waked : for soon the Danes possess 
The city, but astonish’d find all fled. | 
Their swiftest, fiercest parties every way 
Now they dispatch : commission’d some to sack 
And pillage every farm; all to commit 
Destruction, massacre, and spareless spoil. 
The infernal powers exult and deem this hour 
Their every hope attain’d: soon from this isle 
They purpose to dispel the Christian truth 
And in its stead induce the works of hell. 
They deem with mystic storms to cheer the Danes 
And terrify the coward fugitives ; 
But first concert that earlier night shall ’gin 
Her shadowy reign to aid their wild intents. 
In yet unfelt distress, the angelic bands 
Indulge at intervals some gleam of hope : 1345 
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Sole confidence in Alfred they repose: 1346 
But if he fail, they purpose to return 

To their own heaven, and patient trust alone 

In the unsearched ways of Providence. 


Thus lonely, friendless, veil’d in low disguise, 
The monarch travels with alarmed steps, 
Avoiding public paths, where hot pursuit 
Of foes now ravaging the country round 
May likeliest seek him. But he journey’d on 
Thro’ green and bowery lanes, whose winding walks 
Grass-grown, and arch’'d o’er-head by meeting trees, 
Shew’d as scarce haunted e’en by nibbling sheep. 
Then through wild woods, whose solitary aisles 
Felt rarely foot of man disturb them beds 
Of moss and wither’d leaves, but where a roof 
Of boughs, still rustling in the solemn breeze, 
If penetrated by the sun’s white rays, 
Flung music over ever-varied shades 
Checquering the ground, while stole the sound along 
Where Silence lurk’d within her dewy cells, 
Waking her sleep with fairy melodies. 
Then through the bosky dells, down shelter’d vales, 
Along the marge of anfrequented streams, 1368 
Whose waters kiss’d with murmuring delay 
Flowers of wild fragrance o’er the banks dispersed, 
He roams, by nooks where iu the glassy waves 
Mirror’d, these o’er the amorous streamlet hang 
Their colour’d heads, thence never to be pluck’d, 
Imparting mutual beauty, umperceived. 
Then up the wooded hills the wanderer climbs, 
And from the summit o’er the scene below 
Gazes with vigilant eye to mark what sign 
May guide his devious feet toward Anselm’s halls, 
A hill, or cottage, bridge, or winding road, 
Or blue smoke curling from some hamlet top 1380 
By fancy stored in willing memory. 
There, yet perhaps unconscious of the change 
Which fate averse has doom’d for England’s sons, 
May rest in anxious hope his beauteous wife 
And the dear pledges of their tender loves. 


_ Thus flying sight of every human face, 

He roves unnoticed by pursuing eyes. 

For all the live-long day, and as he goes, 

Stops hunger’s cravings with wild berries pull’d 
From crawling briers, or plucks the scarlet hips, 
Or haws, or blushing crabs, or clustering nuts; 1391 
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And to allay his thirst, he stoops to drink 1392 
At crystal babbling brooks that cross his way. 
Rude fare! how different from the festal* board 
W here nobles late composed the toils of war, 
- And the roof echoed with the songs of bards ! 
Thus on his journey pass’d the gradual hours, 
Till Evening in the horizon of the west, 
Preparing for the sleep of day, drew round 
Her curtains, rich with gold and purple clouds ; 
What time her fragrant breath diffused afar 
Dews, freshening all the air: and yellower light 
Gilded the hush’d woods, streams, and distant hills. 
From whose dim tops Fancy now feign’d arise 
Aérial spirits, fairies of the clouds, 
Visiting golden temples imaged there, 
Or palaces of brightest hues, and groves, 
And fields, where in the changeful beams they dance, 
Till the gray twilight spread her silvery veil, 
Upon whose duskier bosom they repose. 
At last the traveller from a high hill top 
Whose woody sides sloped downward to the vale 
Where the meandering Exe his peaceful waves 
Pours on the breast of the pleased ocean, 1414 
Looks o’er the extended prospect with keen search 
For the lone towers that drew his weary steps. 
Still night had stole o’er all the blue serene : 
Quiet and silence walk’d with solitude : 
The circled moon and all the host of stars 
Lit the vast dome of heaven, more near approacli’d, 
Yet distant still, and seem’d to touch below 
All objects with a trembling, silvery light, 
By which the eye discern’d extended wide 
The calm sea’s shore, where high projecting rocks 
Form’d many tranquil bays of lone recess, 
Lakes bosom’d among sloping hills, some wild 
And barren, edged with cliffs of various hue, 1427 
Some hung with tufted woods of shadowy green, 
That in their dells and lovely grots half hid 
Dim vills, and scatter’d farms, which in the moon 
Gleam’d white, abodes of peaceful shepherds once, 
But now profaned by roving savages. 
Meads skirted these, and glades, and cultured fields, 
And winding vales retiring from the view, 
Each intersected with-a glittering stream. 
The monarch resting, the fair scene admired. 
Here nature’s prodigal magnificence, 
Mingled with softest beauty, to the sense 
Imparted a refreshing ecstasy. 1439 


368 KING ALFRED. 


These, sure, abodes of fairy grace appear’d, 1440 
Where they might love to bask on constant flowers, 
Or myrtle blossoms wildly blooming here ; 

Where too the spirits of the ocean oft 

Might from their sea-wrought troubled caves arise 
To ride in grandeur through the genial air. 

No sounds disturb’d his musing solitude, 

And only crept on the dull ear of night 

The murmur of the tide’s unconscious lapse, 

Or echo of some distant waterfall. 

Amid the sea’s transparent waters shone 

The moon reflected in long stream of light, 1451 
And the bright stars like sparkling, restless gems 
Seem’d scatter’d on the surface of the deep. 

O’er which with slumberous motion here and there 
Sail’d the dim barks of lonely fishermen, 

Whose oars like wings at every unheard stroke 
Glittering from far, flash’d as with magic light, 
And flung white pearls upon the green waves’ breast. 
Nor was the hapless King’s enquiring gaze 

Now unrepaid: for distant on the left 

He deem’d he could discern the tower’d roof 

Of Anselm’s castle peering o’er the trees. 

Joy animates his frame: new strength confirms 
His tired limbs: in this delicious night 

He deems the devious journey will be short: 

For sure he fancies that to speed his course 

Some friendly angel drew from heaven’s wide hall 
All clouds and dark, and deck'd its arch with light. 
The sight of nature's beauties, and the peace 

Of echo’s whisper’d melody console 

His solitary way; till gratitude 

And hope, and joy, soothe his afflicted thoughts. 


Yet ah! how transient, and how soon dispersed 
That dream of happier fancy ! As he mark’d 1474 
A rural path, that wound along the woods 
O’er hills adjacent and descended oft 
To the sea’s beached verge, with sad surprise 
And blended awe he o’er the sea beheld 
Rising with sudden gust a mighty cloud 
That soon, its broad course widening as it rose, 
Hid the bright moon in black eclipse, and spread 
A hideous train of congregated clouds 
Over the stars: while from the reddening edge 
Of the congested darkness seem’d to flash 
Concealed fires, and pregnant brooding storms. 
The change portentous to the fancy seem’d, 1496 
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Presaging evil: and the dread effect - : 1487 

Of more than accidental nature’s breath : 

Rather the work of supernatural power. 

Nor vain that thought: for envying e’en the fate 

Of the afflicted King, lest latent hope 

Should in his bosom rise, to work him woe 

The demon powers induce a hideous night 

Of stormy darkness. To the amazed eye 

All certain course was lost, and dangers wild 

From flood, or precipice, or wilder’d wood 

Haunted by prowling beasts, alarm’d the soul, 

Goading its sense amid such heap’d distress _ 1498 

Almost to madness : nor did that foul thought 

Escape the diabolic hoped revenge. 

Vain was angelic aid: such horrid storms 

Brooded in hell and call’d from the lone caves 

Where under England’s isle their former art 

Conceal’d them, now the dread fiends come prepared 

To effuse. Fork’d lightnings shoot in sulphurous 

streams : 

The pealing thunder rolls o’er heaven’s wide dome, 

Till the vast vault seems tottering to its fall 

And all the steadfast firmament to shake 

As in convulsive ruin: hails and rains 

Descend in torrents. Now no friendly cave 1510 

Nor cottage near might to the houseless King 

Give shelter: but with bare head, and drench’d limbs, 

Uttering the frequent prayer, he patient braves 

The war of elements: by lightning’s flash 

Guided, he culls his perilous way along, 

And o’er fern-cover'd hills, through prickly brakes, 

O’er rustic bridges, and through fens or fords 

Along the banks of lonely rivulets 

That wander among roots of ancient oak, 

Uncertain where he roves, he plunges on ; 

Till at midnight, ere the loud thunder ceased, 

While yet the lightning blazed in sheets of fire 

With unabated fury, he arrives 

At the tower’d gate of Anselm’s spacious home. 

The turret-bell deep-sounded o’er the vale, 

And as his steps approach’d, the seeming bard 

Heard the shrill horns blow sounds of revelry. 

That sound bespoke the Danes : tumultuous thoughts 

Woke in his soul, that spoke of peril nigh. 

He stopp’d and listen’d: Jaughter loud and song 

Came burden’d on the blast of night, that seem’d 

Savage and wild, nor such as wont to grace 

The hospitable mansion of his friend. 1533: 
VOL. I, BB _ 
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Alarm and shuddering terror shook his frame; 1534 
Prudent he deems it now no time to risk 
Detection, and the royal armour hid 

Beneath his flowing robe he holds unsafe 

To bear about him, though from view conceal’d. 
Back he returns awhile, rack’d with the pangs 

Of expectation and alarmed fear; - 

Roaming around, until a shady wood 

Presents him covert from the common eye. 

He enters; and bis armour all unbraced 

And hid within a brake whose site he mark’d, 
Sole o’er his limbs be girds the mantle wide, 1545 
The minstrel’s robe, and in his grasp he bears 

The sacred harp, the emblem of his song. 

Then to the portal of the central tower 

He comes, and knocks: full soon the expanding doors 
Presented to the eye of him who served 

A minstrel bent with low submissive mien 
Drenched in the storm, and shivering with the cold: 
Entrance was instant granted; and his speech 

In bumble tone the stranger thus address’d : 


‘‘ To what high chieftain do these lofty towers 
Belong? and who within their halls abide ? 
I am a stranger wandering in these parts: 1557 
Yet give me shelter from the pitiless storm. 
Lead me to those who own these stately walls, 
Shew me the noble dames who here reside, 
And I'll repay their courtesy with songs 
And tribute of my harp’s sweet melody.” 


To whom the keeper of the castle gate. 
‘‘ This mansion now is by the lordly Danes 
Possess’d: great Hinguar is its potent lord: 
Anselm was late its chief: but two days past 
This castle was surprised by bold attack 
Of Danish heroes roaming wide for spoil. 1568 
Anselm, defending certain women here, 
And infants, clinging round the female robes, 
Fell in the strife, and stain’d these lordly halls 
With expiation of their master’s blood.” 


The minstrel’s face turn’d instant bloodless-pale ; 
And thus he swift retorted—‘‘ Females here, 
And infants? Who were these? Were they bis own, 
Or some who sought a refuge in these walls? 
And did they scape; or did they perish too ? 
Answer me, for my blood runs chill with horror 
At the recital of thy mournful tale.” 1579 
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To whom this swift reply. “ What! fond old man! 
Are not thine eyes inured to scenes of blood ? 
Many of the domestics truly fell 
Amid the general massacre: some fled: 

But whether among these the female train 
Escaped or fell in death, I never yet 1585 
Enquired; but only of this truth be sure, 

That now within these walls they do not live, 
Fled, slain, perhaps, or buried in the earth. 

All we have sought was to possess these towers 
Which we have won; and won, we ask no more. 
But why art thou so moved? what cause so much 
Interests thee for Anselm and his household? 
They were all strange to thee: is it then more 
Than common pity that thus makes thee stand, 
Statue-like, wild distraction in thine aspect?” 


Sudden the King check’d then his sad surprise, 
That near reveal'’d him e’en to vulgar view. 
The warder thus resumes—‘“‘ Come: see thyself 
The. chiefs who here hold joyous residence. 
They will receive with gallant courtesy 
A minstrel who will cheer their feast with song.” 


Invited thus, aghast, and all his frame 1602 
Trembling with deepest perturbation, now 
The disguised King follows the seneschal, 
Through long and spacious aisles.—Still as they go 
Enquiries new scape his unconscious tongue 
That half unfold the secret of his soul, 
Faltering, and scarce restrain’d, till they arrive 
E’en at the portal of the gorgeous hall. 
Whose doors unclosed, the seeming minstrel sees, 
By light of lamps hung from the lofty roof, 
Dark-visaged chiefs, glittering in mailed arms, 
Seated in numbers round the festal board ; 1613 
Who in rude joyaunce here their wassail kept, 
And with the loudest tumult of rife mirth 
Drank mead from cups that late were frowning brows 
Of their slain enemies, now polish’d white 
And slung around their mail with silver strings. 
Their bloody armour and stern looks attract 
The stranger’s eye: but the good Anselm’s face 
He sees not there ; amid the company 
A bevy of fair dames appear’d, but none 
Presented to the wanderer’s eager gaze 
The beauteous looks of those he loved and sought. 
Bards at the table sat, who struck their harps 1625 
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To martial harmonies ; at whose hush’d pause 1626 
The minstrel hearkens to the chieftains’ talk, 
Their boast of this proud castle thus surprised 
And all its habitants razed by the sword, 

Or driven as wretched outcasts on the world. 
Which sight beheld, and thus the dismal tale 
Assured, he asks no more: but back his steps 
Withdrawn, his hand upon his moveless heart 

The stranger smites; and fainting droops, as seized 
With sudden sickness; all his nerves and sense 
Palsied, his speech forsakes him, and he sinks 

A powerless statue, mute and pale as death. 1637 
The guide perceives, and straight with ready care 
Offers the bard some help: bids him not fear 

To enter: but take courage: he seems sick, 
Fatigued and perish’d in the storm, but soon 

His spirits will revive and all be well. 


Thus o’er the bard awhile he silent stands, 
Till as life gradually relumes his eye 
’ Thus from the wanderer faltering accents broke. 


“Oh! I am sick at heart—lead —lead me back— 
A sudden faintness robs my limbs of power.” 1647 


The warder back conducts his tottering steps, 
And offers as they pass a silver ewer 
Fill’d with reviving wine: but this the bard 
Stays not to taste, seeking with eager speed 
Egress into the open air: which soon 
Obtain’d, and pass’d the massy gates, absorb’d 
In agonized distress and wild surprise 
The wretched King, silent, bareheaded, stands, 
All reckless of the dark and stormy night, 
Though rains continuous and the lightning flash 
Descend around, and the near thunders still 1658. 
Peal with brief pause o’er the perturbed heaven. 
Full only of the soul-distracting thoughts 
Of his dear wife, his children, sister lost, 
Uncertain now whether by savage hands 
Murder’d they lie, or scaped with pain and wounds 
They wander, outcast, fearful, and forlorn, 
Pondering he stands: then wanders hurrying on 
With unacquainted feet, incautious now 
Whither his footsteps tend, or what his acts. 
Often he pauses: uttering as he stops 
Some brief ejaculation—‘* Heavenly powers !— 
Where am I?—God of mercy! do I dream? 1670 
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Can I believe this is reality ? 1671 
Oh! agony too deep !—distress unheard !— 
All—all—I feel it is—too sure—too sure.”— 


So his delirious way he winds along 
Far from the castle towers, and wanders on 
Hour after bour, all observation lost, 
Sole in the pangs of deepest woe absorb’d, 
Till near the verge of the sea shore arrived, 
A wilder scene his frenzied progress checks. 
For to the margin he has now advanced 
Of a wide bay form’d by the jutting main, 1681 
Which here mid rude and unfrequented rocks 
Pour’d his sequester’d tide. The scene itself 
Might to a soul less wilder'd have infused 
Sublime delight and awe. Here Solitude 
Might seem in Nature’s sacred majesty 
To hold her court, and sole admit recess 
To Echo, her retired companion. 
Over huge sloping rocks that hung above 
Beetling toward the sea with surface bare, 
Scant trees projecting grew with tufty crown 
Shown in the lightning’s flash : while the pale moon, 
Bursting o’er thunder-clouds, in silvery hues 1693 
Tinged Desolation’s rugged anarchy. 
Through cliffs and crags a broken cataract 
Descending roar’d ; beyond whose dashing fall 
As the King roam’d with unabated pain, 
Yet touch’d with transient wonder at the scene 
Which at so desolate hour his steps have reach’d, 
Knowing no farther way and hemm’d around 
By dangerous paths and unfrequented wilds, 
Along the beach of the dark flood he walks 
With cautious pace. And soon his eye perceives 
A rudely arching cave amid the rocks 
Form’d by the washing tide, whose rifted clefts 1705 
Sea-shrubs and unaccustom’d verdure screen’d. 
The sea-mews with deep clang flutter’d around. 
Fancy might well have deem’d this spot the abode 
Of mermaid spirits, who here undisturb’d —_ [pearls, 
Might braid their green and dropping locks with 
And lull the swell’d waves with aérial songs ; 
Or where the spirit of the southern wind 
Might hold his wizard dwelling, and delight 
The breezes with the notes of tuneful shells ; 
Or where the sullen Genii of the rocks, 
Striding o’er never-trodden woody steeps, 
Might call some strange banditti to their haunts 
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Here their illicit traffic to divide. "1718 
Still beat the rain: all drench’d and cold the King 
Amid the storm halts at the cavern’s mouth, 
Gazing within awhile lest it descend 

Into the secret bowels of the earth, 

Or be the savage den of some wild beast 

Or strange sea-monster’s haunt. He shouts aloud. 
No growl, or tone, save Echo’s voice, replies. 
Then the sad King enters his only home. 

Ab! hapless change, that he who shone so late 
The noblest in the splendid festal hall, 

Palace, or tented dome, should now be doom’d 1729 
In such unknown distress of many griefs 

To shelter in the wildest-rude abode 

That ever houseless wretch in poorest plight 

Was proud to borrow from supplanted beast. 

He, late a monarch and a warrior-chief, 

Destitute houses in the dripping rock. 

His harp, his sole companion, down he lays : 
Then on the dim cave’s side pillows his head. 
Soon the full sense of his supreme distress 

Rose vivid-present to his labouring soul. 

Brooding awhile in speechless agony 

He rests, as if entranced, til] words at last 1741 
Reveal the deep emotion of his soul. 


‘‘ Am I then in so few short hours bereaved 
Of thee, thou moving spirit of my soul, 
Of you, my prattling cherubs; and of thee, 
My kindest sister: all my heart’s dear ties, 
Its fond affections, hopes and comforts, all 
In so brief space for ever torn and fled ? 
And I thus left a widow’d, childless wretch, 
Outcast, without a home, naked and poor, 
All my proud army lost, my country doom’d 
The prey of ruffians, ruin’d and despoil’d ! 1752 
Myself, late England’s King, compell’d to roam 
And beg from humble doors a little bread ! 
Great God! for what high purpose does thy hand 
Inflict upon me, sinful though I am, 
Such dread, such unheard miseries as these— 
Too awful-dire for mortal strength to bear ! 
Yet hush.—Do I then shrink at poverty, 
Or any future woes, prisons, or death ? 
These, if such be heaven’s will unsearchable, 
Patient I can endure. But oh! of thee! 
Of thee, thou spotless angel, sent by heaven 
To cheer, to bless my now forsaken life, 1764 
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I think, I muse; of thee—and dweld alone 1765 
On unmix’d agony that rends my heart. 

How can I cease to think, that I have lost 

Thee, my soul’s partner, my unfailing friend, 
Whom from my earliest infancy I grew 

Admiring, loving, and from day to day 
Perceiving, prizing thy perfections more ; 
Forgetting when with thee, that this poor world 
Contain’d aught worth one passing thonght, but thee. 
How when thy heavenly face hung o’er my arm 
Reclined, when upward gazing thou hast look’d, 
And smiled, and talk’d of happiness and love, 1776 
Flew then the hours on wings of ecstasy ! 

How often do I hail that youthful time 

When I believed thy beauties bloom’d for me : 
Thy fair cheek vying with the rose’s leaf 

Shook by fresh zephyrs o’er a lily’s breast : 

Thy blue eyes’ lustre beaming soft as heaven 

That spoke the heart’s serenity within : 

The silken tresses of thy shadowy hair 

In ringlets waving o’er thy ivory neck 

Till resting on a couch of orbed snow : 

Thy smile, that seem’d the seat of paradise : 

Thy modest mien, thy queen-like majesty, 1788 
Which never mortal could unawed behold— 

The richer beauties of thy angel mind, 

Elegant, tender, kind, and feminine, 

Yet noble, dignified, intelligent. 

And oh! at length when thy maturer hand 

Bless’d me in marriage, when I learnt to call 

A living angel mine, each passing day 

How from thy opening goodness and still new 
Virtues, as new occasions gave them birth, 

I learnt nobility, and ere aware 

Charm’d to the love of excellence, I caught 

Virtue at thy example’s holy shrine, 1800 
As at the fount of heavenly inspiration ! 

Through all the labours of my busy life, 

Through all my perils difficult and strange, 

Thee have I found an ever present friend 

To solace me with faithful kind advice, 

Soothe all my cares to rest, and make my home 
Appear an image of the peace of heaven. 

Oh! never to be match’d in pure delight 

While the blood warms this sad and dying heart, 
Ye angel hours of happiness, farewell, 

Never by me to be enjoy’d again 

While heaven may destine me to breathe in pain 1812 
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On this distracted globe, to wander wide ‘1813 
A friendless, hopeless wretch, forlorn of thee ! 
But death will work ere long a happier change, 
And some good angel, friend to faithful love, 

May point my passage where thou sit’st ensphered, 
If where thou art I e’er may hope to be, 

And meet again my soul’s best part in heaven ! 
You too, the mutual pledges of our loves, 

My children—dearest name—sweet innocents— 
Your widow’d father mourns your cruel loss. 
Your bloom of goodness, valour, truth, no more 
With Hope’s delighted hand shall I attend. 1824 
Yet can [ e’er forget the care for you 

I have observed your sainted mother feel, 

As o’er your forms in fondness she has hung, 
When often with her tear I mingled mine, 

And kiss’d the falling moisture from her cheek ! 
And ah! by what dread means may I have lost 
You, all ye dearest treasures of my soul! 

To think, that she, of earthly creatures best, 

My being’s life, perhaps on the sharp spear 

Of some rude Pagan villain was transfix’d 

With all my little ones—my sister too— 

She too perhaps—nay even my very wife— 1836 
May be, dragg’d shrieking to some fierce Dane’s arms, 
The sport of rude and savage mockery, 

Of insult, of dishonour, to their souls 

Far worse than death—oh! misery! oh! thoughts 
Too dreadful for Distraction to endure !— 

Where, where was I? why did not righteous heaven 
Call me forth to defend their threaten’d lives, 
Their suffering innocence? how could the bolts 

Of heaven be patient at a sight like this ? 

How willingly would I their fate have shared, 
And by their side defending them have fallen 

To sleep with them in one untroubled grave! 1848 
Oh! fatal hour :—oh! horror and despair !— 

The thoughts to madness tend— How my sunk heart 
Faints cold within me !—Cease, oh! cease awhile— 
Be hush’d, my evil fancies—touch no more 

Upon this mournful strain—lIt is unsure, 
Uncertain, though the dismal likelihood 

Terrifies me with shuddering agony, 

That all my limbs shake as dissolved with death. 
What am I then? what can I do? where turn 

My desolate, bewilder’d steps ?—The world 

To me is all a desert—and to me 

All places, circumstances, cares alike 1860 
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Vacant of hope and comfort.—I have lost 1961 
All that can make my life—my country—dear.— 
Yet oh! that name—my country; ever dear 

In misery, as in triumph, like some charm, 

Or a fresh beam from heaven, that name relumes 
The dim and languid flame of dying hope. 

My life I value not: ’tis in God’s hand : 

Equal to me if soon or late I fall: 

I wait death, unappall’d.— But oh ! for thee, 

‘My country, shall I sink in mute despair, 

And leave thee bleeding to thy hideous doom, 
Without one thought to mitigate thy woes? 1872 
No! dire as is my fate, my life is thine: 

Heaven yet may destine me (and something waked 
Within me prompts me to believe it sure) 

Even me an instrument to work thee good. 

I will not yield to hopeless agony, 

But strive to plant amid thy bloody fields 

Some seeds, which rear’d by late posterity 

May flourish high, and yield thee sheltering rest. 
For this alone I live : reduced to nought, 

To wretchedness, to want, to beggary, 

Deprived of all the comforts of this world, 

I will endure. I'll ask some sustenance 1884 
From charitable hands, unable scarce 

Nor daring to afford the pittance sought, 

While timorous of discovery I roam 

On errands for thy good through savage wilds, 
Sequester’d woods, or strange unharbour’d beaths, 
Or in retired solitudes will earn 

My bread by labour, and there meditate 

Thy welfare till some happier change befal. 

There not unvisited by tenderest thoughts 

And memory of those to me most dear, 

Soothing my melancholy soul with fond 
Imaginations of what once I was, 1896 
There like a bee that haunts those silent shades, 
Pil seek to draw the rich and honey dew 

Of tranquil sufferance from the poisonous germs 


Of deadly boding grief and black despair.” 


So as he ceased, and to a gushing tear 
Yielded its way, his manly countenance 
He covers with his hands, then backward leans 
In mute but sad distress, till sleep o’ercame 
Exhausted nature. Pitying his state, 
And ever prompt to succour and relieve 
The good man’s trials, Heaven’s blest ministers 
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Approach to solace him with dreams of hope, 1908 
And with a more than mortal Vision soothe 

The tumult of his deep-afflicted soul. 

Thus as he slept, stilt brooding o’er his griefs, 

His wanderings, his dearest wife, his babes, 

His sister lost, his army’s, country’s fate, 

The angelic Essences o’er thoughts like these,. 

A charm of heavenly inspiration breathe, 

And as their touch unlocks fair Fancy’s cells, 
They to the tranced soul’s perception give 

A foretaste of celestial happiness 

To animate its drooping partner’s rest. 1919 
For on his dreaming sight a lovely scene 

Beams instant, over which he seems to move 

In visionary rapture, and he sees 

Diffused a present paradise around, 

Or some fair heaven, where nature whispers peace 
And all the air respires of youth and joy. 

The ground with thousand amaranthine flowers 

Is purfled o’er, of richest rainbow hues, 

Where never-dying roses bloom, and beds 

Of lilies pure by living violets blow, 

Orient as richest gems, whose very leaves 

Instinct with life and rapture yield afar 1931 
Odours that charge the breezes with delight : 
Sweeter than cull’d perfumes, on which the soul 
Sinks as to hear delicious music’s breath. 

How sweet did every gale upon its wings 

Convey the notes of distant melody ! 

Whether from warbled song, or vesper airs, 

Or harps of fairy spirits as they walk’d 

To hang each flower with dewdrops, nought reveal’d; 
But all the scene echoed with dying tones 

Of wild Aoliaa cadence gently hush’d 

Like the faint tremblings of a distant lute. 

Thro’ these glad climes meandering rivers stream’d 
With glassy wave amid reflected flowers, 

Till their bright course to pleasant grots retired 
And cells of green retreat, where angel shapes 
Might court cool meditation’s ecstasy : 

Then in the shadowy vales expanding wide 

In lakes of purest azure, o’er whose breast 
Temperate suns, or never-fading stars 

Flung gold at varying morn or eve, and oft 

Let their rich light sleep on the mirror’d calm, 
Enamour’d, while the pictured hills were there 
Reflected, verdurous banks, and roseate clouds 
Floating above in Fancy’s fairy shapes, 1955 
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Like living spirits clad in heavenly robes. 1986 
Oft amid swelling groves and arched bowers, 
Rose castled halls, turrets, and spiry fanes, 

Or cottage homes, half-seen, abodes of peace, 
Amid whose glades white innocence might walk 
With virgin step o’er flowers pure as herself 
Through blooming regions of perennial spring. 
Thus as the dreaming wanderer seem’d to move 
And gazed delighted round, he deem’d he knew 
The dearest features of his native Jand 

Touch’d with celestial beauty, and adorn’d 

With every charm his fondest trance could wish. 
Yet with the graces of the scenery 

Ere he had half contented Fancy’s eye, 

More winning objects all his soul absorb’d. _—_1970 
For toward him gliding with delighted air 

He sees angelic forms, in white attire 

Fair as the driven snow or cygnet’s down, 
Floating along in matchless majesty. 

These walk’d, and in mid uir as on they came, 
Etherial beings witb bright shields of gems, 

And crown’dwith mysticwreaths of deathless flowers, 
Guarded them in their paths. He took them first 
For those blest spirits who these happy scenes 
Inhabit, or to visit oft delight. 

But oh! what pulse of heavenly ecstasy 

Thrill’d through the dreaming visionary’s soul 
When in the features of the guided shapes, 

As nearer they approach’d, he deem’d he knew 
His own dear wife, his children, sister, all 
Wearing far-beaming diadems of gold. 

On as they came, the tones of music grew 

More dulcet and more rich: more bright the flowers, 
Glittering with dews that shone like gems of light 
Beneath their orient steps. Still in their path 
Ambrosial odours flew around: their looks _1991 
Beam’d all of heaven: along the fluttering winds 
Stream’d their transparent robes of thousand dyes. 
Their fair complexion blooming bealth and youth 
Shone sweeter than the dewy blush of eve. 

' Their eyes were mild, yet bright, as vestal stars. 
Their tresses o’er their necks luxuriant play’d, 
Like golden sunbeams o’er the virgin snows, 

Till the white bosom, half-discover’d, show’d 

A seat that love almost to heaven preferr’d : 
Majesty on their brows: but their ripe lips 

Than roses, breathing nectar, richer glow’d. 

They seem’d like spirits of a happier world, 2003 
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Some skiey Eden, in blue fields of air 2004 
Outspread, of mortal man unvisited. 

Their very looks at distance utter’d love 

And ecstasy surpassing human sense. 

Soft the loved consort leads the train along, 

As the moon leads o’er heaven the bashful stars 
With pace more gliding-smooth than twilight’s step. 
All the unfancied treasury of heaven 

Broke on the tranced sleeper’s soul, as now 

The smile of his blest spouse usurp’d his view. 
Near him the train is come, knit hand in hand : 
And round them all the graceful angels throw 2015 
A chain of heavenly flowers: while he uncheck'd 
O’er his dear consort’s neck enwreathes his arms 
And on the rubeous lips of her, his babes, 

And sister in sweet turn imprints a kiss, 

Delight for earthly sense too potent-fine 

And such as angels in affection blend. 

Till she in faint words, brief, but precious more 
Than gifts of heaven on angels dropt in prayer, 
Thus spoke: “‘ We are not lost: lament not, love— 
All yet is peace : bliss still awaits us all.”— 
Following the concord of seraphic airs, 

O’er this enchanted scenery the guides 2027 
On wing conduct the happy family. 

Upborne by angel influence unseen, 

And gliding on, o’er waters and o’er groves, 

By many a radiant hill, and vale, and lawn, 

O’er dome and tower, grotto and fairy cell, 

They sail, admiring all as swift they pass, 

Till in a charmed glade of quiet bliss, 

Amid a temple raised of gold and gems 

They see a high throne, studded o’er with stars. — 
Here the celestial guides, staying their course, 
Seat the glad monarch and his beauteous wife, 
Their children, and his sister, at their feet. 2039 
Here they enjoy at ease perfect repose, 

And from the top of this transcendent mount 

They gaze afar, and mark the scene around 
Smiling in gentle peace, and joy, and youth, 

And boundless glory. All things breathed presage 
Of triumph, and unfading happiness. 

Resemblance still to scenes he loved on earth 

The prospect bore, yet deck’d in hues of heaven, 
Where the rapt soul expatiated free 

Through uncheck’d fancy and perennial hope. 
Fresh suns beam’d ever-springing rays of joy. 
Spirits innumerous moved o’er all the scene, 2051 
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Sail’d o’er the air, or wanton’d like sea-nymphs 2052 
O’er shadowy lakes, guiding their airy barks 

In infant art under their streaming flags 

Like passing rainbows, of still varying hues ; 

Some swelling snow-white sails with taken gales, 
Or from harmonious oars bedropping gems 

To the wild music of sea-shells or reeds 

In even cadence o’er the water’s sleep. 

Some bask’d on flowers o’er all the cultured grounds, 
Fading in distance, like a parting dream. 

Some walk contemplative with hermit steps, 
Pondering on life and moral excellence, 2063 
On arts that most ennoble and conduct 

To happiness the wondrous compound man. 

These toward heaven uplift the gazing eye, 
Illumed with ray of poet or of sage. 

The happy country seem’d an isle; around 

Seas, silver glimmering, faded into light, 

Swept by rich wafted fleets, while o’er the land 
Flourish’d new riches, active industry, 

Order, tranquillity: and all seem’d link’d 

By chains of piety with favouring heaven. 

The ravish’d monarch all his treasured hopes 

Saw realized : and toward his lovely wife 2075 
Leaning in ecstasy, thus briefly spoke. 

‘* Oh! best of friends, this is a blessed place, 
And heaven seems bent to prosper all my cares.” 
Then as upon her lovely cheek, to his 

Turn’d forward with participated joy, 

He hung and press’d again her fragrant lip, 
Rapture too poignant broke the chain of sleep 
That held entranced his eye and lock’d each sense. 
Instantly he perceived the hovering choirs, 

That hymn’d his rest with choral ecstasies, 

Melt into air. The blissful vision fled, 
Unwillingly relinquish’d. As he woke, 2087 
The various vision through his fancy roam’d, 

In half-unsettled, half-applied, delight. 

Certain in part it seem’d, some blest presage, 

Yet half a wild and strangely mingled dream. 

The thoughts that labour’d in his soul, awake, 

In sleep were touch’d with eestasies of heaven. 
Ere well awake, Imagination still 

Diffusing images of heavenly grace, 

Like Echo after music’s sweetest falls, 

He rises, and now quits the mossy cell, 
Refresh’d: then fill’d with meekest awe, he kneels 


On the bare shore, and to that Great Supreme 2099 
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Who rules each passing hour of this low world, 
He utters resignation’s humblest tone 

And deep submission to his chastening hand. 
Then adds meet thanks for all his gifts conferr’d, 
And asks protection and new fortitude. 

Nor seems his prayer unheard. He deems he feels 
New resolution spring within his soul: 

Whether angelic natures might inspire 

O’er him a portion of diviner spirit, 

Prompt to encounter peril, he is calm. 2109 


Chaste twilight, waked, with unperceived flight 
O’er silence of the dimly glimmering heaven, 
Hung her gray veil, gemm’d with few fading stars. 
The distant waves were hush’d, and in their sleep 
The setting fires, quenching their paly lamps, 
Heralded, as they sank, the approaching feet 
Of Dawn, the Spirit who with whisper’d breath 
Bids Morning chase her jewel’d rival, Night. 

The solitary King ascends a hill, 

And eyes by twinkling star-beams, and the glimpse 
Of purpling dawn, good Anselm’s shadowy towers. 
Then while his sorrows o’er his pensive soul 2121 
Linger with force renew’d, he mute proceeds, 

Till be arrives once more the thicket side, 

Where lies deposited his mail’d attire. 

This, ere the ravens from their early nest 

Have flown, he round him girds: then speeds away, 
Seeking what rural dell or hermit scene 

Holds the sequester’d cot, his hope’s last home. 
Not distant far aright he sees the sea 

Roll o’er the beached shore its emerald waves, 
Then gradual melt amid the horizon’s blue. 

Each hamlet on its marge with cautious eye 

And beacon on the cliffs he marks, whose sign 
May guide his footsteps to the spot he asks. 2134 
Wide to the left, vales, hills and clustering woods 
Diversify the richly various view. 

O’er these his quick enquiring memory roves. 

At length some token to the happy place 

Directs him: through a winding vale he turns, 
Following romantic Otter’s fringed banks, 

Till at the slope foot of an arborous hill, 

That seems the close of this delicious vale, 
O’erjoy’d he stops. An obscure path he notes, 
Among the still grove’s solitary aisles, 

And penetrates ere long a narrow walk, | 

That shews a track scarce trod by: vagrant sheep, 
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Edged with wild shrubs and flowers. This thro’ a 
Along the base of the green mountain leads. [glade 
Bank’d below which, a stream is heard to brawl, 
Until the path ends in an opening dell 

Where a smooth pasture and declivious mead 
Bend o’er the borders of the rivulet. 

Leftward the streamlet sudden swept aside, 

And ran meandering among grots and bowers 
With gentle murmur o’er its pebbly bed. 

Till on its way into a wider lake 

Expanding, there its quiet progress stay’d, 
Enclasping little isles, whose fairy banks 2158 
Were imaged sweeter on its lucid breast. 

In front, and to the right, the lofty hill, 

Mantled with woods and hung with oak-crown’d 
Arose, and like a verdurous theatre [cliffs, 
Enclosed that way the wild sequester’d nook. 
Near which hill’s foot, beside the mossy lawn, 

A low, thatch’d cottage stood: a garden plot 
Was round it paled, with native myrtles fill’d, 
Roses and woodbines in the open air 

Luxuriant waving. To the charmed eye 

This spot the palace of retirement seem’d. 

In part the clean white of the lonely hut 2170 
Was hid by jasmines that with stars enrich’d | 
Crept round its windows and its humble door. 
A vine too o’er the roof its foliage threw 

In wanton wildness. All the air respired 

Of fragrance, and the delicate serene 
Composed the enamour’d spirit into peace. 
For sweet-secluded here the modest home 

On a soft carpet rose, where Nature threw 
Her choicest colours, and the picture shew’d 
Like an enchanted valley of repose. 

O’er such fair scenery the disguised King 
Stood gazing with delight: upon the grass 2182 
Two kine lay ruminating, and beyond 

A third in quiet cropt the velvet green. 


‘‘This sure must be the place (so to himself 
The wanderer said) this is the chosen abode 
Of Denulph, the old neat-herd. Here he dwells 
In innocent content; and here at least, 
Where ancient oaks protect these unseen shades, 
And turret cliffs unwonted passage hide, 
We shall be safe. Amid these pastoral scenes 
Where nature in her virgin beauty smiles, 
We shall escape insulting tyranny. 2193 
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For to my fancy in no sweeter rest 2194 
Lay Tempe’s hallow’d vale: nor for his own 
Would swain of Arcady this dell exchange. 

Look ! how the rocks in morning’s beams are crown'd 
With towers of crimson gold, and o’er the green 
The sunshine with empurpling lustre plays; 

While yonder watery sheet reflects more soft 

All objects, glittering with transparent Jight, 

The vale, the sleeping groves, the quiet cot, 

Each wavy copse, the lawn, the inverted cliffs, 
And sky’s mild azure, tinged with golden hue. 
Sure every nook and grot, from worldly noise 2205 
Retired, appears the Fairies’ chosen haunt, 

Or where in shadowy ease the Pixies dwell, 
Through Devon’s vales in antique fable famed. 
Here likeliest they may loiter to pursue 

The fresh springs, welling from the thicket sides, 
With murmuring fall: or couch in odorous beds 
Where wild thyme lurks or ivy berries glow : 

Or sleep in myrtle blossoms, or beneath 

Green feathery fern in secret covert lie, 

Basking amid cool moonbeams; as they rest 
Drinking the clear dews which pale Twilight drops 
In violet cups, or blushing willow-flowers. 2217 
Here shall no treason enter, nor alarm, 

But Innocence, with Quiet her compeer, 

Untired shall linger in these happy groves, 

And Poet-Fancy sport in sweetest play.” 


Soon, issuing from the cot, the King discerns 
A venerable man, in rustic garb, 
Healthful and hale in look, though old and gray. 
His features, at a distance seen, the King 
Recals, and knows as Denulph’s, who had erst 
Served in his father’s palace and his own; 
A menial loved, but who retired in age 2228 
Had married, and sought here to die in peace. 
Time in the old man’s face had wrought some change, 
But not deranged its tranquil lineaments. 
Toward the reposing kine his steps approach, 
Which, at his known voice starting, slowly move 
To meet him, used beside the cottage gate 
To yield their fragrant stores ; called duly thus 
At morn and eve. Soon as the peasant’s eye 
Perceives the seeming Minstrel, toward the spot 
Where stands the wanderer, he with gentle look 
Advances. Stays not then the conscious King, 
But forward moving with meek air, attracts 2240 
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With these few words the wondering peasant’s ear. 
‘* Denulph,— good, faithful man,—dost thou recal 
This voice ?— Does this face in thy memory live ?—” 


With earnesteye, keen-fix’d, and step drawn back, 
The old man gazing stands, but nothing speaks. 


The houseless King resumes—‘‘ Happy old man! 
Thou here in pious safety livest retired. 
I, once a Sovereign, not unloved of thee,— 
A friendless outcast now, my army fled, 
My wife, my children, sister, slain or lost,— 2250 
Beg at thy hands a shelter and a home. 
Wilt thou protect me ?—What return I may, 
Gratefully will I yield—what strength I have 
To work is thine. My labour shall assist 
With cheerful duty all thy daily toils.” 


Ere half these words escaped, the good old man 
Had known his master, his much-honour’d King, 
And o’er his neck fallen weeping. Tears of joy, 
Of mute surprise and anguish, at the tale, 

In mingled sentiment, had from his eyes 

Ia silence dropp’d ere his o’erlabouring heart 2261 
Permitted to his faltering lips a voice. 

Thrice he essay’d ere these words found their way. 


‘Oh! gracious heaven, can I believe my sight ?— 
Welcome, most welcome, my liege lord, my sire, 
My dearest master, friend, my youth’s delight ! 
Heaven knows what transports of amaze and joy 
Move me to see thee.— But what dismal tale— 
What dreadful change leads thee to this lone spot 
In so strange garb ?— What did I think I heard !— 
Thy army lost?—Thy wife, thy children slain ?— 
Resolve me instantly—Oh ! tell me all, 2272 
For I am lost in wonder, and entranced !” 


To whose enquiry soon the King unfolds, 
In brief, the history of all his woe, 
Each mingling tears. Which heard the old manadds, 


‘*‘ Mysterious heaven! that in my last old age 
I am reserved to succour and protect 
My loved and honour’d King—Oh! best of men! 
Now I perceive that Providence has kept 
Me in its mercy for this blessed end. 
Come, then, thrice welcome : if my humble roof 2282 
VOL. I. cc 
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May yield protection to my dearest lord, 2283 
Esteem it all thine own. Only for this 

Heaven saves it to me, and these scenes shall live 
For ever sacred that have shelter’d thee.” 


The Sovereign then solicits that his state 
Be not disclosed, and adds—* I shall appear 
To all but thee some lonely villager, 
Wandering in search of labour and a home: 
Who, known to thee, find in this rural grange — 
Employment: food and bed my toil’s reward. 
Thou hast a wife, good Denulph, as I learn, 2293 
Whom yet I have not seen. Not e’en to her 
Reveal me. Her and thee I'll gladly tend 
In all your rustic occupations. 
This minstrel’s cloke, this harp, and these my arms 
(Opening his vest, which shew’d his steely mail) 
I’ll hide in cave or grove, and sole be clad 
In humblest peasant dress, which not unware, 
I with me bear beneath this martial robe.” 


The rural swain to his loved master’s will 
Assents; yet grieves that sad necessity 
Should doom the Sovereign’s hands to menial toil. 
Cheerful the King such kind regret dissuades ; 
Then led within a solitary dell, 
Conceals the warrior mail he fears to wear. 
When Deonulph thus. ‘‘ Come, to our cottage home 
Now let us haste—my family is risen ; 
And I must now announce my new-hired guest.” 


They cross the dewy pasture, and approach 
The mansion. Swallows underneath the roof 
Twittering in throngs bespoke the air was sweet. 
Then opening by a latch the wicket gate, 

The rural cell they enter. First in sight = 2315 
The peasant’s wife appears, her cleanly pails 
Preparing to receive their milky charge. 
Denulph to her presents his modest guest 

As a new servant, whom in former days 

He knew and prized, and meeting, has engaged, 
For food and home, their rural works to aid. 
The obeisant Alfred, to the busy dame, 

Voluble in her talk, of question full, 

Fells he is strong and healthy, and will tend 

To his best power Denulph’s and her commands. 
Prompt she receives him at her hushand’s will ; 
Then shows him proud the neatness of her home, 
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With all its order’d comforts: her small room, 2323 
Whose hearth was gay with flowers and myrtle sprigs, 
Red berries of the rose, and mountain ash; 

Then her cool dairy, through whose walls a stream 
Flow’d freshly murmuring, with its neat stone press 
Beside the latticed window: next her sweet 

And shining pails, her tables polish’d bright : 

Her stores of fruit and cream: her treasured shelves, 
Where bowls were ranged along and glistening wares. 
All these the stranger to her wish admires. 

O’er the low fire a wild stag’s horns were hung, 
And by the verge of the brick-hearth there lay 2339 
A kitten, purring in its quiet sleep. 

Around the stranger, with an upward look, 

A dog play’d fondling, which with notice kind 
The sovereign stroked, and with soft voice caress’d. 
The Dame then bids the stranger find employ. 
Instant he offers to the kine to bear 

Her pails, which she, with his attention pleased, 
Permits: and follows (nodding as she goes, 

As proud of her new prize) the seeming clown. 


Thus as they pass, within the garden’s pale, 
The stranger marks a young and beauteous maid, 
Bearing a garland of fresh-gather’d flowers. 
Elegance in her form, and in her look 
Superior sweetness drew the stranger’s eye. 
Damask her cheek, more fair than any bud 
Her snowy hands had cull’d, with equal grace 
Answer’d her coral smile, where modesty 
More sweetly glow’d, than when the virgin rose 
First opes ber tender leaflets to the sun. 

A brow like pearl sat o’er the rays that shot 

From her benignant eyes of heavenly hue. 

Her tresses, circled with a simple wreath 

Of opening roses, blent with myrtle leaf, 2362 
To Paphian Venus gave her semblance meet. 
Binding her gather’d locks, such coronet 

Left full-reveal’d her white neck’s soft descent, 
To the ripe bosom’s sacred verge, the seat 

Of innocenee and peace, which heaving shone 
Than ivory richer, tinged with evening beams. 

No gold or costly gems were wanting here 

To make her beauty exquisitely charm. 

She seem’d an angel, new-escaped from light, 
And dwelling in these shades for various change. 
Sooa with sweet voice, musical as a lute, 

The seeming vision speaks. The rural Dame 2374 
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Accosting, she enquires, what stranger thus 2375 
Accompanies her steps ;—whose state soon told, 
The maid within the cottage home retires. 

Her sight to Alfred his lost wife recals, 

In beauty semblant: such as if alive, 

His own loved daughter might one day have been. 
Eager the stranger asks the talking dame 

If this fair virgin she can boast her own. 

Denulph and she (for still the old man stay’d 
Beside the Sovereign, of his presence fond) 

Both answer dubious, that she passes such, 
Avoiding question. His first task perform’d, 2386 
Denulph now leads the King around his home: 
Shews him his own employ, his implements. 

Of labour, and their various use explains. 

Then thro’ the neighbouring woods, by hazel bowers, 
O’er fern and purple heath, their footsteps wind, 
Where oaks wide-branching stretch their curved 
Or ashes light their crimson tassels hang, _[arms, 
Or dark-green firs o'er smooth-leaved hollies wave; 
Amid whose untrod groves the vying birds 

With music animate the sylvan glades. 

Here, by some hollow grot, the old man shews 
His axe and bill, with which from morn to eve 2398 
Oft with indented stroke he fells the woods 

For winter's fire, and daunts with echoes strange 
The thicket dells and long o’er-arching shades. 
Then, turning, o’er the scenery he points 

A little boat tied by the river's verge, 

His own hands’ rude and meditated work, 

Tn which with pliant angle, or with net, 

Under some moss-green bank he lures at eve 

The playful fish, his table’s rich supply, 

Or sails, impell’d by oars his hands have made, 
By many a shadowy nook and ancient creek 
Where wild-fowl lurk, or by the rivulet’s marge 2110 
Shy fawans oft trip to drink, or browse the deer. 
These from some lone recess the old man waits, 
And with long arrows driven from his yew-bow 
Shoots as his game : thus hoarding for his home 
Plenty, as seasons vary through the year. 

In arts like these, tranquil and undisturb’d, 
Denulph instructs his guest: who, pleased, surveys 
The old man’s sylvan life of rural peace. 

In all the King promises willing aid, 

Fond in his earliest youth of rustic sports, 

And the rich country’s charms, with Denulph then 
Oft chasing on fleet steed, the stag or wolf, 2422 
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The nobles’ exercise. Nor fails he now 2423 
To mention what delight he deems will spring 
From toils like these, with thought, in solitude. 
Oft in their walks the venerable swain 

Solicits to be told of England’s state, 

With each memorial of the varying lot 

Of his dear countrymen, the ravages 

Of their infuriate foe, and every chance 

And circumstance of war: but much the King, 
Fearful lest latent ear should their discourse 

In any tangled copse or secret glade 

O’erhear, forbears to answer, and gives sign, 2434 
With finger on his lips, of needful care. 

He promises at some more vacant hour, 

When winter shall the cottage fire endear, 

The full recital shall be told of all: 

Each strange event of his past life, since erst 
They wont to range the fields in crowded chase. 
Thus having roved, both to the cot return, 

When Denulph, at request, with meet attire 

And peasant implements equips his swain. 

An axe the sovereign bears, a crooked bill, 
Arrows, a quiver, and a tough yew-bow ; 

A belt, a leathern bottle by his side, 2446 
Fill’d like his master’s, ere at morn he quits 

The cottage, with whey-drink or fragrant milk : 

A cap of hair for rain: for sunny hours 

A crown of rush the peasant gives his guest, 

And from his store adds with a meaning smile 

A crook with studs of horn, apt to pursue 

In pastoral hour some stray sheep to the fold. 
Then with the hermit owner of these scenes 

The seeming servant, to the cot retired, 

Joins the glad family at morning’s meal. 

Pottage of milk, their plain but healthful fare, 

All share together, by the virgin’s hand 2458 
Neatly prepared, whose modest beauty decks 

The low abode, and makes the happy spot 

Seem a bright heaven, by some fair angel cheer’d. 
This ended, with his gentle host to toil 

Returns the unwont labourer, and learns 

Desirous, and with humble zeal, each art 

The cottager unfolds: till when the sun 

At mid noon turns his shadows to the south, 

The cot’s sole time-piece, at the welcome sound 
Of a shrill whistle echoing through the woods, 
Homeward their footsteps wend, there to partake 
The noon-tide meal of simple, homely food: 2470 
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Cheese, curds, and roots, perhaps the savory flesh 
Of deer, wild fowl, or fresh fish from the lake. 
Which done, to each is portion’d by the dame 

A sober cup of mead, from honey brew’d 

Which her own bees have wrought, or wine of fruits, 
The produce of her long-experienced hand. 

Both issue then among the woods, or stray 

Beside the grots and lakes, in quest of game, 
Rarely molested in their lonely haunts. 

So as they go, the old man, full of care, 

Sedate and thoughtful, talks of rural works, 

Of corn and pasturage, the care of bees, 2462 
Of orchard fruits, and of the weather's signs, 

To his attentive pupil knowledge new 

Of rural life imparting. All he says 

The old man blends with thankfulness to God 

For goodness past and mercies infinite : 

Indulging still a genuine piety, 

Truer than pomp of phrase from studied lips. 
These strains of humble gratitude delight 

The attentive Sovereign, and in return 

He to his bost imparts full many a thought 

Of noble tendence : and the old man fires 

With learning’s value, with the power of mind 2494 
Fraught with a proper knowledge, and inspired 
With virtues that may lead to highest good : 
Then gradual opes his own conceived designs 

For England's happiness and future weal, 

W ould heaven but grant them yet to be matured. 
Thus pass’d the hours, till evening’s purple tints 
Canopied in the west the sinking sun. 

Again the labourers seek the expectant cot, 

To share glad converse in its peaceful cope. 

Each tells the employment of the busy day. 

This blest retreat from the rude foe’s assault 

Still draws from every voice its thankful meed : 2506 
‘*‘ How happy ! that in this uninjured dell, 

Far from the world’s noise and disturbing foes, 
We spend in tranquil ease our humble life, 

And own a little previous heaven on earth.” 
Then, as still wout, with solemn reverence 

The good old Denulph, whom his studious care 
Had taught to read and prize the sacred lore, 
Opes the unvalued Book, a portion reads, 

And adds his own firm faith and cheerful hope. 
All kneel devout upon the cottage floor, 

While evening closes with the old man’s prayer; 
And angels, hovering o’er the virtuous home, 2518 
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Fan to their early sleep celestial peace. 2519 
For ere the timorous pheasant, or the dove 

Have to their sylvan seat of rest retired, 

Each, weary, seeks a pallet of sweet straw. 

The stranger to his chamber couch is led 

At the cot’s top, where sloping rafters shew 

Fresh rushes spread upon the fragrant floor. 
Cheerful the stranger views it, and commends 

The comforts of his home, his fare, his bed, 
Pleased with whose grateful words the dame retires. 


Thus in successive change of happy hours 2529 
-Not many days roll on, ere the new guest, 
Expert at arts he longs to understand, 
(And what the mind loves, soon its powers attain) 
The cottage customs intimately knows, 
Enquiring all its works, as seasons change. 
The various character of each who forms 
This happy family, the guest observes : 
The venerable man on nearer view 
More amiable, pious, mild, and good ; 
Active, but of alternate reading fond ; 
Modestly waiting, till God call him hence :— 
Perceives the veteran dame of prattle full, 2541 
Timorous and superstitious, deeply versed 
In ghosts and witches, fairies of the caves, . 
And pixies’ history, of pious heart, 
And to her spouse devote with duty kind: 
The beauteous maid, sedate, and pensive oft, 
O’er whom an interesting sadness hangs, 
Reserved and silent: yet whene’er in talk 
The Danes are mention’d, and the past events 
Of England’s war, and Kenwulph’s sad revolt, 
A gentle tear drops o’er her blooming cheek : 
A blush its hue augments, then fades to pale. 
She seeks to hide emotion, yet a ray 2553 
Of melancholy gloom her beauty shades. 
This Alfred marks as strange, and oft enquires 
In solitary walks from his old host, 
In words like these: ‘Tell me, good Denulph, now, 
If this indeed thy daughter be, or who, 
Conceal’d beneath thy roof, has, (as I deem,) 
Seen better days, and some strange chance of war 
Laments in secret. Such her mien imports.” 
To whose repeated question Denulph still 
Yields dubious answer, till thus far at last 
The Sovereign wins reply. ‘‘ This lovely gem 
T cannot as my proper daughter boast, 2565 
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Though to my age she now is dear as such; 2566 
For she’s of nobler birth, as the skill’d eye 

Of my liege lord, versed in the modes of men, 
Discover’d, but whose child indeed she is, 

A solemn vow, pledged when beneath my roof 
She first was placed, denies me to disclose.” — 
And thus all further question from himself 

The old man deprecates, or from his spouse : 
Which then, regardful of good Denulph’s vow, 
The Sovereign waves, though curious fancy still 
Prompts him to learn her secret history : 

And this at some safe moment from herself = — 2577 
E’en yet he hopes to gain.—So pass’d the hours.— 
Mingling in cottage cares, the seeming swain 
Now daily to the ancient dame affords 

Delighted aid ; assists her, as she tends 

The kine at morn or eve ; or scours her pails ; 
Fetches her wood, or water from the stream, 

Or ta’en his bow and arrow, brings her home 
Wild fowl or deer, or fresh fish from the lake. 
Oft in the dairy too the humble guest 

Plies the strange churn, or, bending, from the milk, 
Obedient to the dame’s instructive art, 

Handles with slow care the smooth-curdling cheese. 
Oft in thé garden plot with hook and bill, 

Or pruning knife and spade, the Sovereign toils 

In peasant garb: curbs every vagrant tree : 
Teaches the vine to train its tendrils well, 

And deck with graceful flow the rural home. 
Sun-burnt, his face assumes a darker hue: 2595 
His hands, unused before to toils like these, 

Grow harder, and with vigorous appetite 

He listens to the whistle at mid-noon. 

Sound is his sleep, save when on other thoughts 
His brooding fancy labours unobserved. 

Pleased with the tranquil home, full oft he marks 
The dame’s employment and unclouded life : 
Observes her by her swift and purring wheel 

Spin thread of wool, or hair; or cautious knit 

Old Denulph’s hose of red, or rustic blue. 

Then busied on her household charge she tends 
The dairy, or from honey brews sweet mead. 

The lovely virgin’s delicate employ 

The fancied peasant eyes with watchful care : 
Marks her admiring, as her snow-white arms 
Fling to young doves, or wild fowl which she tames, 
Their food at station’d hour, attended due. 

Or when a young hare, or a little fawn, 2613 
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Within an osier cell her hands have twined, 2614 
Fondly she guards, and feeds with smiles and talk, 
Patting their sleek smooth skins, as from her hand 
They take their favourite morsel, unalarm’d. 
Sometimes green rushes or tall feathery reeds 

She weaves in pretty crowns, or baskets trim ; 
Tends the unharming bees, or over silk 

With needle swift leads colour’d sprigs and flowers. 
Oft in the open air she sits composed, 

Plying the sampler, or her little wheel 

Twirls, singing antique songs of love or fame ; 
Then aids her seeming mother in her cares = 2625 
Of household use. Such grew this lovely flower. 
Her softer elegance the King admires, 

Pleased, but with no o’erpowering solemn love, 
Which to herself his dearest wife retain’d 

In sacred keeping; yet remembrance play’d 

O’er fond and happy fancy, and the hour 

Of her society seem’d angel-sweet. 

The old man by degrees (as time rolls on) 

Now issues out alone; and to himself 

Leaves many a morn, or whole unclaimed day, 
The willing King, in his own thoughts employ’d 
At happy liberty. Ah! what were then 2637 
Those hours! what moments of intense delight, 

Of sacred feeling, and each lofty sense, 

When, his due task perform’d of needed aid, 

The conscious Sovereign to himself retired ! 

When to the lonely woods, or on the stream, 
Away he roams, with purpose to enjoy 

Calm meditation amid rural ease. 

Though now conceal’d beneath a rustic garb, 
Remain’d, and ever at fit hour shone forth, 

The Monarch, Hero, Husband, Father, Bard. 
Free amid nature’s pure and wildest scenes, 

W ith heart alive to all her charms, he roves 2649 
Seeking some unfrequented shade or grot, 
Through bowers and alleys green winding his way, 
And opening groves, by many a hermit spot, 

W here moss’d oaks blend with rustling sycamores, 
Or evergreens, projecting with rich tuft, 

Shadow some fairy cell. Alone he strays, 
Where myrtles wild with fragrance scent the woods, 
Or odorous limes among dark chestnuts grow, 
Forming upon the sward a chequer’d shade ; 
Where o’er a carpet of autumnal flowers, | 

Mid which the woodland strawberry blushing peeps, 
The shy deer and lone sheep, along their walks 
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Passing, gaze timorous thro’ the twinkling leaves. 
Amid these still recesses of the muse, 

He loves to rest enwrapt in pensive thought. 
Lone, undisturb’d, fond nature’s feelings then 
Press strong upon his soul, returning still. 

His dear lost wife, his children, all the ties 

Of blest affection ravish’d from his grasp, 

The sad remembrance of what once he was, 
These shake his frame with sorrowing memory, 
And o’er his manly cheek draw down a tear, 
Unseen of any, save observant heaven. 

Then by degrees his keen emotion yields, 2678 
To resignation calm, and pious hope. 

Nature’s still music in these sylvan haunts, 

The coo of stockdoves, or the sighing gale, 

The wild bees’ murmur as they feed on flowers, 
The echoing waterfall or purling flow 

Of streamlets, broke but by the landrail’s cry,— 
These soothe, but not disturb, his tender mood. 
Grateful in heart for this his safe retreat, 

And smit with deeper love of rural peace, 

Its innocent delights and pleasing cares, 

Oft by no eye perceived, in scenes like these 

He feeds on thoughts, that in his poet-soul 2685 
Wake fancy’s richest images, and tune 

Each ruder passion into heavem-like peace. 

Often his harp in secret through these woods 
Tenderly touch’d to sweetest melody, 

Like some aérial music, stilly sounds. 

With mingling tone, his voice, inspired, reveals 

In strains sublime by fits, or tender-wild, 

A heart attuned to sympathy and love, 

His grateful sense of God’s good providence, 

His fond desire to civilize and bless 

His country, and his sighs for happy peace. 
Wondering, the wild deer listen all around = 2697 
To notes so strange, and Fancy might have deem’d 
That fairy beings, or the pixy elves, 

Who these calm scenes inhabit, on their charge 
To deck each vale with flowers, and guard its peace, 
Or dance round oaks, or in the green stream lave 
Their shapes of rainbow hues in sportive train, 
Charm’d with so unwont tones, might from their cells 
Peep forth, and bid each flower and shining leaf 
Freshen its colours in the tranced air. 

A pleasing quiet o’er the bosom steals 

Of the retired monarch: feelings sweet, 

A sensibility, not unallied 2709 
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To fancy, or the range of sober thought. 2710 
Such was his mingled character, a soul 

By nature waked to every finer sense, 

Yet steel’d to wondrous fortitude, and raised 

To noblest height of greatness and resolve ; 
Which under fortune’s most afflicting frown 
Could never from its purposes be torn. 

Still meditating how to save and bless 

His country, thus bis brooding mind is full 

Of thoughts for England’s hoped deliverance ; 
With solemn zeal bent not to waste his life 

In idle nothings, but in these lone hours 2721 
Employ the occasion, and with earnest care 

Fitly to frame, digest, and well mature 

Schemes for the nation’s safety and her weal. 
Such are his lonely thoughts, and as his hopes 
Connected rise within him, they might seem 

Like star-beams, auguring a brighter heaven 
Beyond, in vivid prospect yet at hand. 

Warm’d thus by fancy, as he spends these hours, 
Oft for his native land a sacred love 

Bursts into words, and finds expression meet. 


‘‘Oh! England, oh! my country, dearest isle ! 
Beautiful are thy scenes, favour’d thy plains, 
Generous thy soil: fair are the woody sides 
Of thy salubrious hills: pleasant thy vales, 2735 
Through whose refreshing groves and sunny meads 


- Jrriguous rills and winding rivers spread, 


Scattering continual plenty as they flow. 
Though gloomy oft thy skies, and mutable 
By cold blasts from thy circling ocean borne, : 
With thee though summer is denied a stay, 
Though in thy cooler air the purple grape 

- And golden orange may refuse to shine, 
Though winter loves almost throughout thy year 
To claim some part, and taints thy fairest hopes 
Of spring, or summer, with his chilling breath, 
Yet blest, perhaps, in this, thy gelid air 
And ambient ocean steel thy manly sons 
To strength and vigour: make them brave and bold, 
Form’d for high enterprize, and capable 
Of every generous and heroic deed. 
And as thy sons in noblest nature shine, 
What country on this earthly round can boast 
Beauty, and every bright surpassing charm 
Of female virtue, like Britannia’s isle ! 
“Fair are thy daughters, happy land; nor less 2756 
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In goodness than in beauty excellent. 2757 
Theirs above all is that retiring mien, 

The quiet stillness of meek purity, 

A beauty like angelic, heaven’s high gift, 

With corresponding gentleness of mind. 

The cheek’s carnation, the bewitching smile, 

The eye’s love-speaking gem, decorous grace, 
The heaven that in the tender bosom dwells, 
Each blest affection of the faithful heart, 

And every kind endearment, that can form 

A daughter’s, sister's, wife’s, and mother’s praise. 
There virtue seems, as in her native shape 2768 
Visibly on this earth to dwell reveal’d ; 

Her temple chosen, a woman’s gentle heart. 

Aad as with hardy limbs thy sons are blest, 

So I perceive they bear within them souls 

Of deep reflection capable, and prone 

Not over wisdom’s surface light to skim, 

But apt to search through all her hidden stores, 
Deep to imbibe her richest principles, 

Which, the won heart impregning, may produce 
Sublimest action, till they think and do 

All great, all good, resolves. Ob! Englishmen! 
Thus fitted, thus endued, if but the seeds 2780 
Of wisdom and of virtue among all 

Were wide disseminated, what would be 

Their fruit! more bountiful, than when the sun 
Matures at last our hard, but fertile soil. 

Oh! be it then my care, with heaven’s blest aid, 
To instil and cultivate these genial seeds 

In minds like yours: Alas! now sadly lost 

In ignorance, uncultured, without laws ; 

Torn with war’s miseries, that to itself 

Draws every thought; thro’ rapine, strife, and blood 
Destruction to inflict, or to repel. 

Ab! might our cruel foes be once subdued! 2792 
E’en yet my bosom prompts that blissful dream ; 
Forlorn as now I am, something within, 

Some innate courage, and unconquer’d hope, 
Supports me and recals what once I was. 

Might I again the souls of Englishmen 

Arouse to sense of native bravery, 

And ’gainst the foe yet raise an armed host; 
What mighty hopes might I not see fulfill’d ! 
Could peace be once attain’d, then order, law, 
Religion, knowledge, active industry, 

Arts, commerce, should succeed in happy train, 
And in brief space should change this desolate 
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And wasted realm, now black with fire and blood, 
Into the image of-an heaven on earth. 

Proud vision! yet not only such, be sure ; 

E’en yet [ cherish hope to see educed 

My people’s powers and noble faculties. 

Great is a good King’s power to bless a land. 

A uation soon beneath his care may rise 

Happy and great, and powerful: Britain yet, 
Meseems, shall rise to a superior height, 
Worthy her matchless sons, and shall remain 
Raised on a pinnacle above other realms, 

Who deem her now beneath their lofty note; 2816 
Exalted bright upon her western throne 

The glory, as the envy, of the world. 

But this is fancy yet: my embryo thoughts 

All unaccomplish’d : still, upon my soul 

They dawn, and but with life shall be resign’d. 
Until I cease to be, these shall become 

Ever my daily care, my nightly dream. 
Heaven’s blessing will mature them, and support 
My life and actions for an end like this.” 


To such a train of solitary thought 

Yielding, forgetful of the time, the King, 2827 
Recovering from his deep-entranced mood, 
Sometimes, perchance, in hour more late than wont 
Seeks with obsequious haste the cottage home. 
Long anxious for his coming, see! the dame 
Accosts him at the threshold, and declares 

Her anger in a tone of stern reproof. 

Patient her seeming servant the roused ire 

And strict monition’ of his mistress’ voice, 

Not thus to loiter, but be more alert, 

Attends, and promises obedience due. 

The evening meal has waited, and his care 

The good old matron at the cottage fire 2839 
Demands, to tend the seething pottage mess, 

Part of his duty, which with ready hand 

The unknown King slow stirs, and with meek look 
Gives to the busy dame her honour’d place. 

Thus quiet, modest, to his lot resign’d, 

The King about the cottage business hies, 

And cheerful aids the rustic family. 

Serene contentment gilds each passing day. 

Oft as the sunny eve in varying hues 

Paints the rich foliage of the vocal woods, 

He seeks the placid river’s winding shores, 
Breathing of dewy fragrance ; while the low 2851 
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Of cattle, homeward over purple heath 2852 
Or hillocks of wild thyme returning, sounds 

Music far sweeter than the trump of war. 

Beside fantastic steeps and sloping dells 

O’er which the spider weaves her airy threads, 
Past flowery brims, and hollows, green with sedge, 
He wanders, lapt in pleasing thoughtfulness. 
Seated perhaps upon some mossy bank 

At tranquil ease, he from his bosom draws 

A book, which still from earliest youth the King 
Wore fond about him, a loved monitor, 

In which his queen-like mother or himself 2868 
Had written, cull’d like honey by the bee 

From many a flower, the choicest sentences 

Of poets or historian; sacred writ ; 

Or precepts sage of old philosophers, 

Who had adorn’d the world through many an age. 
On this with studious aspect he would look, 

Till twilight hour, when the owl’s hollow hoot 
Woke eve’s grave music, and the bat skimm’d by 
Sudden on fluttering wing. His book restored, 
Then on the placid stream his little skiff 

He plies by many a spot of rarest view, 

Where clustering willows lave their pendent boughs 
And rustling reeds the timid wild fowl hide, 
Pierced by his arrows: or his simple nets 

He visits, duly set each morn to snare 

The passing tenants of the rivulet. 

Then while the moon amid the blue serene 
Ascends, and high above the cliffs the stars 

Hold their bright watch, he sails with airy lapse 
Among the water’s turns; each little glen, 

And shadowy cave, grotto, and hollow bank, 
Touch’d with a silvery lustre, echoes sweet 

With music of his gently-dashing oars. 

Gliding among the dim projecting cliffs 2887 
Thro’ streams of radiance, glistening in dark shades, 
The sparkling waterfalls and murmuriag rills, 

The turfy pastures, and each heathy copse 

The queen of night decks with her richest beams. 
Perchance in some sequester’d cove he stays 
Unseen of mortal eye; and raptured views 
Nature’s calm beauty in her hour of rest. 

Till like enchantment rises o’er his sight, 
Heaven’s dome magnificent, the broken cliffs, 
The wooded hills from summit to their base, 

Each sweet retreat of grove, and bank, and mead, 
Now all illumed with fancy’s witchery. 2899 
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If at these seasons on his trembling harp 2900 
Or flute of oaten reed he soothes the air, 

A thousand echoes from the vocal cells, 

The grots, the cliffs, the streams, a concert raise 
Of wild olian tones, or fairy lutes, 

Divine in melody as angels’ harps, 

When from their heavenly mansions they glide dawn 
To visit at due hour terrestrial peace. 

Nor did not then in trembling ecstasy 

Of contemplation rapt, the minstrel deem, 

That if perhaps on meditative wing 

Such spirits hover’d o'er these Eden bowers, 2911 
Sure the departed spirit of his spouse 

Might witb his cherub infants in a beam 

Of moonlight glide amid the azure heaven, 

To visit her lorn love on this dim earth. 

The nightingale congenial music trills, 

Till in a deep and solemn sadness lapt, 

And by the sorrow of his look his heart 
Attender’d and improved, this time he finds 
Sacred to high reflection, while his mind 

Ere well aware turns back upon herself. 

Silent he sits, absorb’d, till his rapt thoughts 
Mingle in serious philosophic traio. 2928 
Nor rests he thea upon the narrow sphere 

Of his past life, but his expanded views 

Launch on sublimest wing, and seek to embrace 
The scheme of earthly and invisible things. 

On the vast attributes of Deity, 

The plan of his consistent Providence, 

Upon created being: much on these, 

Upon man’s nature, duties, purpose, end, 

At this still hour his brooding fancy dwells. 

If haply he elicit light of truth, 

He purposes at some permitted time, 

To teach and elevate a drooping age, 2935 
Bid science bloom and virtue flourish fair. 

While over such his contemplations 

Angelic beings, watchful of his thoughts, 
Conferring near, illuminate his soul 

With inspiration of celestial truth. 

Shades close around him, while autumnal stars 
O’er heaven’s wide dome effuse their thousand fires. 
Enrapt he gazes, till his feelings tranced 

Give to his cogitations utterance due: 

In order of idea, claiming birth 

From reason, with revealed scieuce blent. 2946 
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‘‘ Ye stars, or beamy worlds, that hang on high 
Amid blue fields of air, shining in scenes 
Confineless in extent, before whose dome 
The roofs of earthly kings are mockeries, 

Ye speak with full and unconfuted voice 

Some pre-existent Sire, some vital soul 

Whose power first made, and still unceasing rules, 
The structure of these heavens, and all the worlds 
That beam afar throughout unbounded space. 
These, Reason tells, no mortal hand could frame, 
In compass like, in order such, so fair, 

In grandeur so sublime :—the Power who these 2958 
First form’d, must needs surpass in wisdom, might, 
And goodness, sense of creature’s intellect ; 
Infinite as unspeakable: that made 

All we behold around, systems of worlds, 
Stretching beyond weak fancy’s utmost flight, 

Of which this earth is but a humble part. 

Yet these at first were but a formless mass 

Of pristine chaos, from eternity 

Unanimated, save of breath divine : 

Till at the word of an Eternal cause 

All into light, and life, and order, sprung. 

Thus Reason’s self proclaims a Deity ; 2970 
Whose attributes in his immensest works 

Or meanest, in each flower that decks the field, 
Each hour displays in characters of light. 

Myself a being placed on this low earth, 

This orb, a portion only of these worlds, 

I find, an atom on this surface thrown. 

Even the very spot where now I stand, 

Some thousand years past by, (how small a part 
Ta’en from eternity!) was merely chaos. 

Yet now mid these fair worlds myself exist, 

Sent for a certain time to breathe and be. 

I feel me doubly form’d: this corporal frame, 2982 
Frail, transient, and obnoxious to be pain’d, 

I see confined to this dim spot of earth: 

But sure within me I perceive a soul 

Superior, nobler, and endued with powers 

Above corporeal, capable to range 

Beyond these beamy fires, and which can rove 

In fancy through illimitable space: 

Awfully penetrate the heaven of heavens, 

On angel-wings, imagination bright 

Following blest spirits in their wanderings there. 

Is man the only intellectual spirit, 

Consign’d to animate this vast extent? 2904 
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Sure no! a scale of being must exist ; 2995 

For order, beauty, and magnificence, 

Connection and dependence through these worlds 

So visible, must to the great Supreme 

Be pleasing, as the work of his sole will. 

Perhaps on every orb I see, there lives 

A race of happier spirits, various each 

In nature as in faculties, endued 

With forms etherial, beautiful and choice, 

Spirits more intellectual, light and pure, 

Likest His nature, who is perfect good. 

These to their several place he may dispose, 3006 

Some perhaps unconfined, but given to dwell 

Nearer his own empyreal throne, prime fount 

And seat of light, and life, and happiness : 

Aagels, whom he may charge as ministers 

In yielding bounty to creation’s worlds, | 

To mortal sense invisible, adorn’d 

With powers superior, excellent and bright, 

And beautiful in grace as heaven beseems. 

Such spiritual existence, which appears 

Substance so finely vivified, must be 

An emanation of Divinity : 

Some breath, or spark, or portion of himself, 3018 

Breathed into matter as its living soul. 

And whether into angels or to men 

Infused in portions various, and with gifts 

And tempers differing as the flowers that grow, 

Yet likeliest there immortal all: though link’d 

Perhaps for various seasons, and with views 

As multiform, to some incorporate mould. 

The soul, angelic then, in part divine, 

Resembling, sharing the Divinity, 

Still seeks some proper happiness, adapt 

To its exalted nature, in itself 

Unsatisfied but with celestial aim. $030 

No lasting bliss it finds in fading things, 

Unworthy its sublime original. 

The all-wise Creator gives no feelings vain. 

But man’s frail body dies, its substance fades ; 

After some few short years of troubled change 

In labour, sorrow, and in sickness spent, 

The poor remains of this corporeal shape 

Dissolve, and moulder into basest earth. 

Man must have been created to be blest : 

Yet here unfading bliss I seek in vain. 

Evil is in this world no less than good, 

Strange fluctuation and continual change; 3012 
VOL. I. D D 
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Virtue, but also vice, disease and death, 3043 
And varied miseries of human life. 

This argues sure some fall. Man is not now 
What first he was. Evil could not have been, 

If man were to be happy only here. 

This then can never be my home of bliss, 

Nor satisfy the soul’s more perfect hopes : 

And this low earth is but a theatre 

Of exercise for some superior state. 

All own that virtue is man’s chiefest good, 

For reason’s search can only there discern 

A lasting and consoling happiness, 3054 
By his own labour now to be attain’d. 

The soul delights in. habits once acquired : 

Man’s care must be good habits to preserve 

As source of purest pleasure, and exert. 

His powers and faculties to their due end : 

Still to avoid that evil, which at last 

Must fill the soul with bitterest remorse, 

And harass her with hell of conscious guilt. 

The good man’s life connects this earth with heaven, 
And from this troubled scene he slides with ease 
Into a happier and more perfect state. 

Death thus has lost his terrors: and the good 3066 
Sees here the dawn of being and new life. 

The soul divine, exercised and prepared 

In goodness, and whose native seat is heaven, 
Will there assume its own untainted bliss, 
Immortal, and unchangeable of ill; 

Winging its way, free from material check, 

_ To share unfading happiness, in scenes 

Of endless beauty and variety, 

Among angelic shapes and blessed spirits 

More various than men’s minds, or stars, or flowers ; 
Delights unspeakable as unconceived, 

Around the present throne of the Supreme, 3078 
In still ascending scale; progressive joys, 

More, and more happy, through eternal time, 

As each good spirit shall permitted know 
Divinity, and of his gifts partake. 

Oh ! there, thou dearest partner of my soul, 
Image of goodness, lost, departed saint, 

Thou livest still; thy pure angelic mind, 

Clothed in a form of beauty e’en on earth, 

From this low world’s impure and suffering strife, 
Has been removed to meet society 

Of beings like thyself, fair, kind, and good, 

To dwell in happy realms, where never tears 3090 
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Nor pain, nor fear, can enter, but where all —3091 
Is perfect peace: and where thy excellence 

Shall among angels be admired and loved, 

Fit to enjoy thy heavenly company. 

Oh! if through favour of the good Supreme 

I where thou art may e’er aspire to be, 

In thy immortal purity e’en thou 

Again wilt own me: there our sacred love 

We will retain: and heaven itself to me 

Shall be more happy from thy presence there.” 


So rapt in solemn musing, he uplifts 3101 
Heavenward his eye, and fixes there his look ; 
Till by degrees he from his trance awakes, 

And recollecting all his present state, 

With gesture meek he to the cot returns. 

There household cares, as wont, still occupy 
Its family. The secret of the guest 

Is still preserved, yet some suspicion oft 
Seems to inspire the maid: her thoughtful eye 
Intelligent seems frequent to observe 

The stranger swain, for she believes him more 
Than he would seem. Whether in lonely walk 
Among the woods, or by the haunted stream 3113 
She had remark’d the peasant’s alter’d guise, 
And in his meditative moods perceived 

The signs of dignity and nobleness ; 
Discovering underneath its covert veil 

The native gem. Curious she longs to hear 
The stranger’s history ; but as yet no time, 
Occupied much in constant rural works 

Thro’ summer’s and thro’ autumn’s busy hours, 
Had e’er permitted: yet when winter’s snow 
Shall crowd the party o’er the cottage fire, 

She hopes to win it from the stranger’s lips : 
Deems he has been a soldier by his port, 3125 
And longs to hear of wars, of roving Daues, 
Of Alfred’s deeds, of Kenwulph’s sad revolt, 
Hope of high pleasure animates her look, 

And still within the cottage she delights 

To meet the doubtful stranger. He unware 
Studious performs his little offices 

Of household labour, and observes the dame, 
Denulph’s old spouse, obedient to her will ; 
But still at times some inadvertent fit 

Of musing thought, to which from early youth 
The King was prone, from the domestic scene 
Diverts the seeming servant. The old dame 3187 
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Fails not to scold aloud, nor spares to chide 3138 
His awkwardness and dull stupidity, 
Exclaiming—‘‘ Ne’er was such a dolt as this ! 

An unbred clown! a better I could pick 

From any hedge: his work’s not worth his hire.” 
The patient Alfred, rated thus again, 

Promises more observance of her will. 

Till once returning in a pensive mood, 

And seated by the hearth, trimming his bow, 

His mind absorb’d on many a nobler thought, 

The ancient dame bids him with care attend 

Some oaten cakes then baking on the hearth. 3149 
Alas! the cakes forgot soon shew a heap 

All black, memorials of his sad neglect. 

The good old dame all patience loses then, 

And beats her servant, shouting, as her hands 
Inflict the vengeance of her wrath provoked, 

‘* Clown, sloven, lout, see here! these precious cakes 
Though I forewarn’d thee, knowing thee a fool, 
Thou let’st become a cinder, ’cause forsooth 

To turn them is for thee too great a toil. 

Oh! knave, but thou’dst be quick enough, I trow, 
To eat ’em, if once ready. Not a bit 

Of aught thou tast’st this night. Sirrah! to bed, 
Instant, I say. And better learn thy work, 

And mend thy manners, if thou think’st to stay 
Longer within this roof. [ll soon discharge 

Such idle fellows from my house, I warrant, 

Spite of my husband’s foolish easiness, 

Cheated by every knave. Not to be borne! 

This fellow would consume the King’s whole wealth, 
And make e’en him a beggar, like himself. 

Sirrah, to bed, I'll teach ye whom to mind.” 


Away the seeming menial slow retires, 
Empty, his usual evening meal denied, 3172 
While a long time the cottage roof resounds 
With the Dame’s angry voice, still unappeased : 
Though the good Denulph vainly intercedes. 
Then in his chamber, with a secret smile 
The King reflects what strange occurrences 
Mutable fortune in the path of life 
Perchance may throw, but patient all endures. 
He kneels to ever-present Deity, 
And uttering, as still wont, a fervent prayer, 
Soon on his pallet laid, he gently sleeps. 
Not distant then o’er him the angelic bands 
Watch with a care divine; and as he rests, 3184 
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Inspire new patience and enlivening hope. $185 
Consoled he wakes; he feels within his soul 
Some blest assurance of remote success. 

Ere yet the autumnal dawn, leaving the lips 

Of the coy morning, fragrant-fresh, beam’d forth 
His orient look on fading leaves and flowers, 

The Sovereign rose. In silent solitude 

Gaily he issues to his early task. 

The lark, his constant monitor of morn, 

Has risen before him, and among the clouds 

Is warbling music to the crimson sun. 

The black-bird whistles in the dewy bush, — 3196 
The grazing flocks look upward as he moves [paint 
O’er the short grass, while thickening sun-beams 
The many-colour’d woods with purple and gold. 
The roses glitter, hung with crystal drops ; 
Sweeter than which from out the cottage-gate 
Issues the rural virgin, o’er the green 
Light-tripping, like a fawn with silvery feet. 

Soon through the wood the solitary axe 

Of Denulph echoes, and the scenery 

Seems animated all with cheerful life. 

After the cottage morning meal disposed, 

And glad society enjoy’d awhile $208 
With unfeign’d pleasure (for no state so low, 

But nature to the heart of social man 

Endears his fellows’ voice and company) 

Each to some various easy task returns. 

The little corn-field late so softly green, 

Is changed to ripen’d gold, and richly waves 

In the sun’s radiance, rustling to the breeze. 

Its treasures soon the rustic family 

Prostrate with busy sickles, and uprear 

From slope to slope their few, but plenteous, sheaves. 
Likest the goddess of this fertile spot, 

The lovely virgin o’er the fallen field _ 3220 
Moves with choice step; and gleans the scatter’d ears. 
A feast too crowns their humble harvest-home. 
Their labour ended, the delicious mead 

Flows genial round: smiles decorate each face, 
And the low cottage rings with joy and song. 

The shepherd King oft for the wandering flock, 
Scaped to new pastures, seeks by mossy banks 
Shadow’d by oaks, where hush’d, they lowly crouch 
Conscious of his approach, unwilling yet 

To be restored within their wattled cotes. 

Or from the river’s sandy marge, where stand 
The kine mid-deep, breathing the cooler air 3232 


406 KING ALFRED. 


Retired, he drives them to the cottage door, 3233 
Ere yet the rooks have o’er the landscape wing’d 
Their homeward journey to their lofty nests, 
Cawing hoarse music through the evening air. 
Perhaps by this translucent rivulet’s brink, 
Which, as if sleeping, winds along the vale, 

He marks the virgin in her wonted walk 

Stoop by some grassy verge, and as she plucks 
Autumn’s last flowers, yet freshly blooming there, 
Pleased at her. own reflected beauty, smile. 

Oft the good Denulph in the wood attends 

The pensive Sovereign, and here at times 3244 
With friendly converse the pleased King instructs 
The glad old man, desirous to be taught 

In letter’d lore. The precepts of the Book 

Worn by the King, his royal mother’s gift, 
Thence dearly prized, old Denulph long’d to hear, 
And ever as he might from labour stole 

To glean new knowledge. The fond pious man 
Thus from his nobler guest delighted learns, 
Reveal’d in Saxon verse, the morals sage 

Of ancient Cedmon, or of Aldhelm wise, 

Or grave Boétius, favour’d of the King, 

On which from morn to eve be loved to look, 3256 
Teaching the uses of adversity : 

Or David’s holy raptures hears explain’d, 

Clothed by the King himself in English strain. 
These the old swain in fondest memory stored. 
Alike delighted was the gentle King 

To mark his benefactor so employ’d: 

And promised in fond fancy’s livelier mood, 

If thus awhile he cherish’d learning’s sweets, 

He at some future day perhaps might rise 

To be the pastor of some little flock, 

Or grace some holy see, if Heaven again 

Should kindly deign himself to be a King: — 3268 
‘‘ For sure from such a love (so Alfred spoke) 
Thou wilt surpass full many noble men ; 

Of whom I oft have in my thoughtful hours 
Lamented that so few, through all the south 
Beneath the Humber, know the skill to read, 
Much less to relish learning’s choicest sweets.” 
Smiling, the good old man believed not then 

The destiny this promise shall effect, 

When upon Athelney’s protecting isle 

Assembled chiefs shall rear a grateful fane. 

In these dear moments with the good old man 
Gratitude, friendship, own their tenderest sway, 
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Waking emotions in the royal breast, 3281 
That with accepted substitute supply 

The vacant feelings of the spouse and sire. 

The King a soft and pleasing melancholy 

Indulges then, to which he still was prone, 
Congenial to his nature; such as erst 

In youth had disinclined him to a throne. 

Feelings, no strangers to his heart, recur ; 

While, charm’d with ease and rural innocence, 

His quiet meditations, such as these, 

(To the delighted peasant’s ear address’d) 
Fervently scape at times the Monarch’s lips. 3292 


“‘ Oh! blest, who from ambition’s restless cares 
Freed, and the never-ending toils of state, 
Can spend a tranquil, not an idle, life 
In rural leisure. If he deems aright, 
Much may be there attain’d, and surely best 
There may the heart be mellow’d and improved 
Into the good and fair, avoiding safe 
The thorny ways of selfish, worldly men. 
Here the great Author of this universe 
May be discern’d in every flower that blows, 
In every prospect spread before the eye; 3308 
And contemplation may compose the soul 
Above the petty broils of this low earth 
To relish her Creator, and perceive 
Joys of a higher and a better world, 
By peace and virtue thus prepared for heaven. 
Here healthful airs, and balmy breezes blow, 
Hills, vales, and rivers, groves, and flocks, and 

flowers, 

With ever pleasing change appease the spirit. 
Blest mediocrity! not in the blaze 
Of affluence, glaring as the rays of noon, 
Nor comfortless as poverty’s cold night. 3314 
My own condition, stript of kingly state, 
Teaches me what I am: Nature’s true wants, 
The rare, but easy, blessing of content. 
Amid these still and peaceful shades I learn 
That goodness with content, not wealth or pomp, 
Form true enjoyment, and the only path 
To real happiness man treads on earth. 
What’s in the name of King? I am a man 
With human appetites, and human wants. 
What cordial comfort do not yon low roof, 
A poor man’s friendship, and this tranquil spot, 
Now yield my soul in her bereaved state. 3326 
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Ah! now by true experience do I feel, 3327 
My heart is better’d by adversity, 

Nor do I grieve to taste affliction’s cup, 

Sweet to its dregs and most medicinal. 

If I regain my throne, I shall not then 

Forget the poor and humble, but will strive 

Still to distribute, to my best of power, 

Congenial blessings to each state and sphere.” 3334 
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ARGUMENT OF BOOK VIII. 


Winter. At the request of the family, the King, in the disguise 
of a menial servant, relates the former events of his own life. 
His education in the court of his futher, Ethelwulph. His 
journey to France and Italy. Ethelwulph marries the grand- 
daughter of Charlemagne, Judith, by whom Alfred is instructed 
in music and poetry. His delicate health in early life, and pas- 
sion for the chase. His journey to Ireland and Scotland, and 
visit to the King of Mercia. He details the origin of the Danish 
invasion, the incidents attending its progress, and the vicisst- 
tudes of the war to the present period. 
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OW mistier mornings and a chiller dew, 
Drawn with obscure hand over dying flowers, 

Spoke autumn changing into winter’s gloom. 
The forests rustle, and a louder gale 
Shakes from the sighing trees the faded leaves. 
A sullen damp bangs o’er the sunless vale. 
The cattle dully move. Fresh pasture lost, 
They yield a scantier treasure to the pail. 
Short is the day. The early moon appears 
Rising ere eve, large, round, and like a shield 
Distain’d with blood: then up the clouded heaven 
Ascends with hazy course. Like isles the cliffs 12 
Rear their dim tops amid slow-sailing mists. 
Rush then the wintry blasts. Collected snow 
Through the dark air in feathery shower descends : 
Veiling the bare trees and the sadden’d earth 
In unaccustom’d robe of virgin white, 
Winter’s chaste mantle. The collected dews, 
Frozen as they fall, now decorate each spray 
With plumy hoar-frost, glittering in the sun, 
And shaking its frail texture to the breeze. 
Hush’d is the music of the birds: they fly 
Distress’d around, and pine for food denied. 
Verdure is vanish’d; all is dim and pale, 24 
' Cheerless and cold. The cottage-eaves are hung, 
And every jutting crag, with icicles. 
Now pleases most the warmth and company 
Beside the cottage fire: here only seems 
The abode of comfort in this joyless time. 
E’en the brute animals, the faithful dog, 
And sportive kitten, join the common spot, 
And quiet rest beside some chosen foot. 
This season now most opportune the maid 
Deems from the stranger to obtain the tale 
Of his adventures, and his former life : 
Intreats with earnest look and pleading smile, 
That he beside the cottage fire will cheer 37 
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This gloomy time with story of events 38 
Pertaining to the country’s fatal war ; 

Its cause, its hapless course, its dread events, 
With all a former soldier must have heard : 
Whate’er of Alfred from his early youth, 

What noble acts of his associate chiefs, 

Whate’er of Kenwulph’s sad revolt he knows, 
And if he yet survive: with all that fame 

In song of bards, or current history, 

Has of the time endear‘d to English ears. 

Denulph solicits too: and oh! what joy 

Flush’d in the maiden’s eye and reddening cheek, 
When the swain tells that since he early knew 
The good old peasant, in his country’s wars 

He had been long a soldier, and had borne 
Himself his portion in her hoped defence ; 

Alas! all fruitless: that of Alfred’s life 

He knew the past events, e’er since a child 

He sojourn’d studious at his father’s court. 

Knew too of many chiefs the character 

And famed exploits, with whom, his comrades brave, 
He shared the field: with many a tale of war. 
Surprised, the old dame listens: when she hears 
That such high chiefs were his companions once, 61 
With a new, wondering gaze she eyes her guest. 
She deems him other now than late he seem’d : 
Some thane, or chief, disguised, which from his mien 
Her own suspicion had at times inferr’d : 

Then gently begs that all her anger past 

He will forgive, and her too gratify 

With repetition of his various tale : 

That much of Alfred’s deeds he will relate, 

Of whom her husband loves the mention best. 
Softly the stranger takes the good wife’s hand, 
Assures her his forgiveness and regard: 

And oft intreated, while an added pile 73 
Throws from the cottage hearth a cheerful blaze, 
That spreads new warmth till the long evening seem’d 
Short as an hour, thus drew each listening ear. 


‘* Alas! the story sure must rend the heart ! 
To tell the sorrows, which so many years 
Our dear and native England has endured 
From Pagan foes and Northmen’s cruel rage. 
Yet can I ope the cause and course of all: 
And though with shuddering horror, can relate 
Miseries and desolations, most of which 
Myself have lived to witness, and therein 84 
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Borne no slight part. Humble as now my lot, 85 
E’en I have not escaped so wide a wreck, 
Without a portion of the general woe. 

Much have I lost: for once my fate in life 

Was higher than it seems. And I have knovn 
Many vicissitudes, and fortunes strange: 

Chances and griefs, on which sad memory dwells, 
But ne’er recals without a bitter tear. 

Yet since so fervent a desire impels 

My benefactors and protecting friends 

England’s misfortunes from my lips to hear, 

And now the wintry season’s vacant hours 96 
Afford a respite to our rural works, 

I will unfold in brief, with order due, 

(As far as memory may a part disclose) 

What it has fallen to my life to know 

Of our poor country’s sufferings, struggles vain, 
And triumph of invading enemies : 

Events, you ask to hear succinctly told. 


“ Since of the cause of war you bid me speak : 
In part ’twas vengeance, by dead Regner’s sons 
And banded friends, for his untimely fate : 

In part their thirst of glory and of wealth, 107 
And hoped dominion o’er the British isles. 

Long had the warrior Sea-King, far renown’d, 
Regner Lodbroc, erst of the Danish isles 
Sovereign and heir, in throng’d piratic fleets 
Leading fierce chiefs, whose home was on the main, 
Quitted the Baltic coasts, nor deign’d alone 
Watching amid her bays with armed ships 

(After the manner of the northern Kings) 

To spoil near shores, or passing merchants’ fraught, 
But seeking wealth and glory far abroad, 

With his collected ships infested wide 

The sea-girt borders of the British isles ; 119 
E’er since great Egbert; Alfred’s grandsire famed, 
Bore England’s sceptre, and by that sole name 
Her seven united kingdoms sway’d in one; 

While too great Egbert’s pious son, who held ' 
England’s successive throne, good Ethelwulph, 
Alfred’s revered father, sought in vain 

By arms to curb the still-increasing strength 

Of these wide-spreading Pagan enemies. 

Great Egbert, bred while young in arms and arts 
At the imperial court of Charlemagne, 

Under his sage advice, and following well 

His tutor’s high example, the fierce Dane 131 
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Against so daring foes: not without loss 

At Sheppey’s isle and Charmouth’s redden’d sands: 
Till London’s council meeting to ordain 

Means of resistance due, at Hengist’s Hill 
Cornwall beheld the routed Danes o’erthrown, 
And thence from Egbert’s victor arms retire. 
Determined was his war: for he recall’d 

The grief of his great tutor Charlemagne, 

Who, as he mid his lofty palace sat 

In Narbonne’s sea-wash’d city, and beheld 

The Danish ships invade the midland sea, 143 
Wept, as he gazed; ‘not,’ as he said, ‘ from fear 
That they could injure him, but that they dared 
Approach his coasts, while yet he lived: from whence 
He could foresee and prophesy the woes 

They would inflict on his posterity.’ 

Then ere he died, his empire to defend 

From their expected ravages, with care 

Wise Charlemagne a mighty navy raised, 
Station’d, with garrisons, beside the mouth 

Of every spreading river that descends 

From Gaul and Germany to meet the main, 

And active strove to guard his empire’s peace. 155 
Such high example Egbert noted well. 

Too true sage Charlemagne’s prediction proved. 
The furious Danes held on their meteor course. 
For such still grew insatiate Regner’s thirst 

For war, and glory, plunder, wealth, and power, 
Such the wide scope of his ambitious soul, 

That after from his kingdom of the isles 
(Descending from the Danish Princess, spoused 
To royal Sigurd, his renowned sire) 

He was expell’d by Harold, Jutland’s King, 

In bloody war, great Regner then resolved 

To live on ocean, and in pirate fleets 167 
Win there a sovereignty, denied at home. 

In his assembling ships that throng the deep, 
From all the nations of the Baltic coasts, 
Wide-stretching o’er the northern Hellespont, 

He summons troops of venturous warriors, 

Led by the kings of bays, and jarls, and counts, 
Bringing their clans of thousand vassal troops, 

All fierce and eager for new enterprise ; 

A people strange, peculiar, else unseen ; 

Some mad for honour and distinction’s name 

In wars and dangers on the stormy deep, 

And owning there command not found on shore: 
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Some seeking wealth and treasures, won by spoil, 
Exceeding what the scanty North can yield: 

But all disdaining home, and bound by oath 
Never to sleep beneath a smoky roof 

Or quaff the horn, beside a blazing hearth, 

(The Sea-King’s title to his honour’d name) 
Burning for battle, prodigal of life, 

Valiant past bounds, mad with Berserkic rage, 
Pagans, by every proud incentive fired 

Of fame, ambition, avarice, lust of war, 

And e’en religion’s name; alas! a dire 

And savage superstition, since they serve 191 
Odin, their sovereign Deity of war, 

Who promises alone the joys of heaven 

To such as die amid the battle’s strife. 

Thus banded, thus inspired, collected fleets, 
Under great Regner’s sway, prime Ocean-King, 
Sally abroad upon the wondering deep. 

Disdaining the wont custom of their sires 

And ancient mode of piracy, to spoil 

From coast to coast the far-spread Baltic shores, 
While summer hours a voyage safe allow’d 

Then home returning ere the wintry gloom, 

There the collected wealth to share and spend; 203 
These fix their sworn home on the rolling deep, 
Kings of the sea. The sovereign Regner vows 
To educate his numerous princely sons, 

Born both of Thora, whom in early youth, 

His valour won, and since the younger race 

Of the fair shepherdess, Aslauga famed, 

Whose charms and song enslaved the captive King, 
To be alike Kings of the spacious sea. 

Great Regner hence resolves, in milder hours 

Of summer, far to range the ocean’s waves 
Plundering each coast, and gathering boundless 
But in the stormy winter’s gloom to stay [wealth; 
On shores their wasteful course has visited : 
Drawing their ships upon the conquer’d strand. 
With such incentives and resolves enflamed, 
What wonder if on Europe’s lower climes 

Yet unprepared, the hideous ruin burst, 

Hard to o’ercome! With still-continued rage 
Their dread assaults the roving Danes pursue 
Amid the northern isles, o'er Scotland’s coasts, 
And Ireland’s bays, and on Northumbria’s strand, 
And England’s southern shores, thence darting down 
Still southward on the coasts of fertile France. 
Fulfill’d the prophecy of Charlemagne 227 
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His grandsons proved. For led by Regner on, 
Who took with indignation and disdain 
Assistance by the Frankish princes lent 

To his proud rival, Harold, Jutland’s King, 

The Danish fleets in fierce innumerous bands 
Enter Seine’s startled waves, in days disturb’d; 
What time the sons of Louis Debonnaire 
(Charlemagne’s mighty heir), their sire deceased, 
Fought for divided sway, and scarce composed, 
After the dreadful field of Fontenay, 

Their jarring claims, while yet their parted realms 
The princely brothers own’d with jealous eye, 239 
And dubious trust: the youngest, Charles the Bald, 
(The sire of Judith, late the honour’d Queen 

Of English Ethelwulph, and thence become 

In law our Alfred’s mother, loved by him, 

To whose fond care he all his learning owes) 
Took plenteous France: Bavarian Louis gain'd 
(Elder in birth) the rule of Germany 

And wide Hungaria’s realm: the eldest born, 
Mighty Lothaire, the imperial title held, 
Descended from illustrious Charlemagne, 

And his great father, Louis Debonnaire, 

With all the rest of their vast empire’s bounds. 251 
At such dread time of fell disunion’s rage 

Fierce Regner came: at first the Danes assail 
The islands of the main: then penetrate 

To Rouen’s walls, and conquering all, forsake 
Their ships, and spread o’er all the astonish’d land ; 
Then up to Paris’ gates their fleets advance ; 
They sack its royal city, and destroy 

With plunder wild, Saint Germain’s fane renown'd. 
Till plenteous gold, sent from the Gallic King, 
Buys their forbearance, and awhile restrains 

Their madden’d rage: when with a spoil immense 
In purchased peace their shouting fleets retire. 263 
Soon flush’d with triumph, toward England’s shores 
The Danish Sea-Kings turn their eager fleets, 
Hoping alike to plunder England’s realm. 

And after Thanet’s island-harbour won, 

Where for a winter they recruit their powers, 
With the first spring, proud Thames’astonish’d waves 
They pierce with seven times fifty ships, all fill’d 
With hardy warriors, arms, and endless spoil. 
Good Ethelwulph then England's sceptre held : 
What time our Alfred was in infancy. 

They plunder Canterbury’s city rich, 

Her gifted temples, and her jewell’d shrines; 275 


BOOK VIII. ' 417 


Then sail insulting o’er Thames’ regal flood, 276 

Even to London’s city old: its towers, 

By mighty Julius built, the Danes defy. 

Its walls they pierce; its lofty barbicans 

They burl to earth: murder and plunder stalk 

Through the throng’d streets; the flying citizens 

Leave all their treasures, homes, and temples old 

To fury of their ruthless conquerors. 

These then mid Mercia’s inner country rush, 

And o’er the fertile fields, and plenteous vills, 

With spoil and slaughter glut their deadly course. 

Victorious thus, the fierce invaders turn 287 

Their plundering course mid Surrey’s spacious vales. 

To guard their country, royal Ethelwulph 

And young prince Ethelbald, his second son, 

Rush to the war, with their united hosts. 

Amid /Eglea’s plain, the field of oaks, 

The battle join’d : desperate was the fray : 

Dreadful the slaughter of the Pagan Danes. 

The English triumph’d, and no bloodier field 

England had ever seen before that day. 

Against the roving foe, brave Devon’s earl 

Ceorl, of noble Oddune worthy sire, 

Led his bold troops: he fought the maddening Dane, 

And won at Wiccanberg renowkg eterne. 

Next, brave prince Athelstan, the eldest born 

Of royal Ethelwulph, by yielded claim 

Then holding, as a King, deputed sway 

O’er the fair provinces by Egbert won, 

Surrey and Sussex, Essex and proud Kent, - 305. 

(Appanage of the crown’s apparent heir) 

With noble Alher, Kent’s illustrious Earl, 

Fresh battle gave, beside the sea-ward towers 

Of Sandwich, and new laurels wrested there. 

Again the Danes, roaming from coast to coast, 

In Thanet’s isle, brave Alher, Kent’s proud chief, 

With noble Udo, Surrey’s earl renown’d, 

Met with combined powers: the assaulted foe 

In hideous conflict join’d: when ah! sad fate ! 

Both English heroes fell: their glorious death 

Still with her tears their grateful country mourns, 

And deathless honour crowns their patriot names. 

The Dane still vex’d fair England’s shores: the reign 

Of royal Ethelwulph, disturb’d, could win 

Brief room for peace: yet, bent on pious deeds, 

The good old father to his elder sons 

The princes Athelstan, and Ethelbald, 

Brave Ethelbert, and youthful Ethelred, 323 
VOL. I. EE 


418 KING ALFRED. 


(For Alfred then, the Sovereign’s latest born 324 
And other favourite son was but a boy) 

Seeks to resign the charge of hated war, 

And make his court the scene of cherish’d peace. 
With holy Swithun there he strove to spend 

His hours in piety, and fondest care 

Of Alfred, his loved child, which dear employ 
Best pleased the gentle King’s unmartial mind. 
Him dead, and after Ethelbald’s brief reign, 
When now brave Ethelbert assumed the sway 

Of England’s rightful sceptre, and had join’d 

For union of defence, unto the crown 335 
(As was most just, since erst divorced away) 
Those provinces, which late the eldest prince, 
Next to the throne, had held in appanage, 

Again the Sea-Kings, by great Regner led, 

Dare, coasting with a fleet immense, invade 
Winchester’s royal city; ancient seat 

Of all the Wessex Kings. Eager they heap 

Vast prey of plunder, while their shouting troops 
Ravage the solemn fanes and regal courts, 
Whose treasures rolling ages had amass’d. 

Scarce twice six summers then had lent their strength 
To the young Alfred, while as yet at court 347 
He dwelt, retired : but those who saw him then, 
Remember with what pangs of deepest grief, 

And wild amaze, and thirst of brave defence, 

He saw the palace of his ancient sires 

Sack’d by rapacious foes, and sunk in flames 
Hurl’d by insulting rage of foreign hands. 

But their retiring host in happy hour 

Brave Osric, earl renown’d of fertile Hants, 

And Ethelulph, illustrious chief of Berks, 

Met and opposed with battle’s wide array. 

All the rich booty of the loaded Danes 

England’s brave Earls regain’d, and from the soil 
Repell’d the stern invaders to the sea, 
Discomfited, confused, disgraced, amazed. 

Then toward the shores of France the sullen Dane 
Retreating with three hundred barks, invades 
Seine’s ravaged banks, till their return and truce 
The royal Charles buys with repeated gold. — 365 
Thence restless still, insatiate Regner turns 
(Ethelbert reigning still) to England’s shores, 
After brief time had deign’d a hope of peace : 
Again invades proud Kent: fair Thanet’s isle 
Seizes, and there encamp’d, the wintry hours 
Consumes ; opposed in vain. He, station’d thus 
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Near to East Anglia’s coast, thence venturous sails 
In vessels huge and rude, constructed late 

Of so unwieldy bulk against the will 

And counsel of his ever-faithful spouse, 

Beloved Aslauga: but foredoom’d by fate. 

Along East Anglia’s borders, passing on 

North of wide Humber’s flood, with hawk-like quest, 
Ere long a sudden storm the Sea-King drove, 
With some weak portion of his scatter’d fleet, 

On the bleak rocks of wild Northumbria’s coast ; 
What time on Deira’s oft-disputed throne 
Usurping Ella sat, though not himself 383 
Born of a race of Kings: who held by power 

The royal seat and sceptre, won in fight, 

From rightful Osbert, its deposed King. 

Full soon bold Regner, with diminish’d band 
Thrown on the bare coast, in accustom’d haste 
Rush’d mid the land : or on subsistence bent, 

Or wonted spoil. Him with superior power 
Proud Ella soon opposed. Unequal fight 

The intrepid Sea-King dares: in royal robes 
Array’d, his loved Aslauga’s magic gift, 

The Ocean-Sovereign stalks : expected death 
Dismays not his great heart: his scanty band 395 
He cheers alike to combat and to die. 

Soon Zilla captive seized the vanquish’d King, 
Whose mighty name made southern nations quake. 
Then mid deep dungeons of York’s regal seat 
fElla, malign, the royal prisoner threw ; 

With savage ire, in ignominy there 

Bade viperous serpents prey upon his limbs, 
Tortured to death by their envenom’d fangs. 

The dying warrior in his latest hour 

Pour’d out his soul in song and prophecy, 

That soon his sons would his foul death avenge: 
Then breathed his last in a wild laugh of joy. 407 
Thus fell the Danish Sea-King, far-renown’d : 

Not in the death of war, his hope and pride, 

But in captivity’s extreme disgrace, 

Dishonour strange, and torture’s hopeless pangs : 
The warrior fierce, who ere with smiles he died, 
In that immortal death-song, sternly wild, 

Now fresh in every mouth with wondering awe, 
Boasted, that fifty times his lifted lance 

Had call’d the nations to the far emprize, 

And soothed death’s pangs with memory of his fame. 


‘‘ Now fifteen summers had matured the youth 


420 KING ALFRED. 


Of rising Alfred, and with deep surprise, 419 
Not with delight unmix’d (had but the means 

Of death been cruel less) he heard the tale 

Of Regner’s fate: and to quick memory gave 
(After the manner of his earlier days) 

The death-song famed, by dying Regner sung, 
No less a warrior than illustrious bard. 

The youthful Alfred deem’d that England now 
Might hope some respite from invading foes. 
Alas! great Regner’s death to England proved 
Only occasion of yet bloodier wars : 

Revenge, and spoil, more desperate and dire: 430 
And was the main and fatal cause you seek 

Of her last ruin and long train of woes. 

For ah! too soon the wondering Alfred heard 
Tidings which all the nation whelm’d alike 

In wilder’d awe. Now since dead Regner’s fate, 
Scarce two brief winters fled, ere England’s shores 
Beheld, disgorged from out the unburden’d north, 
Fleets, fraught with population of her coasts 

And stormy isles, and the wide Baltic bays, 
Pouring in thousands from unnumber’d ships 

By Sea-Kings led, and mighty jarls, and thanes, 
And Fylki-chiefs, priests, magic prophetesses, 442 
Their raven standards floating in the winds : 
Warriors more fierce, in countless numbers more 
Than ever yet the wizard northern seas 

Had seen transported o’er their stormy waves. 
For scarce were Regner’s eyes now closed in death, 
Ere his fierce son, Biorn Brocard, surnamed 
Ironside, he, the pirate King renown’d, 

Terror of France, whom erst his sire assign’d 

To Hastings famed, to breed in arts of war, 

Sail’d from Northumbria’s shores, where he had dwelt 
Awhile, by Osbert favour’d its late King, 

To aid his war ’gainst AElla’s rival power. 454 
Now burning to revenge his father’s fate, 

And swoln with indignation’s hottest rage 
Against devoted Ella; and (as fame 

Reports) alike by private grievance stung 

Against ungrateful Osbert, who assail’d 

(Biorn away) in hospitable hour 

The honour of his wife: mad with such wrongs, 
The fierce Biorn hastes now to Denmark’s shores: 
Thither to Guthrun, potent Sea-King, bears 

(To whom by ties of blood he was allied) 

With fated eloquence the tidings strange 

Of Denmark’s loss, and hapless Regner’s end. 466 
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He calls on every chief for meet revenge : 467 
Tells of Northumbria’s broke, divided state, 

Both Deira and Bernicia’s parted realm, 

Apt for the conquest of the assembling north : 
-Her spacious clime, stretching from east to west 
Of Britain’s isle, her abbeys’ hoarded wealth ; 
Her sheltering bays, her long extent of coast, 
Offering on either side of England’s realm 
Dominion to Sea- Kings, from Tweed’s fair course 
Down to wide Humber’s flood and Mersey’s stream. 
He thus in all the listening chiefs inspires 

Hot thirst of vengeance, hope of boundless wealth, 
War, glory, conquest, and perennial power. 

He tells, dead Regner has but oped the way, 
Pointing the track to everlasting fame: 

That following his example, his bold sons 

Shall win dominion which their sire began. 

Too soon, fulfilling Regner’s prophecy, 

His madden’d sons, urged by the fierce Biorn, 
Proud Haldene, potent Hinguar, Hubba stern, 
All Sea-Kings, like their sire; his daughters three, 
The magic sisters, prophetesses famed, 

With many gathering Kings, Guthrun high chief, 
And mighty Oskital, and Amund bold, 490 
Kings Basseg, Harold, Osbern, Frena too, 

In congregated fleets, with numerous Jarls 
Leading vast clans, Eols, the Sidrocs two 

Both sire and son, and Fengo, puissant chief, 

In thousand bands their legions bring to war. [sons, 
Danes, Frisians, Goths, and Swedes, and Norway’s 
And nations wild from the throng’d Baltic coasts, 
To this great purpose with one heart combined. 
They cross the seas, breathing with horrid vow 
Vengeance and death to England’s fated realm. 
The royal Ethelbert now dead, her crown 

But newly sat upon the sadden’d brows 502 
Of his next brother, kingly Ethelred, 

Who then was call’d to fill fair England’s throne. 
Two sons the dead King Ethelbert had left, 
Young delm, and the princely Athelwold, 

But neither to the sceptre might succeed ; 

For by the will of sovereign Ethelwulph, 

Anxious by union best to guard the throne, 

And after, by due compact of his sons 

Surviving his demise, alike confirm’d 

By the consent and high approving will 

Of all the English nobles and wise men 

In the great council of the nation met, 514 
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It had for England’s safety been decreed 515 
Each brother in succession should hold all ; 

Saving to each his private heritage. 

For then the assembled nation all agreed 

A King was wanted whose united rule 

With just consent could best defend the realm, 
Menaced on all sides by invading foes. 

Thus Ethelred acceding to the crown, 

Prince Alfred, o’er whose head now eighteen years 
Rolling had fitted for some proper share 

In the state’s business and her common need, 
Smit with desire to yield what aid he may, 526 
Asks in a high assembly of the state 

With claim respectful of his brother King, 

To have partition, and his share assign’d ; 

Chiefly those provinces of spacious Kent, 

Surrey and Sussex, Essex; appanage, 

By custom, of the prince most near the crown: 
Which they too had, for union’s help, resign’d 

To the dead Ethelbert, their brother King, 

On his accession to his menaced throne, 

In trust condition’d that such parts should be 
Restored entire, as each might after claim. 

But Alfred’s proffer’d claim King Ethelred 538 
Mildly refused; alleging that such parts, 

At different times acquired, he could not then 
With ease divide: or rather deeming well 

Union would best the nation’s weal secure: 

But that, him dead, Alfred should be of all 

Sole heir, and sway the sceptre of the realm. 
Beside, that Alfred, holding as his own 

South- Wales, as King, gift of his royal sire, 
Whose willing troops obey’d his sole command, 
Should now, as vice-roy to King Ethelred, 

And potent secondary of the realm, 

Participate the kingly dignity. 650 
With this high doom prince Alfred was content. 
Scarce had this compact as to sovereign rule 

The royal brothers bound in happy league, 

Ere, unforeseen, burst from the emptied north 

On England’s wondering shores the banded fleets, 
In countless throng: fierce all as mountain wolves: 
An armament more vast, a pest more dire 

Than e’er her shuddering clime had yet beheld: 
The source and spring of all those horrid wars, 
Which, after such a lingering train of woes, 

Alas ! have ended in our country’s fall : 

Not, as before, in roving piracy, 562 
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But in full conquest of fair England’s realm. 563 
This now the victor Danes, with triumph flush’d, 
Seek to retain in lasting heritage ; 

And ah! will sure in full dominion hold, 
Banishing thence the Christian light of truth, 

And whelming all in blood, and waste, and war, 
Unless amid her deep distress, e’en yet 

Beneath the fostering hand of Providence 

Some English minds and hearts shall soon arise, 
Not timid for their native land to die ; 

Raised up by Heaven to rescue and to save 

Their ruin’d country, and dear England yet 574 
Shield from the last oppression ; from a night 

Of Pagan darkness; Odin’s bloody faith, 
Usurping else Christ’s heavenly-cheering hopes; 
From scenes of desolation, murder, spoil, 

Such as in agony our eyes have seen, 

Continued else to long posterity. 


‘¢ Suffer me then, ere I begin to speak 
Of Alfred’s wars, with all the kingdom’s loss, 
Of deeds of blood, and woe, and havoc dire, 
Wild devastation, and destructive fields 
With Pagan foes, avenging Regner’s doom, _—585 
And winning in succession England’s realm 
Through hard escapes, and many changes strange 
Of fortune, turns of victory or defeat, 
Suffer me rather first to pause awhile 
From the relation of so sad a tale. 
And sirice you wish me, all I can, to speak 
Of Alfred’s youth, which to my lot it fell 
Truly to know, having myself erewhile 
Dwelt in the court of royal Ethelwulph, 
(Whattime yourself, good Denulph, served there too) 
Rather with pleasing memory to dwell 
On happier hours that soothed the royal home. 597 
And though it interrupt awhile the thread 
Of our sad story, tell you first of scenes 
Of softer peace, of Alfred’s earlier days, 
How spent amid his father’s court, or sent 
With honourable embassy abroad, 
(Of which magnific train myself was part) 
Or else to visit fair Ierne’s shore, 
While under care of his lamented sire, 
And good Saint Swithun, tutor of his youth, 
Ere war yet claim’d him to her bloody fields. 
I said already, royal Ethelwulph 
Mild, amiable, kind, detested war. Geo 


424 KING ALFRED. 


His elder sons were warlike, and to them, 610 
Now in his later age inclined to peace, 

The good old sire sought chiefly to resign 
(Whate’er he might) the odious charge of arms ; 
Himself retiring from the cares of state. 

The good old Monarch, bent on piety, 

Strove in his youngest, Alfred, to instil, 

While yet a child, a turn for pensive thought, 
Parent full oft of great and noble deeds. 

Loving himself the calm domestic court, 

Alfred he cherish’d there, his favourite child, 
With partial tenderness : nor less the boy 621 
There his Queen-mother’s doting fondness proved ; 
Osburga good, of Oslac’s regal race. 

Thus favour’d of the court, with notice high 

And love of all the English noblemen, 

Alfred within the palace-home remain’d, 

By good Saint Neot early visited, 

And holy Swithun, honour’d of the King ; 

By whose kind care from infancy imbued 

With pious thoughts, his soul was early taught 
To cherish peace and love its gentler arts. 

Ardent young Alfred’s opening mind to store 
With fit ideas for a kingdom’s state, 633 
His royal sire, after South-Wales was won 

To his mild rule, and held of England’s throne 
For just defence in willing fealty, 

To Alfred gave, as King, Demetia’s realm, 

The rich and various land of southern Wales: 
What time at Chippenham’s vill and royal feast 
King Ethelwulph to noble Burthred gave, 
(Mercia’s deputed King, by whose high aid 
Demetia’s province was acquired) a meed 

Due to his valour and just policy, 

Pledge too of future amity and league, 

His only daughter, Ethelfleda fair, 645 
In sacred marriage, who as Mercia’s Queen 

Then shone amid that high solemnity. 

The wary Sovereign at a tender age 

Then sent young Alfred, with a noble train, 
Under the saintly Swithun’s guiding care, 

To see the wealth of once imperial Rome: 

And at the foot of the apostolic throne 

Receive the blessing of the holy sire. 

This embassy good Ethelwulph oft told 

Was by an angel in a dream inspired, 

Who o’er him hanging in celestial robes 

Waved o’er his eyes a sceptre of bright flowers, 657 
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And warn’d him send to Rome his youngest boy : 
Not less to wear Demetia’s rightful crown, 

But whom the father’s venerable voice 

Should auspicate as England’s future King. 
Passing the royal court of France, and thence 
O’er wild Helvetia’s Alpine scenes, that fill’d 
Young Alfred’s opening mind with wondering awe 
And new delight, the royal embassage 

Arrives within the unwont pomp of Rome. 

There at the feet of Leo, holy sire, 

Fourth of the name, revered Swithun soon 
Presents to favour England’s youngest prince. 669 
The holy father blesses him, and pleased 

With the boy’s mien and serious turn adopts 

Him as ason; puts on his head a crown, 

The sign of fair Demetia’s sovereignty, 

And prophesies he shall be England’s King. 

Here while he fondly stay’d, the enquiring boy 
Visits each famous shrine, and lives embower’d 
Amid Italian pomp twelve splendid months. 
Returning home, again in courtly scenes 

The youth, high-favour’d of the nobles, dwells, 
Enwrapt in genial sports and arts of peace, 

Till Alfred’s honour’d mother slept in death: 681 
The loved Osburga, venerable name, 

Noble in soul as in her ancient race, 

Of Cerdic’s royal line, who gave of old 

To the high offspring of his brother dead 

Stufa and Witgar, nephews brave alike, 

Wight’s beauteous isle, to hold in princely sway : 
And yet Witgdraburg’s castle owns the name. 
From whose proud stem great Oslac sprung, the sire 
Of good Osburga, England’s Queen: allied 

By the same root to many a noble race 

Of England’s families, but next in kin 

To the young Edgar, late the princely chief —_ 693 
Of spacious Hants and Vecta’s beauteous isle. 
Who shall describe the unused Alfred’s heart, 
And feelings of young tenderness awaked, ~ 
Losing so kind a mother? To this hour 

He speaks of her with fondest ecstasy, 

And mourns her goodness lost with filial tears. 
His sire himself to travel then resolves 

And visit, ere he die, Rome’s holy see. . 

Thus a fond voyage to Italia’s scenes 

He takes, and with him leads his favourite boy, 
Attended by an honourable train, 

And presents rich to greet Religion’s head. 705 
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Thus while in skirmishes of bickering war 706 
The elder princes were engaged at home, 

Alfred again the scenes of fertile France 

And court of royal Charles delighted views. 
Where with reception high the Gallic King 
Honour’d fair England’s Sovereign, and convey’d 
With seemly pomp across his spacious realm. 
Then o’er high Alps in wonder they survey 
Nature’s magnificence and thrones sublime, 

And varied Swisserland’s stupendous scenes ; 
Geneva’s beauteous lake ; Saint Gothard’s mount; 
And Como’s fair expanse, and city famed 717 
Of Milan, or of ancient Mantua; 

And Florence’ learned bowers, and studious halls; 
Until their varying journey, whose new scenes 
Fill’d the young Alfred’s mind with strange delight, 
Blending beside instruction’s richest stores, 
Arrives amid the imperial pomp of Rome. 

Here to the earthly deputy of Christ 

The royal Ethelwulph with joy presents 

His homage, and his kingly gifts unfolds, 

A crown of virgin gold, two golden cups, 

A jewell’d sword, censers, and chalices, 

And figures wrought in gold, and regal robes, 729 
With donatives of gold to all the priests 

And Roman nobles ; to the people too 

In ambient crowds, tokens of silver pence. 

Then in return for such meek homage paid, 

The holy father to King Ethelwulph 

Before the assembled court a grant concedes, 
According well with English liberty, 

That never Englishman in after time 

Shall manacled in chains his cause defend. 

Then too the King the English school restores, 
Which there great Ina, his famed ancestor, 

Had founded for his nation’s studious use. 741 
With doubled joy young Alfred now admires 
Rome’s lofty palaces and ancient state : 

And roams excursive thence from port to place, 

On rich enquiry bent, and pleased remarks 

Italia’s wealth. To willing memory 

The youth commits each object worthy note, 
Shewn by his sire, or native noblemen ; 

And all that wise and learned men explain 
Observes, and in his brooding mind digests. 
Naples’ famed bay he visits, and beholds 

The tomb of Virgil, whose immortal song 

First in Italia’s clime he hears extoll’d. 753 
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He eyes with awe Vesuvius’ hill of fire. 754 
Then Venice’ wave-encircled walls he sees, 

City of commerce, Empress of the main : 

Her busy industry, her thronging fleets, 

Struck with a new surprise, the youth admires. 
Magnificence and splendour of each state 

He witnesses, and boast of Italy. 

The glory of the finer arts he notes: 

The triumph of the pencil’s magic touch, 

The statuary’s imperative design, 

Music’s full pomp, the tide of harmony, 

The voice divine of genuine poesy, 765 
The treasured rolls of classic learning’s page, 
Each useful and adorning art of life ; 

And much his mind he opens and improves 

With stores of thought, all task’d for England’s use, 
And emulative hope in after time. 

His travel’s purpose eagerly he feeds 

With studies and memorials such as these. 

And here revolving Rome’s majestic pride, 

The thoughtful youth unceasing forms compare - 
With his own country’s state, alas! now sunk 

In barbarous ignorance : and still his thoughts 
E’en from his earliest infancy are bent 777 
To improve and civilize his native land, 

The venerable father with his son 

Returns by land: through other countries leads 
The youth, that nought may his observance scape. 
Again the Sovereign with his splendid train 

To the court leads him of politer France. 

Resting awhile, they mark its pomp and power: 
Receiv’d with kindness by the Gallic King 
Charles, named the Bald; and his benignant Queen, 
Fair Hermentrude: within the royal dome | 
They spend some months in friendly intercourse. . 
Paris they traverse, and Seine’s varied banks, 79 
And witness there the Danish Regner’s waste, 
The ruins of Saint Germain’s holy fane, 

And Paris walls, and ravages around, 

Of which the vestiges were recent still. 

They hear the maddening desolation told, 

With plaintive memory and parents’ tears, 

Of the dread Sea-King, famous o’er the world, 

As yet alive, nor met his final doom. 

Alas! such woe to royal Ethelwulph 

Was nothing new: who gave his sympathy, 
Aroused by kindred miseries at home. 

Amid the Gallic court gay pleasure reign'd, — su 
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The charms of easy converse, and delight 802 
Of dance, and song, with learning’s richest grace. 
They visit the fair scenes of fertile France, 

And high cathedral seats, and cities old. 

Here all entranced in splendid revelry, 

By love’s enchantment unawares subdued, 
Ethelwulph marries to the princess young, 
Accomplish’d Judith, fair in mind as form, 
Grandaughter of illustrious Charlemagne, 

And honour’d daughter of the royal Charles. 

High ceremonies graced the marriage rite : 

When amid state of all the assembled court —813 
Good Hincmar, Rheims’ archbishop, with wont pomp 
Placed on the beauteous Judith’s head the crown 
And regal diadem, and named her Queen. 

Alfred was present there, and near the King, 

His honour’d sire, had lofty place assign’d ; 

And all the court, to gratulate the joy, 

For many days held solemn festival. 

Here first the English prince delighted knew 
Grimbald, the good and learn’d divine, far-famed 
For piety and skill in liberal arts, 

Whose talk and kindness won young Alfred’s heart. 
Whom after, when to England’s troubled throne 825 
Himself was raised, Alfred by embassy, 
O’erjoy’d, invited to the English court, 

And there at intervals of happy ease, 

Till bloody war o’erthrew fair England’s state, 
Admired and prized his loved society. 

Then home returning, royal Ethelwulph 

Admits as Queen his beauteous bride, and her 
Seats by that name upon the English throne, 
Though this an ancient custom had denied. - 
While thus abroad the absent Monarch stay’d, 

Or acted on his home-return, bold plots 

Grew of conspiracy against his throne. 837 
These, as ’twas said, were cherish’d or begun 

By Ethelbald, the Sovereign’s elder born, 

Then his apparent heir: in league combined 

With nobles, and with men of name and power, 
Friends once the King’s, now alien and incensed : 
With Anwulph, Somerset’s high count, the sire 
Of noble Rayner, who late ruled its plains: 

And Alstan, Sherborn’s bishop, then the wise 
And able minister of England’s throne : 

Who bold in spirit and of English heart, 

Nor of the nation’s riches or his own 

Niggard, when needed in his country’s cause, 849 
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Ever his Sovereign’s faithful counsellor, 850 
So long had labour’d its high state to guard. 
These as ’twas famed, had vow’d that Ethelwulph 
From Rome returning, in the kingdom’s seat 
Should be no more received : and to the world 
Assign’d, as cause of their unused revolt, 

That, while the nation needed prompt defence, 
King Ethelwulph had wander’d far to Rome, 
Leaving the realm without his guiding care, 
Amused in foreign courts and idle pomp. 

That bent too much on piety and peace 

He for the sceptre was no longer fit, 861 
And must resign it to his elder born, 

As one more warlike, and whose active mind 
Was better fitted for the kingdom’s need. 

The King, disturb’d and deeply grieved in heart, 
Yet with strange clemency and tenderness 
Paternal, anxious chiefly to avoid 

The cureless horrors of unnatural war 

*Twixt sire and son, with sanction and consent 

Of all the nobles in high council met, 

Divides his kingdom with his son, before 

United : and the main and western throne 
Resigns to Ethelbald’s deputed sway. 873 
Himself retaining but the humbler part, 

Those eastern provinces of Surrey, Kent, 

Sussex, and Essex, the wont appanage 

Held by the prince, nearest the English crown ; 
Himself made secondary thus, the sway 

And real reign confided to the son. 

Yet with condition added by the sire, 

Confirm’d m solemn council, that such son 

Sprung from his loins, as should the rest survive, 
Inherit all. Then to his eastern court 

The sire retires, with Judith his fair Queen. 
With them they fondly take their favourite boy, 885 
Young Alfred. Mid the eastern provinces 

The royal Ethelwulph his residence 

Varies at pleasure, and in many a place 

Sojourns awhile, as fancy leads: his court 
Diminish’d now, still gladly following. 

Chiefly the eastern nobles, Kent’s proud earl, 
Illustrious Kelmond : there too Surrey’s pride, 
Earl Udo; and the chief who rules the plains 

Of Sussex, noble Ethelstan: and count 

Britulf, who governs Essex’ flowery fields. 

These ancient noblemen in deep disdain 

Took Ethelbald’s usurping power, nor brook’d 897 
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The change and new division of the realm ; 898 
Preferring more the custom’d government. 

These liked not the late council of the state, 
Annexing solely to the English throne, 

As in one whole, their ancient provinces, 

But rather loved an independent rule, 

Confided to an elder prince’s care, 

And sway deputed less in act than name. 

The eastern court too holy men still graced, 

The saintly Swithun, to the Sovereign dear. 

And pious Helmstan, tutors of his youth, 

And good Saint Neot, to the King allied. 909 
Sometimes in Canterbury’s sacred walls 

The royal Ethelwulph his state reposed : 

Then by the borders of the regal Thames : 

Or in some castle near the green-waved sea, 

In Sandwich, or in Dover’s tower’d heights. 
Sometimes in Surrey’s plains the king abode, 

In Kingston’s royal vill, or Guildford’s town, 

An antique palace, where the kingly sire 

Gave to the favour’d Alfred spacious lands, 

A loved part of his private heritage. 

Sometimes in Sussex clime, the court would stay 
At Steyning’s regal vill and wide demesnes: 921 
At times perhaps within the castled towers 

Of Arundel; the King’s inheritance ; 

Or by the deep-sunk shores, where healthy downs 
O’erlook Brighthelmstone’s cells and sea-ward 
Sometimes within old Cissa’s shelter’d town [scenes: 
And ancient palaces of elder Kings. 

Happy with Judith and his favourite boy, 

Thus royal Ethelwulph consumed the time, 

Amid his lessen’d court, studious of peace: 
Disdaining war, that interrupted much 

Domestic happiness, and pious thought. 

Young Alfred, bred amid his father’s court, 933 
And dwelling much with holy men, thus learns 
Habitual piety: by Swithun taught, 

At matin hour with the first blush of dawn, 
Beside the altar of some holy cell 

Or antique fane he kneels, and early asks 
Heaven's guardian blessing on the passing day, 
Then closes evening with a thankful prayer. 
Peaceful, retired, amid the quiet court 

He passes many hours of tranquil bliss. 

Loved of the nobles, he their notice seeks, 

And pleased acquaintance: oft with them at court 
Attending arts of peace, he blent with these 945 
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Laborious exercise, and thoughts of war, 946 
Tournaments, and the chase of wolf or bear, 

After the custom of young noblemen; 

And in their company would oft pursue 

In the King’s forests wide the flying deer ; 

Or train the falcon to his airy prey; 

A novel sport, the nobles’ exercise. 

At eve the courtly hours young Alfred spent 

In music, and the charms of harp and song : 

For ever from his early infancy 

"T'was his supreme delight, by night, by day, 
Whenever time could yield, to hear and give 957 
To eager memory his country’s songs, 

Recording ancient deeds of love or war ; 

Tuned to the harp, or by his mother’s voice 
Repeated, or the nobles of the court. 

These found him still a constant auditor, 

And fired his opening mind with noble thoughts. 
Thus in his youth the alternate time was shared, 
In pleasing interchange, with rural sports 

The day’s employ, or charms of song at eve. 

But oft in after time, when King, he grieved, 

That at this age, while happier time allow’d 
Leisure and respite from impeding cares, 969 
His mind with classic learning was not stored : 
Nor had he gain’d the useful art to read, 

Or knowledge stored, which books alone can yield. 
But to this end a happy chance at last, 

When now young Alfred was full twelve years old, 
The blessing deign’d : for while the adopted Queen, 
Accomplish’d Judith, skill’d in every art 
Answering her beauty, loved to charm the boy 
With music, and of Saxon poes 

Herself enamour’d, with him shared the flame, 
And early taught him too to touch with art 

The harp, and blend the voice in soothing song, 981 
(The fond employment of domestic hours) 

A. book of Saxon verse, which in her hand 

The fair Queen held, as pleased she conn’d its leaves, 
Adorn’d with grace, the boy’s attention drew. 
Him at the court retain’d, Queen Judith still, 
‘Whom but to name was to admire and love, 
Instructed, pleased with his attentive ear 

And the delight with which the stripling took 
Her various lessons in accomplish’d lore. 

Often his infant fancy she amused 

With tales of bardic song, and drew his thirst 

For learning by the splendid written book, 993 
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Promised to be his own, when he should scan 994 
And tell by memory the minstrel songs 

And noble actions which its leaves reveal’d. 
Once in the court I lived, and memory yet 
Recals, (and Denulph too, perhaps thine own) 
With what intense delight the mother hung, 
Beauteous in look, while on her angel brows 

And shadowy ringlets of her flowing hair 

A golden crescent beam’d with regal grace, 

O’er the loved boy: then threw across his neck 
A chain of gold, or on his fingers prest 

A ring or bracelet, such as nobles wear, 1005 
For some exploit, whene’er a happy hour 

Of vivid fancy taught him to repeat 

To her delighted ear the songs she loved: 

Some celebrating glorious deeds of arms, 

Some mild affection’s sweet entrancing cares. 

She too the solemn harp was skill’d to touch, 
And the boy’s willing fingers taught to rove 

In dulcet fervour o’er its speaking strings : 

Or rouse the organ’s deep majestic air. 

His father too the fondly cherish’d boy 

Nursed with progressive care (while bent on deeds 
Of war his elder brothers braved the field) 1017 
In arts like these: yet training him for war, 

No less than peace, hung o’er his limbs a sword 
Wroughtrich with pearls, and studded o’er with gems, 
Or scarlet vest embroider’d o’er with gold 

And orient flowers, his royal mother’s work, 

Or shield, inlaid with martial blazonry : 

And bade him these lose never, but with life. 

For lost by cowardice, or base neglect, 

Infamy follow’d, but if kept unstain’d, 

Then worthy of his country and his friends, 

He should live honour’d. So the youth grew up 
With plain advantage o’er war’s toils alone; 1029 
Which not o’erlook’d, his mind yet early learnt 

To cherish peace, and love its gentler arts. 

Thus while not busied in the open field 

In sports and exercise that train’d to war, 

He with his gracious mother loved to learn 

The song of Roland, or some antique rhime, 

Dear to her mighty grandsire, Charlemagne, 

Alike the Muses’ friend, as apt for war. 

At whose high court too Alfred’s grandsire learnt 
Both graceful arts, and martial policy. 

Such thoughts as these young Alfred’s fancy rouse. 
But still the neighing steed, the hound, and hawk, 


~~. 


BOOK VIII. 433 


Or harp and song, his passing hours divide. 1042 
From early age his frame was delicate ; 

And seem’d from exercise or medicine’s power 

To need assistance and new-added strength. 
Denulph, yourself remember, how the youth, 

By you at times among the attendant train 
Accompanied, with hound and horn pursued 

The joyous chase: nor always near the court; 
But once as far as the King’s forest woods 

In Cornwall’s bounds, near to Saint Guerir’s cell, 
And fountain clear, beside its sylvan fane : 

Where too, his morbid weakness bent to heal, 1053 
The Saint he visited and sought his art.—” 


So as the stranger spoke, and from his tale 
Paused for a moment, gazing on his host, 
Denulph responsive to the kind appeal, 

And pleased, thus interposed his meek reply : 
Which for an instant the relation broke, 
And to the story gave a brief repose.— 


‘* Well I remember (says the good old man) 
Prince Alfred’s youth, and in his father’s court 
While yet I dwelt, engaged in rural cares, — 1063 
Recal young Alfred’s fondness for the chase, 

The hawk, and hound, and every rural sport. 

I was myself long the familiar friend 

Both of the huntsman, and the falconer, 

And took with pleasure share in their employ. 

From whence I seized occasion oft to note 

The prince more near than wont, or to my lot 

Had else befallen: and oft with joy I saw, 

Attending with him in the joyous field, 

O’er champains wild, or guarded court-demesnes, 

How his fresh youth grew up: well-pleased I mark’d | 

Both his delight and skill incomparable 1075 

In all the business of the gallant chase, 

Or in the training of the practised hawk : 

Full often by the nobles of the court 

Witness’d and own’d with envy and surprise. 

And I recal to mind his journey’s course 

To Cornwall’s distant vales, and royal woods, 

Haunts of wild deer: its hermit scenes I knew, 

The rock-built chapel, cross, and rural cave, 

And antique well, and oak-embosom’d fane, 

Where famed Saint Guerir dwelt in holy peace: 

Whose aid with awe the country round besought 

To heal disease of body, or of mind. 1087 
VOL. 1, F F 
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Well I recal, after the weary chase 1088 
Amid the woods, what time I mark’d the prince 
Yielding to sense of wonted piety, 

Enter at blush of dawn the silent fane, 

Alone, ere his companions ceased their sleep ; 
And, (as he deem’d,) unseen of mortal eye, 

There on his knees beseech indulgent Heaven 
Would in its mercy stablish his weak frame, 

Or only deign some slight disease and mild, 

That while his frailty it might still recal, 

Should leave him not.a burden to mankind, 

Nor subject to their pity or their scorn. 1099 
Kind Providence the meek petition heard : 
Removed the prime disorder: and, this heal’d, 
Yet left the mild memorial he had wish’d, 

Which held him till his destined nuptial hour: 
Then changed again with strange vicissitude. 

But whereto tends my talk?— Pardon I crave 

For interrupting thus the story’s theme, 

While garrulous I err.— Please you, proceed.” 


Intreated thus, with a benignant grace 
The stranger soon his various tale renews. 1109 


‘‘ True, Denulph, and I too those scenes recal, 
And variance of the prince’s malady 
In earlier youth, whom, his weak tenderness 
To heal, with blest intent his kingly sire 
Sent after into fair Ierne’s isle 
To visit there Modwenna, virgin-saint, 
(Of noble birth, daughter of Connaught’s King,) 
Far-famed for art and miracles of cure : 
The Abbess, to whose patronizing care 
Great Egbert’s daughter, fair Editha, erst 
(The sister of King Ethelwulph, and aunt 
Of Alfred) was with holy vow assign’d: 1121 
Who fix’d in after time her abbey seat 
At Polesworth’s bowers in Arden’s forest dells. 
By which far journey too the royal sire . 
Purposed young Alfred should a knowledge gain 
Of Erin’s isle, and early cultivate 
A due affection for the sister realm, 
So fair a portion of the British isles : 
By nature form’d with meet defence to be 
One radiant gem of England’s triple crown. 
Prince Alfred then, with honourable train 
Attended from the court, his way pursues, 
Passing West Chester’s city old, and sees 1133 
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Her antiquated rows, and British cells, 113-1 
And Roman baths, and Julius’ castled tower, 

The city of the legions, and her fanes’ 

Above the windings of the sylvan Dee : 

Then northern Wales, and Mona’s druid isle: 
Until his voyage reaches Erin’s shores : 

The land of learning and abode of saints. 

Dublin’s famed bay he sees, and city old, 

Visited often by the roving Danes. 

And here again with sorrow he surveys 

The ravages of Regner, the Sea-King, , 
Who late had sack’d the city, and in fight 1145 
Slaying its sovereign Melbric, had usurp’d 

Its throne, till parting thence with countless spoil 
Of wealth, aud many captive prisoners. 

Then too young Alfred heard the dismal fame 

Of mighty Regner, o’er the Irish coasts 

Roaming with horrid insolence of war ; 

And Biorn Brocard, his fierce son, then bred 

In naval skill by Hastings, name renown’d : 

And the three other princes, Regner’s sons, 
Hinguar and Haldene, and fierce Hubba, sprung 
Of famed Aslauga, all then young in arms. 

After Modwenna seen, and Erin’s state, 1157 
In journeyings wide perused with curious eye, 
Prince Alfred then by Scotia’s northern clime 
Homeward returns. Portpatrick’s favouring bay 
He reaches, and thence roams the Scottish fields, 
And Highland hills, and banks of classic streams. 
Stirling’s high castled hill and royal seat 

He visits, and with admiration meet 

Surveys its palace, and magnificence 

Of Nature, spread in prospect far around 

And the long windings of the silvery Forth. 
Pleased, and with due observance, he attends 

The court of Gregory, the Scottish King, 1169 
There held with seemly pomp, and taught bespeaks 
Friendship and favour of the royal house, 

Needed for after time in just defence. 

With noble hospitality received 

And bounteous kindness, touch’d with fond regret 
Young Alfred quits the friendly Scottish court : 
Scenes of wild grandeur, and of gentlest grace ; 
Lakes, woods, hills, water-falls, and pastoral vales. 
Then proud Dun Edin’s towers and stately heights, 
O’erlooking, like a queen, Forth’s regal flood, 

The prince surveys, and with rapt awe admires. 

| Delighted, in his varied travel’s course, 1181 
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Young Alfred visits too the Holy isle, 1182 
And greets beneath good Swithun’s guiding care 
The sacred bishops of its honour’d see, 

Ardulph and Edred, and its holy men. 

Then through the princely confines he proceeds 
Of Cuthbert’s spacious see, his favourite saint, 
And passes far amid Northumbria’s bounds; 

Both through Bernicia’s and through Deira’s realm, 
And sees their cities old, and stately pomp, 

And sylvan lakes, that grace the mountain scenes: 
York’s royal city and wide-skirted walls, 

The oorth’s metropolis, that guard afar 1193 
Its spacious plain and banks of winding Ouse. 

Its court he visits, and unsettled throne, 

And marks her nobles, turbulent and fierce, 

Some favouring Osbert’s right, some /Ella’s claim. 
Then in his homeward course the prince beholds 
Scarborough’s rocky coast and crescent bay, 

And Flambrough’s fire-topt heights and rocky cliffs, 
The sea-fowls’ summer haunts in myriad throngs : 
Then Deira’s forest-wolds, and marshy lake, 
Resort of beavers for their order’d homes. 

Then sees, admiring, Humber’s mighty tide, 

O’er whose proud waves the Danish pirates most 
Delight to sail, and fill their ships with spoil. 
Which northern scenes, all objects, that before 
The prince had heard related, yet till now 

New to his eye and strange, he now beholds 
Intently with an eager fresh delight. 

Then passing onward mid wide Mercia’s bounds, 
The prince awhile at Repton’s royal vill 

Visits his sister's court, the honour’d wife 

Of Burthred, Mercia’s tributary King : 

And spends some time in splendid revelry 

Among the nobles of that princely tract. 

Then eastward to his palace-home he hies, —:1217 
Amid his royal father’s eastern court, 

With freshen’d health, and mind enrich’d with store 
Of useful knowledge for succeeding time. 

Again in peace amid the regal halls 

He dwells, until his honour’d father dies ; 

When solemn pomp at Winchester’s high shrine 
Long seemly graced the good King’s obsequies. 
Much did the youthful Alfred mourn bis death : 
Nor after long enjoy’d the peace he loved. 

For now alas! I must begin to speak 

Of hideous war, and desolation wild, 

Of woe to England, rapine, murder, waste, —1229 
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Her altars prostrate, and her throne o’erturn’d, 1230 
Of ruin’s sum, and loss of all the realm. 

Scarce sixteen years confirm’d prince Alfred’s youth, 
When to the court of royal Ethelbert 

(Since Ethelbald in early death reposed) 

At Winchester, where now young Alfred dwelt, 
The tidings came of captive Regner’s doom, 
Victim to Alla, the proud northern King. 

High exultation gratulates the news. 

Alas! none then foresaw what endless grief 

To hapless England must that death attend ! 
Another year flew by on fated wings, 1241 
Calling away to a too early tomb 

King Ethelbert, and to the sceptre raised 

Alfred’s next brother, royal Ethelred : 

Ere Regner’s warrior sons, with thronging hosts, 
Rush’d to avenge his ignominious doom. 

Their dread intent the powers of darkness sped 
With sullen aid: while prophetesses high, 

Dead Regner’s daughters, by mysterious charms, 
And magic rites and incantations wild, 
Had, as was famed, in one sole noon-tide wrought 
The raven-standard, that the thousands led 

To deeds of blood. Aslauga’s frenzied cries, 1253 
His widow’d spouse, the far-famed shepherdess, 
Whom by the sea-shore royal Regner wooed, 

(As Scalds relate) herself a poetess, 

Skill’d in the golden harp and deathless song, 
Inspired the maddening nations, but full soon 
Were drown’d in clamours of tumultuous rage. 
Soon to the southern court of Ethelred 

Fame flies, that sped from Denmark’s vacant shores, 
Ships numberless, by thronging Sea-Kings led, 
Fraught all with myriads of war-breathing foes, 
Have on East Anglia’s frighted coasts arrived. 
‘Twas said by Yarmouth and famed Cerdic’s sand, 
And Lowestoft’s level downs, they disembark’d, 
And darted thence with unresisted power 

Invasive on to Thetford’s royal vill, 

Pass of the east; and rushing thence, besieged 
Framlingham’s castle old and lofty town; 

Where pious Edmund, tributary King 

Of the wide eastern realm, oft held his state. 

To him the wily Danes first offer peace, 
Professing that to him they mean no wrong, 

(As yet distrustful of their untried power) 

And come but to avenge dead Regner’s doom 

On Ella, hated tyrant of the north. 1277 
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That Edmund’s eastern confines they will leave 
With early spring, if only he will deign 

Rest for the winter to collect their strength, 

And with the fresh year will provide them steeds 
To reach their expedition’s purposed end. 

The peaceful Edmund, anxious to avert 

War’s horrors from his favour’d province, yields 
Assent in evil hour to such request. 

The winter thus with covert guile the foe 
Actively spends in Eastern Anglia’s bounds, 1287 
Fostering their mighty power for deeds of death. 
Soon as green spring their promised object claims, 
The eastern realm they quit: the impatient host, 
Shining in gold and brass, seize thousand steeds 
To bear their armies to devoted York. 

The rest in ships cross Humber’s wondering flood. 
Then burst the thunder-cloud : in wide array 
From Humber’s ravaged banks they pour along, 
By many a town which in their maddening course 
They name and dedicate to martial gods ; 

Past Friga thorpe, and Thorgonby’s rude vill. 
Along the skirts of Deira’s haunted wolds, 

They spread like locusts, and the country round 
Usurp with terror, fire, and murderous waste. 1301 
In vain the royal Osbert, late deposed, 

Heads to unequal fight his gather’d troops. 
Singly he shrinks: before the o’erpowering foe 
The bold Deirians seek their lives in flight: 

With furious haste the Danes soon reach the walls 
Of York’s proud city, and assail its towers 

With stroke of irresistible surprise. 

The time to their intent was opportune: 

For sad division reign’d between her chiefs, 

And strife betwixt her rival Kings; the land 
Disunion wild and foul rebellion rent. 

For common guard the nobles on each side —1313 
Persuade, ere long, the jealous bickering chiefs 
To blend their powers in one agreed defence, 
Suspending for a while contentious hate. 

Then the mix’d hosts of the Northumbrian Kings 
Ailla and Osbert, with. new hope inspired, 
Advance their standards toward regal York. 

The foe, at tidings of such blended power, 
Awhile amid the walls, alarm’d, retires. 
Indignantly the English host pursues, 

And proudly bold, assails York’s captive walls. 
Where the low side approaches lingering Ouse, 
Near Fishergate, they force a mural breach, 1325 
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And in the city’s streets hurl clamorous war. 1326 
Indignant rage and terror fire the Danes. 

All Denmark issues through the fatal breach. 
Walls hold not Regner’s sons in sight of foes, 
Who doom’d to torments their dear father’s life. 
Then flash their lightning terrors: waves of blood 
Surge o’er the field and soak the dusty ways. 
Wolves howl impatient from the woody wolds, 
Dark-flighted ravens croak o’er all the air, 
Snuffing the scent of blood and hideous death. 
Thunder of falchions, cleaving iron helms, 

Rolls along heaven, with clamour, that delights 1337 
Great Odin’s ear, who from his throne beholds 
The plains one crimson ocean of the slain. 

The English fly by thousands from the scene. 

The green-edged banks of Ouse were died with blood. 
Hot was pursuit through Foulford’s willowy vill. 
Upon a rising ground and farm beyond, 

Which full consent named after AElla’s croft, 
Giving the place to fatal memory, 

The furious Danes, indignant of his deed, 

Seize here the captive Alla. On the field, 

Amid the terrors of that bloody fight, 

Eight brave Northumbrian Earls, all dear to fame, 
And many Nobles of that princely clime, 

filla’s chief captains, and surviving host 

By thousands rushing to their country’s call, 

- And royal Osbert’s self, then sunk in death. 

Full many a widow mourns that fated day. 

But hapless Alla on the field of blood, 

The Danish monsters, glutting stern revenge, 
There spread, face earthward, stamping on his neck, 
With savage mockery: then with spouting swords 
Severing the spinal bone, they tore his ribs 
Asunder open’d like an eagle’s wings ; 

(A horrid custom to the foes they hate) 1361 
Rioting in his pangs, they drink his blood : 

And stimulate his wounds with pungent salt. 

Then on York’s Mickle-gate they hung his corse, 
A terror to the people: which they call 

A fate too gentle for the tyrant wretch, 

Who dared with vipers slay a Hero-King, 

More brave, but ah! less fortunate than he. 

Then, as proud victory’s pledge, his sever’d skull 
Became stern Hubba’s envied drinking-cup. 

Then sung the Danish bards on echoing harps, . 
That Valkyries exulting laugh’d for joy, 

And Regner’s hovering ghost was grimly pleased. 
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Soon their dread vengeance for King Regner’s doom 
They gratify with hideous slaughter roused 

O’er all the ravaged country : murder, waste, 
And woe, and havoc, rapine, parents’ shrieks 

For infants toss’d upon the soldiers’ spears, 
Blood, fire, and lordly riot spread afar; 

Berserkic fury maddening o’er the land. 

The victor Pagans hold York’s royal town, 

Win large dominion, and there reign as Kings. 

By their own names the chieftains memorize 

Her city gates: the sovereign Guthrun holds 

Her Roman palaces and ancient baths, 1385 
W hence,northward,Guthrun-gate toDenmarkpoints: 
Hungate the princely Hinguar names: nor less 
Fierce Hubba gives to memory Hubba’s bar. 
Stern Haldene, Haldene gate: full triumph crowns 
Their utmost hope, and o’er them conquest smiles, 
Such fate befell Alla’s devoted realm. 

Then the fierce Pagans with insatiate hand 

Spoil the rich minster: its high altar strip 

Of gems, and gold, and gifts of elder Kings. 

Its vaulted roof, and stately pillar’d aisles, 

Whose storied windows gleam with sacred ray, 
Echo with songs profane and martial shouts, 1397 
Or hymus of bards attuned to fabled gods ; 

To Frea, mighty Thor, and Odin’s praise. 

Here they carouse in hideous festival, 

And quaff huge draughts from Ulphus’ ancient hom: 
Mocking Christ’s meek religion which they hate. 
The treasured books by pious Egbert’s care 
Amass’d of old, of York the boast and pride, 

(By Alewin praised to thoughtful Charlemagne) 
The Pagans heap, and burn in hideous flames : 
Needless to Odin’s race and sons of war. 

The natives far around, with terror awed, 

All bow obedient to the Danish yoke. 1409 
York’s spacious plain the Pagans spoil around: 
And from the minster’s tower, beheld afar 

O’er the wide scene, the Raven-standard glares, 
Whose magic sign destruction bodes and death. 


‘* Reigning resistless in their lordly seat, 
Regner’s triumphant sons and banded Kings, 
With victory flush’d, now form the unwont intent 
To stay and settle in their late-won realm, 

Nor quit, as erst they used, the vanquish’d land, 
To seek fresh ventures on the stormy deep. 
News of their full success and dread design 1420 
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Soon reach’d the court of sovereign Ethelred, 1421 
Where in the south he held fair England’s throne. 
Struck with the tale, and with his country’s woes 
Deeply atilicted, seeing hence what train 

Of unavoided miseries at hand 

Must end in wide destruction to the realm, 

Now, (sad to tell,) the wise and virtuous man 
(Bishop revered of Sherborn’s ancient see) 

Alstan, who, England’s primal minister, 

For fifty years had held with dauntless zeal 

The reins of her well-order'd government, 

Famed for finance, as for array of war, 1432 
(The faithful counsellor of Alfred’s sires) 
O’ercome with grief and age, despairing dies. 

His last words ‘Oh! my country!’ proved his heart. 
Endure he longer could not, nor survive 

The coming prospect of fair England’s woe, 

Her threaten’d ruin, and impending doom, 

Which his advised sagacity foresaw. 

Here let me pause, and breathe my poor regret, 

A tribute fond of well-deserved praise, 

To such a noble mind and worthy name. 

Oh! pattern of a kingly minister ! 

Oh! memory of a genuine Englishman ! 1444 
Had we but early mark’d thy prophet-spirit, 

Thy bold resolve against invading foes, 

Thy solid counsels, and thy valorous heart, 

Nor stay’d till sad experience proved their truth, 
It had not now been thus: thy gallant mind 

Had for thy country made a noble stand, 

And warded off the train of final woe. 

But now events have shewn thy thoughtful sense, 
Long practised in this various busy world. 

Hope only now is left, that righteous heaven 

Will in its mercy yet to England deign 

Occasion, and the happy time to try 1456 
Her valour and the temper of her sons, 

To work relief and proud deliverance. 


“*Y ork thus achieved, and the wide northern realm, 
(AElla’s devoted region) and at last 
The Pagan vengeance somewhat thence appeased, 
Hope of new conquest fires the restless hordes. 
Ere long with fury swell’d and prompt resolve, 
They cherish expectation next to win 
By dauntless war the central province wide 
Of inner England; Mercia’s spacious realm. 
Southward their hosts descend, and soon surprise 
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Nottingham’s castled height, and cave-built town, 
O’erlooking far the subject country round. 

Here their vast throng impregnably intrench’d, 
They insolently waste the wintry hours, 

And the rich champain’s circuit range at will. 
Dire devastation, rapine, blood, and fire 

Follow their horrid steps, and unheard woe. 
King Burthred, Mercia’s tributary chief, 

(To Alfred’s house by nuptial bond allied) 
Scarce with his victor troops had then return’d 
From contest in the troubled realm of Wales; 
Where he had late in hard-won battle slain —1479 
Merfyn its Sovereign, to whose vacant throne 
Succeeded then the far-famed Roderic Mawr. 
Soon as King Burthred learnt the fatal news 

Of Pagan Danes amid his province come, 

He from his palace old at Repton’s vill 

(The seat magnificent of Mercian Kings,) 

With all his nobles and collected powers, 
Incensed, advances ’gainst the invasive foe ; 
Who in the castled hold such force derides. 

In vain the Mercian Sovereign singly tries 

From their impervious fortress to expel, 

Or from his land to chase, the settled foe. 1491 
Then to report the danger of the Dane 

Thus wintering in the province unexpell’d, 

King Burthred sends a chosen embassy, 

Seeking from England’s Monarch needful aid, 
To his two brothers (such by marriage claim) 
King Ethelred, and young prince Alfred, then 
By late agreement with the sceptre’s heir 
Admitted to partake the sovereign rule, 

As honour’d secondary of the realm, 

Next to the throne in dignity and power. 

Scarce thrice six summers to prince Alfred’s youth 
Had lent their strength, ere thus the sacred call 
Of the wide-desolated country claims 

His active service in her troubled scenes ; 
Calling him from retirement’s studious cells 

To share her perils in the fields of war: 

Now to encounter Regner’s far-famed sons, 
Here breathing vengeance for their father’s doom. 
The brothers straight that summons high obey: 
And with a soldier’s ardour, Alfred now 

Eagerly rushes to his first of fields. 

For when he hears his sister’s realm assail’d 

By hated Pagans, on the wings of haste 

He first assumes the warrior, and unites _—‘:1515 
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His willing powers. The congregated hosts 1516 
From Wessex to the Mercian confines hie, 

And join expecting Burthred by the towers 

Of Nottingham. In Repton’s palace old 

Young Alfred in his course his sister sees : 
Tender was then the meeting, while with tears 
And all a woman’s terror she bewails 

Her own, her country’s sufferings: but the youth 
Consoled her, and recall’d the dauntless tire 

Of English hearts. Here waving first on high 
His standard, and his shield, and glittering sword, 
(His father’s gift,) to heaven a fervent prayer 1527 
He breathes, and vows to dedicate his life 

In her defence, his country’s, and his King’s. 

Yet under Nottingham’s unconquer’d heights, 
Weak was the war: few the conceded fields : 

Nor could the active zeal of Englishmen 

Here much avail, or hope to chase the foe : 
However bold and eager for the field, 

Or eminent the valour and resolve 

Of the proud Mercian nobles: here all met, 

With ensigns glittering o’er their vying hosts, 
Gorgeous in polish’d mail, and bright with gold. 
These to young Alfred in the field of fame 1539 
Early a rich and brave example held, 

And from their liberal thoughts and noble acts 

He caught the genuine sentiments of war. 

Among these peers here first the prince became 

In pleased acquaintance known and much endear’d 
To noble Algar, Holland’s youthful earl : 

Who there inspiring his devoted troops, 

Gave signal proofs of courage, as of skill, 

And patriot fervour in his country’s cause, 

That well beseem’d an English nobleman. 

Such talents, by admiring peers beheld, 

Here also won the notice and the love 1551 
Of royal Ethelred ; nor less the praise, 

Reward, and favour of his proper chief, 

Burthred, the Mercian King: drew too from all 
Mention that proudly graced young Algar’s name. 
Here too young Alfred mark’d with due regard 
Kenwulph, lieutenant then and minister 

Of his loved sister’s consort, Mercia’s chief, 
(Distinguish’d then by Burthred’s high regard ;) 
Who too by deeds of condescending grace 

And many proofs of active bravery 

Won, as his meed, the voluntary love 

Of all the southern chiefs, assembled there. 1563 
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The noble Oddune, Devon’s gallant ear! ; 1564 
Hilustrious Osmund, chief of Cornwall’s vales; 
Morcar, the valiant earl of spacious Hants 

And Vecta’s isle, then flourishing in life, 

His country’s pride ; nor yet in her defence, 

Ah! fallen too early ; leaving to his sons 

Siward, who follow’d soon his father’s doom, 
And gallant Edgar, an example bigh 

Of patriot truth and never-dying fame : 

And venerable Herbert too, the wise 

And aged chief of Dorset’s fruitful fields, 

Alas! since fallen alike on honour’s bed: 1575 
And noble Edric, mild and kind, the chief 

Of Berks’ fair province, who then led his troops 
Splendid in arms from Windsor’s castled seat, 
And sylvan hills, and Alfred’s native vale: 

Bold Aylwin too, the hardy chief of Wilts. 

But most to Rayner, Somerset’s high chief, 

Was Mercian Kenwulph dear, by tenderer ties, 
Whose beauteous sister Kenwulph had espoused 
At Chippenham’s vill, what time King Ethelwulph 
His daughter gave to Burthred’s favour’d hand. 
Such love endear’d the Mercian Sovereign’s friend, 
Then happy Kenwulph, to the southern chiefs ; 
Ere proud ambition yet had caused his fall, 

And faithless treason had obscured his name ; 
Before King Burthred by the victor foe 

Was driven to exile, and his valued life 

Untimely ended in a foreign land.” 


So as the stranger spoke, with soften’d tone, 
A sudden tremor seized the cottage maid: 
Its native rosy hue her cheek forsook, 
And all her mien bespoke a heart disturb’d. 
Alarm’d, the ancient mistress from her seat 
Rises, and hastes to cheer the trembling maid: 1598 
Takes fond her hand, and on her paler cheek 
Imprints a kiss, and soothes with gentle words. 
Denulph too, rising, his kind solace adds, 
Nor less the stranger blends officious care. 
Soon as such dear attentions had again 
Composed the fluttering spirits of the maid, 
And to her cheek its mantling bloom return’d, 
Answering the family’s fresh-urged request, 
In which the virgin blends her gentle voice, 
The stranger thus his pausing tale renews. 


*¢ Short was the warfare, and too hasty-brief, 
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By Nottingham’s high town, and stately hills, 
Peering o’er plains and Rutland’s distant vales; 
And hollow-caves, beside low-winding streams, 
And the green circuit of its spacious park. 

For shut in that high-castled garrison, 

The Pagans mock the war and idle siege. 

Yet tired ere long with dull imprisonment, 

And restless for new action less opposed, 

Rather than cope at large with England’s hosts, 
The foe prefers retreat. An embassy 

They issue from the fort with terms of truce 

And to the opposing army offer peace : 1621 
Alas! ill stablish’d with exacted gold. 

A rash and ill-advised league too soon 

King Burthred made: too eager from his land 

To drive the horrors of detested war: 

Ill-sanction’d too by sovereign Ethelred, 

And young prince Alfred: that the Dane should 
The Mercian territory, and return [leave 
To occupy alone late-vanquish’d Y ork ; 

fElla’s won realm, and wide Northumbrian fields ; 
And its bold brigands tame and keep in awe. 

Oh! peace impolitic ; unworthy bought 

With money, that but tempted war renew’d: 1633 
Of which too soon experience sad gave proof. 

For such a bait of easy-gotten wealth 

Pleased well the Danes, who never would deny 
Peace on such terms, well knowing they could soon 
Break it at pleasure to extort more gold. 

Ah! hapless error! yet at this first stage 

Of the wild Dane’s career, the dread design 

Of Regner’s sons not yet was fully known; 

Their hid ambition, and dominion’s hope. 

Whom yet the dreaming English solely deem’d 
Come to avenge the bloody /illa’s deed. 

Oh! fatal league for aye to be deplored ! 1645 
Sad the delusion then of England’s King, 

That any peace, thus bought and thus allow’d, 
With so broad latitude of conquest’s claim, 

Could with invading foes be safely held. 

How did not then the princes and the peers 

Of England, there assembled, see and know, 

Ere yet too late, and proved by dire event, 

That England’s tower of safety solely stood 

Built on the mutual defence of all: 

And that their country’s battles must be fought 

As well in Mercian as Northumbrian fields ! 

That England’s sovereign sceptre could alone 1657 
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Be lost by mad dissension of her sons, 1638 
By lack of union, slothfalness supine, 

By jealous strife among her native race, 

And stern neglect each other to defend ! 

Ah! that they did not then remember well 

Great Egbert’s dying benedictive words, 

Who, after England’s general sovereignty 

He had by martial policy secured, 

And noble acts, and graceful courtly skill, 

(As well by genius and by nature’s gift, 

As taught by his high tutor Charlemagne) 
Imparted to his son and successor, 1669 
Good Ethelwulph, that he might happy reign, 

If he did not permit the kingdom’s state, 

Which now himself with so much anxious care 
Had laid together in firm union’s band, 

(Naming it England, as one single realm,) 

Ever to be dissolved, or maim’d, or lost 

By strange disunion, or infirm neglect; 

To which he fear’d her sons were still too prone. 
Oh! that from words so wise, and prophet-true, 
The fruit of long experience and remark, 

Her princes did not now instruction learn, 

And practise wisdom in this later day : 1681 
Now by invading foes, by Regner’s sons, 

Beset, sole breathing vengeance, waste, and war! 
Since all the English surely were alone 

One fold, beneath one shepherd’s ruling care, 
One people, under one commanding head, 

Each safe in all, not singly in his own : 

Though tributary some, and vice-roy chiefs, 

Yet all accountable to one sole head, 

The sovereign Monarch of fair England’s throne : 
Whose duty ’tis with wisdom to defend 

The general realm, and with mild sway control. 
After concession of such reckless league, 1693 
The Pagans soon return to vanquish’d Y ork. 
Exulting they depart, to seek fresh spoil, 

And waste again Northumbria’s hapless realm. 
But all the assembled English, banded Kings, 
Princes and peers of Mercia or the south, 

And royal thanes, and thronging martial hosts, 
Joyous, resort to Repton’s ancient towers; 
Delighted to expel the spoiling foe 

From Mercia, reckless of the northern doom. 
Now social hours succeed, to hail the time. 
Festivity the meeting gratulates 

Of Mercian and the southern noblemen: , 1705 
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The feast, the dance, and courtly gaiety. l7u6 
Fallacious hope now animates each breast, 

That mid the Mercian clime the Pagan foe 

Will never more be seen. Reigns general joy. 
Here after toils of war, love-thoughts rush in; 
Amid these joys, while first assuming arms 

Prince Alfred from the high assembly drew 
Pleased homage, and the notice fond of all, 

Love smote his glowing heart. An angel shape 
Beaming amid these graceful scenes he saw, 

That struck his youthful fancy, and appear’d 

A heavenly vision blessing this low earth : 1717 
The young Elsweda, of illustrious line, 

Born to the generous Muchil, chief of Gaines ; 
Among the Mercian chiefs, of honour’d name. 

At sight of her a love unfelt till now 

Enwreath’d him captive in a flowery chain. 

Awed he address’d her, for the peerless maid 

Now at the royal Burthred’s court he saw 
Charming in grief: her father’s death she mourn’d, 
But late in honourable battle slain. 

Affection deep possess’d the prince’s soul, 

And poet-fancy o’er the virgin threw 

Such charms of beauty, innocence, and truth, 1729 - 
That gently soothing her, his heart he told, 

And love not long the marriage rite delay’d. 

Oh! in her company his hours were heaven. 

A nation’s joy the happy nuptial crowns : 

Fresh bliss and rapture wing the blessed time. 
Magnific pomp the ceremony graced, 

And interchange of gratulation high, 

Among the assembled nobles of the land. 

Here too the gallant brother of his bride, 

Young Athulf, panting for his sire’s renown, 

With all a soldier’s friendship, and a love 

Suiting alliance, the glad prince admired. 1741 
Earls, mighty thanes, and warriors graced the scene. 
Stafford’s high Earl, and Warwick’s noble chief, 
The potent Ealdorman of Cestrian vales, 

The gallant head of Derby’s province fair, 

The chief of Leicester’s ample shire, the pride 

Of Worcester, and famed Oxford’s splendid thanes, 
Or from the marches of defended Wales, 

Whose princely state adorns high Ludlow’s towers. 
All these, and more of old and honour’d line, 

To Alfred’s bliss their willing duty pay, 

And proud congratulate his rising name. 

This duty done, to southern England then 1753 
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Alfred conducts bis bride, to grace the court, 1754 
There shedding happiness and joy, and shine 

The boast and glory of the British fair. 

Ah! what were then awhile the tranced hours 

Of charm unspeakable, that turn’d to heaven 

The early youth of the too-happy pair. 

Earth can no more such perfect joy present, 

In all her wide variety of lot, 

To him who once has known felicity 

Such as young Alfred now could call his own. 
Yethush! What needs, that now on scenes so dear 
I dwell with raptured fancy, that may seem —1765 
Sharing almost a sense of memory ! 

With her, few fleeting years young Alfred pass’d 
In soft tranquillity and angel peace, 

Delight and interchange of tenderest love, 

While cherub infants their affection blest ; 

Ere yet the perils of abhorred war 

Withdrew them from his fond society : 

Bereft of whom, now widow’d, and perplex’d 
With horrid doubts, their unknown fate he mourns. 
Alas! such bliss could not endure! This earth 
Must never be man’s home of happiness : 

Heaven only to the fading sufferer deigns 1777 
Its angel gifts, to sweeten chequer’d life, 

A transient joy to soothe his lot of care, 
Consoling love to heal affliction’s pain, 

A glimpse of truth to cheer hope’s doubtful dream, 
And brighten clouds with a celestial ray. 

But ah! the hope was vain that after war 

In Mercian fields essay’d, and peace agreed, 
England’s inflicted miseries would end. 

For now to hapless York the Danes return : 
Wintering here, they harry all around 

The trembling land: ruin ineffable [rage. 
Through wide Northumbria’s realm scarce gluts their 
All its proud cities to their sway they win, 

And to its peopled towns give Danish names ; 
Sharing among the impatient soldiery, 

Chieftains, and pirate tribes of red-hair’d Danes, 
The fertile lands of all the conquer’d north; 

Both in wide Deira, and Bernicia’s realm: 

Thence to descend to late posterity. 

Fair Deira’s clime the potent Hinguar claims ; 
Distributing among his warrior chiefs 

Rich tracts of land, and ample seignories, 

Both in the province wide of vanquish’d York, 
And the fair fields of princely Lancaster, 1801 
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Along Lune’s winding stream, and castled camp, 

To Ribble’s flood, and Mersey’s bounding tide. 

The regal Haldene takes Bernicia’s realm: 

Intrepid Hubba, Cuthbert’s spacious see. 

Dead Regner’s sons, (while kingly Guthrun holds 

His state at York, as sovereign unopposed,) 

Thus part among the chiefs fallen /Ella’s realm. 

Unsated yet, in fleets of wide sea-steeds, 

The pirate multitudes, on plunder bent, 

Quit Humber’s mouth, and port of Ravenspurg, 

Beside Spurn’s ancient promontory-watch 

Topt with the Raven’s flag, and turning thence 

They sail along the rich Northumbrian shores. 

They pass the cavern’d cliffs, and sea-fowl haunts 

Of Bridlington, and Flamborough’s Danish mound, 

And high rock, bright with sea-directing fire ; 

And Scarborough’s curving bay, and castled height; 

Thence, bending coasts, until their gladden’d eye 

Discerns proud Streanshall’s ancient abbey-towers. 

High o’er the cliffs in Dunsley’s green-waved bay, 

They plant their raven-sign, on Raven-hill ; 

So by the natives named in memory. 

Dread was the spoil of Streanshall’s lofty fane : 

Its choirs with terror rung of female shrieks, 1825 

Nor could Saint Hilda then her votaries save. 

They burnt: they slew: treasures and wealth they 

Tnestimable: the rich country near [won 

They ravage, and far range the moory hills, 

And sylvan river, flowing through the vale. 

The gifted Raven shook his magic wings, 

And stamp’d exulting. Silent all, as death, 

They left the scene; and onward thence in ships 

Prowl by the fertile coast from Tees to Wear, 

Saint Cuthbert’s boasted patrimony, bent 

To sack the far-famed abbeys of the north. 

Such prize but fired new hope. O’erjoy’d they plough 

The sea to Tyne’s green mouth: its abbey fane 

Plunder, and white-stoled priests of life bereave, 

And gifted riches. Wearmouth’s abbey towers 

Met equal doom, and Yarrow’s fretted roofs, 

Up Tyne’s fair banks, where far-famed Bede was 

Thence rushing inland with impatient haste, [born. 

They spoil the pillar’d towers of Hagulstad ; 

Then turn their fury on the Holy isle, 

Fair Lindisfarne, by Regner’s self assail’d. 

Soon with exulting fury they assault 

Coldingham’s famous shrine, where all her train 

Of noble virgin-saints (sad spectacle) 1849 
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Their beauty gash with self-inflicted wounds; 1850 
Whose Abbess Ebba bade with vestal hand 

Split their fair faces, scorning touch profane, 

To fright away the fierce despoiler’s rage, 

Ere spareless flames the martyr bands devour'd. 
Such dismal scene, and memorable act 

Shall ever to succeeding times record 

Virtue’s intrepid constancy, and speak 

Than volumes more the foe’s barbarity. 

Then Melrose’ antique fane, by famed Culdees 
Uprear’d beside the sylvan banks of Tweed, 

They reach and desolate its happy peace. 1861 
Blood, fire, and devastation mark their course. 
Full many a field they win with play of spears. 
Christ’s idle altars scatter’d o’er the earth, 

The priests they slay, take captive, or resign 

To die by torments: with grim joy they whelm 
Temples, and crosses, roods, and saintly shrines ; 
And northward still through friths and opening bays 
Restless they pierce amid the regions fair 

Of far Strathclyde, beyond the Roman’s wall, 
E’en to the utmost verge of Highland hills. [realm: 
Dun Edin’s towers they gain: and Perth’s proud 
Where Odin smiles on many a hard-fought field. 
They range the crooked bays, and jewell’d isles, 
Till all was vanquish’d beyond Humber’s stream. 
Then, proud, they seek again York’s regal seat. 
Thus won the north, the eastern plains invite, 
And abbeys rich in Lincoln’s province wide, [course. 
Far-famed: whose booty tempts their plundering 
As on they press to Thetford’s ancient towers, 
The pass, and far-famed city of the east, 

Blood and destruction mark their horrid march. 
Humber they reach, and by its opening mouth, 
At Humberstan, they land their eager troops. 
Then into Lindsay’s marshy plains they pour 1885 
Toward Lincoln’s cliff- hung towers: the country wide 
They waste around, and gorged with spoil profane, 
Spend here the summer hours. In such dread time 
Bardsey’s rich abbey yields its gather’d wealth, 

A midwhose aisles throng’d priests, and flying crowds, 
Seeking vain refuge, by red falchions smote 

Of murderous Pagans, singly die the death. 
Eagerly crossing Witham’s startled stream, 

Then Kesteven’s low tract their host receives : 
Where equal horror tracks their furious haste. 
Rich nature yields her treasures at their feet, 

And at their will they waste the bounteous land. 


BOOK VIII. 451 


In Holland’s marshy fens, o’erjoy’d, they hear 

Of battle by determined Englishmen 

To check their fierce approach in haste prepared. 
Earl Algar, noble name! had there array’d 
Holland’s brave youth: and knightly Seneschals, 
Wibert and Leofric; and brought along 

From Croyland’s abbey-fane two hundred men, 
Led by the gallant Friar Tolius, 

Who left its peace, resuming use of arms, 1906 
Among the Mercians erst of martial name. 

These English spirits, with three hundred more 
From Deeping’s plains and Baston’s peopled tract, 
And Langtoft’s vill, by noble Morcard join’d, 
Bourne’s potent lord, with all his numerous train, 
From Sutton’s vales, and Gedney’s sylvan vill; 
And met by Osgot, Lincoln’s shrieve, a bold 

And veteran warrior, with the country’s powers, 
Opposed the rushing torreut of the foe: 

Gave battle, and reluctant victory won, 

In Kesteven upon Saint Maurice’ day : 

And with the loss of many thousand men 

The fiying Pagans to their camp pursued. 

Then of the routed Danes in battle fell 

Three mighty Kings at Laundon; after named 1921 
Trekynham from their honour’d burial there. 

Forth from their plundering march at night return’d 
The Pagan powers; Guthrun and Basseg Kings, 
Hinguar and Hubba, Regner’s sons, and chiefs, 
And untired troops, (in moment opportune) 

With train of captives, and collected spoil. 

Soon as the fame of such return was heard, 

Alas! a main part of the English power 

In panic terror fled ; but still there stood 

E’en yet unterrified a gallant band : 

In number few, but of true English race. 

With early dawn, after religious rites, 1933 
And holy vows there solemnly exchanged, 

To die for Christ’s, and their dear country’s, sake, 
They seek again the field in thinn’d array. 

The noble Algar, seeing now his power 

So sadly minish’d, yet with martial skill 

Made for a desperate field the best dispose. 

The gallant Tolius with five hundred men, 

Whose strength was chiefest, the brave earl assign’d 
In the right wing to fight: earl Morcard’s power, 
And noble Osgot took the left: where thus 

Other five hundred warriors stood array’d. 

’Mong whom the gallant Harding of Rehale 1945 


452 KING ALFRED. 


And Stamford’s citizens distinguish’d shone. 1946 
Himself, the noble Algar, with his host, 

And knightly Seneschals, the centre kept; 

Place most convenient either wing to aid. 

The Danes by slaughter and defeat incensed, 
Fiercer than northern wolves, now burn for war. 
Four Kings and eight earls, with a countless power, 
Rush to the field of death: beside their camp 
Few stay to guard the captives, or the spoil. 
Seeing approach of such o’ernumbering foes, 

The English, in one body drawn, compact, 

Made with their serried shields an arching wall. 1957 
Warding the arrowy shower and javelin storm 

Of their insulting foes, and with huge pikes 
Slacken the mad assault of charging steeds. 

So stood the dauntless band; while their brave chiefs, 
(Ob! proud example to posterity !) 

Mix with like danger mid their thickening ranks, 
Encourage all like Englishmen to fight, 

Nor for their sacred country fear to bleed, 

But welcome death with deathless honour’s shout. 
Dnbroken, all the day they keep their ground ; 
But night’s approach uncertain fortune changed. — 
With artful guile the Pagans feign a flight, —_1969 
And seem to quit the field, with horses tired 
From the hot labours of that bloody day. 

Which when with eager joy the Christians saw, 
No longer by their leaders’ voice restrain’d, 
Impatiently they burst their ranks, and rush 
Impetuous o’er the field in wide pursuit. 

_ Whereon the Pagans turning suddenly, 

Hurl unexpected rout and havoc back, 

And midst disorder and confused fight 

With a prodigious slaughter strew the field, 
Wresting at full decisive victory. 

But Algar, noble warrior, and his chiefs, 1981 
With gallant Tolius, on a rising hill, 

Collecting the small remnant of their troops, 

Still meet the maddening foe, and for a while 
Endure fresh insult and more furious shock ; 

Until at last o’erpower’d, the generous earl, 

Brave Tolius, and surviving valiant lords, 

Seeing the chief part of their army slain, 

Mount on the gory heaps of heroes fallen ; 

And thus, resolved their lives dearly to yield, 
Each pierced with many honourable wounds, 
Combating to the last in bold defence, 

Martyrs and champions in their country’s cause, 1993 
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They died, immortal in her grateful love. 1994 
Oh ! generous heroes, blest departed spirits ! 
Bright stars of glory to posterity ! 

Your names eternal honour shall record ; 

And many an English warrior yet unborn, 
Remembering you, shall feel his bosom swell 
With patriot virtue; to his country’s cause 
Devote his life; nor fear like you to die! 

Nor did the grateful natives fail to keep 

The memory of the worthy Seneschals, 

But to two neighbouring vills attach’d their names, 
A living monument to after time, 2005 
In Wiberton and sylvan Lefrington : 

While Algar-kirk still marks their Earl’s renown. 
Now but were left surviving few brave youths 

Of Gedney’s vill, and Sutton’s champain fields. 
These, seen their fellows’ fate, flung down their arms, 
And fled into a neighbouring wood ; from thence 
Escaping in the darkness of the night, 

They reach the next eve Crowland’s abbey-fane : 
Where to the terrified inhabitants 

They at the portal tell with sorrow deep 

And lamentations wild, and floods of tears, 

The slaughter of the Christian host, the rout 2017 
Of the dear English, all their army’s loss, 

The Dane’s full victory, and his fear’d approach. 
Kesteven’s vills flame round with ominous fires. 
The hoary abbot and the sacred priests, 
Confounded, lost in terror, straight resolve 

Here to retain alone the elder men, 

And some few youths, whose sight may pity move. 
In haste they send away the younger train 

With all their reliques, jewels, treasured wealth, 
And charters of their ancient monastery, 

And royal Witlaf’s gift, the splendid pall, _ 
Tissued with colours rare o’er cloth of gold, 2029 
Whereon was richly wrought Troy’s pictured siege, 
And deeds of arms, by Homer’s ancient song — 
Immortal through the world: laborious work ! 
Whose emblems proud in every English heart 
Awoke the glow of emulation’s pride. 

These Croyland’s priests with anxious haste transport 
By boat to Ancaryg’s sequester’d wood, 

The isle of hermits, whose embowering thorns _ 
Inclosed that paradise of solitude, 

And islet green, contiguous to their own. 

There these with Toret, the sage anchorite, | 
Four days remain’d, half-dead with shuddering fear. 
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Croyland's aged abbot, with his brethren left, 2042 
Mid the surrounding waters throw with haste 

The last remains of their collected wealth, 

And the high altar’s golden table strove 

To hide, but glittering through the waves, again 
They bore it weeping to its holy place : 

Expecting only that themselves should be 
Sacrificed soon to the grim foe’s revenge : 

Put on their sacred vestments, and within 

The choir, there offer holy orisons ; 

Which scarce their faltering voices had express’d, 
Ere to the precincts of the hallow’d fane 2053 
With thundering roar the Pagans have arrived. 
They burst within the fane with prone assault. 
Furious as death, the cruel Oskital 

(Oh! act abhorr’d!) pierced with blood-streaming 
E’en at the altar as he knelt in prayer, [sword, 
The pious heart of saintly Theodore, 

The gray-hair’d venerable abbot, famed 

O’er all the land for deeds of charity. 

Then seizing every where the shrieking priests, 
With taunting scoffs and savage massacre, 

They strew with dead the aisles and lofty choir. 
Nor spared they of its tenants, young or old, 2065 
Any, save one sole boy, scarce ten years old, 

Of gracious feature, Turgar named, by birth 
Noble, commended thither to be taught: 

Whon, with his beauty smit, mid dire uproar, 
The Danish earl, Sidroc the younger, saved : 
Stript his grey robe: threw on a Danish coat: 
And bade to follow wheresoe’er he moved. 

The horrid slaughter ended, then the Danes 
Prostrate the sacred shrines; the altars whelm, 
Break ope, and rifle, famed Saint Guthlac’s tombs, 
And strip the noble princes buried there ; 

But at their plunder’s minish’d sum incensed, 2077 
In vengeful fire they wrap the abbey-fane, 

And the dead corses there in heaps consume. 
Four days scarce glut the Pagans’ raging quest, 
Ere downward hasting through the desert vills, 
With hellish triumph, sudden they assail 
Medeshamstede’s abbey; Peterborough named 
Of later time, which Burthred, Mercia’s King, 
Had to Saint Peter’s honour then endow’d 

With ampler gifts: renown’d throughout the realm. 
The thronging priesthood in its lofty walls 

The Danes with unresisted haste surround. 

Here Tulba, Hubba’s brother, (one fierce son 2089 
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Of the dead Regner,) sudden met his doom, 2090 
Slain by a stone, hurl’d from the topmost roof. 
But Hubba, at his early death incensed, 

Sweil’d into fury : with supernal strength 

Burst the closed gates : struck by his spareless sword, 
Alas! mid echoing screams and groans, o’er all 
Those hallow’d aisles, unnumber’d victims fell, 
Whom with a voice of thunder Hubba sent 
Cursing to Hela, and detested Loke : 

And would have slain e’en Croyland’s graceful boy, 
Young Turgar, had not Sidroc Earl, less fierce, 
Warn’d the scared child his fire-eyed looks to shun. 
Thus perish’d all its holy men: not one 

Escaped the general doom, to weep its fall. 

The mighty structure, and the treasured books, 
(The age’s glory) and its charters old, 

The Pagans yield to sacrilegious fires : 

Whose spacious pile, to ashes as it sank, 

Flamed long, a hideous beacon to the land. 

Four days the Danes o’er the wide country raged : 
And in their course amass unvalued spoil. 

Then to the untried fields of Huntingdon 

They turn their steps profane, with plunder gorged. 
The load of treasures, in their army’s rear, 2113 
Vessels of silver robb’d from holy fanes, 

Gold, gems from altars stript, priests’ costly robes, 
Corn, cattle, and the wealth of ruin’d vills, 

While two Counts Sidroc guard, and o’er the ford 
Of Nen’s fair river drag their waggons huge, 
Some, fill’d with richest moveables, remain 

Fix’d, and o’erturn’d amid the hollow flood ; 
Wherethe yoked beasts, that draw them, sink and die. 
Here, while the younger Sidroc and his troops 
Are busied to regain the sunken wealth, 
Croyland’s fair boy, young Turgar, lost in fear, 
Spying occasion, sudden starts away 2125 
Into a neighbouring wood, and hides him there. 
Whence hurrying all the night, with early dawn 
He reaches Croyland’s ruins, burning still. 

The priests he finds from Ancaryg return’d, 
Thorney’s fair isle, and actively employ’d 

In quenching as they may, the spareless flames. 
To them, with tears and sobs, which then alike 
The hearers blend with his, the boy reveals 

Their brethren’s fate, and all that when they fled, 
Their much-loved home had suffer’d from the foe : 
Shews where their honour’d abbot’s body lay, 
And their dear murder’d brethren, whose remains, 
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(Sad spectacle!) defaced with wounds and fire, 2138 
From the dread spot they dig with toil, and grief 
Unspeakable, and near the fallen fane 

Cover them, weeping, in a decent grave. 

Then choosing abbot Godric as their head, 

Soon to Medeshamstede’s fall their steps they bend, 
While holy hermits from fair Ancarig’s isle, 

Toret and Tisa, the sad journey share, 

There the same pious oflice to perform, 

For its famed abbot and unburied priests. 

Where come, and o’er their ashes sunk in grief, 
Fourscore dead bodies in one mighty grave 2149 
They lay within the churchyard, o’er them soon 
Raising a stony pyramid, whereon 

Were carved their honour’d names and images ; 

A lasting monument to after time. 

In mad career the Danes the country range 

E’en to the bounds of Cambridge’ ancient towers, 
While murder and destruction shriek around. 
Then upon Ely’s far-famed island-fane 

They rush: and all its holy female choir 

They slaughter in one ruthless massacre; 

And the seized people near. The treasured wealth, 
Which to its guardian walls from many a vill 2161 
Around, the trembling natives had consign’d, 

The Pagans gain, and bear with pride away. 
Plunder and booty load their host afresh. 

Thus having spoil’d rich Mercia’s abbey-fanes, 
Fiercely they burst on Edmund’s eastern realm ; 
Young, pious King, who first had lent them aid, 
With hope, (how vain !) so to propitiate 
Forbearance, and to ward them from his home. 
Their bloody march across the peopled lands 
Furious they bend toward Thetford’s royal seat. 
Vain was resisting power. Earl Ulketul, 
Illustrious name, amid the eastern realm 2173 
Of ancient race, daring such gallant hope, . 
Alas! amid his native fields they slew. 

But nobly dying in his country’s cause, 

Embalm’d in deathless memory, he lives, 
England’s example, and unfading pride ! 

Thetford they reach, by whose rich-abbey’d town 
With toil immense they rear two mighty hills, 
And ramparts huge, and wide-extending mounds, 
From chalky pits dug by the thronging troops, 
Witbin which spacious camp in crowded tents 
Fortified thus impregnably, they waste 

At ease the winter’s season, and besiege 2185 
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The proud-tower’d city, and its ancient ford, 2186 
The pass of eastern provinces. They roam 

For spoil and forage the wide champains round. 
Woe, fear, and horror mark their bloody stay. 

The trembling citizens, and peaceful King, 

Survey the dreadful preparation ; 

Guess the design, and fear their doom at hand. 
Green spring returning now dissolved the snow. 
The magic Reafen shook his hell-black wings, 
And scream’d for battle: grimly smiled the fates 
Upon the purpose of the murderous Dane. 
Regner’s fell spirit burn’d in every breast, 2197 
Whose fate in part they charge to Edmund’s will. 
Proud Hinguar then a taunting message sent 

To the mild eastern chief, with promised pledge 
Of friendship, and full league of amity, 

If instant to the Danes he would submit, 

As tributary to their sovereign power, 

And straight renounce the hated Christian faith. 
Edmund the scornful embassy disdains. 

The King insulted fought. Oo either side 

Awful and long, the vital battle raged. [blood. 
Thetford’s wide champain plains then swam with 
Throng’d hills of slain for ever memorize 2209 
That dismal field of death. The foe prevail’d : 
For many parted chiefs and banded Kings 

Had met to join their powers. King Edmund fled, 
And sought in Framlingham’s old regal towers 
Vain refuge. Sudden the fierce foe pursues : 
And soon by banks of Waveney o’erta’en, 

Beside his rural seat, the Eagle’s hill, 

By Hoxne’s vill they seize the captured King. 
Him there, in mockery of his Christian truth, 
They stript, and naked smote with whips of thorns ; 
Then binding to a tree, they pierced to death 

By the insulting arrows of their slaves ; 2921 
And toss’d in thicket woods his sever’d head. 

But him his countrymen’s assenting voice, 

Pious, and still with saintly fame esteem’d, 

A martyr held: his name was canonized, 

And to the latest time, while England lives, 

The richest monastery of the east, 

Bury Saint Edmund’s shall attest his name. 

Thus fair East Anglia’s province to their power 
The victors add, and sack with impious fire 

Proud Thetford’s fanes, and wave-reflected walls. 
The favour’d east the sovereign Guthrun chose 
For his own regal claim, and joy’d to keep, — 2233 
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Fixing at Hadleigh his chief central seat, 2234 
Where he bis palace held with seemly state, 
Promulging thence his will, and princely law : 
Whence to the sylvan vill he gave its name, 

And here he meditates to die and sleep. 

The realm he parts among his following chiefs ; 
The land the troops divide to Cerdic’s sand, 

And Norwic’s castled town, to upward shores ; 
And to the vills by Caistor’s sylvan camp, 

They add with pride their still-enduring names. 
Proud Regner’s sons to royal York return ; 

For these prefer the fallen Zlla’s realm, 2245 
Deeming Northumbria’s spacious clime their own. 
Now two wide regions of fair England won, 

The north and east, amid the vanquish’d land 
‘The Pagans riot in licentious deeds : 

Their number still augmented by new fleets, 
Whose inroad yet no English fleet opposed. 

By ruthless spoil they forage their wild hordes, 
Their red locks streaming to the frighted gales. 
Endless to tell, throughout the ruin’d land, 

The subjugation of her native race. 

Yet not content with conquests such as these, 
The ambitious Danes soon burn for war renew’d. 
For lo! by concert of assembling Kings, 

Flush’d with the past, insatiate of revenge, 

And with fresh hope of full dominion fired, 

After the east and north o’errun, they seek 

To add the powerful region of the south: 

United soon, they pant to join the realm 

Of southern Wessex to the Danish crown. 

Prone like a torrent, down through England’s vales, 
From the deserted east and vacuous north, 
Southward the foe descends; a countless host. 
Hideous destruction marks their sudden course: 
Horror, and rage, and woe unspeakable. 2269 
O’er all the panic country they lay waste 

The towns and cities and the peopled coasts. 

In their wild march they spare nor sex nor age: 
The public ways are strewn with murder’d dead, 
Toss’d by the threshold of their burning homes: 
They force and kill, or captive bear away, 
Matrons and virgins: helpless infants seize, 

Torn madly from their shrieking mothers’ breast, 
And immolate them to their bloody gods : 
Christ’s holy priests with vengeance they pursue, 
The sacred monasteries sack with fire, 

' Abodes of letter’d peace: churches they rase, 221 
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And sacrilegious rob their treasured gifts. 2282 
Fierce they haste on, till Reading’s castled town, 
Amid the central precincts of the south, [stream. 
Stays their prompt march by Thames’ astonish’d 
The Danes soon master’d Reading, and possess’d 
The town and castle: then a deep, wide trench 
Cutting across the level, spacious meads, 

Along the right bank of the royat vill, 

Join Thames’ and Kennet’s waves, and made the place 
Stand on a perfect island, where they lay 
Garrison’d, as they deem’d, impregnably 

To British power, by strength, no less than art. 2293 
Soon the new fields of Wessex tempt their spoil. 
Scarce three days o’er the alarmed country bear 
The tidings of their advent in the south, 

Ere their wild bands, impatient of control, 
Clamour for fresh destruction, waste, and war. 
Prompt to the call, on the third noon, while part 
Of their vast host construct the mighty mound, 
The Danish earls, with many thronging troops, 
Rush forth to plunder. ‘Them an English power, 
Headed by noble Ethelulf, the earl 

Of menaced Berks, with his intrepid friends, 

Met by the neighbouring vill of Englafield. — 2305 
Fiercely on either side the battle raged ; 

Till when long conflict had worn out the day, 

One Pagan earl now lying cold in death, 

The chiefest portion of his host o’erthrown, 

And fled the rest, the English triumph’d there. 
Dismal the foe esteem’d that fight’s event : 

For here the younger Sidroc, name renown’d, 

In the red bath of blood contending died ; 

A valiant earl, leading his dark-mail’d host, 

Mid havoc of his intercepted power. 

While thus an overwhelming foe assails 

Fair Wessex’ southern realm, now chiefest guard 
Of England’s liberty yet unsubdued, 

And Reading’s town in Berks’ interior vale 

Thus holds their maddening host, the trumpet roar 
Of war invasive at the very gates : 

Of England’s King resounds. Aroused to sense 
Of his true danger, from his royal court 

And high paternal seat at Winchester, 

The Monarch bids the English flags unfurl : 

The ancient standard of the argent Horse. 

The youthful Alfred takes a high command, 

From his loved brother, royal Ethelred. 

Now first he leaves the dear society 2329 
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Of his angelic wife. Though grieved to quit 2330 
Her company, and favourite studious cares, 

He sees the state's forlorn necessity, 

And prompt resolves his country’s ranks to juin: 
For it to yield his life, and for the King. 

Brief was the parting of the mailed prince 

From his beloved: sacred her earliest tears, 

The first of sorrow since her nuptial hour, 

Only till now, rich drops of joy too full: 

The farewell kiss, the lingering dear embrace, 
First of herself, then of her blooming babes, 

By the fond mother offer’d to bis arm 2341 
And due endearment of a father’s love; 

Perhaps, alas! now never to return, 

Nor greet his wife and darling infants more. 

How likest some celestial vision seem’d 

That scene, as beautiful in look she stood, 
Tremblingly mute, yet dignified in grief, 

Between cherubic shapes on either band, 

Mid the fond circle of her graceful train ! 
Butcease! no more—why dwell onscenes like these, 
That but impede distracted memory, 

And from its course divert the soften’d heart ?— 
The brothers straight unite: both then partake 
The holy sacrament : both solemn vow 

At God’s high altar to oppose the Dane, 2355 
To free the land: to conquer or to fall, . 

Priests bless the vow'd emprize: both rapt invoke 
The spirits and the memory of their sires ; 

And under England’s banners blend their powers. 
Vast was the army of the foe: their Kings 
Mighty: but Guthrun, sovereign name, was chief, 
Under whose conduct cruel Oskital, 

And furious Amund join’d in triple league. 
Basseg and Haldene, Kings, conjoin’d their hosts, 
Numerous their princes: Hinguar, Hubba there, 
The kingly Regner’s sons, distinct in rule, 

Came with their magic sisters to the war, 

And wide unfurl’d the enchanted Raven’s sign. 
Frena, a potent Jarl, beneath his sway 

Led on his powers: and to the deluged south 
Counts Sidroc, Harold, Orguil, Fengo, brought 
Their banded thousands, burning for the fight. 

All these and more, with standards streaming dark, 
Usurp the wondering air, and o’er the land 
Scatter distraction and diffused alarm. 

From Winchester’s majestic hill and towers 

The royal brothers toward Reading’s fort 2377 
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Proudly lead on the impatient English host, 2373 
Under the assembled chiefs of Wessex met. 

Here the young Alfred from the warlike train 
Seeks and obtains their favour and their love ; 
Endear’d ere long to every warrior 

Whom he by general reputation knew. 

Soon to the portal of the citadel 

The incensed English hasten, in their way 
O’erwhelming all the Pagans whom they find 
Without the castled walls; marauding bands, 

By boats and barks, or sallies from the gates, 
Amid the night, bent to o’errun and waste 2359 
The green and fertile country far around. 

But English valour could not long allow 

The plunderers here to dwell. In awful fight 

All Wessex rush’d against the captive fort. 

The English host with terrible assault 

Storm the strong castle, and the mounded town. 
Fiercer than northern wolves from every gate 
Burst, the mad Pagans, and with equal power 
Oppose new war. Raged horribly and long 

The battle wide around: the southern air 

Roar’d with unwonted thunder; and the waves 
Of ancient frighted Thames ran red with gore, 2401 
While Kennet’s stream partook the purple flood : 
Ah! not alone then flowing from the veins 

Of foreign foes, but of their native lords. 

For there from very eagerness, and rage 

Of too impetuous strife, confused awhile, 
Impatient of command, the Christian powers 
Retiring, turn’d : the foe the occasion seized, 
Wresting too much the glory of the field. 

Again the English turning on the Danes 

Drove them in flight, with rout, and hideous loss. 
But soon they rallied : Hubba’s Raven stood 
Glaring o’er heaps of slain, disdaining flight. 2413 
Assail’d they fought: the battle raged again 
Ungovernably wild: dispersed around 

Fled England’s power, and left the panic field. 
Dire was the loss that day of England’s host. 
Alas! in that too fatal battle fell, 

Conspicuous among many valiant dead, 

Brave Ethelulf, the earl of honour’d Berks, 

Of noble ancestry, and ancient name, 

Who for his country gloried then to die: 

Ah! deep-lamented by his sorrowing peers. 

His brother placed him in a hasty grave, 

Good Edric, who then took his castled seat 2425 
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At Windsor’s heights, both sprung of one brave sire. 
But soon deep-moved with grief and mingled shame, 
And from strange fright recovering, England’s power, 
From Wessex fields recruited, when four days 
Had either host prepared for bloodier war, 
Follows the foe to Ashdown’s champain tract. 
Thither the rushing Danes had bent their course, 
O’er the Ridge way, from Reading’s menaced fort 
And the forsaken banks of winding Thames ; 
Daring fresh war amid the open plain, 

And bent on conquest, though with desperate fields. 
Past Cwichelm’s low, and Letcombe’s castled site, 
Along those spacious downs, whose ridge of hills 
(Surnamed the hill of Ashes) overlooks 

The rich and fertile vale wide-spread below, 
(Valley more fair than England else may boast,) 
Native to Alfred, where loved Wantage lies 

Mid fair demesnes of Wessex’ ancient Kings, 
O’er which himself and his fond consort oft 

Had stray’d, delighted, when some sylvan spot 
The fair Elsweda joy’d to call her own, 

And sportive claim’d as her inheritance, 

Now hostile Pagans urge invading steps. 

Upon the high top of a beetling hill, 3449 
Above Pendragon’s ancient monument, 

And Offa’s fane-topt vill, that decks the vale, 
Near Ock’s young stream, and Wulfer’s rural town, 
The insulting victors, first arrived, possess 

And fortify around a mounded camp: 
Commanding from its heights the sloping scene, 
And vast expanse of champain fields below. 

At eve the English host, from many a town 
Collected in the hasty interval, 

With eager ardour for the fight renew’d 

Arrive alike amid that spacious scene : 

But by pre-occupying skill compell’d, 2461 
Could here alone possess the inferior ground. 
Eager for battle on the approach of morn, 

Both armies look’d for a decisive day. 

Then for the night King Ethelred his tents 

Pitch’d in intrenchments, raised at Hardwell camp, 
On the hill’s ridge, below the Danes’ ascent, 
Where it surveys the vale and Hardwell farm; 
While the young Alfred, southward, rear’d in haste 
Mounds, and a stony camp, inclosed around, 
Named Alfred’s castle, nearer Ashbury’s vill, 
Behind the ancient woods of Ashdown’s park. 

At dawn the Danish Kings and glittering earls, 
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In two vast bands divide their mailed host; 2474 
The one their Kings, the next their haughty earls,’ 
Led on with haste, in wedges huge array’d, [sun 
Arch’d o’er with steel-bright shields. The reddening 
Seem’d ere the fight to clothe their troops in blood. 
Down from the upper ground a little space 

They draw their sever’d powers in wide display. 
Such order witness'd led the English chiefs 

In like array their battle to dispose : 

And purpose of the wisest men was ta’en, 
Approved in council by King Ethelred, 

That in two parts as well his lesser host 3485 
Should be array’d; the Sovereign to command 
One mighty band against the Danish Kings: 
Prince Alfred with his thronging troops to lead 

A several battle on the opposing earls. 

Promptly the English powers the call obey : 
Whose plumed bands, blue-eyed, their radiant hair 
Fair-streaming to the wind, and in their hands 
Grasping their crooked swords and glittering shields, 
All bright in steely mail and golden helms, 

Soon seize amid the ranks due-order’d place. 

With the King’s power stood on that awful day 
Illustrious Herbert, chief of Dorset’s plains, 2497 
Valiant in battle, as in counsel sage: 

And noble Edric, for his native Berks 

Boldly resolved to conquer or to die: 

The puissant Morcar, to the King allied, 

Of ancient line, high Earl of Vecta’s isle, 

And vales of Hants: and Rayner, thoughtful chief 
Of Somerset, of old and valiant race; 

With many thousands of the royal powers, 

King’s thanes, Gerefas, Shrieves, and Ealdormen, 
Heading with rival flame their hardy bands. 

The young Prince Alfred’s ensigns graced that day 
Full many noble heroes, famed in war; 2509 
The noble Oddune, Devon’s warlike earl ; 

Aylwin, the bold and. gallant chief of Wilts ; 

The generous Osmund, chief of Cornwall’s fields : 
And his brave son, the gallant Athelard ; 

With Alfred’s own loved band, who singly served 
Him as their King from early infancy, 

Troop’d from the pleasant hills of southern Wales. 
First on the field Prince Alfred’s power arrived. 
Ethelred, pious, and with ominous sense 
Possess’d, that never from that field of death 

Heé should return alive, within his tent 

Linger’d full long, hearing religious rites : 2521 
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And in the service of his Master, Christ, 2522 
Against fierce Pagans in that holy war 

Uttering due prayers and fervent orisons. 

With proud defiance, and imperious gest, 
Clamour, and scofts of taunting insolence, 

The maddening Pagans brave the managed field, 
Daring the English to the shock of arms. 

Prince Alfred, inexperienced then and rash, 

And secondary only in the war, 

Could not their haughty port and boastful braves 
Endure, nor his impetuous troops restrain : 

Since either from the field he must retire, 2533 
Or rush to battle ere the King arrived. 

The prince, in choice not hesitating long, 

With too impatient haste to battle led. 

In one condense and mighty wedge array’d, 
Guarded with arching shields and spiky spears, 
Against the Pagans on the upper ground 

With deafening shouts his eager legions move. 
Dire was the shock of conflict: either host 
Seem’d on that onset and commenced assault 

To hang the doom of this momentous day. 

Roar’d o’er the champain’s tract the din of war: 
Shouts, groans, and thunder of loud-crashing arms, 
The trumpets’ clang, the bray of threatening drums, 
Astound the air and fill the startled vale. 

O’er these resound the shrill and answering neighs 
Of war-steeds, fiercely charging o’er the plain, 
With eyes of fire, and nostrils wildly stretch’d, 2550 
Tossing their arched necks and streamy manes, 
Snuffing the scent of blood, and mad with rage, 
Laughing defiance on the enemy. 

Then shield, and steely helm flew cleft afar, 
Riven by the ponderous battle-axe’s stroke. 

O’er the vast plains far-flash’d the glittering swords 
And blood-dash’d mallets, like red lightning fires, 
Or as amid the sky, darkt o’er with clouds, 

Wild meteors rush with long-continued glare. 
O’er heaps of slain, and standards vainly held, 
But sinking torn and bloody to the earth, 

The mingling troops and prancing horses bound. 
The Danes for conquest, spoil and plunder, fight; 
In sight of their own homes the English war 

For life, for safety, liberty, and heaven. 

Their wives, their children, in the vale below, 
Seem almost heard and mingling wildest cries, 

Tn dreadful expectation of the event. 

But ah! against the o’erpowering Danish host, 2569 
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Practised in war, and flush’d with victory, 2570 

The venturous efforts of the English youth, 

However daring, or with prudence blent 

Of chiefs not new to battle ere that day, 

Avail’d not thus alone. Prince Alfred’s power, 

Spite of all efforts, and high deeds of arms 

By his brave warriors on that day achieved, 

Worthy eternal fame and memory, 

By martial Oddune, by the skilful chief 

Good Osmund, and the gallant Athelard, 

Intrepid Aylwin, daring danger’s edge, 

And many a hero bold and valiant thane, 2581 

Was forced to quail. Though bent on victory, 

And confident in hope, yet all in vain 

These found their strength against o’ernumbering 

Compell’d to turn, backward in faint retreat [foves. 

They still lose ground, as from the upper height 

With force renew'd pours down the maddening Dane. 

Still down the slope is press’d young Alfred’s band, 

While his receding banners, long upheld 

With fixed cross, on every station’d ground, 

Give slow way, but each spot contest of earth. 

O’er such retiring steps the Pagan host 

Clamour, with shouts of fancied victory. 2593 

But then King Ethelred, his service done, 

And all his holy orisons preferr’d, 

Fresh o’er the field roll’d on his furious troops, 

Like ocean's waves, rushing to Alfred’s aid. 

He turn’d the fortune of the dubious war: 

Yet not thus won: all day the battle rang, 

Sounding afar with victory’s various shout. 

Awful was then the conflict: to this hour 

Numberless widows mourn the fatal fray. 

Thousands that hour embraced the moisten’d earth, 

Their golden hair all dyed in crimson blood ; 

Grasping their crooked seaxes, e’en in death. 2605 

Who can recount the many deeds of note, 

When all were brave, or what avails with war 

In full detail to pain the shuddering ear? 

Beside a solitary wizard thorn 

That topp’d with ghastly sign a rising hill, 

O’erlooking far below a spacious plain, [rears, 

Mid which, Thorn Farm, thence named, its dwelling 

Fiercest the battle raged. There frenzied shouts, 

Obstinate fury, and quick fortune’s change, 

Varying on either side with new assaults 

Untired, in long suspense controll’d the day. 

There first the magic Reafen droop’d his head, 2617 
VOL. I. HH 
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And furl’d his wings in sign of vanquishment. 2618 
By the sole hand of royal Ethelred, 

Attacking here his foe in single fight, 

King Basseg fell, the mighty Danish chief. 

After whom, elder Sidroc, by the arm 

Of veteran Herbert, on that hurried field 

Died in the strife of combat, unreprieved. 

Fierce Osbern, a famed earl of Denmark’s host, 
Bow’d to the stroke of daring Aylwin’s power ; 
And following him, by Oddune’s troop assail'd 
Amid the terror of confused retreat, 

Earl Fengo sternly press’d the bloody plain. 2629 
By youthful Athelard’s arm count Orguil fell, 
And call’d the goddess-Valkyries in vain. 

Young Alfred, burning for like glorious prize 
And some slight name in this his early field, 

Had fortune that day to o’ercome in fight, 

With aid of his devoted warrior-train, 

The noble Harold, a proud northern chief. 

All these and more of high illustrious name 
Memorized with their death that fatal day, 
Gracing with their renown a field more dire 

Than e’er the southern realm had yet beheld. 

For upon Ashdown’s bloody plain that day —_2641 
The noble Frena, veteran sire of him, 

Surnamed alike, who fell in Exham’s field, 

Slain by unknown hands, to the English yields 
The lasting glory of his wrested fame. 

Full many a memorable event arose 

In this dire war, which here o’erburden’d fame 

To memory gives, but stays not to recount. 

Yet here the veteran Herbert’s prudent skill, 

The venerable chief of Dorset’s fields, 

(Alas! in a succeeding battle lost) 

Drew on his mention never ending praise. 

What tongue can tell or celebrate enough 2653 
The conduct high of kingly Ethelred : 

The generous Cornwall’s stand ; the dauntless acts 
Of noble Oddune, Devon’s warlike earl : 

Of gallant Athelard: the steady arm 

Of Rayner, Somerset’s considerate chief; 

Or haughty Aylwin’s bold intrepid pride ; 

Or faithful Ordmer, since from war retired; 

And Edric, fighting for his native Berks ; 

And Morcar, shaming not his regal line, 

But heading his young offspring to the fight, 

The beardless Siward in his earliest field ! 

Eternal fame and never-dying praise 2665 
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Shall crown the name of many an ancient stem 2666 
And root of England’s noblest families, 

Fresh through all time and to her sons endear’d, 
Who bravely fought on Ashdown’s unmatch’d field, 
And date their honour from this glorious day. 

For their dead King’s and mighty chieftain’s loss 
Dire was the rage of the confused Danes : 
Ungovern’d was their fury, their contempt 

Of death, and oft reiterate assaults. 

All day the battle lasted: when the sun 

Sank in the west and crimson’d o’er the skies, 

He saw the champain of like redden’d hue. —_2677 
The rising moon far o’er the gleamy tract 

Glared like a ghost, and paled her trembling beams: 
For broadly as she rose, she saw engaged 

Both armies, and the landscape drench’d in blood. 
While o’er the red field sternly smiled in death 
Full many a Danish champion, mid his troops, 
Disdaining to survive their leader slain. 

But Providence and care of watchful heaven, 

Not heedless of the prayers of England’s King, 
Favour’d its own just cause; on that proud day 
Decreeing for the favour’d Christian race, 
Fighting for home, for life, their King, their God, 
Triumphant victory ; such as in its scope 

England had never seen before that day. 

At its dim close, all the far-spreading scene, 

After the labours of that various fight, 

Was strewn with thousands of the Pagan dead. 
Yet not alone with these; for in that strife 

Alas! not solely bled the yielding Danes ; 

But many thousand valiant Englishmen, 

And some of noble birth, that day were doom’d 
To buy its triumph with their martyr-breath. 

Late in the tumult of the evening war, 

Earl Morcar fell, than whom a worthier chief 2701 
Stood not among the host, to mourn his loss ; 
Leaving his boy the semblance of himself, 

Young Siward, to inherit his high state, 

And proudly emulate his sire’s renown : 

Nor after failing : but who proved alike 

Fearless for his loved country’s cause to die. 

Then too another English noble fell, 

Brave Ingwald, youthful Harold’s valiant sire, 

A King’s thane, leaving his untutor’d son 

In guardian care of his much valued friend, - 
The noble Edric, earl of sylvan Berks : 

Who after, with his own adopted boy 2718 
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Took him to live, and both together rear’d 2714 
Beside the woods of Windsor’s ancient towers. 
All night, and through the whole succeeding day 
The remnant of the foe dispersed fled : 
Confounded, routed, terrified, amazed. 

Them all that time pursued on every side 

The victor English, thundering at their heels, 
With unrestrained vengeance, noise, and power, 
O’erwhelming all o’erta’en, until the foe, 

Gains by a general undirected flight, 

Through many a vale, and field, and public way, 
The refuge vain of Reading’s late-won fort: 2725 
The sole asylum which their panic knew. . 


‘* When now the victory was fully won, 
Hush’d the loud roar of war, and all was still, 
The English host, return’d, survey with awe, 

The vast extent of those wide champain fields, 
And mark the multitude of fallen dead. 

From the surrounding region gathering fast, 
Exulting in the news of victory, 

The assembled country hastes to Ashdown’s plains : 
All ranks, all ages, people of the vale, 

From honour’d Wantage, and her echoing streets, 
Her joyous palace, and her willowy groves, 2737 
And from the villages beneath the hills 

Along the Ickenild way, that through the vale, 
Stretching, divides them from the ridgy heights 
Which from rude gusts defend their shelter’d peace : 
And where the young Thames flows into the vale, 
And Childrey’s site, where stands its antique fort, 
Sparsholt’s fair vill, and Offa’s sylvan town, 

And past the hill that high o’erbrows its fields, 
And Wulfer’s rural cells, and Compton’s fane, 
And Kingston, or the regal town o’th’ isle, 

And where from Childrey’s boundary runs along 
A trenched mound toward Lambourn’s royal vale, 
And Bishopston’s demesne, and down beyond 
Fair Ashdown’s woody park, and shepherd dells 
Of Ashbury, whence point the veering hills 

To Abury and heights of spacious Wilts. 

Forth from the roused valley hastes away 

Full many an English wife and noble dame, 
Seeking her spouse, or son, or friends most dear. 
Unspeakable is then her raptured joy, 

Who after terror of that clamorous war, 

Finds on the field of fight her hero safe. 

Ab! words may never “tell, nor memory lose 2760 
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The unutterable transport of that hour, 2761 
When in the mingled scene the lovely wife 

Of young prince Alfred met her husband saved. 
O’er her fair cheeks roll’d tears of ecstasy, 

And when her throbbing heart awhile had eased 
Its speechless sighs, low accents faintly breathed 
In murmurs sweet her grateful thanks to heaven. 
Yet oh! amid such joy the various plain 

Was not unblent with signs of deepest woe ; 

The shriek of agony, the clasped hands, 

Looks wildly raised on high, the statue-form 

With locks dishevell’d, moans, and floods of tears, 
That there o’er many a face of beauty stream’d, 
While many a fond and tender female found 

Her husband, father, youth, or friend she loved, 
Stretch’d cold and bloody on the senseless earth. 
Wide o’er the crimson’d scene the general throng 
With curious awe, and admiration, stray, 
Surveying every object worthy note. 

And chief they crowd around the lonely thorn, 

By which long raged the furious strife of war, 
And mark afar its dismal vestiges. 

Then to the honour of the English dead 

So nobly fallen in their country’s cause, 2784 
O’er all that broad and open champain tract 

The host construct green mounds and earthy tombs, 
Innumerous scatter’d o’er the verdant downs, 
Pointing to after times the scene of fight : 

Many along the Ridge-way side, as wont, 
Fronting Sparsholt, surveying thence the vale 

E’en to the distant hill of Farringdon. 

Moving amid the melancholy scene 

(After the rites of holy obsequies,) 

Bards o’er the dead with echoing harps resound 
Dirges and mournful hymns, and to their fame, 

In presence of their consolated friends, 2796 
Attune the due meed of perennial song. 

That duty done, a solemn thanksgiving, 

By sacred heralds, on command, proclaim’d, 

Calls now the congregated martial host, 

And all the vast assembled multitude, — 

In long procession o’er the field of death. 

Upward they move toward the late Danish camp: 
Where on the summit of the topmost hill, 
O’erlooking all below the champain tract 

And the wide precincts of the general vale, 

_ Altars are rear’d; by which in crescent ranks 

In sight of their saved homes, the grateful throng 
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Kneel to the God of victory, and pour 2809 
Meekly to heaven their pious orisons. 

No trumpet sounded, nor the beat of drum 
Betray’d a note of war; but all was peace: 

And o’er the silence of the bending hosts 

Alone was heard the meek and trembling voice 
Of some vow’d shepherd of Christ’s heavenly faith, 
In thanks to God for true religion saved, 

For life, for freedom yet to England deign’d > 

And o’er the altar raised to Him they serve, 
England’s triumphant standards lowly bend. 
Which rites perform’d, in token of success, 2820 
Upon the verge of that high eminence 

Where stood so late the Danish tents, now won, 
And the black Raven glared o’er all the vale, 

The English regal standard is advanced, 

Bearing the ensign of the silvery steed, 
Conspicuous o’er the scene for many a league. 
Then at the King’s behest, to consecrate 

The memory of that unmatch’d victory, 

Upon the north-west side of that proud hill 

In view of Alfred’s birth-place, the loved vale 

Of Wantage, and the sovereign’s wide demesnes, 
In presence of himself, the youthful prince, 2832 
The assembled nobles of the land, the fair 

Of southern England, and the country’s flower, 
The martial troops and eager people cut 

Along the circuit of that ridgy slope, 

Deep in the verdure-clad and chalky turf, 

An artful trench of wondrous amplitude; 

Shaped in the figure of the argent Horse, 

Salient in triumph, bounding at full speed ; 

The ancient Saxon emblem and ensign 

Derived of old from far-famed Witichind, 
Embracing first the Christian light of truth : 
Thence the loved standard of the Saxon Kings, 
His royal race, and Brunswick’s honour’d line ; 
And still amid their sacred banners borne: 

After by Hengist and famed Horsa’s arms ~ 
Transferr'd of old to fair Britannia’s shores : 

Still, (as we trust) through never-ending time 

To be advanced on high by England’s sons, 

The pride and glory of posterity. 

From that high day, victory’s perduring sign, 
Distinguish’d thence by all the country round, 

For ever shall to after time record 

The memorable triumph of her sons: 

And give a new name to the sacred vale 2856 
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(Richest and fairest in wide England’s bounds) 
Surnamed henceforth, ‘ the valley of White Horse,’ 
And this proud height be named, ‘the White Horse 
A simple, but expressive monument; [ Hill :’ 
Nor all unworthy of our England’s fame: 

But which, perhaps, may for duration vie 

With Egypt’s everlasting pyramids ; 

And mighty tombs of her unfading Kings. 

Then to preserve still fresh the hallow’d sign, 
Which else in lapse of ages, eating time 

Might overgrow with green and hiding turf, 

The assembled King and people here ordain 

That from henceforth for ever shall be held, 2868 
At stated intervals of following years, 

A rural festival, and meeting gay 

Of proud lustration, which shall thence be named 
‘‘ Scouring the Horse ;” when each succeeding race 
Of this proud neighbourhood, the valley’s flower, 
All ranks, all ages, taught by sire to son, 

Shall celebrate the joyous ceremony : 

Shall vie alike to clear the hallow’d mount, 

And bright display their ensign to the vale. 

There shall its future sons all pleased contend 

In manly games, and exercises bold, 

Around Pendragon’s hill and ancient tomb, 2880 
Beneath the standard of the argent Horse, 
Renew’d with care, and glittering o’er their heads. 
The struggling wrestler’s match, the lively race, 
The ball, the sport of capture or escape, 

Shall bid each bosom swell with honest joy, 

And burn to bear away the festive prize. 
Witnessing whom, to crown the jocund scene, 

Fair village-maids through all posterity, 
Anticipating long the wish’d-for day, 

Shall bring fresh wreaths and garlands for the brave, 
And with their smiles reward the youths they love: 
Displaying charms of beauty yet unborn, 2892 
Never to shame their country’s native grace. 

Then as they blend in pastoral dance and song, 
Music shall echo o’er the tranced vale, 

The pipe’s shrill whistle, the loud tabor’s beat, 
The shepherd’s soothing flute, the mellow harp, 
Or sprightly rebec, till descending eve 

Shall seem too quick intruding on their sport, 
While every rustic heart shall throb with glee. 
Bards too shall add their vying minstrelsy, 

And England’s ancient warriors still record. 

There too the future nobles of the land 2904 
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With their due presence shall delighted grace 2905 
The common feast, and with their favour cheer: 
Honouring thus the memory of their sires, 

Whose names shall then be ever fresh-exchanged 
With fondest claim and renovated pride : 

A sacred legacy of Alfred’s day, 

To the brave inmates of his native vale, 

Which thus may keep alive in England’s youth, 
Through the descent of long posterity, 

Their natural valour and true English spirit; 

That still remembering mutual union’s band, 

They may alike for aye in time of need 2916 
Be found their country’s bulwark and defence: 
Taught by incentives such as these to rouse 

Their sons to equal virtue with their own. 

Still to uphold the grateful festival, 

The sovereign and the nobles then decreed 

Lands in the vale to be for ever charged 

With obligation duly to repair, 

And clear this ancient sign of victory, 

Deeming it as a nation’s monument, 

Which all would feel a duteous pride to save, 
Lest in the track of long corroding years 

Creeping oblivion should the signal veil, 2928 
And shroud the glory of their ancient sires. 


‘* Nor less in memory of the fallen Danes, 
Afterward in a short-lived truce, their bands, 
Permitted, rear beyond the fatal thorn, 

To their King Basseg’s deathless memory 

A monumental tomb; with solemn pomp, 

Due rites, and obsequies of elder time 

Paid to the last remains of northern Kings. 

In presence of their nation gather’d round, 

The priests of Odin, and assembled bards, 

And magic prophetesses, vow’d from youth 2939 
To Frea, heaven’s high Queen, with choral hymns 
And spells of Runic verse and charmed song 

To memory given, record his glorious name; 
Fallen in the field of battle, sword in hand, 

And sitting now among the throned gods 

Amid Valhalla’s golden palaces. 

With pious care his living followers 

On the hill’s summit, by the Ridge-way side, 

(As was the ancient custom of the north) 
O’erlooking Sparsholt’s site and vale below, 

A little mile from Hardwell’s tented camp, 

Dig a quadrated plot of raised ground 2951 
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Above the common level of the earth, 2952 
And with huge stones, at measured interval, 
Upraised on edge, surround to mark the spot. 

Set in the midst of such due-order’d range, 

A burial-altar rose, where three huge stones 

At angles rear’d, upon their top receive 

A rude flat table, covering their extent, 

Whereon was carved in Runic characters 

King Basseg’s name and fate in Ashdown’s field. 
So placed, these form below a hollow cave, 
Fronting the Ridge-way side, whence thither led 
An avenue, alike by stones mark’d out, 2963 
Conducting to that place of sacrifice, 

Destined, (so hope the Danes) for many an age 
To honour with due rites their hero’s ghost. 

From whom too named in constant memory, 

In manner of the time, a neighb’ring vill, 

High Letcombe- Basset, still preserves his name. 
Next in memorial of the fallen earls, 

Scarce from King Basseg’s tomb a little mile, 
Down turning leftward from the Ridge-way side, 
Amid a neighb’ring vale towards Lambourn’s site, 
Where in their way toward Reading’s fort o’erta’en, 
Most fell in swift retreat, the Danes upraise, 2975 
Beside a hollow well of sacrifice, [surnamed 
Seven green and earthy mounds: tombs, thence 
“Seven barrows,” which for ever memorize 

To after time the fall of seven proud chiefs, 

All Danish earls, two Sidroc’s, sire and son, 

The noble Osbern, Harold, Frena, (sire 

Of him who fell in Exham’s following field) 
Orguil, and Fengo, each of honour’d name. 

And these around, to faithful warriors 

‘Of noble birth, who with them proudly fell, 

Near thrice ten other verdant tombs are raised, 

To consecrate their deathless memory. 2987 


** Such victory won, the English fondly deem 
No more remains of hideous war to meet. 
Alas! too soon the Danes, yet unsubdued, 
The glory lost in Ashdown’s dread defeat 
Retrieved in part in Basing’s bloody field. 
Thither the war transferr’d its fiery haste: 
Again the magic Raven’s banner’d sign 
Collects the vengeful foe, and mighty chiefs, 
Scaped from the scene of death: fierce Oskital, 
Relentless Hubba, Haldene, potent King, 
Intrepid Hinguar, fallen Regner’s sons, ‘2998 
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Awund the bold, and Guthrun, sovereign chief. 
Ensued a battle where the English host 

Endured a brief defeat: which fight scarce done 
Now all unlook’d, another mighty host, 

Borne in throng’d fleets from Denmark’s peopled 
Exulting to their nation’s aid arrived. [coasts, 
Sad were the tidings to the English ear, 
Portending war prolong’d and miseries new. 

But undismay’d the English host survey’d 

The horrid preparation : all resolved 

To guard their wives and daughters from the grasp 
Of savage insolence, to shield their homes, = 3010 
And save their land, her altars, and her throne. 
Fresh battle woke: ’gainst the confederate power 
Of the recruited foe, two little months 

Scarce fled away on too impatient wings, 

Ere amid Merton’s field both armies met, 

For conflict fierce opposed in vast array. 

Dread was the issue of that shock of arms: 

And Merton’s gory plain, alas! was doom’d 

That day too sadly to commemorate 

Defeat and sorrow to the English power. 

For here the flower of English warriors fell, 

Smit by the locusts of the boundless north. 3022 
In this dread field the royal Ethelred 

Received a mortal wound: the furious Danes 
Glutted hot vengeance, and proud Regner’s ghost 
E’en with the death-blow of fair England’s King 
Was scarce appeased. Ere set the labouring sun, 
Seemingly conscious of the nation’s doom, 

The King with choicest powers led on the war, 
Dealing untold destruction on the foe ; 

Until alas! too soon the destined aim 


Of a strange javelin smote the royal chief, . 
In the full glory of heroic zeal 
Bravely encouraging his martial troops. 3034 


His golden helm all pierced, the sovereign sank, 
Stunn’dwith thewound, from his high-bounding steed, 
And ere he fell, thus dizzy, struck again 

By the fierce falchion of a Danish chief. 

That hour what untold acts of valour graced 

The English host, saving their menaced King 
From the near capture of the shouting foe ! 

The noble Ordmer, since from war retired, 
Achieved that day deeds of immortal fame, 

And bore his sovereign from the battle’s edge. 
Then mingling near amid the horrid fight, 

Upon that field good bishop Heamund fell; 3046 
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Ah! mourn’d of all: yet in his country’s cause 

A sacred martyr, round whose deathless name 

A crown of glory shall for ever shine. _ 

Deep was the sorrow of the English powers, 
Knowing their King smit with a fatal wound. 

But who may speak young Alfred’s sense of grief, 
When in the midst of that wild-hurrying war, 

He learnt his brother at the gasp of death ? 
Resign’d, the King bids all fight on; directs 

His wounded bleeding body to be borne 

Straight from the field of fight: him thence away 
His followers bear upon their hollow shields : 3058 
While still the living chiefs, with fiercer rage 
Prolong the battle. Unavailing then 

Was all the bravery of the English host. 

Dismay and panic smote them, as they saw 

The countless multitudes of Pagan foes, 

And untried fury of the new-arrived. 

Vain was all valour, till relieving night 

Drew thence each army. When the work of death 
Had ceased, and pause could lend a thought to grief, 
Young Alfred hastes away, with gentle care 

To visit, where he lay, his languishing 

And dying brother, in the shelter’d vill 3070 
Of Wittingham. The King, ere he departs, 

With fainting voice, in presence of the chiefs, 
Bids Alfred still oppose, nor fear to die 

For his dear country; to the afflicted youth 
Confirms and solemnly commits the crown, 
Saying, ‘ This troubled heritage to thee 

I yield, my brother; may it on thy head 

More easy rest, than it has sat on mine. 

It is thine own by right: no less by will, 

And solemn compact ’mong succeeding sons, 

Of our deceased father Ethelwulph, 

But by our grandsire Egbert’s wisest doom, 3082 
Counsell’d by Alstan, his sage minister, 

Who will’d the empire ever should be one. 

I charge thee, well provide with ample state, 

And see is theirs all that their father doom’d, 

For the two princely sons, the royal stock 

Of our dead brother Ethelbert, the youths 

fEdelm and Athelwold, who still abide 

Among the eastern nobles, in their court 

At Steyning kept, amid those provinces, 

Of old the eldest prince’s appanage, 

Where our late royal father sadly spent 

The last few years of his divided reign, 3004 


476 KING ALFRED. 


Amid his minish’d train, and sorrowing died. 3095 
So shalt thou best, meseems, conciliate 

The eastern Lords of Surrey, Sussex, Kent, 

Who favour more the younger princes’ claim, 
And from thy side and rightful call secede, 
Preferring that these ancient provinces 

Shall still remain, as erst, the princes’ part, 

And union to the English throne deny. 

My own loved daughter Thora I commend 

To thy sole care, and when myself am gone, 

Be thou a father to her opening youth. 

Do this for me, while I shall sleep in dust; 3106 
Let her have careful nurture, and fit state, 

And at thy prudent choice and ruling will, 

Match her in marriage for her happiness, 

And for the general welfare of the realm. 

For now, methinks, thus on the verge of death, 
With prophet-spirit I divine, or dream, 

That from this scion of mine own shall spring 

A royal line, which shall awhile possess 

As in her issue’s right, the English throne. 
Whatever heritage and sole demesne 

Is mine, let her retain: I know thou wilt. 

But be thy kingdom’s union still thy care: — 3118 
And may God’s blessing prosper all thy deeds.’ 
Winburn’s high minster in Dorsetian vales 
Entombs the King’s remains; where he is laid 
With hasty obsequies of transient pomp. 

Brief were the tears, and scant the songs of bards 
That o’er his grave embalm’d his memory. 

For all the nobles were compell’d away 

To bend unresting thought on claims of war. 

Soon as in haste the sovereign they inhume, 

They call young Alfred to his tottering throne. 
Heaven best can tell with what reluctant pain 
Alfred received a crown, and on him took 3130 
Chief government, for still his brother’s loss 
Rankled within him, and contemplating, 

Then but a youth, the many weighty cares 
Claim’d at his hands, his heart unequal sank. 
Though from his earliest years he aim’d to fit 

His mind for worthy deeds, and to defend 

And bless the people, grievous was the crown, 
Which with wont pomp at Winchester’s high shrine, 
With general sanction of the assembled realm, 
Agreeing nobles fix’d upon his brows. 

A reputation fair the youth possess’d, 

(Unvalued gem), and for this cause was loved. 
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But he knew life must pass in endless broils; 3143 
A life, which he had hoped he might have given 
To contemplation, peace, and letter’d ease ; 

Yet he accepted cares of state; invoked 

God’s favour and good providence : he felt 

His country claim’d his service ; that her friends, 
Almost despairing, might without his aid 

And presence pine, or yield them to the foe. 

The honour, safety, of the English crown 

Became his charge: he took the sacred pledge. 
To the young princes, his dead brother’s sons, 
Mild Acdelm and aspiring Athelwold, 3154 
Alfred, well pleased, assign’d meet state: nor sole 
Their father’s private heritage, but gave 

Of his own choice fair towns and large demesnes, 
To train their youth to high and worthy deeds. 
But still such gifts not wholly satisfied 

The eastern chiefs of Sussex, Surrey, Kent, 

Who still, aloof, with policy unwise, 

And sullen port, from Alfred’s court withdraw, 
Nor join the sovereign’s call to needful war. 
Obedient to his dying brother’s will, 

The young and Jovely Thora Alfred gave 

To meet instructors, duly to instil 3166 
A princely education, and ordain'd 

State suited to her rank and dignity. 

Ere yet a little month beheld him King, 

The restless Pagans his gore-spotted crown, 

Ta’en from the field of blood, made gall his brows. 
The re-assembled foe his presence call'd 

With his collected but all-wearied host 

To give them battle. What avails it now 

To tell with varying voice the many dread 

And fierce encounters, which still banish’d peace 
In early years of his disturbed reign ? 

What boots it to relate the hard escapes, 3178 
Dangers, and toils, which fond and partial fame 
Recounts the sovereign patiently endured ? 

His spirit lived in ceaseless enterprise, 

And strange commotion: but to meet the time, 
Needed invention and no lingering act. 

In matters of high moment oft he found 

Prompt resolution, and quick action win 

What counsels slow and hesitation lost. 

Nine battles, each in set and throng’d array, 

One year in its brief circle saw him meet, 

With mutable success: unti] at last 

On Wilton Hill in adverse conflict stood 3190 
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The embattled hosts. Terrible was that fray ; 
On either side full many a noble heart [power 
Fell, pierced with wounds. Vast was the gather'd 
Of either army; dire the loss of each. 

Battle so oft repeated to the Dane 

Soon taught him to respect the new King’s name. 
Yet dubious was the advantage. Alfred here 
Was joyful to conclude a league of peace; 

Ah! bought unwisely with exacted gold. 
Engaging then to quit fair Wessex’ bounds, 
Hostages are delivered by the Dane 

Of noble chiets. The rest in peace depart. s202 
But sole to seek again the vanquish’d north; 

Or eastern clime late-won, or London’s walls, 
Held amid inner Mercia’s precincts wide, 

To settle there, preparing future fields. 

Oh! peace impolitic, shortsighted, vain, 

And lamentable! which too late the King, 
Unskill’d, and hasty, hating needful war, 

By after-gain’d experience deadly proved. 

War was his safety; not mean peace so won, 

By league inglorious, and at pleasure broke. 

But he had long desired and yearn’d for peace: 
For in some interval of rest he sought 3214 
To effect designs, deep-brooding in his mind, 

To guard and much improve his native land. 
Hence, immature, and by a youthful mind 

Now borne away, the counsel he disdain’d 

Of his experienced nobles, who more long’d, 
With plain, direct, and genuine English spirit, 

A juster sense, and truer loyalty, 

To prosecute the war and force due peace. 

Still anxious for the quiet of the realm, 

And peace on any terms, when these, distress’d 
And seeing war's necessity, besought 

The youthful King resistance to maintain, 3226 
He their just claim neglected, or disdain’d: 

And inattentive to his kingdom’s need, 

In that first vital and supreme behalf, 

Allow’d his ardent thirst for studious peace 
Against his nation’s safety to prevail : 

Passion, his nobles understood not then ! 
Purpose, whose sad effect the King now sees 
And blames: in fullest force he feels the loss 

Of his good subjects’ confidence, and owns 

He well deserved their high and shewn disdain. 
Then did the good and venerable man 

Adulph Saint Neot, to the King allied, 3238 
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With spirit of true prophecy endued, $239 
To thoughtless Alfred these grave words address: 
‘ Why swell’st thou thus with pride? The time shall 
When vainly so exalted, thou shalt fall. [come, 
O! King! in this life thou shalt suffer much ; 
Distress, that no man’s tongue may tell it all : 
Worn out by enemies, misfortune’s sport, 

And by thy people’s scorn yet more depress ‘d : 

In thy own kingdom too a fugitive, 

None then shall know what has their King befallen. 
But if thy headstrong follies thou repent, 

And learn true wisdom from adversity, $250 
Thou shalt find mercy, and with use redeem.’ ” 


The stranger for a moment paused: when here 
The good old father of the cottage home, 
Touch'd with so tender strange humility 
And so unlook’d confession, interpleads : 

And with excusing words would thus approve 
The league of peace, so by his guest deplored. 


‘* Pardon, if for a time my humble thought 
May interpose extenuating cause 
Of conduct, which my guest seems prone to blame. 
Methinks, by motives amiably good, 
The King was govern’d, even if he err’d. 
Fondness for study, and for arts of peace, 
From infancy acquired, induced the deed. 
And in this interval of quietude, 
(Enduring, as I deem, seven happier years,) 
The King found time and leisure to begin, 
And to the wond’ring nation plain announce, 
Schemes of improvement and composed peace, 
That would have bound society in bliss: 
Whose purpose e’en my humble note perceived ; 
And which full surely had the King matured, 3272 
Had not again abhorred war return rd, 
After too brief a pause, till all was lost. 
Wherefore, my kind, instructive guest, I ask, 
That pausing for a while from mournful war, 
And turning from the Pagans’ horrid deeds, 
You change the story to a softer theme: 
And tell what blest designs the willing King, 
In the few years of hard-won peace allow’d, 
Both had concerted and in part achieved.” 


To whom with joy the stranger thus replied. 
“‘Gladly, my generous host; since tis indeed 3283 
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Those efforts, that to England’s claim can be 3284 
The only palliation and excuse; 

To deem, this dangerous and illusive peace 
Brought to the nation some faint shew of good. 

My own heart too more in the arts of peace 
Delights, than fury of detested war ; 

Needful at times, but ah! most grievous still. 

In peace alone the sovereign seem’d to joy: 
Therefore more pleased will 1 essay to tell 

What was attempted in the few short years 

Of ill-bought peace, and vain tranquillity. 

For lull’d awhile in false security, 3295 
It but awoke destruction worse to come; 

A hush’d deceitful calm, that more prepared 

The lowering storm and hurricane of war, 

Which after in one general overthrow 

Whelm’d England’s throne, and ruin’d all her realm. 
Thus of few passing years a pause allow’d, 
Alfred, who knew occasion must be seized, 

That life itself is but a service held 

Under a special Providence, employs 

Ardent his every hour on works of peace, 
Congenial to his soul: and lest he lose 

A single hour, his ready art invents 3307 
Tapers, assign’d to burn a stated time 

By day and night, that each at his due task 

_ May find him regularly occupied. 

By habit fix’d, his time he thus divides : 

One third to active business of the state : 

One third to thought and meditation’s use: 

One third to recreate the body’s health. 

Much he attempts, and much in part attains. 

Now he essays long-meditated schemes : 

And what he wrought a happy earnest seem’d 

Of what he might have done; had but the foe 
Peaceful remain’d, nor fresh-appearing war, 3319 
Like fire, converted all into itself. 

Yet o’er the land a gradual prosperous change 
’Gan smile: success beam’d on his infant hopes, 
As the sun courts the first frail buds of spring. 
Yet not the less the King (if yet he lives) 
Cherishes in his heart those fondest cares. 

For he had now, labouring with restless zeal, 

His dream by night, his anxious thought by day, 
Begun to guard his kingdom from approach 

Of new piratic hordes: he saw this end 

Sole by a native fleet could be achieved, 

Of power to cope with all invading foes, 3331 
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And guard his island by its wooden walls. 3332 

First, therefore, of his subjects numerous crowds 

He strict employs to fell forests of trees, 

Of these to found a navy, and collects 

Artificers of various kinds, and wrights, 

Able to build a ship from models shewn, 

Selected by his own comparing skill ; 

Part from the Danish fashion, part from barks, 

Which in his travels through Italian ports 

The King had seen. Ensues no dull delay. 

On every coast, while pause of peace allows, 

The King each day has multitudes at work; 3343 

The time for rest allotted is supplied 

By others, in their stead, toiling by night. 

Thus he employs each hour on this high charge. 

For well he knew that Britain, as an isle, 

Must ever to her naval bulwarks owe 

Her best defence, which purpose to his sons 

He sigh’d to leave as his best legacy. 

From Norway then an admiral he brings, 

Who erst had visited the English court, 

Octher the brave, whom with magnificence 

He entertains, and o’er the rising fleet 

Selects to rule, when launch’d amid the main. 3355 

Full oft the King, delighted, many an hour 

Lists to the tales of Octher, of strange lands 

Which in his former voyages he saw, 

And thence the King the northern nations’ state 

Enquires. With fond emotion they converse, 

And hope, of countries yet to be explored, 

Both northward, and beyond the richest east, 

And glowing west. Octher the purposed fleet 

Of Alfred nominates a royal work, 

And pleased the King the stranger’s praise attends, 

Auguring thence good omens to the state. 

The King then meditates ships to construct, 3367 

Not sole for fight, but for commercial use ; 

Both to defend the realm, and to begin 

Traffic with foreign climes: to interchange 

His country’s produce, and bring home new wealth; 

To make Britannia’s isle the favour’d mart 

Of commerce, and a nation prone to trade. 

The empire of the seas he thence conceives, 

For ever by her sons to be maintain’d. 

The King then vows, if Heaven will deign him power 

To perfect this his favourite work, the boast 

Of his own time and many a future age, 

He will dispatch, soon as occasion yields, 3379 
VOL, I. I J | 
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Ships to the sacred east, who shall convey 3330 
Messengers to her isles, and spread abroad 

~ By holy men the Christian light of truth, 

A blessing and a hope to untaught men : 

To speed his seamen on new voyages 

Of bold discovery and strange enterprise, 

Not less than wealth, who homeward may transport 
Benevolence and thought of doing good ; 
Mingled with treasures, spices, gems, and gold, 
And products in his country yet unseen ; 

That Britain may be honour'd far abroad, 

And be the glory of her native sons. 3391 
Then Alfred, proud, for such his guardian fleet, 
England’s first navy, a new ensign forms, 

And dooms, in place of the white-bounding steed, 
(The warlike standard of her elder sires,) 

That England’s gallant ships shall after bear, 

In emblem of her noble purposes, 

Upon an azure ground (the hue of heaven) 

The red cross spread: thence ever to become 
The flag of England through perennial time, 

And be alike by her brave army bome, 

Whose loved sign victory shall still attend. 

Nor less the sovereign turns his active thoughts, 
To guard around the menaced realm by land: 
And other labourers, toiling day and night, 
Employs, to build anew, or to repair 

Castles o’er all the coast, which may prevent 
Future irruptions of the foe, and these 

He fills with garrisons of armed men: 

Repairs his wasted cities, scarcely one 

Unhurt by fire, and many a ruin’d town. 

O’er all his kingdom he establishes 3412 
Generals, and governors subordinate, 

Bound to be ever ready at command, 

With gather’d power to quell the insurgent foe. 
Which cares while thus his subjects tend, himself 
Bent also to restore and to preserve 

Internal order, peace, and useful arts, 

Causes his general kingdom, with the site 

Of every town and river, to be mark’d 

And cautiously described, that he may know 

Its relative advantages; from whence 

He parts the country into several shires, 

Whieh while he names anew, (divisions past 
Destroy’d) he forms more natural boundaries. 
Over each county then he stablishes 

A ruling chief, a noble earl, to guard 3427 
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Its military and its civil state : 3128 
Then, justice to preserve in gradual scale, 

Ordains a hundred families to join 

Under one governor, the borough’s head. 

These again into tens, for ease of rule, 

Under one head selected from themselves, 

He subdivides, and orders each liege man 

Into some tything to enrol his name: 

Of whom each member for his fellow’s life 

And conduct is made pledge unto the King. 

Thus justice from the lowest man ascends 

Up to the King the fount and judge of right. 

Then that the course of justice still might be 3429 
Uniform, equal, certain, next the. King 

Collects and diligent digests the laws, 

Common within the land, and to improve 

Their use, selects what best to him beseems, 

And fitting best his realm. Studious he reads 

Of various nations the known institutes, 

And draws from these their choicest benefits. 
Culling from British, Saxon, Danish laws, 

From Roman, Trojan, Greek, he mingles all 

With Christian truth, and rules of holy writ. 
These with the aid of various learned men, 

From foreign lands invited, whom the King 3451 
Royally treats, delighting in their talk, 

The King translates, and zealously collects 

Into one certain and adapted code, 

Fill’d with the excellence and sum of all: 

And to loose customs one clear system gives. 
Knowing the genius of the English race, 

Their lofty, free, peculiar character, 

He founds a Constitution, which he deems 

They still will reverence, and to time's last end 
Will save e’en with their blood ; where power may be 
Cautiously balanced, and each state and rank 

Of people own their proper interest, 3468 
And ’gainst each other be a check and guard. 

A King, the organ of the public voice, 

And (to prevent the nobles’ rivalry,) 

Hereditary, the chief instrument 

Of power executive, prescribed and known; 
Thence not a tyrant, but in sovereign state 

By all supported for the general good ; 

Like as in nature, in the state of bees, 

We may perceive well-order’d government: 
Nobles, to move about the royal throne, 

With liberal wisdom to advise and aid ; 3475 
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The people, by election free to choose 3476 
Fit representatives, who too shall join 
Deliberation on the state’s affairs : 

Each order thus with consultation due 
Mingling, to settle wisest policy ; 

Evils prevent or heal, to frame new laws, 
Revenues raise, and govern well the realm. 
Then to maintain true freedom, and prevent, 

In its enjoyment, malice all and art, 

The King ordains that no man shall be tried 
For charged offence, civil, or as a crime, 

Save by a jury of his peers; twelve men 3487 
Sworn to return true verdict to the law: 

That every Briton may be made as free 

As his own thoughts: held only to just bounds 
Of order’d liberty. The laws he frames 
Embrace the general weal, and thence he hopes, 
That well enforced, yet with a beam divine 

Of mercy temper’d, flowing from the throne, 

A Constitution such as this may prove 
Liberty’s bulwark, shield of equal rights, 

The solid glory of each future age, 

His country’s pride, the envy of the world. 


‘‘ Then widely o’er the kingdom to diffuse 
Knowledge and useful learning, he explores 
His realm for learned men, but finds, alas ! 
Few south of Humber, worthy of his note : 
All had been murder’d by the ruthless Dane. 
From foreign countries and remote retreats 
The King invites, and at his court receives, 
Full many men of liberal sciences, 
Whose high renown fill’d every mouth with praise : 
The polish’d Grimbald, whom the King had seen 
At Rheims, when journeying to imperial Rome ; 
Adulph Saint Neod, Alfred’s early friend; 3510 
Wise, faithful Asser, from Saint David’s see, 
Sought in his early realm of southern Wales ; 
The learn’d and travel]’d Erigen the Scot, 
A pupil erst of Erin’s learned isle, 
Call’d from the Gallic court of royal Charles ; 
Plegmund, of Canterbury’s holy see 
Archbishop high; Werfrith, of Worcester, name 
Revered; and from the Mercian province won, 
Werulph and Athelstan, both bishops famed. 
With these, and other skill’d accomplish’d men, 
The studious sovereign spent full many a day 
Of fond affectionate delight: and strove 3522 
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By their good counsel, converse, and due aid 3523 
Both to commence and perfect all his hopes, 
Which, prompted by these wise and virtuous men, 
He had achieved, had not for some good end 
Heaven’s doom denied, or but (he trusts) delay’d. 
Winning instruction far beyond his thought, 
Which to this hour with grateful heart he owns, 
With these he studied learned arts, or heard 
Their various talk, and foreign travels’ use, 

And from such blest occasion much enlarged 

His sphere of reading which for practice most 

He chooses, apt to purposes of life. 3534 
With these retired in Woodstock’s sylvan bowers 
Within the ancient palace of his sires, 

From books of sage philosophy, from bards, 

The page of history, from holy writ, 

Alfred, assisted by his able friends 

All eager in the pleasing task, collects 

Practical wisdom, which may best inform 
Himself and people: for ere long he hopes 

Such studies to disseminate to all, 

And mingle rich instruction with delight. 

Nor less, from teaching of these holy men, 

Than from his own reflection, now he learns 3546 
Deep on his mind impress’d, the Christian truth. 
He longs, by reading, the result to know 

Of wisest men’s experience, and their thoughts, 

In every age and country, and from such 
Observers accurate of human life, 

Inspiring virtuous sentiments, he culls 

Their choicest sayings, loved from earliest youth. 
Now too the King commits to memory 

Full many bardic songs, and minstrel tales, 
Pleasant or serious, yet with moral fraught ; 

And listens from the learned Erigen, 

Skill’d in the tongue of Greece, (whose classic clime 
His steps had visited,) old Homer's song 

And tale of Troy divine, (to English turn’d) 
Prized by the mighty conqueror of the world, 
Great Philip’s son, and by his tutor sage, 

As the best manual for the sons of Kings : 

At times that tutor’s own so varied lore: 
Sometimes the Greek tragedians, teachers high 

Of moral wisdom; or at changeful hour, 

The lordly thunder of Demosthenes : 

Or lapt in vision’d ecstasy, attends 

Divinest Plato, whose rich truth reveals 

Virtue, in fancy’s fairest robes array’d. 3570 
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After, accomplish’d Erigen explains 3571 
The Latian harp: Virgil’s majestic song, 

Whose tomb the King in Italy had seen ; 

The bard who in immortal numbers sung 

The first foundation of imperial Rome. 

Then the gay Horace, Virgil’s lively friend, 

Both to the generous Mecenas dear, 

And without envy moving at the court 

Of high Augustus, stars of equal fame, 

Delight and glory of his polish’d age. 

Sometimes with charmed ear the King attends 
The stream of Tully’s order’d eloquence : 3582 
Neat Terence’ wit, and scenes of pictured life ; 
Or fabling Ovid’s wild and magic lay. 

These much delight and teach the English King. 
Himself too, in his hours of privacy, 

Attempts the lyre, with aught of fancy’s gift, 

And frames familiar song, or sportive tale. 

Thus fitted, or prepared, the King concerts 
Among his people widely to promulge 

Good morals, and the gather’d principles 

Of steady virtue, whence they may become 
Lawgivers to themselves, and may abstain 

From evil through a conscious hate, but bear 3594 
Within them the desire of worthy deeds. 

To which proud end the King by minstrel bards, 
By writings multiplied, by public schools 
Ordain’d in every part, by varied means 

Of wide dispersion ’mong his countrymen, 
Conveys and spreads not dull and tedious lore, 
But songs, and winning tales, and maxims brief, 
Sententious precepts, and proverbial rhymes, 
Easy of memory, which with gentle charm 

May win their way into the captive heart. 

These, to the people’s pleasure suited well, 

Fond they retain, and oft communicate, 3606 
Father to son, friend to his fellow friend ; 

And which in oral parlance passing soon, 

The labourer to his cheer’d companion sings, 
And rustics tell beside their cottage fires. 
Common the subjects, guides of daily life ; 

Yet these brief rhymes much did the King admire, 
That teach us virtue’s native loveliness, 

And paint the foul deformity of vice. 

For what was Orpheus’ fable, he would say, 
That drew along hearts hard as trees or stones, 
But the delight men took to learn his laws ? 
Alike the Druid by sweet poesy, 3618 
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(Divinest gift), drew veneration deep, 3619 
While the bard held the delegated rank 

Of teacher and of prophet ; and reveal’d 

His precepts to embalming memory given. 

Nor did the King in such his task forget 

Models of imitation, (highest sure 

That ever yet were deign’d to mortal man) 

The wisest Solomon, aud Christ himself, 

Who taught by precept or by pleasing tales, 

With moral, obvious to the plainest sense. 

Then as the monasteries and retreats 

Of sacred learning all had fallen a prey 3630 
To the relentless Dane, the King resolves 

T'o re-establish science, and to found 

Some public seat of every liberal art. 

Oxford he chooses, which was erst the home 

Of Greek philosophers, abiding there. 

The King intends that thither noblemen 

Duly resort, and send their rising youth 

To learn religion, laws, and polish’d arts : 

That skilful men shall here profess to teach 

Each liberal science, and its elements 

Publicly read. These learned halls the King 
With many nobles solemnly attends, 3642 
And hears with various eloquence display’d 
Languages, numbers, music (heavenly art !) 
Poesy, oratory, logic, laws; 

The systems of the stars and worlds above. 

This noble seminary he endows 

With an eighth part of all his revenue: 

Here instigates his earls and governors 

To study laws and just morality, © 

Or else forego judicial dignities. 

Whence soon in moral science and good laws 

His nobles grew expert : and justice, well 
Administer’d, spreads happy order round. 3654 
Observing too the Danes’ fierce character 

And savage superstition, (whence he knows 

To value more the Christian light of truth, 

Mild, peaceful, heavenly true) the King is bent 

To cherish scared religion, and restore 

Her genial comforts o’er the fainting land. 

He chooses good and venerable men 

To fill his dignities episcopal, 

Who with their pious counsel may instruct 

His people; to the drooping soul inspire 

Due solace, and their office well become. 

Then all the humbler orders to employ, 3666 
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And train them to habitual industry, 3667 
The King promotes the culture of the soil, 

Arts, crafts, and manufactures various; 

Equal to those remark’d in foreign climes. 

And to this end Alfred invites from far 
Experienced foreigners, to teach their arts, 

Whom royally he treats, and overlooks 

Their labours, that the arts ’gan flourish wide. 
Domestic structures more commodious rose. 

His palaces a royal form assume, 

With a magnificence unseen before, 

And architectural grace, to England strange. 3678 
The cultured lands new wealth ’gan pour amain. 
All industry advanced the general weal. 

Alfred a chief part of his revenue 

Devotes to public works: to beautify, 

Adorn, enrich his kingdom: to construct 

Bridges, and public ways, and every art 

Promote for life’s convenience, and repair 

The hideous desolation of the land. 

Diffusive was the fervour, and mankind 

Seem’d emulous to serve his every wish. 

Nor bore he not in mind, with fondest care, 
Whate’er might cultivate, improve, secure, 3690 
Decorous manners, and good polity, 

Iu camps, in courts, in halls, or humbler homes : 
Whate’er might tend to cherish and exalt 

The kind affections, and domestic ties, 

Love’s sweet endearments, friendship’s offices, 

All the blest feelings with which heaven has deign’d 
To dignify our nature, where alone . 

Our Maker we resemble, and present 

His image, ever kind, benignant, good : 

Of whom, in haughty, selfish, kindless souls 

No likeness may be traced ; unfit to share, 

And but disturbing, heaven’s eternal peace. —_ 3702 
Such was the opening view that on the King 
Dawn’d in these few short years: yet ah! it seem’d 
Soon but a dream : too brief the respite proved 
From all-absorbing war; nor did its call, 

From fresh disturbance of the foe, allow 
Perfection of these meditated hopes. 


**¢ Meanwhile the chief part of the Pagan Danes, 
Under their mighty sovereign Guthrun led, 
From Wessex’ rescued province upward march 
To winter amid London’s precincts wide, 
Then subject to the Mercian Burthred’s rule. 3713 
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From these the Mercian vice-roy buys, alike 3714 
Reckless, with added gold, a transient peace. 
Then entering London’s spacious city proud 

They fill its crowded streets and crescent walls, 
Its tower’d barbicans, and massy gates. 

They dedicate to Odin Paul’s high fane. 

Some o’er its one wide bridge of piled wood, 
Cross Thames’ wide stream, and on its banks repose: 
Some o’er the space without Lud’s western gate, 
Suburban, near Moelmutius’ temple old, 

Along the fields and strand of silver Thames, 

To Charing’s vill and Sebert’s palace towers, 3725 
And Thorney’s isle and sylvan abbey’s walls, 

Fill their white-crowded tents with resting troops. 
Here glad they waste the tedious winter’s hours. 
Thus tranquil, and at ease, (and thence surnamed 
The clement Danes,) in this fair site they spend 
Their hours in revelry, in songs of bards, 

In tournaments, and jousts, and splendid feasts : 
For these they deem the sole heroic cares, 

In time of vacant, short-enduring peace. 

Soon as fresh spring-tide call’d their steps away, 
Most beyond Humber rove, and winter’s gloom 
In Torksey’s fertile fields consume, beside 3737 
The tract, where rise proud Lincoln’s ancient towers. 
Again the Mercians buy ill-fated peace. 

But burning still for battle, and again 

Forgetful of their league, the country round 

The Pagans spoil: and unresisted pour 
Innumerable over Mercia’s plains. 

Flush’d with increasing power, their general camp 
They fix by Trent’s fair banks, at Repton’s vill, 
The ancient seat of Mercian sovereignty, 

And mausoléum of her elder Kings. 

Thence, after changeful battle, and fresh leagues 
With princely Burthred made, all unobserved, 3749 
At last the Danes, by treachery favour’d too, 

(For ah! e’en Kenwulph, Burthred’s minister 
Raised by his love to confidence and power, 
Disloyal left his countrymen and friends) 

From his disturbed throne by force and fraud 
Expel the heart-broken and desponding prince. 
They spoil his spacious province unopposed. 
Affecting was the scene, nor from the thought 

Of Alfred, or of those who near him lived, 

Ever effaced, when hapless Burthred came, 

In fearful haste, to Wessex’ southern court, 
Attended by his weeping, beauteous spouse, 3761 
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Alfred’s dear sister, sharing his sad steps. 3762 
O’erwhelm’d in deep despair, he clasp’d the knees 
(Good, venerable man) of England’s King.— 
Piteous to all bis accents such as these. 


‘** Oh! honour’d sovereign, a last farewell 
We come to take: defeated by the foe, 
Whom Iate in battle we have vainly fought. 
All hope, and every stay, o’erthrown and lost, 
We purpose now to leave the ruin’d land, 
Which we no longer can defend, nor bear 
To see its miseries. All attempt is vain 3772 
With all my power. For e’en my favour friends, 
Those most on whom I built my trust and hopes, 
Who chief had shared my confidence and love, 
Forsake me. Kenwulph, with a Mercian host, 
Has to the foe revolted, and takes part 
Now with the Dane on terms of amity. 
I with my dearest wife, thy sister loved, 
Hence shall retire to Rome, where I may spend 
The remnant of my life in pious peace. 
Fly, Alfred, fly with us, ere yet too late : 
Save, save, thyself, thy spouse, and these thy babes. 
The enemy is at thy very gates, 3784 
And soon resistless will o’errun thy realm.’ 


‘‘Tothese sad words, Burthred’sfond consort adds 
Like grief, and like persuasion. While they speak, 
Each on the neck of Alfred, or his spouse, 
Hangs, mingling tears. In vain the King essays 
To cheer and comfort the disturbed pair, 
O’ercome with panic fear, with toils and grief : 
Bids them indulge some gleam of better hope, 
Not yet extinguish’d all, nor thus to quit 
Their friends, their country, but with him to die; 
If not in peace, then on the field of fame. 3795 
But vain the mention of surviving hope ; 

Vain all persuasion. Lost in deep despair, 
The good and gentle Burthred, fate-resign’d, 
Retains his purpose: tells that by the coast 

' A ship awaits him, amid which, to save 

His consort’s life, his household and himself, 
He straightway shall embark. The sister then, 
Bent to accompany her much-loved lord, 
Takes of her brother, of his Queen, their babes, 
A fond and sad adieu: and o’er the cheek 

Of female beauty while the mutual tear 
Tenderly streams, and on the children’s lips, 3807 
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Innocent mingling in the general grief, 3808 
Fervently the repeated kiss is press’d, 

Oft the departing sister prays the Queen 

To seek her safety with her infant train. 

(Alas! that luckless fortune since has made 
Such sad advice prophetic to them all!) 

Then praying heaven’s protection on their ways, 
Absorb’d in woe, the exiled pair depart. 

At Rome arrived, still on the bitter thoughts 

Of his lost country brooding and its fall, 

Few were the days, ere hapless Burthred died. 
Nor intervened long space, ere his fond spouse, 
Widow’d and desolate, the prey of grief, 
(Awhile noviciate in religious rites 

Amid the abbey fane of Padua) 

Forsook the foreign land, and sought again 

Her own loved native country. Here once more 
With joy her royal brother and his Queen 
(Elapsed between full many an hour of woe) 
Receive her, and her sorrows strive to heal 
Within their southern court at Winchester. 

A second mother to their little flock 

She soon becomes, and as her only friends 
Esteeming Alfred and his gentle spouse, 3831 
She serves them with a reverential love, 

And yields a grateful and heartfelt return. 


‘* Thus Mercia’s rightful sovereign expell’d, 
The Danes to Kenwulph, the seceded chief, 
Give of the province the deputed rule: 
The stipulated meed of his revolt, 
To him they yield the spacious realm to farm, 
On mean conditions: that himself should pay 
Vast annual tribute, and large imposts raise 
From abbeys rich and burghers of the land, 
And poll its merchandize and harvest wealth ; 3812 
And should beside, whene’er their high command 
Should ask, resign the substituted sway. 
Next it was rumour’d, that ambition, long 
Brooding in Kenwulph’s heart with covert guile, 
Had moved him thus, e’en with his country’s loss 
To elevate himself. A private league, 
With treason’s wonted artifice conceal’d, 
Long with fierce Oskital had been maintain’d, 
That Kenwulph should withdraw the Mercian host, 
And, (price of his secession,) should receive 
The Mercian sceptre ; should betroth his fair 
And only daughter, (with her mother then 3854 
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Living in privacy,) to be the wife, 3855 
Or mistress, of the savage Danish King. 

But it was famed, that Kenwulph’s virtuous wife, 
Loyal and good, the contract stern denied, 

And check’d his mad ambition: which the Danes 
Suspecting, straight surprized her castled home, 
And slew her: but the daughter, whom they thought 
To seize and bear away, their captive prize, 
Found not; for she, o’ercome with shame and fear 
Of such a hated match, had sudden died.”’ 


Here stops abrupt the stranger’s narrative: 3865 
For from the listening virgin’s countenance 
Has fled the roseate bloom: all pale she looks, 
And trembles, deep-affected with the tale; 
Then strangely moved at heart, she drooping faints. 
The party rise alarm’d, and to her aid 
Haste with assiduous care. The veteran dame 
Tends her, as with awaked maternal care; 
And with the stranger, (whose sad tale she deems 
Woke such emotion in the gentle maid,) 
The ancient matron, angry, bids him cease 
A story, that disturbs one so beloved. 
Obedient bows the guest. Affecting then $877 
And lovelier in distress the maid appear’d : 
Beauteous, as if some guardian angel, touch’d 
With pity for the woes of mortal man, 
Might for a moment lose the tincts of heaven, 
While transient shades o’ercast the form of light. 
Recovering soon, by ready succour lent, 
The tender virgin opes her modest eyes, 
As first a lily to the morning ray, 
Timidly sweet, unfolds its silken leaves. 
Gradual the native colour of her cheek 
Returns, and trembling changes. Might recal 
Her beauty then, to playful Fancy’s eye, 3889 
The hour, when Cupid, at the feast divine 
Of Hymen, dancing in delirious joy, 
O’erturn’d upon a rose, milk-white before, 
The nectar’d bowl, whose purple juice transform’d 
The Queen of flowers into celestial red. 
The stranger marks surprize and mute alarm 
Perplex his host and his bewilder’d spouse ; 
Nor fails some secret mystery to awake 
His roused suspicion: till again desired, 
Most by the maid herself, who gently tells 
She longs to hear the varied story’s end, 
Press’d too by Denulph, tho’ his meddling spouse 
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Dissents, and adds, herself has heard enough, 3902 
Nor wishes that again the gentle maid 

Should hear the train of treason, war, and grief. 
Quiet beside the cottage fire restored, 

The stranger thus relates the story’s close. 


‘* Kenwulph himself yet lives: and still retains 
Mercia’s deputed sway, the prize he sought. 
’Tis said, (alas! it grieves me while I speak, 
For once I loved the man) his life, though spent 
In princely pomp, and all the shew of power, 
Which ’gainst his country fatally he turns, = 3912 
Is yet unhappy; that he lives deject, 
Compell’d by tyrant Danes to many a deed 
His soul abhors: to rob the innocent 
And peaceful servants of Christ’s holy faith ; 
To plunder from the swain the produce won 
From his own fields by hard industrious toil, 
Till all the country pines in want and woe. 
Culture and commerce languish and decay. 
Gloomy and sullen-sad, and lost in thought 
Of deep repentance and remorse, amid 
His idle palace, he no pleasure finds 
In songs of bards, in feasts, or cheerful talk. 3924 
Such sorrow on disloyal breach of faith 
And mad ambition waits: and proof he feels 
That his vain splendour cannot make him blest; 
Tortured with conscious pangs. For not alone 
Faithless ambition on the state brings down 
Main hurt, and fear, and danger, but torments 
The secret causes too, and will at last 
Deadliest of all themselves afflict, who quit 
The paths of honour and sincerity. 
Yet did not all to Kenwulph’s hope secede ; 
For to the glory of fidelity 
Be it for ever told, that some brave chiefs 3936 
Among the Mercian old nobility 
Sternly refused the rebel ranks to join. 
These loved the value of a virtuous name 
Beyond the shew of power or fading pomp. 
Each framed remonstrance firmly these repell’d, 
That sought to slander Alfred and his chiefs ; 
(Since ’tis alas! the heavy destiny 
Of what is high, easiest to be exposed 
To envy, and detraction’s poison’d tongue) 
These loyal to their country and their King, 
Unshaken, unseduced, new honour gain’d 
Nobler than servile treachery ever won. 3948 
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Yet oft ’tis seen that men of humbler birth = s949 
And mean condition (which perchance may crush 
Early the native vigour of the mind) 

Grow through their after-life in principles 

Servile, and selfish, apt for treachery : 

While men of nobler race, train’d up with sense 
Of truth and honour, oft esteem all trust 

A sacred pledge, which they adorn and guard 
With courage that ennobles of itself. 


‘* Victorious now awhile, the restless Danes 
O’errun the fated realm. From Repton’s towers 
And far-famed abbey, sack’d with untired spoil, 
Some, led by Haldene, mighty King, depart 
Far mid the precincts of the vanquish’d north. 

But sovereign Guthrun to the favourite east 

With avaricious Oskital, and him, 

Amund, the gay and pleasure-loving chief, 
Returns. Some pleased resort amid the walls 

Of ancient Cambridge, and its fertile fields. 
Guthrun the wide East-Anglian province holds, 
Where with some shew of law he still maintains 
His head-court, amid Hadleigh’s shelter’d seat, 
From whence he holds in tributary sway 3971 
Gippeswic’s fair town, and Orwell’s lovely banks, 
And Harwic’s haven wide, and peopled shores. 
But ere another year’s unwelcome peace 

Had worn the patience of the warlike Danes, 

By general command their hosts assail 
Unconquer’d Wessex. Endless were the toils 
By day, by night, of Alfred and his chiefs. 

Ere long the foe surprizes Wareham town, 
Whose castle frowns o’er the Dorsetian coast. 
Thither from every part the Dane collects 

His countless fleets, intending to subdue 

With congregated power the southern realm, 3983 
Now sole unconquer’d. Dire the cruelties, 
Outrage and horror, which the invading foe 
Committed on the region thus surprized. 

But to the suddenly invaded scene, 

Resolved on proud defence, and with the wrongs 
Of his dear country fired to dauntless zeal, 

The English King reluctant victory [towers. 
Won from the o’er-mumbering foe by Wareham’s 
Compell’d, the Dane with Alfred here concludes 

A solemn treaty of continual peace : 

Which with most holy vows the Danish chiefs 
(Ah! vain security, and weak the trust !) 3995 
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Confirm, and by their swords, inscribed with charms, 
They swear (wont pledge of their most binding oath) 
And by the sacred relics of the church, 

To quit the English realm with all their ships, 
And never more disturb its rightful sway. 

A mutual pause is lent for parting feasts. 

Reigns universal joy, and every face 

Shines with new pleasure, while detested war 
Seems beckoning far away his bloody train. 

Yet ah! illusive was the dream of peace. 

Scarce ended were the festal ceremonies, 

Ere at the silent hour of dead midnight 4007 
The perjured foe, such holy vows disdain’d, 
Assail the English camp with furious storm. 
Terrible was the conflict, to this hour 

Deep in my memory fix’d; for I some part 

Bore in the wild affray that fatal night. 

Grim darkness groan’d with slaughter, and events 
Miraculous arose: while overpower’d, | 
Confused, amazed, the English army fled 

In hideous rout, on every side pursued ; 

. Yet scaped entire destruction, thus assail’d ; 

Not, as I deem, without heaven’s present aid. 
Oh! had the general union of the realm 4019 
But from the first induced one solid war, 

Nor every province watch’d its neighbour’s fall 
Singly, successive, till its own was near, 

Such had not been, as now, the nation’s doom. 
Too late experience has a lesson taught 

Of truth, and valour, scarce to be redeem’d. 
Dismal was then the loss! in that dread field 
Alas! the good, the noble Siward fell, 

Whose memory yet each English heart adores. 
Yet, to succeed the honours of the dead, 

That fight young Edgar’s ardent valour proved, 

A brother worthy of his gallant race. 4031 
For fame the youth yet burns, and many a deed 
Has since assured his claim to envied praise. 
Then too was lost, ta’en captive by the foe, 

Good Osmund’s son, the generous Athelard : 
Whose death believed, each soldier, chief, and bard 
Pour’d the heart’s tribute of sincere regret. 

High was the gratulation, proud the joy, 

When ’scaped from chains and menaced sacrifice, 
The noble youth was by his father found, 

In deep distress, stript, famish’d, and abused, 
Yet led in safety to his wondering troops. 

New forces added to the English powers, 4013 
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Again in adverse battle they attack 4044 
The Dane, encamp’d by Exham’s walls: again 
Astonish’d victory on their valour smiles. 

But terrible and near the danger press’d, 

And from that awful scene of gathering war, 
Alfred with meet precaution, all-alarm’d, 
Convey’d his tender wife and cherub babes 

To safer shelter of good Anselm’s towers. 

Then on the main, while from Dorsetian coasts 
The Danes a countless fleet to Exham’s port 
Lead with fresh succours to their shrinking cause, 
A naval fight arose, not lost to fame, 4055 
Which still must Swanage-bay gild with renown. 
There Alfred’s new-contrived unpractised ships 
Tempted a daring battle, and gave proof 

And earnest to his wondering countrymen, 

What proud defence such wooden walls could yield. 
The King was present with his gallant fleet, 
Joining brave Octher in this proud essay 

To meet the foe upon the insulted main, 

And shield by ships invasion from his isle. 
Unbounded was his transport, when the event 
Proved prosperous, and surpassing fondest hope: 
Unwonted joy fired every English breast, 4067 
Presaging a new bulwark against the foe. 

Elate with such success the English host, 

Then smites the foe, in Exham’s walls retired, 
And wins by storm the long-defended town. 

Sad were it to relate each various chance 

Of adverse battle that evoked the tear 

Of many a widow and the song of bards. 

Lost in these wars were many noblest chiefs 

Of glorious mention, heirs of deathless fame. 
Lamented Herbert, veteran sage and bold, 
Closed then a life that was his country’s long, 
And died in his last blood his silver hair. 4079 
Young Harold fell, Edric’s adopted son, 

And long the virgins mourn’d their favourite’s death. 
The royal Berthun too his life resign’d 

On valour’s bed, ere from the royal hand 

He won full many a purposed gift, but gain’d 

The meed of his fidelity in heaven. 

The Danes retire: again a league of peace 

Is purposed, that they quit the ravaged realm. 
Yet ah! how mutable are human hopes, 

How fickle fortune’s ever-changing hand ! 

Scarce was the furious contest closed, ere came 
Certain report, that now another host 4091 
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Of Danes innumerous by Chippenham’s town 4092 
Had, from a new fleet disembarking, join’'d _ 
There their fierce countrymen with matchless aid. 
Sank then all English courage, every hope 

To save from ruin their devoted land. 

Vain the persuasion of the afflicted King. 

Treason too now ’gan rear its hated head. 

The vain Hianfrid sought himself to raise 

Upon his country’s fall, and with his power 

First prematurely join’d the Danish ranks; 
Example deep detested by the good, 

Leaving a name, scorn of the brave and bard. 4103 
All fled: the gallant army, now resign’d 

To sad despair, dispersed a thousand ways. 

The King himself, deserted, and alone, 

Seeking his proper safety, sorrowing, flies. 

Within the hoped retreat in Anselm’s towers 

He seeks his wife, his infant babes, in vain, 

And tender sister, Burthred’s widow’d spouse ;— 
The castle by the Danes had been surprised, 

And all these dearest objects of his love, 

(’Twas deem’d) fell victims to the spareless sword.” 


A gushing tear bedew’d the stranger’s cheek— 
Falter’d his voice—a deep sigh struggling check’d 
For some brief pause his piteous narrative, 

Till thus he closed his strangely chequer'd tale. 


‘* Now no where can be seen one English band: 
All! all is lost: the Danes o’er all the realm 
Reign unresisted ; power is all their own. 
Disorder, murder, ruin, sacrilege, 

Usurp infuriate anarchy: the foe 

Rioting marks his track with blood and fire ! 

If the King live, methinks within his breast 

Burn yet some sparks of unextinguish’d hope. 4125 

Tho’ all be lost, tho’ friends have traitors proved, 

Though fied is all his host, and rules the foe, 

Though cruel fortune all his dearest hopes 

Has wreck’d, and on him heap’d severest griefs, 

Yet if I know his purposes aright, 

Within him, even still, there lurks the trust 

That Providence will his dear country save 

By means, unknown as yet, and unbethought, 

Till gradual time shall work some happier change. 

You here live happy : nor the cruel foe, 

Disturbing this retreat, has ’mid these shades 

Of humble peace effused his spoiling rage. 4137 
VOL, I. K K 
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That you may never feel the touch of pain, 4138 
Ne’er know the horrid doom of waste and war, 
Save in relation at still hour of peace, 

Which may but seem invented to amuse 

The cottage inmates at their evening fire, - 

But here in rural quiet wear your lives, 

Enjoying every bliss that heaven can give, 

Ere to its happy mansions you depart, 

Shall be your grateful servant’s daily prayer.” 4116 


C. Whittingham, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane. 
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BOOK IX. 
[charm’d, 

HUS ceased the stranger’s tale: all deeply 

Gaze on him with a new and strange delight. 
Repeated question from the good old host, 
The wondering dame, or from the modest lips 
Of the sweet maid, asking of many a chief 
Or famed event, educes prompt reply.— 
Till Denulph thus: ‘‘ What reverence is due 
To the good statesman, to the soldier brave, 
Who for their country patient undergo 
Hardships, and toils, and perils, such as these, 
Exposing peace, and life, to pain and death ! 
Distinction, glory, are their just reward, 12 
And ever be their worth felt and admired.” 


Sighs the soft virgin, and a tender tear 
In silence glistens o’er her vermeil cheek ; 
Evincing sensibility unwont. 
Full many a fond expression each returns, 
Of kind affection and due gratitude, 
Sentiments that much please and move the King, 
Of other dear affection now bereft. 
He too for such his kind reception yields 
Warm thanks: and all seem satisfied and blest. 


Winter yet reigns: chiefly within the cot 23 
The rustic occupations now proceed. 
The fodder’d cattle with their fragrant breath 
Scent round the healthful air: less copious milk 
Still to the cottage yields delicious food. 
Resounds at times the flail: or on the lawn, 
The snow removed, among fell’d trees the axe. 
The unknown King with willing care assists 
His mistress, now more meek and courteous grown, 
And oft declining his attentive aid. 
The gentle maid he marks more pensive grown, 
More winning in her thoughtful melancholy, 
Which o’er her beauty throws an added charm. 35 
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Faithful and fond in heart she seems, and oft 36 
Betrays a secret pleasure, when at eve 

Quiet they gain the stranger’s company. 

N ow too he first from the concealing cave 

Brings his loved harp: beside the hearth at eve 
Its strings resound with no unskilful touch: 

Nor wants his voice to sing some practised air 

Of Saxon minstrelsy, or bardic lore. 

While through the leafless woods the roaring wind 
Echoes like far-off thunder, his sweet harp 

Tunes in the cottage its delicious tones, 

And makes its peace seem like some scene of heaven, 
Where angels dwell, and mid retired light 

Spend in still ease their ever-various hours. 


Struck with the virgin’s meekly pensive air, 
And form most delicate, that seem to speak 
Thought, feeling, education, far above 
Her humble state, the King finds more and more 
His various sympathy awaked to learn 
From her own lips her real hsitory. 

Himself he not discovers, but appears 
Some former soldier: seated at her side, 
He ventures soon in lonely hour to ask, 58 
If he to know her story may intrude; 
For much and long his fancy has believed 
Her true condition higher than it seems. 
He bids her fear not; trusted, he may prove 
Not worthless of her confidence, perhaps 
May much befriend her, when more happy time 
May yield occasion. Nor long pause occurs, 
Ere the sweet, generous maid, with yielded trust, 
And downward look, beautiful as a rose 
That gently bending on its tender stalk 
Bows earthward, while it opens to the sun, 
Thus modestly reveals her winning tale. 70 


‘«« Since, generous stranger, in thyself I see 
The native traits of genuine nobleness, 
I will declare my private history, 
With trust I know thou never canst abuse. 
I am not Denulph’s daughter. Strange events, 
And sad alas! for me to memorize, 
Have placed me here. Not that I therefore pine, 
But bless kind Heaven for this beloved retreat. 
My name is Emma, and believe me, friend ! 
T am indeed that very, hapless maid, 
Kenwulph’s once happier daughter, whom thyself 81 
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Hast in thy moving story gently named. s2 
My earliest youth was in his castle bred 

Mid Warwick’s pleasant vale in studious ease 
And sweet tranquillity. Instructed there 

By my good mother, saint for ever blest, 

(Dear name, by me ever to be revered ! 

Nor her remembering can I check these tears) 

In virtues that were peerlessly her own, 

(Never her excellence must I attain) 

Suited to my condition: there she sought 

To teach me reverence of the Deity, 

Obedience, meekness, and fidelity, 03 
A woman's duties, and design’d as hers. 

She hoped to see me, as she said, some time 

The loved companion of some virtuous chief. 

Thus occupied, we follow’d not to wars 

My sire, who under Burthred, Mercia’s prince, 
(For many years his minister and friend) 

Held often-trusted power, and absent long 

From us at varied intervals remain’d, 

In dangerous fields, or else on cares of state ; 
Thus rarely visiting his quiet home. 

So pass’d the time, peace still in view, for sure 
We hoped the foe would be subdued at last, 105 
Under the conduct of our noble King, 

Great Alfred, (whom wherever yet he lives 

God prosper and protect!) or Burthred’s care, 
The spouse of Alfred’s sister, loved of all, 

Whose sad and timeless fate 1 deeply mourn. 

But once while on some expedition gone 

My father absent stay’d, how was I lost 

In mute astonishment and frenzied fear, 

When my good mother secretly reveal’d 

(Oh ! never can my soul her words forget) 

That my dear father, (tears still check’d her voice) 
Cherish’d ambitious thoughts, and led away —117 
By hope to be himself made Mercia’s King, 
Under sworn fealty to the treacherous foe, 

Had late resolved to abandon Burthred’s side, 
His friends, his country’s cause, now hopeless 
In vain my virtuous mother, while he told [deem’d. 
His dismal purpose, wept, and her advice, 

With all her soft endearing eloquence, 

To scorn such fatal power, had fondly given. 

She deem’d he must have been by villains base, 
Seeking themselves to raise on others’ fall, 
Seduced from duty, and believed his heart, 
(Ambition but withdrawn,) most kind and good. 129 
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But oh! what terror thrill’d my starting soul, 
When more I learnt that my unhappy sire 
Had e’en design’d, me, his unconscious child 
To make an instrument of these wild hopes : 
Had e’en contracted that I should become 
The wife, or rather the detested slave 

Of Oskital, or some fierce Pagan King ; 
That long my pious mother had in vain 
Dissuaded from designs so dire as these 

Her too aspiring husband, and with tears 
Implored him his dread purpose to resign: 
Minded him what dishonour on his house, 

- And on her own, (herself of noble line, 
Known and esteem’d at court, the sister loved 
Of worthy Rayner, Somerset’s high earl) 
Such treachery and foul revolt would bring. 
Alas! what evil genius then possess’d 

My sire! the prospect he could not resist, 
E’en won so foully, to be call’d a King. 

He brook’d not under Alfred, or his friend 


130 


141 


Good Burthred, who had given him trust, to serve, 


But scorn’d their gentle favour, and still held 
With the fell Pagans secret conference ; 
Purposing, when occasion meet arrived, 

With his obedient vassals to revolt, 

And add his power to the too-puissant Danes, 
Who should reward his zeal with kingly state, 
And seat him on deposed Burthred’s throne. 
Ah! deep it grieves me, while I thus recount, 
Or e’en remember, such my father’s faults ! 
How dearly did I love him! for I thought 
Him of all men the best. And surely too 

In spite of all his failings he was good. 
Gentle in heart, though from ambition blind. 
How did he love and dote upon myself! 


153 


Yet puff'd with vain ambition, deem’d perhaps, 165 


Erring, to elevate his daughter thus. 
How can I e’er forget those happy hours, 


When many a time return’d from dangerous war, 


Wounded perhaps he patiently would sit, 
My mother by his side, and has endured 
Longer his anguish that his wound might be 


Soothed by the touch of my unpractised hands. 


Pleased with my little efforts, he would smile, 
And tell me, I must learn the healing art, 

If e’er I hoped to be a warrior’s wife. 

And when unskill’d the pain I could not ease, 
Then gently would he raise me in his arms, 


177 
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And with a father’s fondness kiss my cheek, 178 
The tears then glistening in his dark-brow’d eyes. 
Pleased then he stroked my head, and bade me be 
Good, kind, and faithful ever. But I lose 

My tale. My father absent, when I learnt 

From my loved mother his conceived intents, 
Young as I was, I shudder’d, terrified 

To learn me destined to become the wife, 

(My will unask’d,) of a fierce Pagan chief, 

Whom I had never seen, and fear’d to see, 

A Dane, an enemy. My mother wept, 

And told at last she knew no way save one, 189 
Sad as it was, such purpose to prevent. 

*Twas this; that ere my father sought his home, 

] from his sight should be convey’d away 

To some remote and sheltering retreat. 

I stood amazed, o’erwhelm’d with grief. We wept 
Each on the other’s neck. My mother then 
Proceeded thus: That she had full revolved 

The dismal purpose in her mind, and sought 

Best to devise prevention, but could meet 

None but this sad alternative: that I 

Must for awhile forego my father’s home, 

My mother’s company, perhaps some years, 201 
Till she my father might persuade to quit 

His dread resolve, and could myself restore 

To comfort and to safety : that she knew 

A good, old man, who in a lonely vale 
Sequester’d lived, within a cot’s retreat; 

Who erst had been a servant of the King. 

She long had known his tried fidelity 

While in the royal roof, and had admired, 

What time at court she tended England’s Queen, 
With Alfred’s sister, Burthred’s friendly spouse. 
That the old man had from a jarring world 
Retired to meditation and to peace, 

With his aged matron-wife, and sought to fit 
Themselves for heaven in undisturb’d repose. 
Here, my fond mother said, my child, thou’lt find 
A safe retreat. Thou art not yet much known 
Among the nobles, rarely seen at court, 

And though much favour’d by the Mercian Queen, 
Shewn but in private, nor much led beyond 

This thy paternal home. There thou may’st seem 
Awhile as daughter to the cottagers. 

Already to the good old man I’ve sent - 

Note of my wish, and promised him reward 

For his fidelity: assured him, thus 225 
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Receiving thee, he will on me confer, 226 
And e’en on Alfred’s cause, abundant debt, 
Which after-time to him shall full explain. 

The attentive cottager agrees, and vows 

Solemnly never to reveal thy state. 

Go then, my child. While yet thy father stays 
Absent with most of his domestic train, 

I will attend thee with one faithful friend, 

As on some pleasant journey, and return 

Without thee, giving out that thou-hast died 
Suddenly on our way, by accident, 

From stroke of robbers, or of roving Danes, = 237 
Invented easily. Which feign’d belief 

I will uphold, till thy lamenting sire 

I gradual from rebellious thoughts can win, 

And to bim can again present his child, 

Pure and yet free. Rest satisfied, whene’er 

Time serves, I’ll visit thee, and tell thee all 

My mind and state: what chances still occur, 
And what hope grows of safety and return. 
Address’d thus tenderly what could I do, 

But to her kind advice consent, though sad 

To me the parting from my mother’s side? 

Me she accompanied: and hither soon 2419 
I was conducted, weeping, where I since 

Have quietly remain’d, some years roll’d by, 
Seeming the daughter of my gentle host, 

And his old wife, in rural cares employ’d. 

I am beloved by both, and as their child 

They with parental fondness treat me still. 

But ah! what dreadful news ere long I learnt 

Of my dear mother and my hapless sire! 

That on bis home-return he sorrowing heard 

The story of my death, and, doubting oft, 
Question’d my mother, who my real state 

Told never. That my sire revolting soon 261 
With his throng’d host, became, as was agreed, 
Mercia’s deputed King: but the fierce foe, 
Suspecting that my mother, sunk in grief, 

Was to the league averse, incensed with rage 
Storm’d suddenly her castle, and—oh! woe! 
How shall I speak it !—her,—that matchless being, 
My ever-honour’d mother—her—alas |! 

Savagely murder’d at dead midnight’s hour. 

My father yet survives, and holds the sway 

He sought, as viceroy for the foe, but lives, 

(As thy own varied tale itself confirms) 

Unhappy, grieved, insulted, which sad news = 273 
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For ever has disturb’d my early joy. 274 
How grieves my heart, while on my mother’s fate, 
Myself perhaps in part the unconscious cause, 

I muse: and not an hour slips waning by, 

But her loved image fills my brooding soul. 

E’en for my father’s wretched state I mourn, 
Vainly a King, comfort and ease denied. 
Doubtless, since he is subject to the foe, 

Should I have even courage to return 

And shew myself before him yet alive, 

I to the Dane must be deliver’d up, 

Obedient to the stipulated league. 285 
No! I dare not return, but will remain 

Here ever. These good cottagers supply 

To me the place of parents. Never more 

Must I my father see, dear as he is, 

Oh! yet, with all his faults—my father still. - 
Did not recurring memory haunt me thus 

Of my ill-fated parents, I could be 

Most happy here. For nought I want. Here all 
Is peace, and meditation, and repose. 

While all the wasted country is despoil’d 

By war and rapine, amid these lone grots 

And woods secluded, we are tranquil, calm, 297 
And free, as our own humble rural thoughts. 

Here only do I see and hear around 

Nature’s rich beauties: all that gratifies 

The eye, the ear: the music of her peace, 

Likest the quiet stillness of that heaven, 

Which, by due care prepared, I hope to gain. 

For in this pious cot I hear alone 

Lessons of virtue, of complacence kind, 

And see examples, humble but sincere, 

Of modest goodness and serene content. 

Here I enjoy all that can gently soothe 

A mind disturb’d, and lull its cares to rest. 309 
Here as my fate then, will I ever stay, 

And cheerfully like a kind daughter act 

To these my foster parents; ’tis their due; 

Here close their dying eyes, and in their graves 

- With honour meet compose their last remains. 
Here shall my own life gradual wear away ; 

And when ’tis past, may I beside them sleep.” 


Here ceased the beauteous maid, and on the 
Down-looking with ingenuous innocence, [ground 
While o’er her fair face stream’d a tender tear, 
More winning even than her sweetest smile, —_320 
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Appear’d, as o’er the nectarine’s fresh bloom 321 
At summer-morn roll drops of glittering dew : 

Or as the young moon through the twilight air 
Gazes with maiden coyness on the waves, 

That seem enamour'd of her golden eye. 

Her hand the stranger gently takes, allow’d 

With unaffected modesty, himself 

Strangely affected with her simple tale, 

That with it bore the genuine air of truth. 

On so much beauty gazing, in distress 

Like hers involved, told from so modest lips, 

Love then, if ever, in his heart again 332 
Might have arisen, pure as angelic spirits 

May for each other own in realms of bliss. 

But time had not yet with oblivious hand 

Rased from his heart the thought of one more dear. 
Yet friendship, veneration, high esteem, 

Woke in his breast their sweetest sympathies, 
And ample wish to serve the suffering maid. 
Silent he ponders, agitated much 

With pity and surprise, to find her e’en 

The daughter of the chief, his rebel foe; 
Compassion for whose lost and sorrowing child, 
A woman, beauteous, good, distress’d, and lone, 
Incapable of injury or guile, 

Prevailing so possesses all his heart, 

That soon desirous to herself to prove 

His fervent kindness, and his cherish’d hope 

E’en yet to aid her and protection yield, 

These generous accents from him burst their way. 


‘‘ Sweet, unaffected maid, I much lament 

Thy sufferings, and thy sorrow pitying share. 

With genuine honour thou hast treated me, 

And, banishing disguise, hast told me all 

Thy story. To assure thee of my wish, 355 

My power perhaps, to yield thee sometime aid, 

With equal trust I will to thee reveal 

My own condition. Start not when I say, 

Who am myself indeed. Hear then my name 

Confided to thee as a sacred pledge. 

I am the King; that Alfred, whom my tale, 

Ask’d by you all, has named, perhaps, too much, 

And tediously”—The maid her hand withdrew, 

And would have knelt, o’ercome with strange sur- 
prise ; 

Then faltering, scarcely speaks—‘‘ Oh! heaven— 
the King !” 365 
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In pausing wonder lost, she stops :—then thus :— 
‘The King—whom most my hapless father wrong’d! 
Almighty powers! Canst thou then, first of men, 
Thus kindly soothe me: reckless of thy foe, 

My hapless sire, thy rebel enemy, 

Pity and share his wretched daughter’s grief ?”— 
A flood of tears rush’d her full heart to ease ; 

Her ivory hand o’er her fair eyes she drew, 

And bow’d her looks upon the ground. But straight 
The King replied. ‘‘ Ido; and thee the more 
Venerate for this meek humility. 

The tender, native innocence display’d 877 
In thy affecting narrative, has much 

Endear’d thy modest gentleness, before 

Often by me observed, while yet unknown. 

Such as could even in my soul have waked 

A solemn love, image of attributes 

Which I so late adored, that form’d indeed 

Life’s highest bliss :—but ever must this heart 
Sigh for its better portion reft and lost, 

Who, fond hope oft would whisper, still may live. 
Yet on my fervent friendship still rely. 

Never can I thy modest worth forget ; 

Or in this humble cottage; or should heaven 389 
Again exalt me to my country’s throne, 

Ever with pleasing gratitude will I 

Recal these interesting, humble hours. 

Thy father’s fatal errors, trust me, maid, 

I pity and exculpate, led away 

(As sure he must have been) by villains mean, 

By treacherous counsel, by ambition blind. 
Though yet unable to restore thy lot, 

Or end the sorrows, from thy sire endured, 

The time may yet arrive, when I can serve 

Thy true desert, and every grief appease.” 400 


So with awaked emotion he consoles 
The trembling maid, who with his generous mien 
Melted, permits to tears their natural flow, 
Soothing her heart, while words were yet denied. 
He mingled too an unresisted tear, 
Thrown mute aside, and with enliven’d air 
Bids her look only to yet happier hours. 


Then with new thoughts each to the cottage cares 
Attends; and pleasant glides away the time. 


Now milder grew the winter's chilly breath, 410 
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And on some mossy shelter’d bank the eye, = 41 
Surprised, first caught the modest snow-drop’s bell. 
Approach’d the genial season, when the fields 

A deeper green assumed, and on the lawn 
Checker’d with daisies, white and new-dropt lambs 
Tripp’d tottering by their bleating mother’s side. 
The birds their notes renew: and seated high 
Upon some poplar’s branch, yet thinly leaf’d, 

The thrush with quivering bill his music sweet 
Trills to the rising sun, who, deck’d in gold, 
Throws his slant beams along the springing meads. 
An earlier shadow from the cottage falls, 422 
And dews that smell of flowers perfume the air. 
Now the speck’d starling on the cottage-roof 
Pipes shrill his long-drawn and domestic strain. 
See! too, the watchful bees on murmuring wing 
Hover o’er opening buds by hedge-row bank, 
Where lurks the yellow primrose, violet dim, 

Or crocus with her virgin cup of gold. 

Her soft and silvery gems the palm puts forth, 
And waving in the changeful wind of March, 

The daffodil, within some hush’d green nook 
Uprears on stately stem her chalice pale, : 
Bowing her bashful head, the pride of spring, 434 
Like beauty plaining of a love too rude. 

Such shine the earliest honours of the year, 

Till universal vegetation bursts 

In unrestrain’d variety of grace. 

Foster’d and fed by many a sunny shower, 

Each tree, each bush, its gradual green unfolds, 
And o’er the hawthorn chaplet, that afar 

Scents the sweet air, the varied pheasant spreads, 
Like evening sunbeams over mountain snows, 

His glittering plumage. Among cowslip flowers, 
That ope their spotted bosoms in the grass, 

Slow move the breathing kine, while as they crop 
The juicy verdure, their full udders swell 

With richness, and delicious milk abounds. 

The cottage cares increase: the due-made clieese 
Demands the unfailing hand: the garden too, 

To check luxuriance, asks a constant eye. 

Here the blue lilac, or the tassel’d sprays 452 
Of gold laburnum hang, or on some plat 

The rich mezereon to the ray of noon 

Displays her thronging family of flowers, 

Hued like the veil that hangs o’er morning’s cheek. 
The husbandman selects his heavier grain, 

And steeps to guard from blight, ere to the earth 
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He yields the charge for summer to mature. 459 
The swallow, see! revisits the known thatch, 

And fleetly skims along the peopled air. 

And hark! the cuckoo from yon distant grove, 
With sudden music, draws the startled ear. 

Flits near the colour’d butterfly, and lights 

Or on the apple-tree’s delicious bloom, 

Or on the opening lily of the vale, 

Where seem its fluttering wings some fairy flower : 
Or courts the rose-bud, whose appearing red 
Breaks with fresh fragrance through a veil of green. 
Calm are the evenings now: the glow-worm hangs 
On many a grassy slope his tiny lamp, 471 
Round which the fairies dance with shadowy step, 
And pay their homage to the enchanted ray. 

In the smooth bosom of the glassy lake 

Each little isle its varied herbage lifts ; 

Where charm’d, the eye surveys the inverted hills, 
A soften’d picture round the water’s verge. 

No fairer scene sure decks the Grecian isles, 
Where fertile Scio rises, whose rich groves, 
Orange or citron, scent the balmy air 

With orient blossoms, or allure the eye 

With golden fruit, while branching olives wave 
And native myrtles o’er the breathing hills. 483 
Thus the cheer’d sovereign in this vernal time 
Wanders among the woods on calm employ, 

And from his bottle his cool draught of whey 
Enjoys, engaged at his allotted task. 

Oft resting with sweet pause, he here admires 
Scenes worthy of the pencil, or that wake 

To inspiration of poetic thought, 

Or sometimes on his raptured lyre he joins, 

With magic symphony, the warbling birds. 


Thus wandering once at eve, while the low sun, 
Far-beaming through an arborous vista, shew’d 
The western heaven in glittering hues array’d, 
(The canopy of his imperial bed, 

Ere from the twilight world he sinks to rest,) 

Who shall relate the sovereign’s strange surprise, 
When, loitering in the wood, his eye perceives 

A man of stately port, though meanly clad, 

That seems approaching; and ere well aware 
Each within ample view the other eyes! 

Ah! who may paint the sudden ecstasy, 

When each the other, spite of poor disguise, 

Knew instantly. Each gladly forward sped, 505 


14 KING ALFRED. 


And at such happy meeting words were few. 6506 
Soon each was lock’d within a fond embrace. 
Much was the gratulation, proud the joy 

At so unlook’d discovery, when the King 

Saw thus restored, and hanging o’er his neck 

His faithful friend, the noble Athelard: 

Who recognized alike his honour’d King. 

Each deems with heart and hand uplift to heaven 
That Providence this happy meeting deigns 

With augury of some more blest event. 

Which transport more composed, the King enquires, 
With eager-fond solicitude, what cause 617 
Brings the loved chief to this sequester’d scene : 
Who instant tells that, homeless now, he seeks 
Among these sheltering woods a nightly rest, 
Where he may sleep, safe from pursuing foes. 
Then asks the sovereign’s fate, who soon reveals, 
His refuge is within a cot hard by, 

Where, as a servant, he enjoys a home. 

The tale of their condition thus exchanged, 
Proceeds the Monarch with fond zeal to ask 

His country’s state; what chances pass abroad ; 
The youth’s adventures ; and the present lot 

Of every chief, of every friend they knew. 529 


To whom the youth: “ Alas! the conquering foe 
With universal tyranny controls 
The country, and incensed with tenfold rage, 
Desolates all our dear and native fields, 
With sword and fire, resistless. O’er the realm 
Murder and fury, rapine, outrage, stalk 
With general licence, which no English power 
Now offers to oppose. The natives all, 
As vassals to the Dane, submiss endure 
Insults unheard. Upon their knees they crouch 
Before the domineering, cruel foe, 540 
Iu every town, and field, and public way. 
Each Danish soldier names himself Lord- Dane, 
And disobedience to his haughty port 
Venges with instant death. The law inflicts 
Death on the noblest Englishman who dares 
Stand cover’d in the presence of a Dane, 
Or walk before him, or who dares to taste 
A cup of drink whene’er a Dane be by, 
Unless the foe will first his safety pledge ; 
Lest any Dane contamination own 
By touch of such mean Christian fellowship.” 551 
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So as he said, the sovereign, much disturb’d, 552 
Thus breaks the tale. ‘‘ Oh! slavery unheard ! 
Alas! poor country, ruin’d thus and lost ! 
Though such thy woe appal the trembling heart, 
Still throbs my breast with ardour new to break 
These servile chains, and England yet to free. 
Just heaven! oh! lend me fortitude to bear 
The dread relation, and if still it be, 

As is my constant prayer, thy sovereign will, 
Deign me e’en yet to be thy instrument 

To rid this bondage and my country save. 

But now continue, good and faithful chief, 563 
What in thy varied wanderings thou hast heard, 
Of the Danes’ motions, and their present state : 
Where now encamp’d: how parted now their troops: 
Or what doom’d city is their favourite seat. 

Oh! could I yet but ascertain their state, 

The hope within me lingering fond survives, 

That sometime England’s sons may be aroused 
To wake fresh combat and past loss redeem ; 
Whelming the foe by battle or surprise.” 


To whom the faithful Athelard returns. 
‘From Exham’s leaguer’d walls, where last thyself, 
O’er her high tower, in the black Raven's stead, 575 
Didst England’s red-cross banners nobly rear, 
And from the walls of captured Chippenham, 
Where the last new-arriving Pagans throng’d, 
Their meeting legions, when our army fled, 
(Oh! luckless day) dispersed a thousand ways; 
First spoil’d the fated country, far around, 
And rioted in spoil and massacre ; 
With deeds more horrid than my tongue can tell. 
Then in vast union their assembling host 
Urged on their march to central heights of Wilts, 
Where upon Bratton’s castled hill encamp’d, 586 
And o’er the sloping plains of Eddington, 
They rule the subject country, unopposed. 
While on the top of that high-peaked range 
The Raven standard dreadful flares afar, 
Conspicuous thence o’er all the wide-spread plains, 
In token of the Danish sovereignty. 
They awe and govern the devoted land. 
There do they waste the time in feasts, in spoil, 
In tournaments, and games, and frantic joys, 
Luxurious revelry and songs of bards : 
While mid their frantic orgies captives oft 
Are immolated to their bloody Gods. 598 
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Chaste matrons from their humble homes are forced, 
And shrieking virgins, to become the prey 

Of these inhuman monsters. Furiously 

They waste the southern provinces, and here 
Design to hold perpetual sovereignty. 

The kingly Guthrun, superstitious still, 

Glories to spread with zeal his horrid faith 

And Pagan doctrines, breathing endless war. 

He, pergecuting much Christ’s heavenly truth, 
Labours the English people to convert 

To his own wild beliefs, and boasts full oft 

That he shall soon extirpate Christ’s mean faith, 610 
And o’er the realm establish Odin’s reign. 

Still does the savage Oskital delight 

In blood, in rapine, and amassing wealth. 

While Amuad revels in luxurious wine, 

And boasts no heaven surpassing virgins’ smiles. 
Dead Regner’s princely sons their varied hours 
Divide between their favourite clime the north, 
(Fallen Ella’s ample realm,) and Bratton’s camp, 
Stablish’d amid the centre of the south: 

Holding with each exchanged communion. 

This in my various wanderings have I learn’d 
From humble swains, and rustic labourers, 622 
From wandering pilgrims, or from honour’d bards, 
Who unmolested near their borders rove. 

Such knowledge in my still-continued watch, 
Myself, oft separated from my friends, 

A lone and solitary wanderer, 

Have gain’d with hope to do my country good, 
And wake, if not too late, its dying flame.” 


The mournful tale the King a moment broke, 
With grateful words thus to the chief address’d. 
‘‘ Thanks, gentle Athelard! thy services 
And dauntless zeal in our poor country’s cause, 633 
I well appreciate, nor will care like thine 
Want her due blessing, mine, and favouring heaven’s. 
Thou in her love for ever shalt be dear, 
Nor is thy meed less certain, though delay’d.” 


With modest air, but silently, the chief 
Received the grateful tribute, which his heart 
Aroused the more to patriot energy. 

Then soon with prompter accents he resumed : 

‘* But oh! my ever-honour’d sovereign, 

Danger more dire now haunts thee all around. 

For let me haste to tell, lest quick surprise Git 
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O’ertake us ere the peril I disclose, G45 

(Alas! I shudder while the truth I speak) 

For thee, my sacred liege, England’s true King, 

The savage Danes now search with ceaseless zeal, 

Proclaiming every where a high reward, 

Command and state, and favour of themselves 

To any, be he Dane or Englishman, 

Who thee shall seize and yield into their power. 

Horrid would be thy fate: and England then 

Must never more indulge a rising hope. 

And uot alone themselves, these furious Danes, 

In many sever’d bands, the country range 656 

In quest of thee, prying in every home :— 

But must I mention? (scarce do I restrain 

Hot indignation of my swelling heart, 

While I relate) that the detested wretch, 

The coward base Hianfrid, he who join’d 

His abject banners early to the Dane, 

And grieved the heart of his own father-friend, 

The noble Edric, with his vain revolt, 

Has the commission’d task gladly received 

To search, with zeal untired, for thee his King. 

High in the favour of the foe he lives 

Possessing a rich castle and domains 668 

Late noble Edric’s, chief of sylvan Berks, 

Mid Windsor’s woods and old embosom’d towers: 

Here holds retinue of a vassal train, 

With pomp and state of feudal sovereignty. 

Disloyal traitor ! Cursed be his employ, 

Accursed his end, and sudden be his fall ! 

Nor do I only know, that this base man 

Excites such vehement pursuit of thee. 

For this, with more, from Edgar have I learnt, 

Young, gallant chieftain, Vecta’s rising hope, 

Thy own relation, and of princely line. 

In my far wanderings his obscure retreat 680 

I late have found, where for his country yet 

He lives, and sighs with hope of happier time. 

Conceal’d he lurks within a wild morass, 

Searce fit for habitation, but which yields 

A safer prospect of unsought retreat, 

Amid the neighbouring vales of Somerset, 

Where Thoneand Parret blend their winding streams. 

Nor do I deem it safe that thou shouldst here, 

My dearest sovereign, England’s hope and shield, 

Longer in this too dangerous cot remain. 

For likeliest, base Hianfrid, that false wretch, 

Has learnt the current rumour now abroad, _—692 
VOL. II. c 
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That in some lowly cottage thou art hid, G93 
Amid the southern plains, conceal’d with care : 
Where, yet he knows not, but his search is keen. 
Still on fleet steeds he scours the country round, 
And every cot, each humble farm and vill, 
Explores with eager, scrutinizing ken 

In quest of thee. Ah! should his wicked course 
Turn hitherward, an ignominious end 

Awaits even thee, my liege, our country’s life, 
Which mortal power might never hope to ward. 
For in wild sacrifice to bloody gods 

The Danes would glut with thee their mad revenge, 
Nor deem thy life had Regner’s fate appeased.” 


To whom then, deep-affected, thus the King. 
‘« Athelard! for thy generous friendship, shewn 
Like thy good sire, in every state to me, 
Prosperous or adverse, suffer me to pay 
The genuine tribute of a faithful heart. 
I know thy worth and prize it at its due. 
Where is sincerity, there little needs 
Profession, nor can flattery find a place. 
Therefore suspect no latent aim in this. 
I deem thy due my best regard and praise. 715 
Esteem me as thy brother and thy friend. 
Truly I love thee, and thou dost possess 
My perfect confidence: in thee I see 
A softer image of my noble friend. 
Lives thy brave father? Tell me of his state— 
Resolve me his adventures, and thine own, 
What has befallen you, since we parted last, 
And what strange chances must have led you hither ? 
We can retire awhile amid these woods : 
There is a grot hard by, where we can hide, 
And at full leisure thou canst tell me all.” 


To whom then thus the gallant Athelard, = 727 
Modest as brave, true merit’s constant badge. 


‘‘ My noble King, too high thy generous tongue 
Extols my humble merits. If my life 
Can serve my country, and my honour d liege, 
(Whom that I meet again some providence 
Ordains, propitious to my fondest wish) 
To what more noble end can I employ 
Its poor ability, what better do 
Than for thei» sakes to think no perils hard, 
Their love, their confidence, my dearest meed ?— 
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When our brave army, lost in sad despair, 738 
Was broken, and the abandon’d chieftains fled, 
Many, compell’d, submitted tq the foe 

With shew of ill-dissembled fealty : 

Others, disdaining even slavery’s shew, 

Forsook their native land, preferring thence 

Exile, and in some sudden-enter’d ship 

In sorrow sail’d away to foreign climes. 

My noble father and myself retired 

To the sea-shore, intending there to seize 

Some vessel of the Dane, if vacant found, 

Or bought perhaps of waiting fishermen ; 749 
Trusting to reach the nearest foreign shore, 

Till happier time should beam on England’s realm. 
Each sought around. Thus while I eager roam’d, 
Not from my father distant far, a band 

Of ambush’d pirates, Danes, who from their fleet 
Had straggled, and marauded now the coast, 
Seized me, and bore me shrieking far away 

Out of my father’s all-unconscious sight, 

Whom then [I lost; —alas! I fear, for aye. 

For others of the wretches, I perceived, 

Follow’d the very way my father pass’d. 760 
Awhile beneath their power I suffer’d ; doom’d 

_ To be their slave; till watchful I escaped 

(As once before I did) their cruel hands; 

And fled. My father since that hapless hour 
(Heaven’s blessed peace still on his memory rest !) 
Have I with long and never-weary search 
Enquired in every likeliest scene in vain, 

With peril of my life : but fear him dead : 

Slain by the foe—most like—as others are.— 
What restless sorrows have I since endured ! 

My anxious griefs I cannot now repeat. 

Chiefly in desert places since my flight 

I lived, in wild disguise; yet venturous roam’d 

In beggar dress afar, attired in rags, 774 
So to escape all envy of the foe : 

Deprived of all, in real begeary, 

Fearing almost discovery o: friends, 

And ask’d of passengers a humble mite, 

Or offal morsel from the meanest shed. 

Mostly in lonely woods or caves I lurk’d, 

In ruins of burnt abbeys or fallen fanes, 

Where I would feed; then many a cottage-home 
Explored to seek my father, or if there 

Lodged any English face my memory knew. 
Unless some cot would yield me transient rest, 
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By night I slept an outcast from the world, — 786 
In barns, or woods, by unfrequented streams ; 
And many a night have on the bare earth lain, 

On barren heaths, the starry firmament 

My only canopy. Thus as I roam’d, 

I learnt my country’s state, and witness’d all 

The tyranny and fury of the foe. 

Many a chief too in his low disguise 

I saw and knew, and we our sufferings 

Comparing have related, but preserved 

Each other’s secret with a holy trust ; 

Hoping that Heaven would deign some betterchange. 
And ever did we pray with throbbing heart, 798 
That our good King, thyself, wert still alive: 

The only anchor on which hope reposed. 

Trust me, my sovereign, many English hearts, 
Faithful to thee amid severest woe, 

Yet live; and for thy safety still to heaven 

Utter in secret no neglected prayers.” 


Whose interesting story then the King 
With heart-warm accents gently interrupts. 


‘* Alas ! what more must I be doom’d to hear !— 
Dear Osmund, friend, companion, best beloved, 
Survives not, and to other many griefs 809 
His loss must now be added !—Comfort; heaven !— 
Excellent, generous chief! warm was thy heart, 
Faithful, and gentle: and to me indeed 
Beyond my merits kind. Though no loved friend 
May on thy unknown bed now drop the tear, 

Or in mute trance may fondly lingering mourn, 
Yet o’er thy silent grave, where’er it be, 

Angels shall hovering pause, and weep such drops, 
As waked by sympathy, add bliss in heaven, 
And shed the beamy dews, which to themselves 
Shall point the favour’d spot where rests the good. 
Sleep then beneath theirwing! Ob! gallant heart, 
Farewell, farewell! though not on earth restored, 
Still will I hope to see thee yet in heaven.— 
Herbert is fallen: most of my noblest chiefs 
Fallen, lost, or sever’d from me, one by one, 

And now e’en Osmund’s self is timeless lost. 

Oh! living relic of my sever’d friend, 

Since the sad time when my loved wife, my babes, 
My tender sister, whom to Anselm’s towers, 

Thou know’st, I sent for safety, have been lost,— 
For searching round (perchance thou all hast heard) 


BOOK IX. 21 


I could of them no other tidings learn,— 832 
The castle storm’d by the relentless Danes— 
Since these are gone (nor o’er their memory 
Esteem me, chieftain, womanish or weak, 

If fall these tears or throbs my breaking heart) 
Bereft of these yet nearer, fondest ties, 

The first affections of my soul reposed 

Upon thy worthy father and thyself. 

Lived not two English souls, had he survived, 
Who of all friends were to my heart more dear. 
Herbert is dead. Oh! deep lamented name ! 
And noble Oddune in his valour still 843 
Full of the claims of noble ancestry, 

Has mix’d a somewhat of forbidding pride; 

That though I highly prize his genuine worth, 

His lofty and unbending dignity, 

Yet less has he esteem’d those softer ties, 

Fond friendship’s little soothing offices, 

That win, ere ’tis aware, the willing heart. 

Ah me! had I but early known the griefs 

Which heaven has destined that I must endure, 
The apprehended misery indeed 

Had kept me pensive in my studious home, 

And [I had never mix’d in this sad world. 855 
But heaven is merciful; appoints our lot ; 

Gives each the duties fitted to himself, 

And that which it disposes must be best.” 


Moved with so tender words, a starting tear 
Gleam’'d in the eye of generous Athelard : 
And o’er each other’s neck, with mingling grief 
And fond condolence for their mutual loss,° 
The sovereign and his friend in silence hung. 
Kind nature’s feeling by degrees composed, 
Which musing dwelt on his lost father’s fate, 
And one, not yet confess’d to be so dear, 866 
From Osmund’s noble son these words found way. 


‘‘ Suffer me with thyself, my liege, to blend 
My due of sorrow for our mutual loss, 
My meed of thanks for thy condolence kind 
And gracious love ; an honour to my house, 
But most to me least worthy of my line. 
Yet Jet me now in thy own griefs reveal’d 
Participate, and soothe thy piteous loss. 
Thy mournful words have deeply thrill’d my heart. 
Much did I venerate the matchless Queen, 
Pattern of every virtue: much I loved 877 
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Thy prattling infants, in whose innocence 878 
I traced their parents’ goodness, when at times, 
Besought, I mix’d in their endearing play. 

But of thy sister, Burthred’s widow’d spouse, 

I will declare (nor blame me, while I speak) 

I cherish’d long, perliaps, a tenderer sense ; 

More than esteem; not to herself reveal’d ; 

And I had hoped (excuse the truth confess’d, 
Though bold perhaps for me to entertain) 

When soothing time had by degrees subdued 

Her sorrowing memory of her former spouse, 

His tender fondness and deserved respect 849 
For her high excellence, perhaps, myself 

Might somewhat have supplied, if I might call 
Angelic sweetness, such as hers, my own.” 


To whom the King. ‘‘ Brave youth, I blame thee 
But love thee more for every gentle act [not ; 
Repeated, and the more thy heart I see. 

Believe me, ever since thy early youth, 

I have observed thee both in fields of fight 

And social seated at the festive board. 

I know thy bold yet gentle nature well. 899 
Honour’d I sure had been, could I have call’d 
Thyself indeed my brother, and that name 

Had been well sanction’d by my sister’s love. 
And sure, thy worth, if any, in her heart 

By time’s soft influence might have renew’d 

The embers of an honourable flame. 

But that is past: and Heaven's best will be done ! 
Since then our fate is in distress alike, 

Both our hearts’ tenderer ties alike withdrawn, 

Let this cement the more our friendship left, 

The last memorial of departed loves. 

Nor let us yield together to despair, 

But for our country live—for other hopes;— 912 
Which Providence may bless in happy time. 

Tell me, good Athelard, what other friends 

Or fellows brave in arms, hast thon retraced ? 
Who yet survives of my superior chiefs ? 

What in thy travels thou hast heard or seen ?”— 


‘To whom then thus the gallant chief replied.— 
‘‘ Amid my journeyings I explored the state 
Of many chiefs, and heard their present life, 
True or believed, which willing I repeat. 
The noble Oddune in his castle old 
Yet lives on Devon’s hills by Tau’s wild banks, 
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Held under favour granted of the Dane, 924 
Whom now he serves with subject courtesy. 

But most his hearty, true submission doubt, 

And deem he does but feign, and wear the shew 
And semblance of a fealty indeed : 

Waiting alone some favourable hour 

To reinforce bis arms, that he may free 

Himself and friends, and yield his country aid. 
He, lion-hearted, proud of ancestry, 

"Tis said, ill brooks pretended servitude : 

Which most, (with other reasons) is inferr’d, 

For that he late rejected with disdain 935 
Hianfrid’s proffer’d friendship, traitor base, 

Who deem’d him in like station with himself, 

And sought to mix such miscreant infamy. 

But Oddune, haughty, dignified, and stern, 
Disdain’d the low-born, base, and servile coward. 
Of Edric old no tidings could I learn, 

Save that within his favourite vale of Berks 

He late was seen, and had lamented much 

The sad defection of his cherish’d boy. 

And all his trust and hope so ill return’d : 

For humbly asking shelter at the gate, 

His name and destitute condition told, 947 
He had been spurn’d with insult from the door. 
But where he now may rest his aged head, 

None, whom I met, could certainly resolve. 

Bold Aylwin first amid his native fields 

In Wilts’ rich province, had by daring schemes 
And proud rebellion, (rashly undisguised) 

Drawn down the fierce resentment of the foe, 
Whose mad pursuit, by timely care discern’d, 

He has evaded, and has gain’d, ’tis said, 

Shelter amid some mountainous glen of Wales. 
But it is famed that with an armed fleet 

The furious Hubba thither now is gone 959 
To sack the fertile clime of southern Wales 

And plunder famed Saint David’s treasured shrine. 
In Milford’s spacious haven, as ’tis said, 

His wintering navy anchors, while his troops 
Found on the banks a town named Hubba Stow.” 


So as he spoke, the King with fond regret 
O’ercome, remembering one he dearly loved, 
Good Asser, son of David’s holy see, 

Mid his own early realm of southern Wales, 
Thus for a moment gently interposed. 969 
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‘* Alas! that horrors of diffusive war 970 
Should reach at last far scenes, calm, dear as these. 
Ah! what sad fate may there o’ertake my friend, 
Good Asser: what of him must I surmise, 

Who, as I deem, in safety’s hope would bend 
His flying steps to old Menevia’s fane? 
Alas! what further woe awaits us yet ?— 
But on—thy story’s progress I impede.” 


When thus observant Athelard resumed. 
‘*Grave Rayner, more composed and prudent, owns, 
"Tis said, within a lowly hut, (retired 980 
Amid the vales of his own Somerset,) 

Some hermit-station, where disguised he lives, 
Wearing his hours in rustic toil and thought; 

And broods in secret o’er his country’s woe. 
Edgar, I told, within a drear morass 

Near the deserted scene, where confluent meet 
The Thone and Parret’s water, leads a life 

Most strange and wild: often in beggar’s dress, 
Sometimes a wizard or a peasant poor, 

He roams the country, ever as the moon 

Begins her glimmering journey, and beside 

The cottage hearths with visionary tales 992 
Of grief or terror, mingled oft with charms 

Of witches, ghosts, and fairies, (such as oft 

His ear in Vecta’s fair, romantic isle 

Had heard from infancy) he entertains 

(While with keen eye the country he observes) 
The humble swains, and for his tale receives 

Some charitable alms: and as his path 

He traces back under the moon’s bright eye, 
Often the sleeping Dane he will assault, 
Plundering treasure, once perhaps his own; 

Which swiftly to his hovel he conveys, = —-1003 
Where form’dof boughs on quivering ground itstands, 
Whose site scarce any but himself may reach ; 

So dubious and uncertain is the way. 

Him by strange accident I lately met, 

And happy fortune, since from him I learn’d 
Hianfrid’s treachery, and the dangerous search 
That over thee, my honour’d King, impends. 

For, trust me, ‘twill no longer be secure 

Here to remain. My counsel is, to seek 
Instantly Edgar’s wild obscure retreat. 

A better habitation there we soon 

May jointly raise; though rude, yet far more safe. 
Thence we perhaps some daring enterprise —:1016 
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May tempt, as time befits, and may begin 1017 
The opening prospect of some happier change.” 


The King o’erjoy’d attends : with raptured air 
His fancy catches now a gleam of hope, 
And augurs for his country means of aid. 
Thenthus. ‘ Brave, zealous chieftain, friend indeed, 
Delighted I approve thy venturous scheme. 
Haste to young Edgar: if his shadowy steps 
Thou canst again o’ertake: ask if this hope 
May be effected, and his will consent 
To yield a safer shelter to the King, 1027 
Sharing his fortune with thyself and me. 
Consult with him upon the likeliest means 
Of our concealment, and support of life. 
This once secured, my heart all doubt disdains, 
But that e’en yet, destitute as we are, 
We shall achieve the hoped deliverance 
Of our unconscious country, under aid 
Of over-ruling heaven, and strange events 
Shall rise to comfort all her sufferings.” 


' To whom then Athelard, alike o’erjoy’d. 

‘¢ Edgar not only can I meet again, 1038 
Whose present haunts I know, but deem I soon 
Can on swift wings of transport hither lead, 

To greet his lost and long-regretted King. 

He can assure us all we hope and seek, 

And with thyself consulting, shall mature 

Our meditated purpose. I will fly 

This night: by favour of yon rising moon, 

I can avoid the public ways, and find 

The destined scene, ere morrow’s dawning star. 
Nor doubt, that with our friend I swift return, 
Ere evening’s twilight clear her dewy locks.” 


The King advises care: and if they come 1050 
Bids them not seek the cottage, but first wait 
Within this sylvan grotto, where himself, 

At destined hour, will cautious watch their steps. 
Departs then Athelard, with blessings warm 
Pray’d for his safety, and a farewell sweet, 

Not vacant of a tear. Anxious the time, 

Full of emotion, glides, while absent stays 

The hero on his willing embassy. 

The alter’d mien, the fitful pondering look 

Of the rapt sovereign, by the cottagers 

Passes not unobserv'd: he, glowing still 1061 
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With gratitude for all their kindness shewn, 1062 
Deems it becoming that he should reveal 

Such his departure purposed. To his host 

And the sweet maid (for that the King to her 

Has told his true condition, Denulph hears, 

First from herself her moving story learnt) 

The sovereign, not unmoved by fond regret, 
Gradual imparts the probable event : 

Tells that the noble Athelard, whose praise 

They heard him speak, by heaven-directed chance 
Met wandering in these woods, has much reveal’d 
Of England’s state: the rumour now abroad 1073 
That in some cot or farm himself lies hid: 

Of whom unwearied search, urged by the Danes, 
And led by treacherous Hianfrid too 

Under the promise of superb rewards, 

Demands indeed his swift departure hence. 

That the good Athelard a safer home 

Is gone but to prepare, soon to return 

With Edgar, as he trusts, the gallant chief, 
Whose fame his tale declared; by whose joint aid 
Hope whispers that his country may derive 

Much good, and time bring on a prosperous change. 
‘* Wherefore restrain me not; though much I grieve 
To quit these rural scenes of pleasant peace, 

I must retire more far from human view ; 

Yet still remembering you. Its warmest thanks 
For all your benefits my heart returns.” 


Full many a sigh on such his purpose told 
Speaks the regret, with which his rural friends 
Lament his parting. Oft the good old man [look 
Grasps fond the sovereign’s hand ; with heaven-raised 
Prays for his safety and assured success, 

And on his honour’d master gently leans. 

A tender tear from the maid’s orient eye 1096 
Betrays the silent sorrow of her heart, 

To lose so noble and so kind a friend. 

Yet both convinced agree, if danger call 

Their menaced sovereign from these groves away, 
And for his country’s sake he must again 

Brave strangest perils, they in lonely shades 

Must here submit, with humble orisons 

And hope in happier time to meet again. 

Still ere he quit the cot, the kind old host 

Humbly intreats to see the gallant chiefs 
Athelard, Edgar, (names now dear to fame) 

On their arrival, that himself may add 1108 
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His welcome and the tribute of his thanks: 1109 
Hupes they will briefly with their presence high 
Honour his lowly cottage ere they part. 

The geutle maid too, in whose bosom beats 

High admiration of so honour’d names, 

Burns with like curiosity to see 

Heroes so graced, and speeds the kind request. 
To this the King assents, but tells ’tis best 

If to the cot they come, their real state 

Should be conceal’d, lest some unlucky chance 
Delay them, or surprise the enquiring Dame : 

For this occasion needs some secrecy. 1120 


Drew on the hour, when thrill’d the sovereign’s 
With expectation for the chiefs’ return. [breast 
Soon as the second eve serenely sweet, 

"Gan breathe her fresh dews o’er delighted flowers, 
Before the golden sunbeams ceased to stream 
Along the peaceful bosom of the air, 

He was abroad, and sought the destined cell. 
While from the patient kine his mistress’ hand, 
Beneath the waving covert of green trees, 

(Birds warbling round,) the fragrant treasure drew, 
He pass’d beside the smooth lake’s verdant marge 
Where pleased he saw the inverted banks and trees, 
And cottage with its curling smoke descend, 

Deep to the purple skies mirror’d below ; 

Scenes whose soft peace he sigh’d that now he left, 
Perhaps for ever. Soon the vestal star 

Modestly peering through a silvery cloud, 

Look’d on the shadowy trees with sweetest ray, 
And smiled propitious on the sovereign’s eye. 
Blest signal! for behold! the appointed hour 
Observing, through dusk mazes of the wood 

Glide soft the conscious chiefs; as spirits kind 
Invoked attend the good man’s couch of rest. 1143 
Great was the joy of meeting, e’en to tears 
Ecstatic waked : when Edgar brave and young, 
Restored to his beloved and favouring King, 

Told instant to the meditated scheme 

His warm heart’s proud assent: and with the fresh 
And lively zeal of youth, assures that all 

With more than common ease may be attain’d ; 
That with new transport he alike is fired 

At this so happy purpose, which indeed 

May shield the King and yield the country aid ; 
That blest henceforth will be his wild retreat, 
Cheer’d by the unlook’d presence of his King 1159 
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And generous Athelard. No obstacle 1156 
Need intervene: now only to depart 

Is needful, for conversing by the way 

Himself and Athelard have all devised, 

In order that must needs insure success. 

Whose fervent tale the graver Athelard 

Composed confirms : which in the listening King 
Fixes the purpose, willingly resolved. 

He then, ere they depart, the ready chiefs 
Apprizes that a grateful, last adieu 

He to the rustic family must yield : 

That his kind host, and a sweet beauteous maid, 1167 
Pride of the cottage, both acquainted well 

With all his story, he will hither lead 

At their own wish, to greet his gallant friends, 
Whose names the humble roof has often heard ; 
Where now their honour’d presence is desired. 
Good Denulph and the conscious maid he seeks, 
Whom in a sad and melancholy mood 

He pensive leads beside the appointed grot, 
Relating that the chieftains there await, 

A brief space, ere together all depart. 

So to the cell, hid in the bowery grove, 

He brings his kind preservers, and the chiefs 1179 
Announces to the gazing cottagers 

With gentle mien, and accents such as these. 


‘‘ This is the very Athelard, whom both 
Have heard me mention with delighted praise, 
And this indeed that Edgar, whom yourselves 
Were pleased to hear of, as I spoke his fame.” 


Denulph to both with honest fervour pays 
No homely tribute, due to just renown. 
While the sweet maid with cautious, softer look, 
Silently pleased, surveys the gallant chiefs ; 
And with becoming reverence gently bends. 
How dear to valour is meek beauty’s praise! 1191 
In such mild, pensive mien the tender maid 
Alone attracts the younger chieftain’s eye. 
Much with her modest beauty is he moved, 
And feels sensations spring within his breast 
Unfelt before, though deeming her indeed 
The daughter of the rural cottager. 
Virtue and honour sole possess’d his soul. 
Beauty so unexpected in these shades 
Surprised and overcame the raptured youth. 
She seem’d as if on some romantic isle 1201 
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Of ancient Greece, a wanderer through the groves 
And bowery glades, once dear to every muse, 
Where poets roved, and art and beauty dwelt, 
Should sudden start, if on his pensive walk 

Some statue of unseen, but matchless grace, 
Venus or Dian, should arrest his eye 

That o’er the marble-pure and goddess air, 
Transcending far each living beauty’s form, 
Hangs then, absorb’d in speechless ecstasy. 


The gentle maid, with admiration high 
Of noble youths so gallant and renown'd 1212 
Possess’d, still views them with unwont respect : 
But most it seem’d, upon the younger chief 
Bends her sweet eye, with vivid lustre rich, 
As a fair sunbeam glides through dewy air. 
She seems with silent duty to approve 
His gallant mien, and generous courtesy. 
High admiration soon awoke esteem. 
What wonder then, if in her heart arose 
A young affection, to herself as yet 
Unknown, unused ?—The vermeil of her cheek 
Turns, oft receding, to a tenderer hue ; 
As o’er the half-shut rose, yet moist with dew 1224 
Which evening’s hand has left, soft moonlight falls, 
Tinging its beauty with a shadowy pale. 
Soon to the glimmering cottage Denulph leads ; 
And as they walk, the King with watchful eye, 
Noting young Edgar’s mien, his fixed look, 
And admiration of the beauteous maid, 
Nor less her meek and bashful modesty, 
Loitering, discloses to the enamour’d youth 
With playful air some passing shrewd remark: 
Yet tells that she, so fair, surpasses far 
All that she seems, and will be found, observed, 
Well worthy of the noblest hero’s love. 1236 
Arrived beside the humble cottage latch, 
Here from her rural charge they find return’d 
The busy dame, engaged in household cares. 
To her the cautious Denulph, late forewarn’d, 
Now introduces the two stranger chiefs 
As friends of their first guest, and soldiers too, 
Who in their varied wanderings mid these woods 
Late met, ask now a shelter and repose, 
For one brief night and next succeeding day. 
That with to-morrow’s eve they must depart, 
On some adventurous purpose of their own, 
Avoiding peril in the shades of night ; 1248 


30 AKING ALFRED. 


And with them seek to lead their former guest, 
Call’d hence by urgent strict necessity : 

Of whose intent she was not unapprized 

Or by the guest himself, or by her spouse. 


The old dame at the strangers’ presence feels 
Some visible alarm, and secretly 
Wishes the hour of their departure near : 
Yet soon she owns a deep and strange regret 
Her kind and willing servant thus to lose. 
But tells, if this way he returns, she still 
Shall hope to see him in her humble roof. 1259 
The sovereign, pleased, and grateful, grasps her hand 
And yields his thanks for all her goodness past. 
Then all partake the humble cottage fare. 
In varied converse wanes the rapid night, 
And leaves brief pause for undesired sleep, 
Which on straw pallets by the cottage fire 
The stranger chieftains without murmur share. 
But the young Edgar’s rest was visited 
With dreams and visions that might seem of heaven, 
Possess’d with thoughts of one but lately seen, 
The beauteous inmate of this cottage home. 
He longs for morn, that his delighted eye 1271 
Again may feast upon the paradise 
Which nature opes in her enchanting face. 
With early dawn beside the cottage hearth 
The family assembles: and again 
Glide the swift hours in full and various talk : 
Till as the sun invites a walk abroad, 
Amid the fair and deep sequester’d scenes - 
That guard the cottage round, the party stray 
Beside the placid lake and sylvan grots, 
And bowery groves, and flower-besprinkled meads ; 
Where many a gentle word, and charmed look, 
With friendly kindness, is by each exchanged. 
So sped the day, until descending eve 1284 
Warn’d to the cot the fix’d, departing hour. 
Then Alfred, ere he goes, the kind old man 
Embraces fond; tears to good Denulph’s eye 
Unwonted start: again the veteran dame 
He bids farewell, with many a thank renew'd 
And gentle wish: while from the tender maid 
A farewell kiss, yielded with timid grace, 
Honours the sovereign, as the gentle sign, 
Given at such moment, of her won esteem. 
Nor to each other now-departing chief, 
Though brief the new acquaintance, yet by each 
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With kind respectful air solicited, 1296 
Was then mid blushes the sweet boon denied. 

In Alfred and the noble Athelard 

It woke remembrance of a love more dear. 

But oh! in Edgar what delighted joy 

Fann’d in his breast the new and dormant flame, 
When from her lips he took the fragrant prize, 

As drinks the lark the richest dew of flowers, 
Waking from dreamy sleep, ere yet he rise 

To greet the sunbeams in the purpling clouds, 
And fill the landscape with his warbled song. 

Nor was that first kiss (love’s delicious pledge, 
Forgotten never) by the maid o’erlook’d. 1303 
Her bosom too ’gan feel a mutual flame : 
Tenderly soothed, when now the favour’d youth 
With gentlest mien bids her a kind adieu : 

Hopes he may still in her remembrance live, 

(A wish not to herself denied, or vain) 

And promises, whenever duty yields, 

He will revisit with an eager step 

The happy cottage that contains herself. 

The King too promises in happier time, 

If fortune favour, to revisit this 

His sheltering home, or one of these his friends 
To send, with due enquiries after all. 1320 
The chieftains take, by Denulph’s generous care, 
Implements, useful to their hoped retreat, 

Axes, and bills, and bows with quivers rich. 

Then from the secrét cave the sovereign brings 
His armour, and his crown, and minstrel robe, 
Concealing all, and bears his sacred harp. 

Now ere the deep of night, what time the moon 
Peer’d with majestic radiance o’er the hills, 

The sociate friends forsake these rural scenes, 
And seek, with shadowy steps, their wilder home. 
Their kind host, and the gentle maid awhile 1331 
Accompany the heroes on their way. 

Then Denulph with the sighing maid returns 

To the near cottage that now seems indeed 
Vacant, forsaken, since bereft of him 

Who its poor roof made sacred and endear’d: 
Now seeming e’en to perils new exposed. 

So then they felt, as when a timid deer 

With a young fawn, at sound of distant horn, 
Retires alarm’d within some mossy cave, 

Where panting, hid within its far recess, 

They dread the sound of every passing gale, 

That gently rustles through the waving groves. 1343 
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O’er hill, o’er vale, by ruin’d fane, and tower, 1344 
And abbeys black with unextinguish’d fire, 
Roam the disguised warriors, some brief space 
Parted, to guard suspicion or surprise, 
Wherever Edgar leads; while the orb’d moon, 
Breaking by fits through wildly-restless clouds, 
Seems mutely eyeing their alarmed steps. 
But ere her chariot to its morning rest 
Had sunk, while, gleaming through horizon mists, 
Her dimmer rays now shot along the ground 
More lengthen’d shadows of the moving chiefs, 
Their course had past to wildest scenery, 1355 
Stretch’d amid Somerset’s uncultured wastes ; 
The destined region of their safer home. 
Here amid forests bleak and lonely heaths, 
And unfrequented hills and sterile plains, 
Lay a wide, deep morass, by gloomy woods 
Skirted: on one side slowly wandering Thone 
And sullen Parret join’d their streams obscure, 
In union to faint moonlight scarce reveal’d. 
These onward flowing, that way check’d approach : 
On the other hand, moors and immeasured fens, 
Trackless, impassable of human feet, 
Forbade to thought all habitation there. 1367 
Likeliest these seem’d the haunted residence 
Of owls and lonesome birds: where, coil’d at ease, 
Secure the viper broods, or heath-fowl crouch, 
Never disturb’d: or the shrill penguin rests. 
Fancy might well have pictured this the scene, 
Where lurks the secret genius of the wild, 
Who sucks by midnight from the poisonous marsh 
Bewildering meteors, and with wicked breath 
Blows o’er the level heath a fated light; 
By whose pale glimmer witches sail, and seize 
Dull-dozing snakes, to rein their fiery wolves. 
In one sole spot, whose covert site the eye 1379 
Remark’d not passing, on a wither’d tree 
Fallen o’er a brawling brook, the wanderers walk, 
By Edgar led, and bursting a forced way 
Through tangled thickets of moss’d alder-carr, 
They enter soon upon the dark morass. 
Here over thick and purple-blooming shrubs, 
That sink beneath their tread, they pick along 
A dubious, shaking passage, left with haste, 
By pits and falls of unforeseen descent, 
O’er ground, whose watery texture is but firm’d 
At times by roots of some few stunted trees, 
Visible here; the silvery leafless birch, 1391 
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Or poplars that aspire not to a grove. 1392 

Here cautious, silent, wandering long and far, 

Beset by unknown dangers, with what care 

That each may use avoided, from their haunts 

They startle, as they pass, shy-lurking deer, 

Fawns, tripping goats, wild birds, or scudding hares, 

Or fishes basking by the water’s verge. 

These mark, alarm’d, strange wanderers intrude 

Within these pathless regions, deem’d their own, 

Thus piercing mid their ancient solitudes. 

Such prize the chieftains note with eager joy, 

Hoping from hence continual store of food. —_1403 

At length the wanderers, ere unfolding dawn 

Had tinged the gray dews with her crimson light, 

Approach a little isle, water’d around 

By shallow and brown-colour’d rivulets, 

Distilling from the moory fen, which here, 

E’en in the midst of this wild marsh, presents 

A few raised acres of more solid ground. 

These one day, roaming in his fearful flight 

From the pursuing Dane, had Edgar found. 

Joy seizes all to gain this lone retreat, 

Boding a safe and unsuspected home. 1414 

Through the dusk brook they wade, and on the soil 

Arrived, the Monarch with inspired look 

Blesses the scene of such escape, and adds 

A name; the Isle of Nobles, Athelney ; 

To be for aye remember’d and revered 

By England’s sons, as the preserving home 

Of her defenders in their perilous hours. 

The heroes kneel, and first to favouring heaven 

Yield heart-warm thanks for this kind shelter lent; 

Then to their purposed enterprises ask 

Worthy success. Well pleased the King exhorts 

To his loved chiefs resolved and patient hope, 

And gazing round bim, cheerfully assures 1427 

E’en on this dreary spot such happiness, 

As in the saddest fortune of the world 

Ever supports the brave and virtuous heart : 

Each feels his own new-open’d and confirm’d. 

Nor waste the hours, ere with assiduous hand 

The strangers, undisguised, on chosen site 

Enlarge their habitation, rude and wild, 

Of rough-hewn trees, which from the nearest woods 

They fell, and hither drag; or fallen trunks 

Moss-grown and moist, found scatter’d on the moor. 

They roof their mansion o’er with brakes and sods 

Of gather’d peat, conjoin’d with sever’d bougha ; 
VOL. I. D 
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And all around, they rear decp mounds of earth 1440 
To hide and fortify its arborous cells. 

One only door it shews, whose aspect fronts 

The farthest side of the sequester’d fen. 

In other part it seem’d a rising ground, 

Cover’d with native earth and growing shrubs; 
Through which, i’the midst, one sole aperture crept, 
Whence curl’d the scant smoke of unwonted fire ; 
For mid the framed apartments a rude hearth 

Lay central, whence divided chambers part 

On every hand, not wanting needful space 

For various use, where some with straw are spread 
Or pallets of dry leaves, for warmer sleep. 1452 
Next at some distance, in a lonely grove 

Of tangled firs, the thoughtful strangers soon 
Scoop out a deep and subterranean cave, 

By gradual steps descending through the ground, 
Propp’d as they work, by strong-adapted trees : 
Continued toil of days, nor less of nights, 
Whilewatchful moonlight their strange task befriends. 
Here soon they excavate wide-arching space: 
Which perfect, o’er the narrow’d mouth the chiefs 
Fit a concealed door, o’erclad with boughs, 

And plants indigenous. This at his will 1463 
Each has full strength to move, while to the sight 
It seems alone a thicket of rude briers. 

In this lorn cavern the wild architects 

Purpose, if pressing danger from the Dane 
Threaten, to vanish sudden from the view ; 

Here too at times in apt concealment meet, 

Or hide their armour, or the various spoil, 

Which from assaulted foes they hope to win. 

Here they deposit soon the regal crown, 

Their jewels, harp, and all their present wealth, 
Arms, and disguises quaint, with implements 

Of toil, and to this hollow covert drag 1475 
Slain deer, and game, ensnared, or from the bow 
Shot with skill’d hand, their only sustenance. 

Till soon accustom’d to the desert scene, 

They search out all the properties o’the isle, 

Its runnels, hillocks dry, or marsh descents, 

Each dingle, woody nook, or moss-green bank, 
Besprent with harebells blue, or blushing heaths, 
Wild asphodel, or yellow marigolds ; 

Or where the scented air betrays, ere seen, 

Pale violets, lurking under feathery fern. 

They mark too shelter’d copses of loose earth, 
Where rabbits burrow: and in what hush’d dell, 
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Surrounded close by waving sycamores, 1488 
Romantic waters lie, beside whose marge 
Broad-tufted flags and golden lilies grow, 

That o’er the surface ope their orient cups, 

Amid whose flowers the nimble coot delights, 

Or sail wild ducklings, fledged with palmy down: 
While as these bathe in wanton sport, conceal’d 
In reeds, the lurking otter waits his prey. 


Then as the summer’s breath in vapour dries 
The moister glades, with rushes fringed, the chiefs 
Find in what cool grove woodland strawberries 1498 
Rich the furr'd ground, or where wild cherries blush 
In unpierced shades, or crimson mulberries 
Hang blended ’mong the apples of the oak, 

Or where o’er thicket-tufts the elder throws 

Fler purple branches, ripening in the sun; 

Or blooms the wild-rose o’er some thorny bush, 
Beside thick woodbines, or the spiral vetch. 

There the light squirrel shells the clustering nuts, 
And to the rustling gale the stockdove coos. 

They note too, in what deep and grassy nest 

The calling partridge feeds her numerous brood ; 
Or in what whispering streamlet, check’d by sedge, 
Whose margent freckled crowfoot purples o'er, 
Trout haunt, and silvery fish, not yet disturb’d. 
Then among molehills, over many a turf 

And verdant alley, edged with yellow broom, 

In pausing silence rove their devious feet ; 

While on the heathy neighbourhood they pick 
Cool cranberries, refreshing prize, that lurk 

"Mong fragrant thyme ; or azure winberries, 
Pluck’d from moist spots, where tremble willow- 
High overhead larks trill their madrigals, [flowers. 
And the shrill ouzel whistles from afar. 

Nor wants gray twilight, (lasting now from eve 1522 
To early morn) rich music in this scene 

Of solitude : for when the dorfly’s hum 

Has ceased, and o’er possessing silence flown, 
The fluttering owl has chosen her haunted seat, 
The nightingale upon some moonlight brake, 
Perch’d among rose-buds, her own favour’d flower, 
Attunes alone her varied symphony, 

And charms the listening spirits of the air, 

While with sweet calls, far differing from their own, 
She holds from sleep the wondering quiristers, 
Who in their mute nests through the isle repose. 1533 
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Desolate, strange, their home, yet hail’d as such, 
Words may not tell how exquisitely dear. 
Retired within their cell, possessing now 
No means that may support precarious life, 
Save from the uncertain chase, or neighbouring 
Or perilous depredations on the foe, [streams, 
Which the mad search excited checks awhile, 
What wonder, if when night her serious shades 
Draws round, involuntary gloom at times 
Pervades each hero’s breast, though steel’d to bear 
With answering courage fortune’s bitterest doom. 
Amid unfeigned gratitude to Him, 1545 
Whose providence yet life and shelter yields, 
Silent reflection laps them oft, while each 
The perils, sorrows of his various life 
Musing retraces; marks his present state, 
And ponders o’er the prospect still in view. 
Yet e’en were these sad hours to fancy sweet ; 
For these within the soul awake, improve 
Affections, that exalt her every thought 
To lofty dignity, and whose dear throb 
To rapture charms usurping melancholy : 
While shared calamity endears indeed 
Their mutual friendship, and might seem to gild 1557 
Its present beauty with a beam divine. 


To such their impulse in a pensive hour 
The Sovereign thus would yield expression meet : 
‘‘How wondrous beyond thought the ways of 

heaven ! : 

Who could have deem’d that from so proud a state, 
From triumph that made all our toils seem o’er, 
So sudden a reverse should blast at once 
Our-hopes so near attain’d? that but a day 
Should see our gallant army all dispersed, 
Not in brave battle, which they knew to bear, 
But as with blast of pestilential winds, 1568 
Or heaven’s own lightning stroke. That we from 
Accompanied witb all the pomp of war, [tents 
From thrones and regal palaces, should be 
Reserved to lurk in an abode so wild, 
And desolate as this! And ah! bereaved 
From each the dearest treasures of the heart, 
Parent, friend, brother, and from me indeed 
Those angel-beings, which indulgent heaven 
Had lent, to cheer awhile my anxious life! 
Oh! sainted spirits, your celestial peace 
Diffuse around us, till again we meet !” 1579 
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So as he spoke, he stopp’d: and o’er his brow 1559 
Drew soft his lifted hand, and from the view 
Turn’d a brief while his face—but soon resumed. 

‘* We sole survive, resolved with heart unchanged 
To be our country’s friends, although our power 
Be humble, as this hut must needs assure ; 
Assail’d by dangers from the rage, the wiles, 

Of foes and traitors: doom’d in these waste scenes 
To struggle with adversity : endure 

Cold, hunger, poverty: to brave indeed 
Hardships, and wants, and perils, yet untold. 

But come: no more: to trials so severe 1591 
Each will bring up a mind yet unsubdued. 

For which, of these his sufferings will complain, 
When high and honourable is their end ? 

Now to defend and save our native land, 

We sole survive, our country’s secret shield. 

Then never may our vow’d attachment be 
Dissolved, or shaken by adversity ; 

But link’d the closer by the griefs we share. 

From mutual aid and friendship interchanged, 

We will derive in fortune’s saddest hour 

Sweet consolation, and the lamp of hope 

For England’s safety ever keep alive. 1603 
We will not to desponding gloom give way, 

And deem all lost, but cheerful and resign’d, 
Esteem that heaven has blessings yet in store : 
Though now indeed bereft of all, save life, 

And health, and this our lonely-wild abode, 

Our sad condition we will not deplore : 

But rather turning to a better use 

Misfortune’s gather’d storms, more wisely thence 
Derive these virtues; patience, hardihood, 
Prudence ; till school’d in sufferings, which perhaps 
Posterity may patriotic deem, 

And decorate with rich reward of praise, 1615 
We thence may know to pity and relieve 

A brother in distress, and may become 

Worthier, better men, from scenes like these. 

We will not shrink then from these threatening ills. 
Trials are needful, and are virtue’s friend. 

"Tis but in trial that the noble mind 

Distinguish’d shines in its own native light. 

Not that we deem it wise, ever to seek 

Dangers and pain, but proudly to o’ertower 

The stroke of uncontroll’d necessity. 

Yet have we blessings and resources here ; 
Liberty, contemplation, angel hope, 1627 
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And peace, though to a narrow spot confined. 1628 
These shall be earnest of extended joys. 

Here shines the sun: the chase will yield us food, 
Or bold excursions on the guardless foe. 

Let us enjoy then what just Hleaven permits, 

And own its gifts with humble gratitude. 

For brief at best is life: and its rich time 

Of action short, to human age assign’d. 

Infancy, childhood, education, sleep, 
Refreshment, age, deducted, what a span 

For active goodness, life’s chief end, remains ! 
The friends, whose loss we mourn, ourselves shall 
Follow, and leave our country so beloved, [soon 
(Whose weal may somewhat e’en on us depend,) 
And every object that we prize below. 

We then the fleeting remnant of our days, 

As duty and as honour call, unawed 

By threatening peril or by ills endured, 

Will ardently employ for others’ good, 

Serve well our country, benefit mankind, 

In action, or of labour, or of thought, 

As Providence decrees our various sphere. 

Then to our best our duties done, we reap 1650 
A sweet content, and leave the rest to heaven.” 


Deep-moved by such his noble sentiments, 
So well in all according with their own, 
And but expressing their own bosom’s thought, 
The gallant youths both rise, and to the King 
Approaching in respectful awe, their hands 
Offer with heart-warm fervour, silent each: 
For now of each the labouring bosom swell’d 
With speechless and unutterable throb 
Of high resolve, and virtuous dignity : 
And ia each noble eye the genuine tear 
Of generous feeling glisten'd, that reveal’d 1662 
Itself the heart’s emotion, more than words. 
Till soon, without reply, or other sign, 
Not unaware of such their bosom’s sense, 
The pensive Monarch thus his counsel closed. 


‘* Sway’d by these feelings, whatsoever lot 
A gracious Providence assigns us here, 
Whether privations such as now we own, 
Or gradual change, perhaps, to happier time, 
We may preserve, with aspect still serene, 
Calm equanimity: not too depress’d, 
Nor to despondence sunk, though worse befal: 
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Though death itself it be our doom to meet, — 1674 
With every form of human misery, 

All transitory, yet to be preferr'd 

To ignominy and a mind debased. 

Nor though heaven lift us to our former state, 
And pertect all our hopes, ere yet we die, 

Will we be then intemperately proud, 

As knowing the vicissitudes that wait 

All human things, and their possession short. 
Thus whether high or lowly be our sphere, 

W hether to us life’s closing hours arrive 

In pain and poverty,—or atiluent ease,— 1685 
Distant, or near, that left to heaven's best will,— 
We may look back on time so spent with peace. 
Death shall to us no terrors wear, but seem 

An angel-pilot, sent to waft us hence, 

Far from the troubled coil of this low earth, 
Beyond the poor malignity of man, 

Or varying fortune’s wild inconstant change, 

To purest regions of perpetual joy, 

Where, though awhile each object dear on earth, 
We leave, they are not lost, but we again 

Shall meet, in forms divinely beautiful. 

Where, gifted with new faculties, the good, —_ 1697 
In company with natures like their own, 

Shall, ranging through the boundless universe, 
Share glories, and variety of bliss, 

Beyond imagination’s richest hope, 

Increasing only with eternity. 

Nay ! in the dreariest state of human life, 

Though all our earthly prospects be obscured, 
And our last friend forsake us, we may own 
Comforts, that can support us through it all, 
Inspire us with undaunted fortitude, 

And fix our thoughts upon a better world.” — 1708 


Moved and consoled by sentiments like these, 
Resign’d, with dauntless fortitude inspired, 
The chiefs without a murmur now begin 
The wildest life amid this dreary isle. 
By perils compass’d round, their customs bend 
To warning prudence ; and necessity 
Teaches to thought full many a novel art. 
By day in part they sleep: or hours of light 
Perhaps employ in sharpening needful arms : 
In weaving nets for birds or fish: at times 
Tn shaping planks of sever'd trees to form 
A little boat, which on the neighbouring Thone, 
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W here through dark woods he rolls his solemn waves, 
They hope to steer, and from their ancient haunts 
Draw ample treasures of the finny brood. 

But when the early moon, silvering the east, 

Tells to the waiting owl his time of flight, 

When her beams, piercing first the wolf’s grim cave, 
Draw on her disk his waking eyes of fire, 

Then dawns their dusky morn. Forth from their but 
The chieftains issue, arm’d, in various robes 

Clad, that from out their subterranean cell 

They choose, as fancy prompts, for best defence. 


Ere long the heroes purpose to begin 1732 
Some secret enterprise, and ’gainst the foe 
Tempt some bold expedition, first by thought 
Firing the mind, (which in adversity 
Assumes high courage,) and resolving all, 
Whene’er occasion offers, to attack 
The insulting enemies, seize plunder’d spoil, 
Liberate captives, to relieve the oppress’d, 
And somewhat heal their suffering country’s woes. 


Then at the noon of night, in secret arm'd 
Within the glimmering cavern, whose dim cells 
A lamp illumed, hung from its earthy roof, — 1713 
They issue forth, and wander far away, 
Led by the glimpses of the moon, across 
The quaking moor, till among rural farms 
Now wasted by the Danes, where rustics dwell 
By Edgar known, their venturous steps arrive. 
They come, where savage Pagans hold around 
Lordly possession over rich domains, 
And joy their lawful owners to retain 
In vassal bondage, seeking to convert 
Their English slaves to Odin’s mysteries. 
Seeming at first but peasant villagers, 1754 
At early dawn among the rural hinds 
The roving chieftains mix their steps, and hear 
From child-lorn fathers, orphan’d families, 
From mourning widows, or insulted maids, 
Whose gentle beauty e’en from savage beasts 
Might well have won mute awe and tenderness, 
Full many a story, fraught with piteous grief. 
Thus as with cautious watch they roam around, 
From the heart-broken English still they hear 
Wild lamentations of the Danes’ excess, 
And dismal ravages, and gain themselves 
Ocular, and a ten-times maddening, proof 1766 
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Of riot, waste, and all the horrid woes, 1767 
Inflicted by a barbarous soldiery. 

Hot indignation swells in every heart 

To free their country from a foe like this. 

Then under mantle of concealing night, 

~ Where’er they learn the unguarded enemy 

In weaker parties lodged, the daring chiefs 

Enter by force their tents, or wrested farins, 

And with midnight assault wake wilder’d sleep 
To unsuspected war and mad defence. 

The insolent foe they bind, recapture spoil, 

Free prison’d females, or awe-wondering slaves ; 
Restoring to their proper lords the wealth, —1779 
Late plunder’d from their unresisting hands: 

Sole for themselves the unknown victors keep 
Disguises various, strange, diffused attire, 

Rings, armour, swords, won from the vanquish’d 
Rumour of such exploits alarms the foe, [Dane. 
Rousing his wonder and resentful rage. 

But still the undaunted patriots are abroad. 

Soon as dim night ’gins aid their vow’d emprise, 
They seem like apparitions of the dark, [known, 
Whose shades are peopled with gaunt shapes un- 
Mysterious vanishing from human search. 

For when the eye of day new peril brings, 1791 
Should any numerous armed Danes appear, 
Several they slink mid lonely cottages, 

Whose inmates secretly their valour aid ; 

Or hide ’mong branches broad of leafy trees, 

In hollow nooks, or pits obscure and caves, 
Deserted fanes, burnt abbeys, fallen towers, 

In wattled sheep-cotes, ruin’d huts, and mills. 

Yet sometimes as the insatiate Danes remove 
Seized herds and flocks, the spoil of wasted farms, 
The warriors, issuing with wild rage, assault 

The guardless robbers, and, the foe o’erpower'd, 
Wrest then the plunder’d booty from their grasp, 
Which to the peasant owner, in distress 

Following at humble distance, they restore, 

Who tells his gratitude with thanks and tears. 

Or him unknown, their prize the chiefs divide 
Among the pillaged, starving cottagers, 

Or to their isle and sheltering cave, a part 

They drive though shadows of concealing night. 
Oft from approach of peril on fleet steeds, 

Thus from the Dane acquired, they scour along 
Homeward, and tie amid the neighbouring woods 
Such valued treasure against hours of need. 1814 
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With more increased surprise, the Danes perceive 
Opposure so re-iterate, and unlook’d: 

In vain surmising whence it springs; or deem’d 
The venture rash of some bold Englishmen, 

By want and hunger urged to robbery. 
Vengeance they vow upon detected guilt, 
Proclaiming far and near superb rewards 

To any who to their just hands will yield 
Traitors, molesting thus their victor-lords. 

But still flush’d fury on the indignant foe, 

Spite of all watch, the intrepid heroes hurl: 

Aud hearing of oppression, still are prompt — 1826 
To fly to its delivery, buoyed by hope. 

Frequent their enterprises, and the fame 

Of their strange daring through the land resounds. 


Thus gradual knowledge of their country’s state, 
Of every scene, of every devious road, 
Each vill, and farm, what friends inhabit here, 
Or where the restless foe delights to dwell, 
How strong or weak his force in every part, 
The chiefs obtain; and by degrees they learn 
The secret wishes of their countrymen, 
Gaining in various quarters many a friend. 1837 
With equal pace their resolution grows, 
As they observe retreats from hot pursuit, 
Where favouring peasants may protection yield, 
In after hours of perilous emprise. 
Nor thus a moment’s idle pause occurs, 
Which the brave King and his associate chiefs 
Employ not to befriend their country’s cause, 
And point new prospects to reviving hope. 
Chiefly by day conceal’d in humble farms, 
Search’d oft by parties of pursuing Danes, 
The adventurers lurk, where faithful countrymen 
They find, inhabiting some rural scene. 1849 


It chanced, that as they wander'd thus, fatigued 
With varied walks, through bowering alleys green, 
That sloping wound along a high hill-side, 
Allured by cooler shades, they sat them down 
Upon the moss’d trunk of a fallen tree. 

Through opening elms, with honeysuckles twined, 
And thickets tall, where fragrant roses bloom, 
Waving their playful shadows o’er the ground, 
Hence, as they rest, the chiefs survey, unseen, 
The pleasing landscape, wide before them spread, 
Deck’d in the golden sunshine of July. 1560 
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Below, shine bright-green fields ; here darker woods 
Mantle steep hills, that rise o’er purple heaths, 
Oft interspersed with change of spiked corn, 
Beside some single farm, or shelter’d vill, 

Curling its dim smoke from the quiet vale; 
~ While trom far distance a smooth, silvery stream 
Steals on with pleasant murmur, on whose banks 
A ruin’d abbey stands, or spiry fane. 
Conspicuous in the midst a castle rose 
On a high mount, bosom’d in wavy trees, 
Which, stretching far its lengthen’d shadow, seems 
Likeliest the mansion of the imperious foe. 1872 
On the fair prospect, soothing their repose, 
Gaze the fond chieftains; till his devious eye 
Roving o'er every part in silent pause, 
At last the King his pensive thought express’d. 


‘*‘ How beautiful thy sweetly varied scenes, 
England, my country! Seeing thee, I feel 
Still new delight. Ab! that the genial band 
Of cultivation amid happy peace 
Foster’d thy native, willing energies ! 
But now alas! if e’er the vagrant eye 
May mark depasturing cattle, or few sheep —_1ss3 
Wandering dispersed, or, languid with the heat, 
Seeking cool shelter under shade of trees, 
Where they should crop sweet grass, or the green turf 
Should spread its smooth couch for their vacant rest, 
Or where rich corn should wave its billowy gold,— 
Unsightly furze, and barren chamomile, 
Rank knots, sour rushes, weeds and nettles teem. 
In every unturn’d furrow thistles seed, 
Filling the air with starry gossamers, 
And useless poppies paint the crimson fields, 
Shaming the ground, with image of neglect. 
Now to wild waste runs every fertile plain; — 1x95 
For the plough sleeps; now rarely in the soil 
The husbandman dares trust his hoarded grain, 
Uncertain who may reap his toil’s reward. 
Yet in some cultured spots, and chief, methinks, 
Near yonder castellated tower, I see 
Peasants at work, who, bending, with keen scythe 
Cut the tall-waving grass, and faded flowers. 
While near them, moving o’er the busy fields, 
The gather’d rustics, men and maids, and youth, 
Scatter fallen heaps to meet the sunny rays, 
Or trail the rake along the shaven ground. 
See too! mid yon scant fields of springing corn, 


44 KING ALFRED. 


Some slowly seem to pluck the choking weeds. 
And o’er yon neighbouring heath few sheep now trip, 
Shorn of their fleeces; signs that may indeed 
Bespeak some hand of careful husbandry. 

But ah! ‘I fear, inmates of yon low lodge, 

Whose little farm in order trim appears, 

Whence the bean blossoms scente’en here the breeze, 
Compell’d they work for some imperious Dane. 

I fear, the cottage is by some forced slave 

Held in subservience to yon castled hall. 
Perhaps, all patient of indignity, 1918 
They who now till these beauteous fields, must soon 
Yield their dear treasures to the victor lords, 

And hold e’en life at their precarious will. 

Else sure the hand of industry would joy 

Other rich plains to deck, like this fair scene. 

But come: we will descend: and learn to whom 
Belong yon towers; to whom the rural farm: 

Too sure, I augur, to the ruthless foe.” 


So as he spoke, the wanderers, refresh’d, 
Descend with care amid the sloping vale. 
Nor long they wait beside a custom’d way, 
Ere a poor peasant crosses their slow steps, 1930 
Of whom they learn, that yonder stately hall 
The Danes indeed possess, with insult strange 
Compelling noble Ordmer, once the thane 
W ho own’d himself the castle, and had been 
A warrior who in England’s eause had bled, 
Decrepit now, and almost blind with age, 
To hold yon cottage, subject to themselves, 
In mockery of his former higher state ; 
To till these fields with his own rustic train, 
And heap up plenty for the conqueror’s board. 
That the poor veteran chief, (his blindness scorn’d, 
And mocking his weak age, which they pretend 
He, if a hero, would with violent hand 
And his own sword have ended, long ere this,) 
They force to pile up fuel for their hearths, 
And do each servile task, which his old hands, 
Groping throughknownwalks round his humblelodge, 
May try, with little aid from glimmering sight. 
That the old chieftain, willing still to live, 
To save, if yet he may, his daughters dear 
From the polluting touch of insolence, 
Dwells here with them, and patiently submits 
To seek around for wood and pile it up; 
Or near his door sits often in the sun, 1954 
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While, as he muses on his country’s fate, 1955 
Big tears roll silent from his sightless eyes ; 

A spectacle that well the hardest heart 

Might melt to touch of soft humanity. 


O’ercome with deep compassion, mute, the King 
_ Attends the tale: then to the listening chiefs, 
Soon as the swain departs, gives pity words. 


‘*‘ Alas! what mournful tidings do we hear ! 
Poor, brave, old man, and art thou come to this? 
Forgive me, chieftains, if my wounded heart 1964 
Seem with a sorrow touch’d, more deep than wont. 
] knew him, brave and good old warrior, once, 
When first a youth I join’d my brother’s wars. 
Well I remember how he nobly fought 
In Merton’s battle, when my brother fell, 

The King, whose throne, alas! I came to fill. 

In whose defence the veteran Ordmer then, 
Praise of the army, met a dismal wound. 

In which sad state he would, perforce, attend 

On my dead brother’s transient obsequies : 

Paying at Winburn’s shrine his loyal grief. 

Then left for aye the wars, which he no more 1976 
Could with his presence, thus disabled, aid ; 

And with reluctant fond farewell retired 

To his own castle. This, I deem, befel, 

Ere Edgar’s youth scarce heard of bloody fields. 
Poor, brave, old man !—and if I right recal, 
"Twas after said, of his fair daughters one 

Became the loved wife of a noble youth, 

Who in a skirmish met too early death. 

T cannot rest, until I see once more 

The veteran hero, though perhaps the attempt 

Be perilous: but we are three: disguise, 

Like ours, will shield us from detection’s ken. 1988 
Perhaps some feat we may e’en here achieve, 
Some happy earnest of more high exploits. 

We can solicit mid yon peasant train 

To bear a part; there mix our seeming toil, 

And frame some purpose for our country’s good.” | 


He said, and all agree the aged chief 
To seek, and soothe perhaps his griefs and fears. 


Then speeding on, soon near the cottage gate 
They find the old man, culling his blind way, 
Dismiss’d a playful child, whose task it was 1998 
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To guard his tottering steps, but who from use 1999 
Careless, now pluck’d red berries from wild briers ; 
For every lane and turn the old chief knew, 

Each hedge, and gate, and tree, and grass-plot green. 
Sweetly sequester’d at the lawny foot 

Of sloping grounds, the modest cottage stood, 
Beside whose rustic porch a turning stile 

And taller gate oped to a shady lane, 

Where mountain ashes grew and waving firs, 
Leading thence upward to the castled hall. 

From this fair site at pleasing distance rose 

The turret-battlements, through bowery groves : 2010 
And stretching thence beyond, blue hills, adorn’d 
With village spire or slowly turning mill, 

Faded at last into aerial mist. 

The strangers, entering mid the shelter’d lane, 
Approach the poor old man, whose features soon 
The King deep-moved with tender sympathy, 
Remembers, but refraining to disturb 

With tales of grief the veteran’s mood serene, 
Discovers not himself, yet as he eyes 

The old man’s humble mien, scarce checks a tear. 
They find him with his whole exerted strength 
Bearing dry branches of collected wood 2022 
To a large pile, as fuel for the Dane. 

The old man knows them not, as they accost 

Him passing with his burden in his arms, 
Cautiously stepping, and with eye-balls dim 
Uplifted, seeking some faint ray from heaven.— 
But soon as he their gentle accents hears, 

He knows them instant to be Englishmen, 

Of higher race than common peasant-hinds. 

Then hastily his fagots laying down, 

He stops, and warns them, lest they idly rove 

To yon high castle, held now by the Dane, —2033 
Though once his own. Alfred the old man’s hand 
Takes fond and kindly utters grateful thanks : 
Intreats to lead him to his rural cell, 

Which the old man, unknowing his support, 
Permits and gently toward the cottage walks ; 
There seats him soon upon a rustic bench 

In the sole mansion; for his daughters both 

Were absent toiling in the busy fields. 

A beauteous infant in a cradle slept, 

Which its fond mother there had left awhile. 

The old man, at request, and feeling sure 

He speaks to English friends, his moving tale 
Relates. ‘‘ My name is Ordmer. Time has been, 
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When I was lord of yonder castle-towers. —-.2047 
But since the victor-Danes possess the land, 
Resistless, all the English powers o’erthrown, 
I am a servant to the haughty foe, 
Who wrested from me my paternal home, 
And now despotic rules these fair domains. 
_ They mock’d my blindness and my helpless age, 
Which then indeed I had not fear’d to end 
In death: but since my life, unlook’d, was spared, 
My widow’d daughter, and my younger girl, 
Who have no friend left in the world but me, 
I thus console in their forlorn distress. 2058 
And though with insult and the mockery 
Of cruel Pagans, I am daily set 
To labour as their slave, and for their hearths 
To heap up wood, pick’d from my native fields, 
Which now I roam around (you saw my work) 
I gain thus exercise, and gently fan 
Health’s fading embers, life’s expiring torch. 
By silent thought [ thus myself prepare 
For passage to that heaven, which cannot be 
Far distant now from my exhausted age: 
And through God’s favour, there I hope a place. 
Oh! highest comfort of my wearied heart! — 2070 
Let me not grieve then, but awhile endure.” 

He paused a moment, while a gushing tear 
Fell from his sightless and uplifted orbs: 
And silent he sat musing a brief while ; 
A spectacle to move the sternest heart. 
Till, soothed by gentle words, he thus resumed. 
‘© T was a soldier once: and I have seen 
The day, when not a Dane dared meet my arm, 
Without memorial of my prouder strength. 
And in defence of my late noble King 
I shed my blood, for my dear country’s cause ; 2081 
Which I had not forsaken, but would still 
Have fought in service of that great good man, 
Who now of right inherits England’s throne: 
(Heaven guard him now where’er conceal’d he rests) 
Hero, who in so many dangerous wars 
Has still undaunted proved his country’s shield. 
But oh! my blindness and decay of strength, 
Induced by loss of blood and vital wounds, 
Disabled me to join e’en hope of aid. 
Bloody, tyrannical are these fierce Danes, 
For whom I labour thus. My tender wife, 
Heart-grieved with sad expulsion from our home, 
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Her frame incapable of toils unused, 2094 
Which she and our fair daughters’ younger strengths 
Were doom’d to bear, soon after died; and me 
Left widow’d, destitute, save that e’en yet 

My girls are left me, to console my age. 

Alas! e’en they are by the vulgar foe 

Insulted oft, and dread the Danish name. 

In horrid expectation do they live, 

Lest to yon castle some not distant hour 

Should see them dragged, to be the shrieking prey 
Of savage violence and mocking taunts. 

Ah! then in vain my sightless eyes, or these 2105 
Weak limbs, my ruin’d children could protect. 
Yet then, they tell me, they are both prepared 

To die, ere they would yield them to the will 

Of lawless rapine and brute insolence ; 

That each a constant, secret dagger wears 

Which shall assail the infuriate spoiler’s life, 

Ere to their honour he shall offer wrong. 

Them now I cherish in adversity, 

And still inspire with holy trust in heaven, 
Soothing them to content, and humble hope. 

But oh! ye patterns of my blessed wife ; 

You, the sole comfort of my feeble age, 2117 
If you must be dishonour’d, and sent back, 
Though living, shamed; perhaps in spotless death ; 
To mock me, after all the other woes 

I have endured, I could not then survive ; 

That pang would be too much: ’twould be my last. 
And these gray hairs, these old blind eyes, with tears 
Crimson’d, would soon within the quiet grave 
Rest, and my broken heart its suffering cease. 

But still in a kind Providence I trust 

To smooth my passage to my bed of earth; 
Where I shall soon sleep in serenest peace, 

My sainted wife reposing by my side; 2129 
Till we shall wake to visions of high heaven. 

Our Christian faith is mock’d at and despised ; 
Myself derided, that my own weak hand 

Ends not a life, which heaven has thus prolong’d. 
But yet some unexpected means may rise 

To save my country from her ruthless foes. 

For this I offer yet my daily prayers. 

Though all be lost, though hope of proud defence 
Seem now o’erpast, and while no power resists, 
What the Dane wills is now the only law, 

Yet I predict, some heaven-sent aid will come, 
Like the sun beaming o’er a night of storms, 2141 
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That shall to cheerful life restore the land. 2142 
Ah! would that Alfred lived, the Patriot King ! 
He would not sleep inactive, but arouse 

His zeal, his talents, for his country’s good, 

And still concert her hoped deliverance.” 


Praise from the unconscious veteran so bestow'd 
Drew from the stranger grateful tenderness. 
The various story in each hero’s heart 
Had in its progress waked emotion strange 
Of admiration, pity, love, regret, 
And pensive grief, to see the noble man, 2152 
Old, blind, thus sunk to a laborious slave. 
A stealing tear his sad narration won: 
And deep desire to shield from injury 
A head so sacred moves indeed the chiefs, 
While sympathy is panting, to forget 
The measure of their weak ability. 
The strangers then with humble tone beseech 
Employment in the fields, which soon the old man 
Permits, but warns some danger from the Dane. 
Such peril braved, ere long the chieftains join 
The busy hayfield, where in their rude garb 
Disguised, unknown, among the swains they blend, 
And share their rural works. The various flowers 
That gay had bloom’d in the sweet month of June, 
Now in their beauties palely delicate, 
»Mong waving feathery stalks, with skill-less scythe, 
They prostrate o’er the ground, in arching heaps, 
Check’d oft by mole-hills, or gold-blossom’d furze. 
Numerous is the assemblage of the swains, 
Summon’d from many 4 cottage far around, 
To work laborious for the mastering Dane ; 
While their true lord pines in yon humble cot. 
Here grandsires gray, with tottering, equal, step, 
And playful children, their flush’d rosy cheeks 
Raising with smiles, mix in the throng’d employ. 
And village maidens, o’er the fallen flowers 
Straying with bashful beauty, charm the field. 
’Mong these, discover’d by their graceful air, 
The seeming labourers soon with wary eye 
Perceive the daughters of the veteran lord. 
Each, in her mien superior, needed not 
The aid of language to reveal her state. 
By nature fair, o'er native elegance, 
And sweet expression of their gentle looks, 
Visibly education’s hand had drawn 
The soul, and both were mildly beautiful. 2188 
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As two bright planets on some autumn night 2189 
Walk in meek progress o’er heaven’s azure fields, 
And gild with richest light the lesser stars. 

But chiefly she, whom soon they learn to be 

The widow’d mother of the cradled babe. 

She, as they hear, was to a youthful thane 
Wedded, who fell in the remorseless war, 

And left her with one beauteous infant, now 

Her fondest consolation, and chief care. 

Pity for virtuous beauty, so distress’d, 

With admiration blent, each gazing chief 

Melts and affects to sacred reverence : 2200 
As if, in contemplation rapt, the eye, 

Clear’d from thick vapour of this mortal sense, 
Should suddenly behold, reveal’d in air, 

The form of some ensky’d angelic spirit. 

Proceeds the various task: some toil, untired, 
Swaying the rustling scythe: some trail the rake; 
Some toss the odoriferous heap on high, 

And shake each withering flowret to the sun. 

The heroes share the business of the day, 
Lightening the labour of the rustic hinds, 2211 
Who haste, lest rain from any gathering cloud 
O’ertake them, and incense the imperious Dane. 
And see! where yonder various rainbow fronts 
The falling sun, tokening a vagrant shower. 

Then every conscious hand, with double toil, 
Rears to the threaten’d moisture, ere it drop, 

The harvest, ranged in heap’d and lofty rows. 

At times beneath a fragrant hawthorn stretch’d, 
Or the curl’d boughs of some umbrageous oak, 
Or in the shade of some green hedge, whence spring 
Wild roses, mingling white and crimson cups, 
Where woodbines intertwine their feathery bells, 
The rustic throng repose; and social share 2223 
Refreshment, from their homely satchels drawn, 
Of humble fare; and from their leathern flasks 
Cool whey, or milk; perhaps reviving mead; 
While, if deterr’d not by awaked alarm 

Of Danes approaching, or some grief recall’d, 
The joke, the song, the merry tale goes round. 
Such party still the unknown Monarch joins, 
Hoping to seize the occasion, now to learn 

The feelings of his suffering countrymen, 

And even yet, perhaps, with martial rage 

To fire their spirits ’gainst the oppressor’s yoke. 
Oft as the stranger the sweet infant throng 

Marks, sporting, sun-burnt, ’mong the fragrant hay ; 
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Or pleased beholds them, while their little hands 
Attempt some task that needs maturer strength, 
He fondly calls some favourites to his side, 
Who, archly curtseying, to the stranger come. 
Then while their parents with delight perceive 
_His admiration, often as he strokes 

Their rosy faces, or their yellow hair, 

And in soft tone their smiling youth approves, 
Perhaps the emotion of his heart gives vent 

To words, which then the attentive peasants hear. 


‘‘ Ah! must this rising race, fair England’s youth, 
In whose fresh features eminently bloom 
Health, vigour, bold and generous hardihood, 
Capacity and power for worthy deeds ; 
Form’d for each virtue that adorns mankind ; 
Must these be thus the slaves of Pagan lords, 
And slavery to their children too bequeath, 
The only heritage of sire to son ? 
Must England’s beauteous daughters still be doom’d 
The victims of insatiate, lawless rage ? 
And shall no hand, inspired by heaven, arise 
To free our country from this scourge of woes? 
Now not a family, from low to high, 2259 
But mourns some fateful and inflicted loss 
From the rude hands of foreign soldiery. 
Tyrrany, desolation, murder, spoil, 
Misery varying still her horrid form, 
Too surely seem in this devoted land, 
Like spectres, to have fix’d their wild abode. 
But oh! just heaven! in mercy grant to rise 
Some sun of hope, whose all-resistless beams 
May put to flight these ministers of death, 
And our lost country, veil’d now in a cloud 
Of darkness, to new light and life restore. 2270 
Brave are Britannia’s sons, nor are their hearts 
Untouch’d by their dear country’s sufferings. 
Do thou inspire, and animate their souls 
With dauntless fortitude: tis heaven’s own cause 
To blast the triumph of flush’d wickedness. 
Nor will we faint; though human power alone 
Be unavailing now, to stem the flood 
Of such an angry and o’erwhelming foe, 
Yet may the happy time, though late, arrive, 
When all the country they pollute so long 
May rise at once, and with an earthquake’s power 
Open upon them an engulfing grave : 
Warning all future enemies in awe 2283 
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To fly from these unconquerable shores.” 2284 


He ceased, while seem’d inspired his heavenward 
Proud indignation fires the rural crowd, {look. 
And deep desire to avenge their country’s woes. 
Some largely vow; some menace ; every voice 
Agrees, while some gray veteran pours the prayer. 


‘‘Oh! that to suffering England heaven would 
Another army! Oh! that Alfred lived [deign 
To leads its ranks again to victory ! 

Some glorious efforts would be then achieved ! 2293 
And whoin such a cause would shrink from death ?— 
If we poor peasants in our hearts can feel 
The sparks of valour glowing, sure there are 
Some nobler souls, inured to wars and fame, 

In whose superior natures the true fire 

Of honour, loyalty, and patriot zeal 

Shall burst ere long ungovernable way, 

And range abroad with power unquenchable.” 


In ecstasy the unknown sovereign hears 
Such thouglits express’d: then bids the listening 
Cherish these sentiments, till happy time [throng 
Yield to their longing hopes assured success. 
Such his advice the other stranger-pair, 
Blent ’mong the rustics, with mild words affirm. 


Perhaps at other vacant hour, awhile 
To entertain the gather'd peasantry, 
And charm, if so he may, the passing time, 
The King ’mong his unconscious subjects sits, 
Pleasant and free; then in due turn desired, 
Repeats some moving tale, or minstrel song, 
Tuned to war-notes, or gentle beauty’s praise. 
Attracted round the pleasing stranger crowd 2315 
The labourers, loitering from their task, to list 
His stories, and his various melody. 
The rustics lean upon their upright rakes, 
And beauty seated by her favour’d swain 
Turns on her best-esteem’d her speaking eyes, 
Moved by the tales of love, or fatal war: 
Till strange delight enraptures every ear. 
Then as the touch of pleasure so serene 
With sweet impression opes the charmed heart, 
So as they listen, weariness forgot, 
The tranquil field seems like enchanted land. 
At times, perhaps, into the natural praise 2327 
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Of rural peace, the gentle stranger slides, 2328 
Or tells his varied thoughts of human life; 
Winning attention, whatsoe’er his theme. 


‘* How happy might the rural peasant live, 
Did peace but here compose her native reign, 

Nor danger threaten from these cruel foes ! 

Here are no cares that still surround, and haunt, 
Prince, nobles, and the falsely envied great. 
Myself have travell’d wide, in various modes 
Mix’d with the world, and many stations seen. 
Not, as some deem, throng’d cities yield alone 2338 
Happiness, though variety be there, 

Bustle, and much confusion, and assault 

Of strange temptation, and unwonted waste. 

But in the gentle country, more serene, 

Nature too spreads variety of charms, 

Deck’d in her meek vest of refreshing green, 

And seems still new, as rolling seasons change. 
Here pleasant sunshine the rich scene illumes, 
While mingled shades, with sweet diversity, 
Temper too warm a beam. Here fresh-pure air 
Blows fragrance, free and unconfined around, 

O’er hill, and dewy vale, and babbling streams. 2350 
With homely plenty teems the grateful earth, 
While rosy health, of industry the child, 

And temperance, the truest luxury, 

Lull the calm spirit into blest content. 

Nor when chill winter veils in white the plains, 
Want rural homes their own serene delight. 

Then blazes cheerfully the cottage hearth : 

And song or tale, feast, dance, and social joy 
Make long December evenings seem too short. 
For who forgets, that rustic hinds too own 

All sweet affections of an honest heart, 

The modest wife, fond children’s tender ties, 2362 
Whom to support is your chief thought and joy ? 
Though low the station, humbler are its cares, 
Less wounding its calamities and falls 

Than such as haunt high stations, like a shade. 
Shut from the strong temptations, which beset 

The rich and great, you in your mild retreats, 

To virtue favourable and to peace, 

May live more happy than the mightiest King. 
And when worn nature tardily resigns 

Your healthful frames, bow’d with a reverend age, 
While sons and their young offspring, whom you loved 
Pour o’er your latest bed the grateful tear, = 2374 
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Ye die, perhaps, with ten times happier mind, 2375 
Than cruel haughty Monarchs ever knew. 

Nor will your humble souls on wings of joy [below.” 
Lose that blest heaven, which cheer’d your thoughts 


Listening to such his talk, the rural throng 
Seem strangely pleased, nor is one heart unmoved : 
O’er beauty’s cheek rolls mute the unbidden tear, 
Sweet pledge of virtue’s gentle sympathy. 

Till by his converse drawn to solemn thought, 
Some gray-hair’d peasant of the stranger asks, 
(Since he has travell’d much and much observed) 
What state of human life he happiest deems ; 
How happiness, (the treasure sought by all) 
May, to his fancy, surest be attain’d. 

To whom the stranger with a look benign. 


‘¢ Happiness, as I deem, kind heaven decrees 
To no one place, or rank, or state confined ; 
Nor nature in her orbed round contains 
Aught to which, singly and alike for all, 
She gives unchanging, constant pleasure’s name. 
Yet some there be, of temper querulous, 
Who look on all things with a jaundiced eye, 2396 
And still present the sable shades of life, 
Hiding the sunshine ; much impeaching thus 
The goodness, justice, of all-bounteous heaven. 
For has not life innumerable sweet 
And moderate pleasures, every day and hour, 
Still flowing in upon us unawares ? 
A thousand comforts in each state and scene, 
That make this life a blessing of itself, 
And far o’erbalance accidental pains ? 
All have enjoyments, though all own their cares, 
Trials, and sufferings proper to themselves, 
The chequer’d portion of man’s transient days. 2408 
Who then, of this aware, but must admire 
The hand of heaven, in distribution just, 
That holds the balance of terrestrial joys 
Fven, impartial, and alike for all ? 
If some seem happier than their fellow-men, 
In station, riches, knowledge, talents, power, 
Peculiar cares from every state arise, 
That each reduce to the same mean of bliss, 
And none can lift this passing mortal state 
Above the level of humanity. 
For all are men, all creatures of one kind, 
Embark’d on the same varying sea of life, 2420 
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Their harbour, and their destined hopes, the same. 
All brothers, fellow-mortals, one their sire, 

Who all observes with an impartial eye, 

Yet must regard and love, in every form 

Of life, howe’er by circumstances changed, 
Goodness and worth, and chiefly those who strive 
The purpose of their being to fulfil. 

A wise man then is with his lot content. 

For surely he as large a portion owns 

Of happiness, as to this life is deign’d, 

Who seeks his proper duty well to act, 

With cheerful zeal; nor fails to exercise 2.132 
The faculties endued him of high heaven, 

In that best fittest state, by Providence 

Assign’d to each. Since thus he sure obtains 
His own heart’s approbation, and the hope 

Of heaven’s blest favour: a perpetual source 

Of comfortable joy. Hence happiness 

On the same principles depends to all. 

All to find bliss must labour to be good.” 


To such his words the old swain, in delight, 
As if they found an echo in the heart, 
Bows deep assent: till on the stranger’s lips 2443 
Hanging to hear consoling truth express’d, 
To them the King his thoughtful words renew’d. 


I venerate the man whom time has taught 
That to be good is to be happy too, 
Who with the bliss of others builds his own, 
And satisfied of this, pursues his thought, 
With purpose not to be removed or changed, 
Till death serene shall summon him to worlds 
Where his own precept he shall find obey’d. 
None for himself alone is meant to live. 
Heaven nought creates, nor any giftendues 2464 
But to some end, forth of itself to come, 
For general good, all parts of one machine. 
Grieve not to work then, healthful swains, nor grudge 
The labour, for which heaven adapts your frames. 
For misery is the doom of idleness, 
Which is in every state alike pursued 
With an original, undying curse ; 
Disease of body, discontent of mind. 
Whom see we plaining and unhappy most ? 
Those who no steady occupation own, 
Directed to some good and useful end ; 
Who vex their fancies with a vain regret 216 
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For what is past, and the unknown future fear. 
But virtuous industry becomes indeed 

The very means of its own happiness. 

Decree how admirable! that while good 

We strive to yield to others, happiness 

Unlook’d, unsought, flows in upon ourselves. 
Every man then should some design of life 

Early select, and to himself propose ; 

Then with unceasing industry pursue, 

Oftest to due success : as nature still 

Her germs of gradual operation lays, 

Which order, constant, regular, though slow, 24178 
Leads oftest to determined certainty. 

He, who thus acts, has found the clue to bliss. 
For every man, in every rank, must own 

Those days the happiest, and that yield him still 
The dearest zest, a satisfaction true, 

When cheerful industry has been combined 

With gentle relaxation, tending most 

To animate and recreate his frame, 

And where sweet pleasure has been earn’d by toil. 
Not wasting life in sensual, low delights, 

And mad excesses; which are held indeed 

In lowest estimation by a soul 2.190 
That looks to heaven, as reason’s purer home, 
And seeks to mix with angels, not with brutes. 
Fond fancy too may deem, as this frail life 

Is but the bud of being, which shall break 

Into a fair, unfading flower in heaven, 

That our best feelings here, perhaps, may be 

A foretaste of our future happiness, 

To be matured into perfection there ; 

Whence heaven's own joys may thus arise to man, 
Finding on earth their seed and origin.” 


He ceased : delighted with his suasive tongue, 
His pleasing reasons each still longs to hear; 
For every heart, now better satisfied, 
Feels in itself new pleasure and content. 2504 
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HUS pass’d the time; but whether in these fields, 
Or ’mong the bladed corn, from whose green 

They pluck the hurtful weeds and idle flowers, [stalks 
The rustics flock around the stranger swain, 
Where’er he roves in this his rural stay, 
A love awe-mix’d, affection undescribed, 
With secret charm attracts them all: for still 
Through his rude mien a somewhat noble gleam’d. 
The hero, the philosopher, the bard, 
Broke through the covert of his rustic guise, 
As shines the struggling sun through envious clouds. 


Drew on fair evening, o'er whose purpling bloom 
And orient eye a golden veil was hung, 13 
Dewy, transparent, yet whose beauty shone 
Through that more sweet concealment, and effused 
O’er the rich verdure streams of varying light. 
Then o’er the pastures green, where cattle herd, 
Checquering the scene with white or browner shapes, 
At ease reposing, or at peaceful feed, 

Where fresh-white mushrooms springing through the 
Token sweet juices of the fertile ground, _—[grass 
The strangers wander, and awhile retire 

From the waked notice of the officious swains. 

By hedge-row fields, where luscious clover blooms, 
Through green leaves lifting crimson honied flowers, 
And down sequester’d, dim, and bowery lanes, 
They seek the woodland scenery, near the cot 

Of the blind veteran chief. Here as they pass 
With eye, serenely satisfied, they mark 

The jasmine’s white stars, sparkling in the rays 

Of eve, as they adorn its humble walls. 

See too, where in the little garden spot 

The clustering pears turn yellow to the beams 

Of sunset, and the summer’s balmy breath. 

Amid the woods the strangers seek repose, 

Ere yet the red-breast ceases his sweet lay, 3H 
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While rooks, returning through the dewy air, 37 
On whispering wings approach their early nests. 
Here cover’d by warm-hiding fern, the chiefs 

Rest safe; above, boughs form their arborous roof, 
Through which the star-beams twinkle, as they gaze 
On heaven, their orient lofty canopy, 

Whose arch transcends indeed the pomp of Kings. 
Lone Philomela chants her various lay, 

And all night long, fair twilight spreads her robe, 
O’er the reposing votaries of sleep, 

Not dark and fearful, but serenely mild, 

Soothing with soft touch every wearied eye. 48 
The chiefs soon rouse, waked by the springing lark, 
That greets the first streak of apparent dawn, 

Ere from the cottage, wakeful chanticleer 

Gives his shrill signal of the break of day ; 
Perhaps some Sabbath, once to England dear, 
Though now alas! profaned by Pagan foes. 

How sweet to mark, along the hill reposed, 

The yet unrisen flocks, with frequent lambs, 

As on their dewy and green couch they rest, 
While all is peace and silence, and gray mists, 
Soft-melting, scarce conceal the upland spire ! 
Then if a lamb, first lightly-tripping, rise, 60 
And shake his fleece amid the twilight dews, 
How from the little fondling, as he moves, 

His long shade stretches o’er the shadowy lawn, 
Signal for all to quit their fragrant bed. 

Then blend the birds their matin melody, 

To hail the new sun’s broad refulgent orb, 

As up the heaven majestical he climbs, 

Decking the clouds, and every field, in gold. 
Perhaps the chiefs by sylvan haunts and glades, 
Thro’ which half-hid the pleasing landscape gleams, 
Approach the cottage, and themselves unseen, 
Seated upon some mossy, hedge-row bank, 72 
Under the covert of a silvery beech 

That waves its branches to the morning gale, 

Eat there their humble fare: whence, unobserved, 
They mark the rural family’s employ. 

Ope is the door: and through the rustic porch, 
Twined o’er with clustering woodbines, which to meet 
Aspiring lilies rise, from whose white cups, 

Shook by the breeze, fall glittering dewy pearls, 
The cottage inmates quit the verdurous bower. 

The younger fair roves through the winding lane, 
Leading her old blind father to enjoy 

Morn’s healthful air, and the sun’s warming rays. 
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Such then that interesting pair might seem, 83 
As when dim twilight issues timid forth, 

Involved in mist, and walks the dubious earth, 
Glad if the young moon guide his pensive steps, 
And whisper to his presence cheerful peace. 

_ The village children, wandering in their path, 
Modestly curtsey, as their betters pass, 

On whom the maid her favouring smile bestows: 
To some perhaps her hand a present deigns. 
Sweet smells the country, with the scent of hay: 
The new-mown meadows, the fresh fields of corn, 
Look green and gay; and pleasure beams around. 
The other daughter by the cottage door 97 
Sits in the sunshine: her the unmark’d chiefs 
Observe, as thoughtless of all mortal gaze, 

She nurses fond her tender little one, 

And opes her charms to day’s enamourd eye. 
Such seem’d the gentle mother, as she lean’d 

O’er her fair infant, press’d in her white arms, 

As when a seraph rapt in heavenly bliss, 

Clasps to his radiant form a censer pure, 

Fill’d with new incense from celestial flowers, 

To grace his vows before the immortal throne. 
Her bosom from the gently turning neck 108 
Half-ope, one heaving, orient orb reveal’d. 

On which the babe press’d glad his ruby lips, 

As purpling sunbeams play o’er mountain snows. 
On the sweet boy an angel-smile she bent, 

And o’er bis features hung in ecstasy. 

So o’er the landscape evening’s parting ray 
Dwells, and half-opes again the closing rose. 

Her countenance a lovelier bloom suffused, 

While wanton’d o’er her cheek the transient blush, 
As on the sea-shell in a mermaid’s hand, 

Held to the sun’s eye with delighted pride, 
Vermilion tints play over purest-white. 120 
Such was her eye, her look divinely sweet, 
Dispensing light, mild as the sapphire’s beam, 
From arch’d brows, richer than the crescent moon, 
As love may beam from perfect grace in heaven; 
Fair, as the painter's magic hand reveals 

The Virgin, with demurely-fond aspect, 

Musing on heaven’s mysterious gift to man, 
While shepherds and the Magi worship round. 
With fragrance-dropping lips, that seem’d in hue, 
In sweetness, the young rose-buds to excel 

That dewy at her cottage window peep’d, 

The mother on her child impress’d a kiss, 132 
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Repeated oft with murmuring tenderness. 133 
Then o’er her neck her ringlet tresses fell, 

Like plumage of the pheasant’s wings, that sport 
Among freshi-springing beds of woodland flowers. 
Innocence o’er her eminently shone, 

And such her gentle air, that Modesty 

Seem’d here personified in human form. 

Her skill’d, maternal tone the lovely babe 
Soon lull’d to sleep: nor then their beauty’s view 
Touch’d less the heart, than when heaven’s fairest 
Rises at eve, while all is peaceful-still, [bow 
And in its arch enfolds some earlier star. 144 
Then as the mother’s gently lifted knee 

Stills her soft burden to continued rest, 

Fond accents, such as these, escape her lips, 
Deem’d by herself unheard of mortal ear. 


‘Sleep, sleep, my babe; now all thy mother’s 
Sweet bud, that with a melancholy joy [hope ! 
Present’st me with a soften’d image still 
Of him, my true-heart’s ever-honour’d lord, 

Thy father whom I still must love, and mourn 
His goodness lost both to thyself and me. 154 
See here the look, the brow, lip, cheek, of him, 
Who now within his early grave lies low. 

Oh! ta’en to heaven, he sure is honour’d there, 
More than my love might his desert reward 

Upon this troubled scene of lowly earth. 

In heaven, I deem, we yet his love retain. 

In thee, dear babe, thy father’s beauty still 

I trace, his dark-red hue, his very smile 

When near me seated in sweet mood at eve, 

With tender look he listen'd to my talk : 

Or waving thee in his delighted arms 

Has press’d thy features with a father’s kiss.— 
Oh! is he lost ?—for when I gaze on thee, 167 
Methinks almost I see him present still— 

Yet will he never come to us again ?— 

Hush, hush, my throbbing heart! ye falling tears, 
You'll wake my babe, thus greeting sleep with 
Thou cherub-blessing of meek innocence, [smiles.— 
If I must live, ’tis thou must shelter me, 

And soothe my sorrow in my drooping age. 

Thou only refuge of my widow’d life, 

My darling comfort; if kind heaven should deign 
That I may see thee to full manhood rise, 

Ob! may’st thou act, still worthy of thy sire, 
Friend ever of the weak, and poor oppress’d, 179 
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Loyal to thy dear country and thy King; 180 
And like thy father, if these need thy life, 
Though it may grieve thy love, with pangs like mine, 
Depose thy fearless heart on glory’s bed.” 


She paused a moment, for that mournful thought 
O’erpower’d awhile her utterance: mute she sat, 
And raised to heaven her beauteouseyes,that stream ‘d 
With gushing tears. Then thus she soft resumed. 
‘* But thou wilt shield me, image of thy sire, 
When my own aged father in his grave 
Shall sleep, released from this world’s cruel woes, 
To share the solace of a happier scene. 191 
He, my first, now my substituted friend, 

Victim of insult, pines. Perhaps myself 

May soon be summon'd to my native home, 

Now the usurp’d abode of lordly foes, 

To glut their horrid—Oh! awake, my soul !— 

Be firm.—I will not grieve as reft of hope. 

Dear husband ! we but parted, yet to meet. 

May thy good spirit hover o'er me still, 

And screen me from the touch of impious guilt, 
As thou if living, ever wouldst have done. 

Oh! while my fancy dwells upon thy form, 202 
I share thy feelings, though thou’rt in the skies !— 
I bear a dagger here, which shall evince 

To the polluting hand of insolence, 

What female virtue dares, itself to guard. 

But ah! a trembling woman—I am weak !— 
Protect me, heaven! oh! save my honour pure. 
Though many a grief, (thy gracious doom) I bear, 
This cherub’s look may plead, when I cannot; 
Then for its sake, oh! hear a widow’s prayer : 
From villain hands preserve my child and me.” 


So said, her own upon her babe’s soft cheek 213 
Reposing, as two peaches, on one bough 
Mid dewy foliage each to other lay 
Their vermeil beauties, and their fragrance blend, 
Lapt in a tender reverie she paused, 
While tears of love, awe, grief, and rapture drop; 
And all her frame with painful ecstasy 
Seem’d agitated, as her head declined 
Lay languishingly resting on her child. 
Her mien appear’d, as when a passing shade, 
Urged by the breath of April-gales and showers, 
Parts the sweet sunshine among new-leaf’d trees, 
And darks awhile the fresh-blown violet-beds, 225 
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The gems of spring, where fairies love to haunt. 226 
O’erhearing such her plaint, her mien beheld, 

The King, the chiefs, in vain restrain a tear, 

That starts, unwont perhaps from warriors’ eyes. 
Then meek-approaching, (each before was known) 
They strive her troubled aspect to compose 

With words of comfort and attention kind, 

As far as peasants may such care express, 

For yet none other seem’d their humble garb. 

Lest too officious care perhaps disturb 

Her delicate and silent modesty, 

The strangers rove away through pastoral scenes, 
By paths that separate the waving com, 238 
And o’er lone fields, where among pastures green 
The young colts frolic wild in wanton play, 

To the still shelter of o’ershadowing woods. 

Here on a rural bridge, whose arching shade 

Is on the glassy waters cast, they bend, 

Pausing awhile. Upon the blue serene 

Reflected in the deep, while o’er its course 

Swells the romantic sound of distant flute, 

By rippling murmurs only broke at times, 

When nimble fish, near the clear surface seen, 
Seize buzzing flies that haunt the calm retreat, 249 
With fixed eye the sovereign seems to gaze, 

And silent, question none of common note 
Answering, appears in pensive fancy rapt. 

Gently the chiefs his serious thought enquire, 

To whom he soon this mild response returns. 


‘I feel my heart affected and improved, 
While dwells fond fancy on yon picture sweet 
Of conjugal, maternal tenderness. 
And I had fallen, perhaps, into a train, 
Of rapt reflection, as my mind recall’d 
What sacred sympathies from wedlock spring, 260 
Ere I was ware, within my breast was waked 
Deep memory of the tenderest, sweetest hours, 
That erst have soothed my own disturbed life. 
Who can refrain indeed to admire and prize 
A state, the fountain of so many kind 
And dear affections, feelings exquisite, 
Such as ourselves but now o’erheard reveal’d ? 
Whose truth myself can from experience tell, 
While with a veneration fond my soul 
Dwells on my own lost wife, my cherub babes ; 
Alas! from me for ever now bereaved, 
Yet ne’er recall’d without a duteous tear. 272 
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Hail! marriage then: receive my feeble praise, 
Thou noblest institute ordain’d of heaven. 

To heaven what gratitude shall man return, 
Provident in its kindness, when it saw 

It was not good for man to be alone, 

And knew the bliss of paradise itself 

Imperfect, till this blessing was design’d, 

That it should deign exclusively to man 

‘So high alliance, and to him vouchsafe 

An angel-being, his companion here! 

Though mortal, and with human faculties 

Alike endued, she to his raptured sense 284 
Shines, both in goodness and in gentleness, 

Far man’s superior. As her beauty seems 
Angelic, bearing a celestial shape, 

With dignity and native charms adorn’d, 

So too her heart and mental qualities 

Appear the seat of innocence and peace ; 

Nor does her modest excellence betray 

The high hopes, which her lovely form inspired. 
Ennobling surely must it be to man 

To frame a tender union of the soul 

With such a being, who may exercise, 

Exalt, and still to pleasing action wake 296 
All bis heart’s best affections on this earth, 

And to his strangely rich’d, endearing home 
Induce serene and never failing love, 

The spring and soul of heaven’s own happiness. 
Of this with her his mind receives the hue, 
While sedulous she to her spouse performs 
With meek submission and fond duty, pleased, 
All gentle, kind, consoling offices, 

His partner-friend in pleasure, as in grief, 
Inestimable sun of hope and joy ; 

Whence life’s wont cares, amusements, solitude, 
Society, by her, or for her sake, 308 
Are interesting made, and grateful all.” 


He paused, for as he spoke, the thought of one 
Now lost,-whom these remember’d qualities 
Recall’d to mind, and hours so spent with her, 
Absorb’d his soul awhile in yielded trance. 

Till as again he mark’d the attentive youths 
Hang on his lips, in expectation mute, 
The feelings of his heart he thus reveal’d. 


‘* Ah! not to me unknown the tender proof 
(Tho’ for wise ends from me bereaved and fled) 
VOL. II. F 
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How under such mild influence man may grow 319 
Pure, innocent from low debasing guilt, 

From bad and angry passions, and may spend 

. Without remorse a cheerful, social life. 

Of a rich family he seems a lord, 

Where order reigns, and prudence still has eyes, 
Benignly with her active presence blest. 

And oh! what finer ecstacies arise, 

When the loved wife adds to her many charms 
The mother’s tender, more endearing name, 

When her own gentle heart new cares improve. 
Witness, fond parents, (ye alone can tell,) 330 
The strong, o’erpowering trance while ye behold 
In your loved children’s features, (of your own 
Emblems, when bloom'd your untried infancy,) 
Depicted innocence, and happiness, 

With trifles pleased, and knowing not a care, 

No snares, no griefs of a malicious world. 

In your own homes you every day perceive 

Some faces, that wear yet no trace of woe, 
Hearts, which a bad world has not tainted yet, 
But images of primal purity, 

Ever reminding you of angel peace, 

And the cherubic loveliness of heaven. 342 
Benevolence her own domestic seat 

Still chooses underneath your earthly roof. 

With a loved consort, ye on human cares 
Engaged, familiar, in your mutual bliss 

Quiet and unassuming, fond expend 

Your gradual years in grateful piety, 

Deeds of kind friendship, general charity, 

Each filling well your sphere, and both please God. 
Then, if at last upon the bed of death 

The husband, father, sink, the faithful wife, 

With love but growing in affliction, soothes 

His latest pillow, and drops mute the tear 353 
Over the loss of those good qualities, 

Long known on earth, and worthily beloved ; 

Of her own nurture; most, perhaps, her gift. 

Nor need she mourn them as for ever lost. 

She their dear memory may cherish still, 

And know that surely she shall meet again 

The form she loved so truly in that heaven, 

Where the good own a bright eternal home, 

To perfect there the scenes of virtuous bliss, 
Which their own family began below. 

There, when all treasures of Earth’s world shall fade, 
Worthless, and left to moulder into dust, 366 
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True love shall still be found again, and bloom 367 
Immortally, in changeless beauty fresh, 
Glorying in happy regions whence it sprung.” 


He ceased; the youths, in mute attention rapt, 
Felt pant their bosoms with a strange delight, 
Blent with a sacred awe: fond fancy loved 
The endearing images, and memory took 
His words, his reason, to her inmost cells, 

Firing the soul with thought of virtue’s grace ; 
Not weak to move, or to improve, the heart. 


As pass the strangers toward the castle-gate, 
To the prime subject of his patriot soul 
The King recurs. Incensed against the foe, 
He meditates, amid their hold usurped, 
To assault the oppressors : from their heinous grasp 
To shield insulted worth in its distress, 
And free the spot from such tyrannic reign. 
He tunes, as if at ease, the pastoral flute ; 
Yet roaming near, with shrewd and wary eye 
The unknown chiefs mark every various turn 
Of the proud castle; where the sentinels 
Leave, unsuspicious, their neglected post. 388 
Frolic and drunken revelry within 
Seem dissolute: forgot the cares of war. 
To safer distance past, the experienced King 
Expresses to his gallant friends a hope, 
With aid of a collected peasant train, 
To wrest the castle from the spoiler’s hand, 
And with midnight assail vent rage deserved 
On their amazed insolence: the event 
May tire the English with reviving hope, 
And be the prelude to more daring deeds. 
With eager zeal inflamed, the dauntless youths 
Praise the bold purpose: feasible they deem 400 
The attempt, and both with cordial joy approve. 


Now for the foreign lords the fragrant ricks 
Are piled with labour near the rural lodge, 
And the full harvest to the wassail-feast 
Gathers, as wont, the rural villagers. 
When golden evening breathes of sweetest dews, 
Full many a peasant in his whistling walk, 
His rake, or scythe, light o’er his shoulder thrown, 
Upon his way his little children meets, 
Who near him cling with smiles and fondest play. 
One in each hand he leads, and but that these, 411 
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He deems, must like himself become the slaves 
Of a victorious, cruel enemy, 

His infants’ darling prate, (his labour done,) 
Might make him quite forget his poor estate, 

Nor envy then the lordly wealth of Kings. 
Proceeds the feast: the homely fare awakes 

W onted festivity: the merry dance 

Follows: and rural maids in neat attire 

From the gay scene improve health’s genial bloom. 
The country-swains with emulation’s pride 
Challenge each other to the lengthen’d dance; 
Changed often to alternate song, the harp, 423 
Or rustic sports. Still at occasion due, 

The labouring Monarch seeks, the joyous swains, 
Ripe with fresh mead and flush’d with hardy toil, 
To fire with rage against the cruel Dane,. 

Who threats to banish customs such as these: 
Then the foe’s grievous tyranny recals, 

And paints the sufferings of the afflicted land ; 

Till every heart a mutual feeling owns, 

And through the assembly spreads the patriot flame. 
In silence some their bondage sad recal; 

Others find words. ‘‘ Cursed be these Pagan lords; 
Accursed their reign, and speedy be their fall. 435 
Oh! could we see it! Stranger, friend unknown, 
Thou warmest our hearts. For while amid the fields 
We heard thee speak of our poor country’s woes, 
Of the Dane’s cruel wrongs, of glorious deeds, 
Descanting too on various modes of life, 

We deem’d thee noble, and indeed thou art 

More than thou seem’st. What thou deem’st possible, 
If we may aught assist our country’s cause, 
Thyself our guide, that fear we not to do.” 


To whom the stranger. ‘‘ Dare ye, if I tell 
"Tis easy for us by midnight attack 416 
To storm yon castle, and o’erpower the foe, 
Early oppress’d with wine and listless sleep, 
Partake that unsuspected enterprise ?”’ 


A burst of joy the general wish confirms. 
They answer all, ‘“‘ We dare, and joyfully 
Will share the attempt, not of ourselves unthought. 
But where are arms, needful for such attack ?” 


To whom the unknown sovereign. “Gallant friends, 
Brothers and Britons, strangers though we be, 
We bear bold hearts: and not despair to rouse 156 
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Elsewhere the valiant English peasantry, 457 
To break the chains of this detested yoke. 

Did England’s sons o’er all her plains unite, 

Soon would they free their country from her foes: 
And on the incautious spoilers, ere aware, 

Vent thunderbolts of wrath, long due from heaven, 
And but delay’d for us its instruments. 

Despond not then: be secret: rest awhile. 

We will depart; but ere the morning star 

Twice glimmer over yonder shady woods, 

We hither will return with needful arms. 

Till then, resume your custom’d works. Let all 
Seem hush’d, and when the midnight moon ascends 
Yon turrets, each in some disguise conceal’d, 
Meet here: then on the sentinels we'll rush, 

Into yon castle carry storm and fire, 

And hurl, unlook’d, the meditated blow; 

That none shall augur whence the stroke proceeds, 
For to his quiet cot shall each depart, 

While we to our accustom’d home return.” 


Easy the scheme appears: the swains, inspired, 
Expect with joy the coming enterprise : 
And cautiously the leader’s words observe. 479 
E’en the fond females, who the emprize o’erhear, 
Approve, and in a cause that could instil 
Heroic valour into softest hearts, 
Offer themselves to yield delighted aid, 
And much the needful secrecy enjoin ; 
Faithful, whene’er their confidence is claim’d, 
Tn trusts of nobler moment and concern. 
Ere yet the jocund wassail-sports are o’er, 
On ready steeds the hero-strangers fly, 
With many a blessing hail’d, and many a prayer; 
And traversing the country’s devious paths, 
Favour’d by beams of the decaying moon, 491 
Visit by dawn their subterranean cave. 
Here they select due store of aptest arms, 
And trace their habitation safe, as late 
They left it, undiscover’d, undisturb’d. 
Then when slow night induces needful shades, 
Away to their appointed scene they scour, 
On steeds that bear the weapons of their choice. 
The peasants wait, and eagerly receive 
Unwonted arms: till at selected time 
When midnight wraps the towers in deepest sleep, 
The assembled swains, by the bold strangers led, 
Surprise with swift assault the castle-gates. 503 
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They seize the guardless sentries : then with power 
And maddening rage, within the lordly dome, 
Upon the amazed possessors, sense-bereaved 
With wine and revelry, they hurl around 

Terrible vengeance: making every Dane 

Yield his fell life to retribution’s sword, 

That none escapes: but within one short hour 
Justice has had its due, and Pagan blood 

Flows o’er the chambers, which usurping hands 
With hideous murder had before defiled. 

Ere the first streaks of glimmering dawn appear, 
Or to his cave slinks back the satiate wolf, 515 
At bidding of their cautious leader’s voice 

The peasants all retire. The morning shines 
Serene and tranquil o’er their sleepless cots, 

And all is hush’d, as rural peace beseems. 
Wonder usurps each labouring mind, to learn 
What chiefs thus roam in rustic garb disguised, 
For such the strangers now are deem’d by all. 
Still, does not yet the King to them disclose 

His state: not yet mature he deems the time. 

But the good Ordmer, veteran much beloved, 

(A trusty patriot,) now the prudent King 

Gently withdraws apart, and sole to him 527 
The true condition of bis guest reveals : 
Addressing with fond accents, such as these. 


‘¢ Ordmer, good, faithful chieftain, ancient friend, 
And worthy still of willing confidence, 
Since full success has bless’d our enterprise, 
Befits it that to thee, I should reveal, 
Who thus in peasant garb has with thy swains 
Mingled, and urged them to adventurous deeds. 
Be not amazed : I am the King himself ; 
Alfred, thy own companion once in arms: 
One who but late possess’d a brother’s throne, 538 
Of thee beloved, and hallow’d by thy tear. 
Now in disguise I roam, my army fled, 
And quit at times my casual biding-place, 
In hope to fire my people with some thought 
Of happier times, and learn my country’s state. 
Amid these rural scenes I have delay’d 
Awhile, attended by two youthful friends, 
Delighting thus to linger near thy home, 
Found here beyond our thought, or happiest hope.” 


Ere he had ceased, strange pleasure in the looks 
Of the old warrior beam’d: a tremor shook 549 
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His aged limbs, that seem’d in act to kneel; —_ 550 
But Alfred raised him with deep reverence, 

While the big tear from his dark eye-balls flow’d. 
The good old man clasp’d mute his hands to heaven, 
And paused some moments, till his voice, o’erpower’d 
With full emotion, gave his feeling words. 


‘*Oh! heaven! the King !—methought the voice I 
_ For while conversing with the rustic swains, [knew ; 
Still as I listen’d, rush’d into my mind 

The King, the King: yet did I but conclude 
That fancy and fond memory thus, perhaps, _—_ 560 
Play’d with my old and erring faculties. — 

Oh! hero, patriot, sovereign liege and dear, 

My still-adored master and my friend, 

What strange events and chances have befallen, 
Since last we parted; when my honour’d lord, 
Thy own loved brother, I at Winbourne’s shrine 
Saw buried: then from idle fields retired.— 

Much since that fated time thou must have seen, 
Much undergone: the story of thy toils 

From minstrels, pilgrims, roving warriors oft 

I sought, and as the various tale has drawn 

Love, pity, admiration, have bestow’d 572 
Its meed, still hallow’d with a soldier’s tear. q 
But where is now thy home? Wherelive the Queen, 
Thy gentle sister, and thy infant flock ?” 


To whom the King, disturb’d. ‘‘Ob! ask no 
These all are lost,—or by the frantic foe [more;— 
Cruelly slain: my wife, my sister, all,— 

None spared—not e’en my pretty little ones. 
My own condition is in this sad world 

Far more bereaved and desolate than thine. 

I know a lone retreat, unthought of men, 
Where with two young, and active chiefs I live 
In secret, meditating fix’d designs 

E’en yet to save our country, and restore 

Her waste once more to order and to peace. 
Thence do we venture forth, as time permits, 
And seek to wake abroad the patriot flame. 
Nor will we e’er resign the glorious hope, 

(Till death o’erwhelm us,) that another host 
Collected may again contest the field 

With an insulting, but unguarded foe. 

Our last attempt a happy omen seems 

Of what maturer labours may effect. 

List then, why I reveal myself to thee ; 595 
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To thee alone, and tell thee all my aims. 596 
Keep all the peasantry around thee, fired 

With sentiments such as inspire them now, 

Until I send, or visit thee, again. 

Not yet announce me: but in happier time 

I trust to lead them to sure victory.” | 


The aged warrior, his whole frame absorb’d 
In veneration, joy, and grateful hope, 
Promises all the fervent King desires: 

And welcome tidings, speedily renew’d, 
Anticipates to hear. Then to depart 606 
The chiefs prepare. A last obeisance paid 

To the two cottage maids (for beauty still 
Deserves the tribute of a kind adieu) 

The strangers, greeted by the pastoral group 

With many a blessing, many a farewell sweet, 
Quit, not without regret, the rural scene. 


They wander far away, o’er many a wild, 
By wasted vills, and solitary spots, 
Avoiding, if they may, the haunts of foes. 
Through scenes of terror, among perils strange, 
They seek, where’er dispersed, some latent friend. 
The moon is high in heaven, and o’er the scene 
Sheds with benignest look her tender light. 
By devious chosen paths the wanderers haste 
Among dim ruins of fire-ravaged fanes, 
Past many an antique abbey’s shatter’d walls, 
Whose buttress’d height and turret-pinnacles, 
With niches wrought and saintly images, 
Their awful beauty, tenantless, uprear. 
And in such glimmering light the watchful chiefs 
Perceive at times, stealing alarm’d away, 
The white-clad figure of some holy nun, 
Or lonely pilgrim, propp’d upon his staff, 629 
Or solemn shadow of dark-stoled priests, 
Venturing at this still securer hour 
To visit some high cross, or sacred shrine, 
There meek devotion’s wonted vows to pay, 
And pour for happier times the heart-warm prayer. 
For ah! by day these in extreme distress 
Of persecution and continual fear, 
Hungry, athirst, beset by miseries, 
Lurk in lone huts, and desolated farms, 
Among monastic precincts, woods, or caves. 
Where’er they move, apparent vestiges 
Of massacre and fury of the foe 641 
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Appal their hearts with terror and despair. Giz 
For the all-fatal season had arrived, 

When now the superstitious Guthrun sought, 
Uncheck’d, to abrogate Christ’s peaceful faith, 
And in its place induce the bloody rites 

- Of Odin, and belief in warlike gods. 

Fired with blind zeal, by Demon arts impell’d, 
Religion’s scatter’d ministers he strove 

To extirpate by the sword, and sack’d at will 
Each temple, abbey, fane, and holy home. 

Such his dire purpose known, when Alfred sees 
The wretched victims fly from sight of man, —653 
Remembrance of those learned friends, whose care 
Had erst instructed and adorn’d his hours, 
Press’d on his mind and thus he gently spoke. 


‘* Ah! while this dismal persecution reigns, 
Where do those dear and venerable men, 
Whose talk improved and graced our bappier youth, 
Lodge their distressful heads, if yet alive, 
And from the sword of slaughter yet escaped ! 
From me the meed of gratitude they claim ; 
Asser the good, the wise ; my kinsman too, 
Adulph St. Neod, tutor of my youth: 664 
Grimbald, the sage, the various, and polite: 
Plegmond, the grave, in useful knowledge rich: 
Preservers all of learning, friends of truth, 
Who, I had hoped, should in her happy peace 
Instruct the nation, and inspire her sons 
With love of science, and each graceful art. 
Heaven guard their sacred lives, if yet they breathe ! 
For since our faith’s professors are destroy’d, 
Multitudes of our countrymen, compell’d, 
Forsake their true religion, and embrace 
The Pagan doctrines: many yield from fear : 
Many for lack of teachers to retain, 676 
Or educate their minds in sacred lore. 
Ah! may bless’d time these fearful dangers end !— 
Else England’s hopes.in sad delusion die.” — 


All they behold but fires the sadden’d chiefs 
The more, to end such miseries as these. 
Oft varying their disguises, lest one garb 
Facilitate detection, (for they hear 
Their late adventures have among the Danes 
Caused deep suspicion, and strict search renew’d) 
They roam away, by many a castled hall, 
Lately the mansion of some English chief ; 687 
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Now oftest held by proud usurping foes. 688 
Thus as they rove, from peasants, pilgrims, bards, 
By accident in these excursions met, 

To whom they dare not now themselves reveal, 
They glean whatever news enquiry seeks 

Of England’s state. Of Wessex most they ask, 
And these her southern provinces, nor fail 

To learn the present fate of many a chief, 

Who in their country’s latest battles fought. 
Knowledge they gain from all: from most they hear 
Belief prevailing that the King yet lives, 

And in some undiscover'd spot lies hid, 649 
Though hostile search still menaces his life. 


Onward they wander, by degrees allured, 
Far from the confines of their sheltering isle. 
Burning with strong desire to learn the state 
Of Wessex, and condition of the foe, 
Encamp’d amid the central heights of Wilts, 
They quit the sylvan bounds of Somerset ; 
Then roaming far across the open downs, 
Pass Salisbury’s spacious plain, till from the hills 
They overlook fair Westbury’s vill below. 
Here, not devoid of peril and alarm, 710 
Their steps approach the region of the camp, 
Where, fenced by Bratton’s hill and castled mounds, 
In tents, o’er Eddington’s low-sloping fields, 
Lies the chief army of the martial Dane. 
Here stop the wanderers, nor with step too near, 
Though hid in mean disguises, dare approach. 
In tatter'd peasant-garb, they lurk at bay, 
And from old shepherds, or from minstrels lone, 
Who by the neighbouring camp at times have stray’d, 
They glean such tidings of the enemy, 
By rumour spread or clear intelligence, 
As time and chance permit. From every source 
Alike they learn the frantic tyranny 
Of the fierce Pagans, who the country round 
Still prowl for constant spoil. Allis their own: 
Each is a lord: the English doom’d their slaves. 
Nought for the foe remains but to beguile — 
In sports and feasts, and warlike tournaments 
Their idle bours. They mourn the loss of war, 
Yet imitate its gests, till sport itself 
Becomes more tiresome than war's dear fatigues. 
But ever and anon a strange surprise 
Perplexes them to hear of hid assaults, 
Prevalent late amid their chosen demesnes; = 734 
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Whence fix’d belief possesses them, that still 735 
The English King with followers obscure 

In some lone nook, yet undiscover’d, lives, 

Daring at times such wondrous enterprise ; 

But that terrific punishment denounced 

. Awaits his insolence, which cannot long 

Rest undisclosed, since Oskital, inflamed 

To frenzy, an unwearied search compels, 

And in that work, with promised high reward 

Of wealth or sovereignty, engages e’en 

Alfred’s own countrymen, who best may know 
Him and his desperate fellow-fugitives. 746 
Many too in this work Hianfrid hires, 

(A powerful chief won to the Danish cause,) 

Who night and day himself the search renews : 
And oft the camp revisits with report 

To Oskital of gain’d intelligence. 

Within the camp no cordial union reigns. 

For wanting now employ of hostile fields, 

The chiefs with selfish quarrels waste their time ; 
While each his vassal-followers divides 

In jealous faction and invidious strife. 

All deem the kingdom won, but disagree 

In the division of their several spoil, 758 
And just proportion of her meted lands. 

The sovereign Guthrun, politic, concerts 

How best to keep continued empire here, 

And seeks to make the interest of each, 
Subservient to the general good of all, 

Winning by mildness, amid such his cares, 
Though still impeded, much of duteous love. 

The prime and dearest purpose of his thoughts 

Ts to convert the subject English race 

To faith in Odin and Valhalla’s joys, 

And finally to banish from the land 

Christ’s meek religion, teaching humble peace. 770 
Fired with these high designs, he oft consults 

The magic prophetesses, and from these 

Hears still advised strict search for England’s King. 
The fiercer Oskital, with soul less large, 

Seeks individual wealth, and burns to seize __, 
Such English chiefs as scorn the Danish reign, 
For sacrifices to expectant gods. 

O’er his own people he insulting rules, 

While all complain and hate his tyranny : 

But grown thus common, soon ’twill end itself. 
Amund, all-careless, save when sycophants, 
Carousing by his side, excite him on 782 
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To claim his ample share of spoil, delights 73 
Most in the song of bards, in women’s love, 

And daily revelling in sumptuous feasts. 

But Hubba, absent, has his host withdrawn, 
Scorning the idle peace of festive camps, 

To mountain Wales, deem’d now the only realm 
Not by the Danes subdued, where with wild war 
He desolates the untamed inhabitants. 

Haldene, departed to the north, there strives 

For mastery and honour, which may match 

The name of Regner, his immortal sire. 

While thus the chiefs such various views engage, 
The Danish host inactive, and consumed 795 
By constant riot, has become the prey 

Of deadly fell disease, that not a morn 

Renews its light, without the spectacle 

Of warriors, ere they die, in deep distress, 
Imploring with pathetic prayer the hand 

Of some kind friend, within their bared breast 

To strike the mortal blow, that yet may claim 

The hope of entrance to Valhalla’s halls. 

Nor is that sacred office e’er denied, 

When battles fail, if hated sickness lays 

A hero on the inglorious couch of death. 806 


Such sought apprizal of their enemy 
Obtain’d, and peril imminent discern’d, 
The roving chiefs with meet alarm prepare 
For swift departure thence, and as with haste 
O’er the wide downs of Wilts they wind their way, 
From shepherd-swains, or labouring cottagers, 
Or minstrel harping by some humble door, 
They learn, the chief, Aylwin, the fiery-bold, 
Late lord and leader of Wilts’ hardy sons, 
Disdaining all subjection to the Dane, 
Has fled among the glens and caves of Wales ; 
Where, with the relics of his scatter’'d band, 
He has already raised surprising head 
Against the savage Hubba, raging there. 
In solemn strain thus plains some minstrel’s voice. 
‘s Ah! who shall tell the dismal scene of woes, 
Which since the Danish triumph is the doom 
Of that romantic country, where unfurl’d 
Over its shadowy hills and shelter’d vales 
The magic Reafen’s flag now wildly flies. 
Her rural homes and cottages are hurl’d 
Down to the vales: her ruin’d castles glare, 
Like ghastly spectres on her mountain tops, — 29 
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Scaring the conscious eagles: her sweet streams, 830 
Winding through greener nooks and pleasant dells, 
Are with the blood of ancient druids red, 

Whose hoary hair comes floating down the waves, 
Slain, while upon their native hills they bend, 
And strike their echoing harps, and call their sons 
To save their altars and their sacred groves: 

But these alas! the unequal combat fly, 

And crowd for shelter mid the startled glens ; 
Their wives and frighted infants shrieking near : 
While up the woody hills ascending flames 
Devour the consecrated haunts, and wrap Stl 
The air in desolation’s smoky pall.” 


Shuddering, the chiefs the sad relation hear 
And sympathize with such o’erpowering woes. 
Much Aylwin’s generous courage they admire 
Though ampler hopes their secret thoughts engage. 
And at fit time the attentive King remarks. 

‘* The news thus told of this impetuous chief 

Well with my previous thought of him accords. 
Bold, open, rash, ungovern’d, with a sense, 

Of generous ardour for the nation fired, 

He in fierce conflict, though with unmatch’d power, 
Will glory to attack the roving foe. 

Nor will adversity, or any change 

Of fortune, his impetuous spirit tame.” 


Quitting the hills of Wilts, their journey tends 
Among adjacent vales of sylvan Berks, 
Whither the sovereign, smit with deep desire 
To learn its state, and see his native home, 
Conducts their devious steps. So speed they on. 
How did the bosom of the stranger King 
Flutter with strong emotion and delight, 
As from a neighbour-hill, that overlook’d 868 
The much-loved scene, he saw the hallow’d towers 
Of Wantage, and his own paternal fields; 
The palace of his regal ancestors ; 
Their wide demesnes amid the far-spread vale ; 
The curling smoke of many an ancient vill 
Ascending from the green and willowy groves 
Along the fertile region, and beyond 
Ashdown’s continuous ridge and champaign tract: 
Where triumph erst had bless’d the English arms, 
Leaving eternal monuments to fame. 
These now to fancy were a theme of pain, 
When brooding memory pensively compares 875 


78 KING ALFRED. 


The lost condition of her native sons, 876 
By sad reverse, and fortune’s fatal change. 

Soon o’er the sloping downs the traveller’s steps 
Descend with caution, lest amid these scenes 

Too soon be recognized through vain disguise 

The sovereign’s features, and some sudden chance 
Expose to peril, or through guile betray. 

Entering within the sylvan vill, they pass 

Its street of groves, and wood-built homes, and mark, 
Lonely and circumspect, the antique tower 

Of her known fane, where oft in happier day 

The King had paid his orisons to heaven. 887 
The vill they mark almost of habitants 

Deserted ; and few faces, which of old 

The King remember’d, now remain’d to claim 

His notice and regard: few to reveal 

The fate of friends, once resident alike 

Amid these honour’d homes, and sacred vale. 

Few to the unknown King could here impart 

The story, which his question fond repeats. 

How did the sovereign’s palpitating heart 

Yearn, if perhaps by some low cottage door 
(Himself undreamt to visit thus the spot) 

He holds brief converse with some veteran swain 
Or tottering rural dame, perhaps of old 900 
A servant in the palace roof, whom erst 

The King had known in early youth, and now 
Recall’d to memory. Much at such a time 

The sovereign long’d e’en to disclose himself, 

And linger near his native home awhile ; 

But prudence, and the peril near at hand 

Forbade, for now from these he hears it told, 

That this fair region lordly Danes possess, 

And as a favour’d residence usurp 

The ancient palace of the English Kings, 
Foraging oft for spoil the spacious vale : 

That of the vill’s inhabitants the young 912 
Are fled, or in the fields now work as slaves, 
While here but the decrepit old are left, 

Dreading themselves each hour some cruel death : 
That the Danes riot in the sumptuous halls, 

Amid the scenes where England’s royal race 
Were wont to feast the nobles of the land, 

And hospitality was used of old 

To cheer their subject trains, and feed the poor. 


Hearing such tidings, not without alarm 
From Wantage vill the strangers part with haste ; 
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Yet o’er the hollow way, beside the brook, 923 
They pass the portal of the palace old, 

Where first the infant Alfred saw the light. 

They mark its lofty turret-battlements, 

Guarded by troops of Danish sentinels, 

Who, as the humble strangers pass below, 

Frown, and bid hence such idle beggars fly. 
Clamour and riot echo from within 

The spacious courts, and long-resounding halls. 
These towers their native master with a sigh 
Passes, unknown in such forlorn distress, 

Till on a rising eminence arrived 934 
At safer distance, not without alarm, 

O’er the loved precincts of his native home 

The sovereign hangs, awhile in pensive grief 
Absorb’d, till bursting words his heart relieved. 


‘Hail! my loved birth-place: spot how fondly dear! 
Ye scenes, where erst my happy childhood play’d, 
And thou too, ancient palace of my sires, 

My own paternal roof, amid whose peace, 
Beneath my pious father’s care, and oft 

Taught by my honour’d mother, or the mouth 

Of holy men, instruction first I drew ; 945 
Oh! hallow’d valley, and thou placid brook, 

By whose hush’d banks, and sheltering willow-groves 
Myself have spent so many charmed hours, 
Where with my angel-consort I have stray'd 

And rear’d our blooming children in blest ease ; 
Ye rural farms, among whose varied walks 

We roved; each fairy and romantic spot, 

Which my loved spouse remark’d, and o’er it hung 
Delighted, and would joy to call her own, 

I greet ye all; with filial ecstasy 

My bosom throbs to see you once again. 

Yet ah! what anguish must that joy restrain! 957 
How different is your cheerless aspect now ! 

In what changed state do we revisit you; 

Exiled, and of our power deserted ; lone, 

Reft of a home, save one poor hermit-cell 
Whence thus we roam, like outcasts of the earth, 
Or prowl, as does the wild beast from his cave, 
For sustenance; or for our country’s sake, 

On needful observation bent as now, 

And fan the last dim spark of dying hope. 

Alas! bow alter’d is this dismal scene, 

From that which memory at your sight recals, 
When my young brows wore the descended crown, 
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And these fair scenes became my heritage: 970 
When at the King’s command, by trumpet’s sound, 
Heralds the assembled people would invite, 

The natives of this happy vale, to share 

A general feast at Wantage’ palace-seat: 

When from the regal vill, and thronging homes, 
From Sagbury’s garrison and castled fort, 

And from the numerous villages that deck 

The spacious vale along the Ickenild way, 

The long procession came with festive joy, 

To share their sovereign’s hospitable boon. 

Then the wide palace-precincts, past yon brook, 981 
Along Court-close, and to the palace-moor, 

And Limborough’s field, where bend yon poplar- 
And yon high gardens, o’er the rising hill, [groves 
Were throng’d with native dwellers of the vale, 
And willing subjects proudly met to pay 

Their duteous homage, and allegiance yield 

To their loved King, their master, and their friend.” 


So as he said with fondness o’er the scene 
Gazing he dwelt, till pointing with the hand, 
Thus to the youths he mark’d each well-known spot. 


‘‘ There tables in the open air were spread, 
And tents for meet refreshments o’er the grass, 
While the King’s thanes and proud gerefas strove 
Among the titled officers of form 
To rule and cheer the joyous festival. 
And all the throng with plentiful regale 
Were cheer’d, and in brimm’d cups, delighted, drank 
Health to the King, and pledged their fealty 
In generous and social union bound, 
After true English wont and bounty’s rite ; 
While every bosom glow’d with loyal truth, 
Nobles, and numerous trains together met, —1003 
Supporting, and supported each by each. 
Then flow’d yon cellars old with sparkling mead, 
Or the fresh beverage of the yellow corn; 
And yon huge ovens near the palace-gates 
Were with vast loaves and unspared viands heap’d. 
While, pleased, among the grateful people walk’d 
The King, surrounded by his faithful chiefs ; 
Or the fair Queen, amid her children, pass’d, 
And gave the welcome. Then each stranger’s breast 
Throbb’d with delight and awe, and for their sakes, 
In their defence, and for their native fields, 
Held life itself a cheap and willing gift : 1015 
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So glow’d each honest heart with duteous love. 1016 
Nor less were then the assembled nobles’ hearts 
Affected. Down the cheeks of courtly dames 
Fell many a raptured tear of deep delight, 

As they beheld the scene of patriot faith, 

That made them all of their loved country proud. 
Then soon within the spacious palace rang | 
The song of bards, the dance and courtly mirth. 
Nor less without, the rural festival 

Provoked the dance, and sprightly roundelay ; 
Prolong’d, till dewy stars warn’d all to seek 

Their happy homes, now more and more endear’d.” 


He paused a moment, for the chilling sight, 
Now present, from him drew a sadden’d tone. 
‘* Alas ! how all this joy is changed and fled ! 
And lo! in place of such delightful scenes, 
Fierce Pagan foes usurp our native fields, 
And guard yon gates with frowning tyranny. 
Now foreign tyrants rule: war, waste, and dread 
Oppress my people: desolation reigns. 
They riot now amid my ancient home : 
There with their insolent debauch profane 
The very tables of my spacious halls, 1038 
My household heir-looms, my descended wealth, 
My silver vessels, and my robes of state: 
Nay, e’en the very couches where we slept, 
Now serve the uses of despoiling foes : 
My servants are their slaves: my gardens waste; 
Court-close a tilt yard: my sequester’d groves 
Torn down for fire-wood : all my fair demesnes 
Seem like a common or a desert heath : 
And nothing now gains head but spoil and loss. 
Last too, to crown the general scene of woe, 
‘Yon sacred fane, beside whose altar bow’d 
So many ages past my pious sires, 1050 
Sees it o’erthrown, and worship paid instead 
To Odin and his fabled deities. 
Oh! when will Providence at last vouchsafe 
From such distress a respite and a change !— 
Just heaven, inspire e’en yet our native race 
With meet resolve and courage, that before 
I yield to death, myself may see begun 
Some glorious efforts from her chains to free 
Our groaning country, and her bliss restore. 
Though all seem hopeless, something in my heart 
Persuades me, native scenes! that yet shall rise 
Some gallant spirits to achieve your right, 1062 

VOL. II. G 


82 KING ALFRED. 


And reinstate you in your happy peace. 1063 
Oh! days, for which my thirsting soul now longs, 
As pants the weary traveller to reach 

The gushing waters of the fountain-spring.” 


He said: the sympathizing chiefs unite 
Their fond condolence, and congenial wish. 
Then suddenly from that too dangerous scene 
The hidden warriors part; yet ere they quit 
The attractive vicinage, at urged request 
Of the two younger heroes, not displeased, 
O’er the near hills and downs they bend their way 
Toward Ashdown’s ridgy heights and far-spread 
The cheering scene of English victory. [plains : 
Thus as they rove along the Ridgeway side, 
The King, oft pausing on some breezy hill, 
Surveys below his native vale’s expanse 
With lingering fond delight, and stops to shew 
Each favourite vill, and scene his fancy loves. 
Soon toward the field of battle they approach, 
And reach the mighty plains, where fell in death 
So many valorous English, and of foes 
A disproportion’d host. The pensive King, 
Absorb’d awhile in memory’s silent trance, —1085 
Retracing, points each spot that holds a claim 
To note albeit of triumph or regret : 
The site of either camp: each war’s array : 
Where most the battle raged: where fell each chief, 
Each Danish King: the single thorn-tree, still 
Gleaming in lonely vision o’er the waste: 
Where fled the foe: the kingly Basseg’s tomb: 
And the deep valley-road, where hot pursuit 
O’ertook the fugitive and routed host, 
And fell seven Danish earls, in desperate death, 
Now hid within ‘‘ Seven Barrows” earthy tombs : 
Then on the proud hill’s top, whose grassy side 
O’erlooks on high Pendragon’s hilly mound 
And the wide prospect of the subject vale, 
The deathless ensign of the argent horse, 
Victory’s monument, yet gleaming white, 
Carved in deep trenches o’er the chalky turf, 
Conspicuous o’er the land for many a league. 
The sight of such inspiring scenes as these, 
Woke in each hero’s breast the patriot flame, 
Reviving courage and surmounting hope. 
New thirst of glory fires each throbbing heart. 
Such high example sinks within the soul, 
For future thought impress’d, and valour’s food ; 
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The goal of emulation, till at last tLlo 
Like triumph shall their suffering labour crown. 
Not quitting without pain scenes so endear'd, 

The King yet o’er them hangs: then asks to turn 
Their course below, near a sequester’d dell, 

Once Edric’s fair demesnes, the veteran earl 

Of sylvan Berks: spot that he oft had loved 

To visit, and be near his honour’d King, 

Quitting awhile proud Windsor’s castled towers. 

‘“‘ Here, (adds the sovereign,) we may learn, per- 
Some tidings of our noble friend, and gain [chance, 
News that may tend to do our country good.” 1121 


Descending mid the vale their steps approach 
The fertile precincts. In a woody glen 
The wearied chiefs repose: then in their search, 
Enquiring at a lonely cottage near, 
From a poor peasant, bow’d with reverend age, 
They list a tale that much with pity moved 
Each heart, and woke their tenderest sympathy. 
For as they eager question of the swain, 
Who now possesses this so fair demesne, 
What fortune has befallen their former chief, 
The noble Edric, and where dwells he now, 1132 
Soon as the peasant finds them English friends, 
He tells, that honour’d Edric’s foster-son, 
Hianfrid, now a mighty lord, controls 
This favour’d region: sad alas! to speak, 
In bound subjection to the sovereign Dane. 
That no long time by-past, their former chief 
The kind and generous Edric, good old man, 
Bountiful to the poor and hospitable, 
To Windsor’s castle, his paternal seat, 
(So went the true relation) had approach’d 
In poverty, and want, and lone distress, 
Hoping protection from the youth he loved, 1144 
Who there now holds a delegated power, 
Reward of promised service to the foe. 
But at the door while Edric begg’d relief, 
And humbly told his name, and sought to see 
His cherish’d boy, to unburthen all his griefs, 
Soon as his name was heard, relentless hands, 
Hired to perform that office, turn’d away 
Their former master, rudely thus repell’d 
Fainting, and almost at the door of death, 
Into the bleak and houseless air of night, 
With threats of murder if he dared again 
Assail those gates forbidden by their lord. —1156 
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Then this old peasant in his lonely cot, 1157 
Almost with peril of his proper life 

Had here received the flying chief, forlorn 

And asking but protection at his hands. 

Nor many days pass’d on, ere worn with griefs, 
With hunger, thirst, pain, weariness, and age, 

But most heart-broke at such reception strange, 
Unkind, ungrateful, from his favourite boy, 

He died, and at his own request his limbs 

The faithful peasant in a grove he loved 

Had buried there, by all but him unmourn’d. 

‘‘T never can forget,” the peasant said, 1168 
(While deep emotion shook awhile his frame, 
And e’en a tear pursued the tale afresh) 

‘‘ I never can forget the piteous scene, 

When in his latest hour the good old chief, 

My former master, and continued friend, 

Lay on my humble bed, refusing food, 

Then useless, conscious of his death’s approach. 
And while my hand within his own he grasp’d 
Thus told the sorrows of his breaking heart. 

‘ Faithful old friend, I feel my hour is come: 

This last unlook’d reverse has been too much. 
This sad desertion in my helpless age, 1180 
. Beset by every peril and distress, 

By one whom I had cherish’d, rear’d, and loved, 
Sends my gray hairs in sorrow to the grave.— 
How could he thus repulse me? Me so long 
That loved and favour’d him. I'll not believe 
That he can act thus basely : ’tis some slave, 
Insolent in his office, who the youth 

Abuses for his interested ends. 

But yet it breaks my heart :—unmourn’d I die.— 
Harold, my other foster-boy, is gone 

And in his latest bed of glory sleeps. 

Heaven’s mercy be on his ingenuous soul !— 1192 
Yet if Hianfrid be disloyal—false— 

And oh! my fears—his sad revolt I know ;— 
For then I first ’gan fear, if other friends 

He could forsake, he would not love e’en me. 
Childless I quit the world : unmark’d, unwept, 
Save only of thyself; thy sacred tear 

Tells me I am not wholly destitute. 

Yet to be thus betray’d,—that thought indeed 
Pierces me to the soul: and all is past.— 

Though it be thus, Hianfrid I forgive: 

Be witness for me: him I not accuse; 

But leave him to good time and Providence, 1204 
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Wishing yet many blessings on his head;— — 1205 
That he may live to serve his country’s cause, 
When I lie low in my unnoticed grave.— 

Thou know’st the grove I love: repose me there, 
By night, when undisturb’d; no friend but thee 
To close my eyes, or lay me in the tomb. 

Ah! little did I think when in the wars 

Of our good King I fought, that I must die 

This death at last, and bear this load of grief.— 
It is enough—just heaven in its decrees 
Unsearchable, wills every thing for good.’— 

Such were my noble master’s latest words; = 1216 
And never can I his sad end forget, 

Remember’d here among our peasant-hinds, 

And known to all the villagers around.” 


The strangers add their cordial sympathy ; 
Then from the garrulous old man enquire 
If other news, pertaining their new lord, 
Have reach’d his ear, and how his master fares. 
To whom the honest peasant soon replies. 
‘“‘ Methinks you speak like good and loyal men.— 
*Tis rumour’d then, in this our neighbourhood, 
That our new chief, Hianfrid, whom none loves, 
(Such is bis vain and overbearing pride) 
Is by some stern commission from the Danes, 
With promise of more high and rich rewards, 
Employ’d on vigilant and active search 
For Alfred, our good King, if yet he lives, 
Reported in some cot to lie conceal’d. 
Often our chief journeys by day, by night, 
Alone, or by some slaves accompanied, 
Among sequester’d cottages, and farms, 
Through solitary dells and lone retreats, 
In hope to meet with his predestined prey, 
Whom fame not yet to be discover'd tells, —_ 1239 
Though vast reward be to the deed proclaim’d. 
His servants tell too, that their master oft 
On Kenwulph waits, Mercia’s revolted King, 
Who still o’er that devoted country reigns ; 
Journeying sometimes to Repton’s palace old, 
Or Warwick’s castle, where he holds his state. 
But, here ’tis rumour’d, such his visits still 
Kenwulph, compell’d, unwillingly receives. 
Yet amid all this pomp, and wealth, and power, 
They tell the great Hianfrid is unbless’d ; 
For oft his own domestics secretly 
Whisper, that conscience, (as they deem) afflicts 
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Their lord; and haunted oft by frightful dreams, 
He rises, and disturbs the silent night. 

Suddenly for some slave, all-pale, he calls, 

Or through the castle shouts for light: then sits 
Restless, alarm’d, that not a menial slave 

Envies the lord, on whom he’s doom’d to wait: 
All deem him rack’d by pangs of conscious guilt.” 


The story heard of noble Edric’s fate, 
And of Hianfrid’s treasonous employ, 
Silent (they dare not here themselves reveal) 
The wanderers with unwonted haste avoid 1262 
That dangerous scene: yet as they onward speed, 
The younger chiefs with deep regret lament 
Good Edric’s sufferings, and the untimely end 
Of the fond, easy, kind, deluded chief, 
Whom a vain traitor’s base ingratitude 
Had caused to die thus of a broken heart. 
‘* Did we not prophesy, ere yet the host 
Broke up, that this vain-glorious youth at last 
Would bring his age with sorrow to the grave ?”— 
They plain too, sighing, the too early death 
Of Harold, bold, and unsuspecting youth ; 
Good Edric’s nobler, best-adopted, ward, 1274 
Worthy a better friend, than such as this, 
Who base forsook him in the hour of need : 
‘¢ But such his falsehood (so the heroes talk) 
Well with his other traitorous deeds accords. 
His vassal safety, and fictitious pomp, 
We envy not, nor all his guilty pride: 
But pity much his weak and abject soul. 
Such empty shew bought at so dear a price, 
The loss of innocent and tranquil hours, 
We execrate, and from our souls abhor. 
Let him with Kenwulph form ignoble leagues, 
And brood against their country horrid plots. 1286 
Not for this wealth and state would we exchange 
Our dangerous life with hope of happier days, 
Leaving our pillows with a conscience clear : 
Nor if our country need our death, alarm’d, 
But prompt to die, unterrified, serene.” 


Such virtuous sentiments the King applauds, 
And to the youthful chiefs his counsel adds, 
Not given, but that the occasion prompts the thought. 


“Still persevere : assured that in due time 
Desert must always its just level find. 1296 
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Needless is all impatience to o’erstep 1297 
Time’s natural limits, or the acknowledged bounds 
Of justice, to attain your fondest hope. 

True to one mark, and still with steady eye, 

Do you, good youths, the paths of honour keep. 
"Tis still the aim of cowardice to win 

The shew of honour by the vilest way. 

In base Hianfrid’s treacherous rise we see 

A proof too terrible, what vanity, 

Inflamed by false ambition, can effect. 

And this example may evince to all 

The need of early circumspection’s thought. 1308 
A passion for distinction, such as seems 

To have possess’d and led this vain young man, 

If well directed, might in him have wrought 

The noblest virtues; and society, 

Proud of a favour’d ornament in him, 

Perhaps, have seen him, happy in himself, 

For many noble qualities revered.” 


Such his advice the younger chiefs receive 
With deep observance. Then the King awhile 
Musing on Kenwulph, of the unhappy man 
Thus speaks, with thoughts benign and generous. 
‘To Kenwulph, Mercia’s titled prince, whose court 
We hear the vain Hianfrid visits oft, 

Methinks, his proffer’d friendship must indeed 

Be odious, and I well believe, compell’d. 
Kenwulph I truly pity : him I deem 

Not lost to sense of honour nor from good 
Habitually depraved, but led away 

By a concurring chain of circumstance : 

Not wanting bravery nor sense of right 

And truth, nor yet to others’ merit blind, 

Yet of a mind too weak, when raised to note, 

To check temptation, offering regal power ; 1331 
Ensnared, betray’d, by false ambition’s glare, 
And mad advice of villains than himself 

More wicked, talking of bis country’s good. 

Such false, though specious principles, misdeem’d, 
Perverted to his own misguided fall, 

Have as I deem seduced the hapless man 

To violate the bosom’s dearest ties, 

For glory to betray his country’s friends, 

And for sweet peace to bosom conscious guilt. 
Though of good men he now is much abhorr’d, 
And hated, yet there want not, as I know, 

Some who still think of him with sad regret, 1343 
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Sprung from regard : and of him yet hope well. 1311 
The noble and brave chief of Somerset, 

Rayner the grave, his former friend and kin, 
Though this defection silently he grieves, 

Has not forgot his friendship: nor is wean’d. 

For from a wandering minstrel Jate I heard, 

(And let such generous faith example claim) 

That the good, friendly Rayner, whom indeed 

I ever prized, has lately been descried 

Near Warwick’s Mercian castle, all unthought ; 
Where he, with faithful and assiduous care 
Observes, conceal’d, the friend he loved so well: 
Hoping if any better time or change 

Befal, though peril yet allows no time, 

To draw him back again to honour’s path, 

And to his country and his former friends 

Restore at last the fallen repentant chief. 

So yielding peace and comfort ere he die.” —1361 


The younger chiefs applaud: and glad o’erhear 
The tidings that the noble Rayner lives, 
On so endearing mission thus employ’d, 
Suiting, they deem, his former character. 
Then thus his thought the pensive King resumes. 


‘‘This noble friend ever of Kenwulph spoke 
With deep compassion, and to me express’d 
That Mercia’s titled ruler was himself 
By anguish torn almost insufferable ; 

And oft deplored his fall from honest fame, 
Respect and love of former valued friends : 
Deeming himself despised of all, and lost. 

Cruel his sufferings, hopeless to himself ; 
Conscious of guilt and wrong, he deeply plains 
His idle pomp, and hates the very state 

That has seduced him thus: but conscious still 1377 
That his own folly such misfortune wrought, 

He is resign’d, and all despairing, bears 

The heavy burden of his secret pangs ; 

Deeming no expiation possible. 

Somerset’s chief, composed, and scant of speech, 
Knows from this sad example of his friend 

The dismal consequence of treachery. 

He never can nor will from duty shrink. 

On bim I ever did, and yet rely, 

Wherever he be found again, if time 

Mature allows us meet discovery. 


For you, brave, noble, and ingenuous youths, 1389 — 
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How happy are ye, that you still preserve 1390 
The dignity of innocence, and bold 

Amid these perils and privations strange 

Minds, calm, serene, nor unprepared to die. 

To you these sad examples still will warn 

‘The dread effects of base and treacherous guilt. 
To you, my gallant friends, heaven best can tell 
The sentiments of gratitude I feel. 

Under its blessing, I still trust the time 

Will come, when both I may in part reward. 
Believe me, if our toils our country save, 

No meed, no favour will be deem’d too high 1401 
For friendship aud fidelity like yours; 

And let this hope your present sufferings heal. 
You, I dare well pronounce, will never yield 

To such mad folly, flagrant as its guilt; 

Nor sacrifice serenity and peace 

To interest, or ambition’s gaudy shrine. 

Never, by loss of innocence, obtain 

Whatever may be dearest to your thought, 

Since all you might attain could be enjoy’d 

So few short years as human life extends. 

You will prefer e’en poor integrity 

To guilty greatness and mean treachery. 1413 
While thus we struggle with adversity, 

Poor lonely exiles, humble fugitives, 

Lost all our state, and almost every hope, 

A secret charm, I know, cheers all our hearts, 
Delight which treasonous wealth can never feel ; 
More precious than the crown or name of King, 
If wanting that which only makes it dear, 

The heart’s true service, and good men’s esteem.” 


So as he spoke, the observant chiefs receive 
His monitory words, with grateful awe. 


Leaving these scenes, to the rich vales of Hants 
They wander, there to seek some faithful friends; 
For Edgar, amid this his province wide, 

Has in his journeyings many a friend acquired, 
They rove, till now, their nightly journey done, 
Sought by the anxious King, their steps approach 
Winchester’s ancient walls, the throned seat 

For many ages past of Wessex’ Kings. 

The moon had sunk: not o’er the horizon verge 
Peer’d yet the sun, but gleaming from the east, 
The blue-streak’d dawn through misty vapour spread 
A dim and leaden glimmer o’er the air, 1435 
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Through which as, opening on the eye, the scene 
Grew visible, from off a neighbouring hill 

The King with melancholy pleasure marks, 

Mid parting dews by faint degrees disclosed, 
The towers and fanes of his wont regal town. 
While lonely silence check’d excursive thought, 
He traces with delight, chastised by pain, 1442 
The well-known precincts of his palace-home. 
The proud cathedral temple, in whose place 
Sleep the remains of his long-buried sires : 

The circuit of the city’s girding walls, 

Which, here and there defaced with ruin’d breach, 
Too plain bespoke assault of spoiling war. 

Thus as he gazed, absorb’d in pensive trance, 
From a lone peasant, crossing o’er the hill 

To seek at glimpse of dawn his task a-tfield, 

The travellers to their eager question gain 
Mournful response, that cruel Danes possess 
And rule fair Wessex’ old metropolis ; 

That her rich abbeys and her numerous fanes 
Are of their gifted treasures all bereft; 

Their holy priesthood slain, or fled in fear: 

That sword and fire now desolate the land, 

And the sad doom of Englishmen is now 1459 
To work as slaves for their imperious lords. 
Touch’d with the sad relation, that confirms 

The general woe, and melted at the sight 

Of scenes he loved, the King in few exclaims. 
“Oh! hallow’d city of my ancestors ! 

Thou home of native glories now no more, 

Scene of departed state, proud nurse of Kings, 
What mix’d emotions swell my throbbing heart, 
Seeing thee thus, and musing on the past. 

Thy former King and lord salutes thee now 

In thy distress, beneath a foreign yoke 

Bow’'d, and thy honours fallen. I look on thee, 
Not with less love than some fond mother’s eye 
Tenderly gazes on her only child, 

Parted awhile by sudden chance, and made 
Tenfold more dear by strange calamity. 

How different now our lot, from that proud time 
Which I recal to sadden’d memory, 

When the assembled nobles of the land, 

And ancient earls to our own race allied, 
Whose sires in elder time for thy defence 

Had shed their blood, amid the holy train 

Of bishops, gracing thy cathedral chairs, 

The state’s high officers, and beauty’s flower, 1433 
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And all the gather’d valour of the realm, 1484 
At the wont altar, in thy vaulted fane, 

Placed on our brows the long-descended crown ! 
When too, within the palace of my sires, 

With power and royal dignity I dwelt, 

Deem’d then secure: and as I lived a King, 
Dreamt the condition certain to endure. 

I heeded not my wiser subjects’ plaints, 

Their claim for care, and aid, and due defence : 
But revell’d in delights of studious ease. 

Ah! now by dear experience I perceive 
Accomplish’d holy Adulph’s prophecy. 1495 
My state is fled: my ancient throne usurp’d ; 

My sceptre past: my kingly pomp a dream : 

My studious peace o’erwhelm’d; my half-form’d 
Impeded, or destroy’d: nay, e’en the walls [works 
Of the new minster, whose fair site myself 

And my loved consort yonder joy’d to rear, 

And hoped to leave to our posterity 

As a memorial of our love and care, 

E’en these not spared—for see ! where heap’d they lie, 
Demolish’d and o’erthrown by Pagan hands; 
While I, the Monarch once of these fair scenes, 
Scarce dare look on them now, through dread alarm, 
Wandering in poverty and lorn distress.” 


He paused a moment, and on scenes he loved 
Gazing awhile, enrapt in pensive thought, 
Thus to a strain of tender melancholy 
He gave full way, and told his brooding heart. 


‘¢Oh! fickle tenure of all earthly things! 
Vicissitude how strange of human life ! 
What then is glory, pomp, or mortal power ? 
What is thy worth, brief shew of dignity ! 
That e’en a breath of chance, or of caprice, 1517 
Can in a moment change it, or destroy ?— 
Uncertain fortune! I discern thee now : 
Now learn indeed life’s real trust and end. 
Power is but useless: state and honour vain; 
Glory a shadow, royalty a name, 
Save when exerted to diffusive good, 
Proportion’d to such lofty eminence. 
Riches depart: friends die, or turn to foes ; 
Pleasures soon fade away or mock our hope, 
Sorrow and pain too cease, and are forgot, 
And nought seems permanent to soothe the soul, 
Or as a cherish’d part of us remains, 1529 
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Save the sole memory of doing good. 1530 
For one good action, as meseems, can leave 

More sweet and lasting pleasure to the heart, 
Than vain remembrance of all worldly pomp. 

Oh! presage of man’s nature, and high end, 

That only virtue lives immortally 

To be the solace of the deathless mind ! 

Now do I feel that nought becomes a King, 

But his great office worthily to fill, 

To be the benefactor of mankind, 

Forgetting vanity, and splendid ease, 

And living only for bis people’s weal. 1541 
Oh! state of care to the possessor’s self, 

Poorly exchanged for a more humble sphere, 
Securer shelter, and more cheap repose. 

What gain’st thou, royalty ! but titled toil, 
Honour’d anxiety, a throne of thought, 

Distressing glory, and a burden’d crown! 

Ah! should I be again what once I was, 

E’er sit again on my paternal throne, 

Some lessons, taught me in affliction’s school, 
Would lead me thither, more prepared to prove 

A truer sense of that high duty’s claim: 

Better to prize and keep the loyal hearts 1553 
Which my own slight and ignorance before 
Offended, puft with youthful vanity. 

Then, if forgiven, I should seek to bend 

To wiser purposes the sovereign power, 

Not known till lost, nor its just use discern’d. 
Then would be follow’d by the ready meed 

Of grateful love, each benefit conferr’d ; 
Promoting valour, virtue, genius, worth, 

That in a nation’s order’d union, 

Alone are lasting and invincible. 

Dear home! remembering hours once spent in thee, 
Thy sight so melts me now with vain regret, 1565 
That almost for a moment gloom unwont 

And deep depression would the powerless heart 
Persuade, such change were now impossible. 

For mine own glory now I seek it not. 

But heaven is good: hope whispers, its own cause 
Twill cherish still, and prosper at the last. 

If in the hand of Providence myself 

May yet become a chosen instrument, 

(And still my heart retains that lofty dream) 

With thought, by day, by night; by ceaseless care, 
Seizing each apt occasion of relief, 

I yet may leave to loyal Englishmen 1577 
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Again their own recover'd heritage : 1578 
Which won, taught thus by our misfortune’s loss, 
They will for ever with their blood defend : 

And hand to late posterity the crown 

Of England, honour’s spotless diadem.” 


So as he said, with generous sympathy 
The younger chieftains burn, and to his words 
Add the refreshing comfort of like hope. 
Much long’d their travell’d feet to enter then : 
The city’s bounds, but prudence check’d the thought: 
Lest known amid disguise, some chance o’ertake 
Of fatal purport. To a cottage near 1589 
Beyond the city’s last suburban verge, 

They turn, in guise of humble travellers, 

Weary with past fatigue, and ask the alms 

Of brief repose : soliciting no more 

Than in such shelter on a couch of straw 

To sleep some portion of the passing day. 

The unknown chieftains thus at times accost 

The pensive tenants of each lone retreat, 

Who deem the strangers sufferers like themselves, 
Nor fear their several miseries to repeat. 

Parents they find, who, exiled from their homes 
Mourn their young children, or their warrior sons 
For ever lost: stripp’d of their worldly wealth ; 
Mothers, who their insulted daughters grieve ; 
Orphans of murder’d parents late bereft; 1604 
Friends, lovers, torn from all they prized on earth; 
Who while departed happiness they mourn, 

Lost every comfort, life a burden deem. 

Sorrow in every moving form they meet, 

And sacred pity here has amplest sway. 

Then first in Alfred’s bosom sprung a hope 

In these low homes, (a general refuge deem’d) 
To meet, perhaps, unthought, his own lost wife 
With his dear children, or his sister loved, 

(If-he may dare to hope that these yet live) 

Or here some sure intelligence to gain. 

But ah! no tidings strike his anxious ear. 

Yet fails he not to others’ listen’d griefs 

To add the comfort of consoling words, 

Warm from the heart, by sympathy subdued. 

He warns that this life owns calamities, 

Many, inevitable; though indeed 1621 
With blessings mingled, that their sum outweigh ; 
And to the natives of the scenes he loves 

Unfolds his thought in accents such as these— 
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‘‘ Through England, late the scene of happy peace, 
Now almost every man some dire effect 

Laments of war, oppression, rapine, death, = 1627 
And sudden loss of friends most dearly loved. 

We too ure compass’d now by many griefs, 
Dangers, and want. Nordeem ourselves who speak, 
Strange to affliction; we have had assign’d 

Our full proportion, and lament bereaved 

Our fondest hopes, and objects of the heart. 

We too might be, e’en to despondence, sad, 

Did we with fondly yielding entertain 

Thoughts on which brooding memory loves to dwell. 
But from the prospect of more happy time 

Sweet consolation springs. Oh! ever dear 
Affections, ye that in this lower world 

Lighten our dreary path, and with the smile 

Of love, or friendship, cheer our fainting steps, 

Ye are not lost for ever, though awhile 

Removed from our enjoyment: hardly lent, 

Ere, fleeting as heaven’s bow, your beauty fades. 
There is a happier world, where you shall be 
Permanent, and no mingled pain shall wound 
Your perfect happiness, but where the good 

Shall meet again, yet not again to part. 16418 
When you are lost, the memory of you 

A ffords a sweeter pleasure to the heart, 

Than all the vacant world presents beside.” 


Consoled, the afflicted mourners gently hear 
Such balm of comfort, and the trembling voice 
Of gratitude, with mingled tears, return. 
If in their lingering stay, and wild disguise, 
The wandering chiefs to any faithful friends, 
In former time remember'd, now should dare 
Reveal themselves (nor did not such strange chance 
At times occur, perhaps, to noble thanes 1659 
Once of the royal court, now found conceal’d 
In humble cots, or granges, once their own) 
The apparitions of the chiefs they seem, 
The terror of whose bold mysterious deeds 
Is through the country blazon’d all abroad. 
Strange is the transport, when discover'd thus 
Heroes, akin by valour, meet unthought, 
Whom then the wanderers animate, and wake 
Drooping despondence, and convince the brave 
That Alfred lives indeed, and yet intends 
To save his country, while his own dear voice 
Inspires at times his friends with words like these. 
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«« Despair not, gallant friends; decm not to me 
Superior power and faculties assign’d, 
To free our country and your hopes achieve. 
Remember Osric, and those noble earls 1675 
Whose valour erst our ancient city saved. 
Such steady courage kept will surely win, 
By the same means, the glorious end we seek. 
I, as one single man, can yield alone 
But little service: but I claim you all, 
All my loved countrymen, still to retain 
Due courage, and to wait the happy time, 
When we dare meet again with blended power. 
Inspire your fellows with unchanged resolve, 
Enforce around by every art you may 
Habitual order, active vigilance, 
Exertion, valour, prompt for every call, 
And wake in every heart the flame of hope. 
Then, mean as now our abject station seems 
We will not rest, till all our hopes be won. 
And we shall see, I trust, ere yet we die, 
England restored to peace and happiness.” 
The heroes, who these words o’erhear, deep-moved, 
The big tear starting to their fiery eyes, 
With highest thoughts of patriot daring glow. 1695 
Celestial spirits, roving too above, 
Not of the good and virtuous in distress 
Unmindful, pleased attend, and from such souls 
Hope the fulfilment of their blest designs. 


Departing on (for no where long they rest) 
The chiefs beside the sandy shores approach 
Fronting fair Vecta’s isle. Young Edgar then, 
So near arrived to his paternal home, 
And pausing with delight on scenes he loved, 
Solicits thither their indulgent steps. 
His amiable feelings, quick-express’d 1706 
With youth’s ingenuous ardour, move and please 
His fond companions, and they glad comply. 
While moonlight gilds the sweetly murmuring waves, 
And from their tuneful oars drop sparkling pearls, 
Their light bark o’er the gentle current glides. 
Among dark shadows of the lofty rocks 
That over-hang and crown the mountain bays, 
They sail unseen ;—then in a curving creek, 
That breaks some lofty cliff, their little bark 
They shelter in a green romantic cave, 
Where till the light of morn, they safely sleep. 
Ere scarce Hyperion from the eastern main 17158 
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Had lifted half his crimson orb, whose disk = 1719 
Made shine the dancing waves in rosy light, 

And every way o’er heaven shot glorious beams, 
The travellers have climb’d a woody steep, 
Whence they survey the scene magnificent, 
Which all around delights their wondering view. 
They watch the gradual sun, enlarged, illume 

The various prospect with delicious day ; 

And raptured trace the coast, the bays, the rocks, 
That decorate and guard the lovely isle. 

Full many a pleasant dell, and glen, and grot, 
Hill, grove, and valley, castle, vill, and stream, 
Each to the other points, each fairest deem’d : 
Partaking thus the transport felt by all. 1732 
Then ’mong the various charms their footsteps roam, 
And as along the checquer’d shore they wind, 

Full many a wild adventure might repay 

Their walks, for mid these sheltering haunts secure, 
Hermits, and pilgrims, minstrels, holy priests, 

Or sainted maids, in manly garb disguised, 

They may discern, who from the opposing shore 
Have fled from persecution, hoping here 

To find a safer, though precarious, home. 
Perhaps, in some retreat, where nature spreads 
Her fresh-green pastures, and luxuriant meads, 
Down-sloping to the main, yet edged with shrubs, 
And groves, that flourish in the mild sea air, 
Amidst their shade some minstrel sits unseen, 
And fills the air with sweetest harmony : 

Which, echoing soft among the broken cliffs, 

O’er the still’d waves, or up the haunted vales, 
Where moving waters gentle murmurs blend, 
Mermaids, and more than earthly visitants, 

Who haunt these fairy dells, may pause to hear. 
The travellers stop, and sweetly solaced deem 
The Genius of the isle holds here his home. 1754 
Or in some deep-sunk and romantic glen, 
High-wall’d by craggy mountains, rest awhile 
The pilgrims tired: while scarce the climbing sun 
Can o’er the glimmering summits freely pour 

His slant, excluded, beams ; yet where the eye 
Sees, pleased, upon the green and airy heights 
Flocks, pasturing tranquil in the genial air. 


Mid scenes whose still retirement seems indeed 
The hoped asylum of alarm’d distress, 
Now near the castle, the paternal home 
Of Edgar, their impatient steps arrive, 1765 
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Of old the noble Witgar’s chosen seat; 1766 
Where on a towering eminence it stood, 
Surrounded by its terrace and deep moat, 

At pleasing distance from the subject town. 

Fair was the view around, diversitied 

With hills and valleys, woods, and fertile meads. 
But here alas! the cruel Danes had come, 

And spoil’d at will this fair and shelter’d isle. 
Edgar, now pausing o’er these well-known sceues, 
In silent contemplation seems absorb’d, 

And deep emotion. Tender was his heart, 

And sensible, and in his glowing eye, 17i7 
As every where he mutely gazed around, 
Glisten’d a tear, which fain he would cortceal. 

The cause of his rapt mood his social friends 
Enquire, and kindly cheer his pensive air. 

To whom ere long the pleasing youth return’d : 


‘“< While on these sweetest scenes I look, to me 
Familiar, though since I beheld them last 
Much changed and desolated, how my thoughts 
Unbidden muse upon those happier times, 
Too brief, when here my careless childhood stray’d ! 
How every object of some charming hour 1788 
Reminds me! Underneath that very tree, 
That waves its spreading branches to the gale, 
Oft by my honour’d mother have I sat, 
While of my noble father she would speak 
With moving tears, and said her only hope 
Was that her boys might imitate his steps, 
His dauntless valour and his liberal soul, 
Though lost to her too soon on glory’s bed. 
But him alas! save by his great renown 
I little knew; for in his country’s cause 
My father fell, while I was yet a boy. 
Yet as I grew to reason by her side, 1800 
There to her favourite seat she oft would call 
Me near her, and my father’s virtues tell, 
Till my young heart glow’d to be like my sire. 
Oft by the green banks of yon winding brook, 
My dear dead brother, noble Siward, loved 
To lead me, when a boy : and with me walk'd, 
Some little interval from war return’d. 
And while I eager listen’d to his talk 
And heard him speak of many a bold expluit, 
Of noble chiefs, and all the pomp of war, 
How did I long for manhood, that I too 
Might join his ranks, and prove my noble birth ! 
VOL. II. H 
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Oh! scenes of peace, since fired with thoughts like 
I left you to partake in fields of fame, [these, 
What varied sorrows has my heart endured ! 
Young as I am in years, I have beheld 

That dear and gallant brother tomb’d in earth, 

His corse scarce rescued from insulting foes ! 

His deep-lamented loss too heavy grief 

Upon my fond and feeling mother laid, 

That she too now, beneath yon flowery turf, 

Rests in an early, but an honour’d grave. 

Forgive me, gallant friends: for while indeed 

On these so interesting scenes I dwell, 1824 
A tender melancholy melts my heart, 

That almest I could ask to linger here, 

Here waste unknown the remnant of my days. 
See! too; who hither comes: it is indeed 

Siffred, who in my father’s mansion lived 

An old and faithful servant many years, 

Long ere myself was born; nor left its roof 

Till my loved mother died, and Pagan foes 
Usurp’d possessions, time had given to me.” 


So as he spoke, the venerable man, 
Approaching, through his yet retain’d disguise, 1885 
Knew the last offspring of the family, 

In whose dear service he had spent his days. 
Rapturous joy express’d and wanting not 

A mutual tear, the feelings told of each. 

The good old man then adds these earnest words, 


‘‘ At last then we are met !—And now I hope - 
With these companions, whosoe’er they be, 
You, the last prop of our afflicted house, 
In whom the features of your noble sire, 
Mix’d with your mother’s softness, I behold, 
Intend in these your fair and native fields, 1846 
Conceal’d among us with an emulous care, 
To shelter your dear life, and honour’d dwell, 
Not undefended by your faithful friends ; 
And let me in your honour’d service die.” 


These words o’erheard, the feelings of the youth, 
By nature ardent, were more fondly waked. 
Silent, he pauses: yet a look around, 

That plainly told the longing of his soul, 

He threw; nor fail’d old Siffred his request ° 

To iterate, and long intreat his stay. 

Almost the youth, won by the fond appeal 1857 
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And the loved charms of this his native place, 
Seem’d to the servant’s winning words to yield ; 
And to his friends this lovely scene proposed 
For a retreat, as safe as that they own. 

Till thus the King apart these words address’d. 


‘‘ Dear amiable Edgar, generous friend, 
I know the noble nature of thy youth : 
In all thy conduct passionate and warm, 
Tender, soon moved: and from this cause indeed, 
Changeable (I have noted) in resolve, 
More than young Athelard, our mutual friend. 1868 
I can perceive, and do indeed admire 
The feelings, that now sway thy gentle heart ; 
Yet these must not withdraw thee from that high, 
Though dangerous, part, thou hast to act with me. 
Fame waits thee; glory, equal to thy sire’s. 
Hast thou forgot the toils we must endure 
To save our country? duties that we three, 
However perilous, have vow’d alike 
Still to prefer to lost inglorious ease, 
And have deliberately dared to choose 
Captivity, or torture, exile, death, 
All the worst ills that malice can inflict, 1880 
Rather than base repose and slavish yoke. 
Never in careless idleness our lives, 
Our country’s property, can thus expire. 
Though tender be thy heart, ’tis capable 
Of noblest resolution : if at times 
Wavering, fame’s noble impulse moves thee still. 
Calm then thy soft emotion : recollect 
Thy country’s sufferings, and be a man. 
Be firm, and let no thought of humble ease 
' Wean thee from action that becomes thee best. 
Morcar, thy noble father, I recal, 
And thy good brother, Siward, both the shield 1892 
Of their dear country: they not shrunk from death : 
Nor thou, the son of the same glorious line, 
Their bright example ever wilt forget, 
Nor pause, if heaven so doom, their fate to share.” 


These accents to the feeling youth recal 
His lofty thoughts: his fond emotion yields 
Quickly to nobler temper of bis heart; 
And, thus composed, fame, glory, in his soul 
Inspire high thoughts that make him soon resume 
Their wonted influence, and he is calm. 
Yet by the ancient servant of his house 1903 
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He sends to animate the peasant swains ; 1904 
Telling that Edgar, their own chief yet lives, 
(Though in an unknown and obscure retreat,) 
Hoping ere long the happy time will come 

When he can lead them on to victory, 

And they may yet enjoy their homes in peace. 


Thus the charm’d day amid the lovely isle 
Not idly pass’d. Soon as delicious eve 
’Gan draw her crimson colours o’er the west, 
With slow steps toward the cliff-embosom’d grot 
That hides their little bark, the chiefs retire. 1914 
Then on the dusky twilight-waves they glide 
Toward the Dorsetian coast, resolved awhile 
To visit Wareham’s shore. Along their way 
The golden moon, broad, o’er the settling clouds, 
That hung like castles on the horizon verge, 
Arose, and to the raptured voyagers 
At pleasing distance o’er the stiller main 
Shew’d the red ensigns of the British fleet, 
Fluttering to fancy, like the rose-fresh wings 
Of ocean-spirits, who the deep detend. 
At whose fair view the tranced sovereign thus, 
With words prophetic, his warm thoughts express’d. 


‘‘ Yonder! see floating near its native shores 
England's first navy, like a heaven-sent guard 
There hovering, mad invasion to repel. 

How swells my heart with transport when I know 
Great Octher there inspirits bravest hearts, 
Victorious lately, and e’en yet secure : 

Proving what safety such a power as this 

E’en in the worst of perils may command. 

Oh! if I may presage, the time shall come, 

When this blest isle, our country so beloved, 

By nature form’d to be the ocean’s throne, 1937 
And sway the imperial sceptre of the main, 

The wonder, envy of all other lands, 

Soil of true courage, industry, and art, 

Nurse of nobility, of vigorous health, 

Fair plenty’s seat, design’d by Providence, 

When it created first this earthly orb, 

The emporium of the tributary world ; 

The time shall come, when this high-favour’d land 
Shall know and cultivate her proper strength, 

And well improve her best advantages. 

Thrice happy isle! while continental realms 
Tyrant, succeeding tyrant, shall embroil 1949 
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In blood, and seizing their disputed thrones, 1950 
Waste each doom’d soil with desolating wars, 
Thou, from these dreadful miseries secured, 

By nature’s self divided and removed, 

Still tranquil, shalt embosom genial peace, 

Fled hither like Astrea from the skies, 

And thy unhurt prosperity maintain. 

For soon thy native oaks, that now adorn 

Thy hills and vales, shall to the wondering waves 
Transfer their guardian storm-defying strength, 
Within whose moving towers thy fearless sons, 
With hearts as hardy as the oaks they tread, 1961 
Shall make the sea another native home, 

O’er the terraqueous globe assign’d their own. 
Thus shall they o’er thy circling waters glide, 

A bulwark, and arm’d wall impregnable, 
Guarding the gates of England’s happiness ; 

And bringing wealth from every terrene clime 

By social commerce civilized, enrich’d. 

For to no evil purpose shall be lent 

Their proud dominion: while inviolate, 
Prosperous, safe, their country shall be kept, 

The high palladium of her state upheld, 

She shall diffuse her riches and her power 1973 
To each known land that her assistance claims, 
Fired with the glow of blest humanity. 

Then shall she carry succour to her friends 

And crush the foes who threat her envied peace. 
She shall diffuse her riches and her power, 

As the moon, like a splendid isle in heaven, 
Diffuses glory o’er the lesser stars. 

Forget not, gallant friends, these lofty hopes, 

My darling theme; if in the chance of war, 

Or in time’s natural course, before yow own 

My life expire, when in the silent grave 

I sleep; but with these proud hopes animate 1985 
Ever your countrymen, as I do you.” 


He said: and seem’d in ardent feelings rapt. 
Deep sank his words in his companions’ hearts ; 
And much to visit the contiguous fleet 
The younger chieftains long: but this nor time, 
Nor safety now permits. Along the shores 
Of Dorset glides at ease their shadowy skiff: 
While with long stream of light o’er the sea’s verge, 
Wide-spread, but lessening as it nearer comes, 
The moonlight every gently-curling wave 
With sparkling silver tips. As thus they sail 1996 
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Coasting the varied land, and Wareham’s port 1997 
Revisiting awhile, and fields of war, 

The sight of scenes silent and vacant now, 
Remember’d, to the wanderers’ thought recals 
Herbert, their old lamented chieftain, lost. 

Nor fails their fonder memory to recount 

His well-won praises, who so many years 

Had fought intrepid in his country's wars: 

To his own troops most dear, revered of all: 
Good, generous, strict in solemn piety, 

A patient, prudent, wise, and steady friend. 

O’er such his mention when kind Athelard —2008 
Saw the fond Alfred as with filial awe, 

Musing the fate of this his chief beloved, 

With gentle tenderness he sought to soothe 

The sovereign’s mood of sacred melancholy ; 

And adds: ‘ Though not again these heirless scenes 
May e’er his like behold and claim for Lord, 

Yet mid his noble ranks some gallant chief 

May yet arise remembering him with awe, 

And glowing too his worth to imitate. 

Mourn him not lost for ever: for his name 

Can never die, but every noble heart 

Inspire, till he in truth shall live again; 2020 
And deeds his aged strength could scarce have 
Others, his spirit seizing to himself [wrought, 
Inferior, yet may live to execute.” 


By castles huge they pass, and Portland’s isle. 
Still-varying objects thus their pleasing course 
Soothe, as the light skiff by the southern shores 
Winds smoothly on. Ere long their conscious track 
Reaches the sweetly-changed Devonian coast, 

By whose fair shores they skim; observing well 
Each beach, and coomb, beacon, and curved bay ; 
Till near the channel, where the widen’d Exe 2031 
Quits loveliest scenes to join the expansive main, 
Upon a broad and sandy beach, whose site 

Was edged by green woods among rocky grots, 
(By Athelard noted with a sigh), they rest. 

For now indeed they have approach’d the scene, 
Where the fond youth his noble father lost. 


Upon the yellow sands they disembark, 
And look around, marking the fated spot, 
As Athelard points; the other chiefs his tale 
Listening with new and waken’d sympathy. 
For now with filial reverence the youth, 2042 
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Feelingly waked, yet dignified in grief, 2043 
Laments his father: while with moving words, 
But few, he tenderly recals to mind 

The noble and excelling qualities 

Of the lost Osmund, loyal to his King, 

Friend to his country, sadly here bereaved : 
Victim, or captive now of cruel foes. 

Silent he pauses soon, and seems to need 

Himself that consolation, which so late, 

To soothe the memory of a loss less dear, 

Less felt, himself to others could impart. 

As mute he wander’d o’er the vacant strand, 2054 
And seem’d to turn from friendly gaze away, 

With hand uplifted o’er his downcast look, 

The attentive King follow’d with kind approach, 
And sought to solace with endearing words; 
While Edgar, moved by thought of happy search 
Among adjacent grots, turns then awhile, 

To learn if here he may some tidings glean 

Of the lamented Osmund’s hapless fate. 

Silent the son seems lapt in tender grief: 

For here he long before in vain enquired. 

Him in such sad aud sorrowing mood the King 
Observed, and thus in tone of sympathy 2066 
Addresses mild. ‘‘ Athelard! generous friend ! 
But that fond nature’s feelings will have way, - 

I would entreat thee, as I know thou canst, 

Recal thy wonted firmness. For thou know’st, 
Used as thou art to many a scene of grief, 

F’en in the worst distress that can atilict 

Suffering humanity, from loss of friends, 
Affection’s ties bereaved, wife, children, all, 
Want, poverty, unkindness, every woe,. - 

Still to the good does Providence extend 
Resources that these bitterest pangs can heal. 

The hand, which chastening gives the trying wound, 
Soon tenderly bestows the soothing balm. 

All have their sorrows, though each deems his own 
Peculiar grief, heavier than others bear. 

Friends are but lent us in this transient world 

For a brief while, to exercise the heart, 

Social by nature, in affections kind, 

In scenes of love, and tender charities ; 

Our glory, and sublimest bliss below. 

Then one by one the fond heart's dearest ties 

Are sever’d from us, dearer e’en when lost, 

That from this earthly stage we may be wean’d, 
To look for perfect happiness alone 2090 
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In those fair regions of a better world, 2091 
Where all these sacred feelings of the soul, 
Heaven-born, immortal as herself, shall be 
Renew’d in fuller beauty, through all time. 

If from this earth removed, believe indeed, 

In heaven thy father lives ; and honour’d there, 
Now shares superior joy, where thou some time 
Shalt meet him, there again thy sire behold ; 

Nor sorrow ruffle more eternal peace. 

W here too, if heaven to me such favour deign, 

I meekly hope to join his happy spirit, 

And dearest ties, already thither gone.” 2102 


So as he said, the manly Athelard, 
Solaced, his grief composed; yet fondly wept: 
Nor did the sovereign’s eye refrain a tear, 
Honouring the memory of his former friend. 
Then, moved by genuine friendship’s tender claim, 
Forgetting lis own lesson, soon the King 
Gave utterance thus to his own heart’s regret. 


‘¢OQh! Osmund, noble soul, where’er thou art, 
Pleasant and useful ever was to me 
Thy generous friendship, that exceeded far 2112 
In faith, zeal, and devoted loyalty, 
Common attachments, or the world’s wont ties. 
What prudent counsel in prosperity, 
What sweet consoling hopes in adverse hours 
From thee, still calm and faithful, I derived! 
If yet thou livest, I know, whate’er retreat 
Conceals thee, pensive, amiable, mild, 
For me thy wonted duty glows unchanged, 
And for thy country’s weal the patriot flame. 
Happy I thought myself in one true friend ; 
One were our hopes, our studies, our desires : 
To save our country ; to promote her bliss; 2124 
To introduce each humanizing art, 
Religion, learning, science, order, laws, 
All that could soothe her sufferings to peace, 
And found her glory to remotest time. 
Not music, when the last harmonious fall 
Dissolves the soul in sweetest ecstasy, 
Pouring the rich air of commingling notes ; 
Nor heaven’s expanding bow, when it reveals 
Its richest colours to the ravish’d eye, 
Could boast a lovelier union than our minds. 
But thou art lost.—Love consecrates thy name.” 


——_— ~~. 
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Nor then to hear his noble father’s praise 2136 
From one so venerated, can the son 
Restrain the gush of filial piety, 
Or the mute throb of genuine gratitude. 
Turning from view away, bis heaven-raised eye 
O’erflows, and o’er his manly countenance 
Fall drops of sacred grief, not unobserved, 
Nor scorn’d of Him, who gave that sense to man: 
Whom in bis creatures whatsoe’er is kind, 
Affectionate, and good, must ever please. 
When thus ingenuous Nature had awhile 
Yielded to wont composure, soon the youth 2147 
Told the sensation of his generous heart. 


‘‘T feel, indeed, that both have lost a friend, 
Myself a father, provident and kind, 
Inestimably dear, whose tender care 
No earthly substitute can e’er supply. 

Him, whose example still to imitate 
And follow with a reverential awe, 
Shall be the aim and glory of my life.” 


To whom with waken’d feeling thus the King. 
‘“‘ Noble and generous youth, in thee I see —.2157 
A scion of thy honour’d father’s stock ; 
Reminding me of him, and for that cause 
To me indeed more tenderly endear’d. 
Though thou art not his parallel in all, 
With less matured experience far than he, 
Wanting perhaps his rich variety, 
Peculiar to himself, deep study’s fruit, 
Yet is thy friendship of the selfsame kind, 
Unshaken, in severest trial proved, 
And oak-like, rooted most by adverse storms. 
The loss of all my host makes me perceive 
Thy value more; and happy do I deem 2169 
Myself that Providence to me has deign’d 
Thy company amid severe distress. 
Ungrateful should I live, unworthy thee, 
If I could e’er in happier days forget 
Thy patient modest worth, in hours like these. 
No: full respect and gratitude are thine, 
With duty mix’d, and a fraternal love. 
I am thine equal, and thy debtor now: 
But if our past estate be e’er retrieved, 
Then honours rich shall be thy proud reward. 
Cornwall thou art, thy noble father lost : 
His rich domains, and honours are thy due. 2181 
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And Dorset too thou shalt be: heirless died 2182 
Good Herbert, and through England's realm I know 
No worthier a successor than thyself. 

*T was his own wish, e’en to myself express’d, 
That some selected chief should be his heir. 
Reckon my nearest favour always thine— 

Come: we will now to our poor home return, 

The only palace, castle, tent, we boast, 

Yet not unvisited by lovely hope. 

There will we cherish meek humanity, 

And our own rest forego, for nobler cares.” 2192 


Then to the King the gallant youth return’d; 
‘Ah! deem not, noble sovereign, that my faith 
Needs any promise of so high rewards. 

Though much such gracious kindness, undeserved, 
Claims my acknowledgment of warmest thanks, 

I ask not mine own glory ; happier far 

If I retain thy favour and regard, 

To me the dearest treasure. All I seek 

Ts that with thee, my father’s dearest friend, 
Whom my own knowledge teaches but the more 
To reverence, I may still thy servant live, 2203 
For our dear country; and though less my means 
Extend, I may my father’s place supply, 

Sharing thy dear affection, till my death : 
Companion, friend in all thy generous cares. 

This is my glory and my happiest wish. 

Nor deem my youth in patience so unschool’d, 

As not to bear my share of common griefs, 

With gratitude for blessings yet retain’d.” 


He paused: affection then and loyalty, 
A moment with truth’s modesty restrain’d, 
Burst forth amid the scene of lorn distress, 2214 
And all the bosom’s generous fraught had way, 
As thus the noble Athelard resumed. 


‘TI feel my heart now patiently resign’d. 
Though, when my father first I mourn’d, this world 
Seem’d all to me a worthless waste; e’en life 
A burden; and while through my native land, 
Conquer’d by cruel foes, { sadly roam’d, 

All seem’d one scene of heart-o’erwhelming griefs. 
Yet hear me, while my inmost soul I ope. 

Since heaven has to my sight restored thyself, 

I am not desolate, though to the heart 

Struck by sharp sorrows: lone as now I am, 2226 
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Without relations, home, or parent friends, = «227 
The thought of still possessing thee my friend 
Sweetens all grief. Believe my life thine own. 
Thee will I follow, best of men, my liege, 

And rightful sovereign ever, though alas! 
Companion in extremest suffering. 

Oh! dearer far from these adversities ! 

Through every peril, I will link with joy 

My fortunes and my being to thy own: 

No toils, no dangers, shall my soul dismay. 
While I see thee partake them, all appear 
Pleasant and light. Long as my humble aid 2238 
Is needed, reckon on a heart inspired 

With grateful love and reverence unfeign’d. 

For while with thee I live, the loneliest cell 

Has charms more rich than treason’s palaces. 
While thou art left, my suffering country seems 
At times to wear indeed her usual smile, 

And be some happy moments like herself. 
Welcome then, hope! forlorn as now we seem, 
By care we may perchance achieve some good, 
By means unlook’d, and watchful may in part 
Execute thine, and my dear father’s thoughts. 

If not; if heaven has destined all our toils 2250 
Fruitless and vain, and we must perish too, 
Victims of our poor country’s direst foes, 

Yet will I deem it sweet to die with thee, 

And smile in death, as by thy side I fall.” 


Such converse held awhile the houseless friends. 
The younger chief, calm in serene content, 
Reposed awhile; and on the sovereign gazed, 

As on some higher being, sent by heaven 

To save and bless his country. Nor unware, 

The noble Alfred with a modest sense 

Such loyal and devoted love perceived. 2261 
He felt his own heart tenderly improved, 
Pondering such friendship and fidelity, 

Child of the soul, by no mean interest sway’d. 


See! Edgar now is from his search return’d, 
Who tells, (intending thence some gleam of hope,) 
That from a lonely fisherman, who dwells 
In a poor hut, among yon rocks, he hears 
A strange occurrence. That amid these scenes 
A seeming hermit, with his book and beads, 
Dignity in his port, sedate and grave, 

At intervening periods has of late 2272 
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Haunted this lonely strand; whose gestures strange 
Have drawn the fisher’s note. For on the beach 
The hermit-figure pensively would stray, 

And ever, near one spot, he sudden stopp’d, 

Then raised his hands, and wistful eyes to heaven; 
Talk’d to the unconscious winds in mournful tone, 
Then gazed around, and downward waved his hand 
With rueful look, in some strange passion rapt, 
That him indeed the fisher deem’d distract. 

Often among yon unfrequented rocks 

The hermit would retire, and seated there, 
Deeming himself unseen, his open’d book 2284 
Would ponder long, and thus deceive awhile 

His first emotion. Venerable then 

He seem’d in aspect: as his pendent beads 

He counted, and to heaven devoutly knelt 

In solitary prayer. Then quite away 

The stranger would depart, yet scarce a month 
Pass’d by, ere he these shores revisited. 

Once suddenly surprised, the fisherman 

Accosted him; and from him heard indeed 
Discourse so gentle and so plaintive-sweet, 

As from no common person could proceed. 

Nor such he deems the stranger, but more like 2296 
Some noble chief, wrapt in mysterious garb. 

This story heard, the wanderers in surprise 

And asking doubt, mute on each other gaze, 

Till this discourse their strange suspense reveals. 


‘* Ah! who can tell but in the general flight 
This stranger hermit yet may prove the friend, 
Whose loss we so deplore, Osmund the good ! 
Would that it were! If yet he live, escaped 
From the fell grasp of persecuting foes, 

Probable were it that these lovely shores, 

Dear to retirement, he, the studious friend 2307 
Of learning, thus may haunt, and ease his grief 

Tn sacred solitude; in scenes to him 

Made dear, though painful, where he lost his son.” 

Eagerly then the much-moved Athelard 
Of Edgar asks, if now among these rocks 
Strays the mysterious hermit; or when last, 

"Tis said, he hither bent his pensive steps. 


To whom then Edgar: ‘‘ This with fervent care 
I from the tenant of these wilds enquired ; 
And learn that since he wander’d last away, 2317 
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Some weeks gone by, scared by the mark’d approach 
Of a piratic fleet, which to these coasts 

Bore the fierce Hubba from invaded Wales, 

The stranger's presence has not here been seen.— 
Encourage hope. Not vainly as [ trust, 

Do I persuade myself this hermit strange 

May be thy father, and that prosperous time 

Will yet restore him to thy longing sight.” 


This counsel generous Athelard receives 
Gratefully, yet with hope rebuked by fears. 


Here too, from late enquiry, Edgar tells, 2328 
That noble Oddune, Devon’s valiant duke, 
Is famed in Kinwith castle still to dwell 
Among his wonted vassals, and there seems 
In semblance much subservient to the Danes. 
But hope bespeaks, some artful stratagem 
He broods, as ’tis his nature, known to all; 
And that beneath this guise he yet intends 
Good service to his country, and his yoke 
Bears with reluctance, and indignant pain. 
Of whom in safer moments thus the King 
To his companion-friends his hope declares. 2339 


“If Oddune’s lofty mind I know aright, 
Dignified, stern, proud of his noble birth, 
A tame submission he can never bear 
To foreign foes who now usurp the land. 
Politic, wary, in his martial schemes, 
Sdeigning the cruel Danes with mortal hate, 
My mind mistakes, if, whether force, or choice, 
Assign him his wont castle as his home, 
He will not still retain the strong desire 
To wrest their triumph from the Pagan race, 
And his own line to dignity restore.” 2350 


Thus of the valued chiefs some knowledge won, 
Soon adds young Edgar, smit with other thoughts : 
‘‘ Not distant far down this delightful bay, 
Romantic Otter winds his silvery waves, 

And passes in his course the cottage-scenes, 
Where our loved sovereign lay of late conceal'd. 
In this our light bark we may thither sail, 

And ere we seek again our lonely isle, 

Revisit there the rural family : 

To learn, if yet from danger safe they live.” 2360 
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He said: and such emotion, while he spoke, 2361 
Betray’d, as to his quick companions told 
The gentle passion brooding in his soul. 
For then indeed the image of the maid, 
Whom in that sweet retreat he had beheld, 
Still vivid-present dwelt ; to none reveal’d. 
Yet much the ardent youth in secret long’d. 
For not Leander with a fonder flame 
Glow’d to behold within her distant tower 
The lovely Hero, when her lamp of love, 
With light more sweet than evening's dewy star, 
Beam’d o’er the Hellespont’s romantic waves. 2372 
The purpose too the grateful sovereign pleased, 
And onward soon their eager course they steer : 
Till from the coast they turn within the stream, 
Where the lone Otter mingles with the deep. 


Along the green and sloping banks as wind, 
And soon among the woody scenery, 
That bosoms the sequester’d cot, they come. 
Their little boat lodged in a mossy creek, 
O’er verdant lawn, through alleys dim, and groves 
They walk, until their raptured sight once more 
Discerns the rural mansion, which had saved 2383 
The exiled Monarch in his lone distress. 
Feelings of gratitude and mute delight 
Touch’d every bosom, but of Alfred most, 
While thus they recognize scenes so endear’d, 
Whose every spot seems sacred, now composed 
To softest beauty by the genial time. 
Fair was the season: various autumn deck’d 
The charming landscape in her richest dress: 
While Fancy on her sweetest images 
Dwelt, gently yielding the surrender’d soul. 
Revelling now in uncheck’d luxury, 2394 
The very air breathed harmony and peace. 
The same known hill the strangers mark, o’erspread 
With intermingling woods, that changeful blend 
Their softest hues of yellow, green, or browa: 
Where too the waving birch with silver shines ; 
While fading tufts of crimson-spotted fern 
Edge slope descents, and to the lurking hare 
Yield shelter, though none here her rest alarms. 
Beyond the winding dell, along the verge 
Of the thick grove, whose tall dark firs o’ertop 
The saffron-tinted sycamores, new grace 
Seems to transported memory to deck 
The lake they knew, whose glassy waters beam 2407 
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In the calm sunshine, and reflect below 2408 
Each rural object o’er its varied banks. 

Nor yet is Flora wanting to console 

The pensive beauty of the sickening year. 

For yet the feathery honeysuckle twines 

Around the lofty elms, beneath whose shade 
Cows, fragrant-breathing, crop the velvet green. 
O’er venerable oaks the ivy flowers. 

The rose was faded by the cottage door ; 

But o’er each vagrant hedge, and wavy grove 

The wild-brier threw her fruit of coral gems : 

The modest hawthorn hung her scarlet studs, 2119 
And glittering berries deck’d the mountain ash. 
Still o’er each verdurous bank and lawny copse 
Blue harebells trembled, and the scatter’d furze, 
Not void of humble beauty, bloom’d with gold : 
While among mossy tufts, where loitering sheep 
Stray’d careless, saffron grew, and flowering heath 
Beneath their feet a purple chaplet spread. 

Within the little garden that inclosed 

The quiet cot, some cultured flowerets shone. 

O’er its white walls the gold nasturtium crept, 
And the sweet-pea from graceful tendrils hung 
Her fair and mingled buds, like beauty's cheek. 2431 
The sun-flower and the yellow marigold 

Cast on less ardent beams a lingering look. 

The purple plum bent o’er the warmer thatch 

Its ripen’d tribute; and with wanton joy 

Among the hazel copses frequent leap’d 

The squirrel, plucking there brown-clustering nuts. 
The autumnal breeze at times with solemn rush 
Shook from the oak her acorns, from the beech 
Her unshell’d mast. Yet yielded not such sound 
Unpleasing music; nor did Autumn want 
Delightful tones, peculiar to herself, 

To soothe, yet feed, her thoughtful melancholy. 2443 
O’er pendent bonghs the gather’d swallows hang, 
And twittering aloud amid the placid air 

Glide buoyantly along, their several strength 
Essaying, ere they seek a softer clime. 

The rooks no longer quit their sheltering nests, 
But caw with feebler voice within the groves. 

Still sings the woodlark, yet with fainter note. 

The blackbird whistles, and on some tall tree 
Seated, the single thrush still deigns a lay. 

The redbreast too his meeken’d song renews. 

The curlew pipes from far, and the lone owl 

Sends from her seat unseen a solemn tone. 2455 
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Among green coverts, brakes, or yellow corn, 2156 
Echoes the shrill call of the partridge brood, 

Ere o’er the dusky woods the covey flies. 

Where yonder silvery beech-trees graceful mark 
The river’s verge, among the fringed sedge 

Glides the shy rail, and to the sheltering lake 

The timid coot flits by on rustling wing. 

The fine and orient mists have not yet left 

The trace of morning’s passage, with her train 

Of fragrant hours, attired in dewy gems. 

But o'er the pastures, light and silvery threads, 
Drawn as by fairy hands, innumerous hang, 2467 
And bend their trembling gossamery webs, 
Breathed o’er with tiny drops of sever’d dew. 

All objects mark alike delicious peace, 

Touch'd with an air of not unwelcome gloom. 
When fond observance of these happy scenes, 
Indulged, had lent full pleasure to the heart, 

The friendly wanderers the dear home of rest 
Approach. And first its late inhabitant, 

The King, disguised, though here not all-unknown, 
Enters with cautious step the rustic door. 

A lovely object soon his charmed sight 

Attracts, and in his heart wakes happy joy. 2479 
Alone fair Emma sat, as pensive-sweet, 

As fancy ever yet had drawn her charme. 

The rose’s bloom had somewhat from her cheek 
Departed, yielding to the lily’s tinct: 

Yet her ripe lips their vermeil hue retain’d. 

Her eyes were downward bent, in seeming thought, 
With all their wont expression, softly mild, 

As in a task engaged that claim’d some care. 

O’er a white cushion, on her lap reposed, 

Her fingers nimbly threw depending threads, 

And wove a texture fine to decorate 2.190 
Her simple robes, though nought her neat attire, 
(White as the cloud of noon, with zone of blue,) 
Needed that ornament, to lend a grace, 

Or her own native elegance improve. 

The stranger soon accosts the gentle maid. 

Him instant recognized, her simple work 

She left, and eagerly to meet him rose. 

Full many a kind enquiry then from each 

Reveals the mutual heart. O’erjoy’d he hears 
The rural family all safe remain, 

Enjoving, still unhurt, their wonted peace. 

Old Denulph in a little field of corn 

Busied, or in the woods now absent works: 2503 
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While the good dame attends her labour’d cheese. 

‘* Oft” says the gentle virgin, ‘‘ have we talk’d 

With cordial pleasure, o’er the cottage-fire, 

Of our late servant, and the cheerful time 

When here we shared his aid and company. 

Him, since his loss, the busy housewife much 

Regrets; extols his patience and his care; 

And much her own too hasty anger blames. 

Oft would good Denulph to myself express 

His anxious interest for the suffering King, 

Wondering what habitation holds him now, 

Or what strange perils menace yet his life.” 2515 

[ pleased, 

The sovereign bends, with such remembrance 

And adds his grateful thanks. The maid resumes. 


‘* Nor be indeed offended, if I tell 
That when but now yourself arrived, my thoughts, 
From musing on my father, and events 
Of my past life (ah! vainly now deplored) 
Were bent on you; for memory retraced 
Incidents which your various tale reveal’d ; 
That in a pleasing reverie I dwelt 2524 
O’er the strange season, when you here were hid: 
Till the young heroes, in their country’s cause 
With you concerting service, took you hence. 
Ah! say; how fares my father ?— if yourself 
Revisit now this cot, in happier time, 
Or seeking shelter from pursuing fate ? 
And since alone you come, what lot awaits 
The noble youths, whose presence with your own 
Once honour’d this our cottage ?—Lives indeed 
Young Edgar, and what station holds him now ? 
Or what strange chance of fortune has he met ?”— 


Thus as she closed, a softer tone her voice 2536 
Seem'd to assume ; and tremblingly she stopp’d. 
Her lovely eyes their lustre downward bent, 

And tremulous, a sudden tint of pale 

Q’erspread her cheek, till there a richer blush 

Play’d trembling ; as the shadow of a rose, 

Shook by the breath of morning, transient moves 

©’er the white radiance of a cistus-flower. 

Her mien to Alfred’s conscious eye reveal’d 

A somewhat in her breast that seem’d to dwell 

Of tender interest for the gallant youth. 

Nor vain was such observance. For indeed 

Since Edgar these sweet scenes had visited, 2548 
VOL. 1. I 
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She on his graceful mien, his kindness shewn 25.9 
During their brief acquaintance, on his praise 
Imparted by the King, had ponder’d much. 

She knew too from her father’s lips the fame 

Of Edgar’s noble family, the charms 

Of their fair isle, and oft had heard extoll’d 

The gallant promise of the rising sons; 

Such as herself, well-pleased, had seen confirm’d. 
The stranger tells, both chiefs yet live unharm’d, 
And now are near, companions of his way ; 

That Edgar sure some passion of true love 
Possesses : so his serious mien bespeaks. 2560 
Which as she hears, the lovely maid her eyes 
Bent sidelong on the ground, demurely sweet ; 
Yet in her half-averted look a smile 

Strove with the mantling crimson on her cheek, 
That her raised fluttering bosom seem’d to chide. 
Tokens so delicate and feminine 

The sovereign marks: yet not with speech renew’d. 
For see! the good and faithful Denulph comes, 
Who, when his honour’d King he recognized, 
Gave his heart’s welcome all its honest way. 

Fond was the greeting, warm the mutual joy, 
While each his question’d history ran o’er, = 2572 
Since last they parted. See too, as they talk, 
The busy mistress of the rural cell, 

O’erhearing some discourse, comes prying in. 

She seeing her old servant, gives with smiles 

Her outstretch’d hand (a pail the other held), 

Nor fails her cordial welcome to repeat. 

While of the family’s concerns they talk, 

Thus in the presence of the bashful maid, 
Remarks the prating dame: ‘‘ Emma, methinks, 
Looks paler than she used, when you lived here: 
And oft her pensive air I have observed, 2583 
And thought the girl in love: my jokes indeed 
She oft has heard: nor to her gentle heart, 

Deem I, that Love is still a guest unknown. 

For whom she sighs, I know not: but I trow, 

My wit is blunt, or else my thoughts are true.” — 


The stranger's friends and fellow-travellers, 
Announced, and sought, join now the rustic group, 
Whom as she eyes, the virgin more betrays 
Emotions of delicious joy, restrain’d 
By genuine modesty, yet vainly hid. 

For though the maid on either stranger beam’d 
A transitory look of sweetest grace, 2595 
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Smit with an unfeign’d reverence, while she mark’d 
Each hero’s good and noble qualities 

Depictured in his mien, yet while on one 

At times was bent her eyes’ expressive gaze, 

Her beauty seem’d by some obedient awe 
Subdued, and o’er her face the soul, reveal‘d, 
Needed no language tenderly to tell 

The first young purity of maiden love. 

Pleasingly gay glide on the hours, while talk 
Employs the host, and garrulous old dame, 

And their late servant, on past cottage-times. 

This Athelard attentively o’erhears. 2607 
The youthful Edgar, bent on other thoughts, 
Converses with the gentle maid; admires 

This charming dell’s romantic scenery : 

And dares intreat the not-unwilling fair 

To point the beauties of the neighbouring walks, 
Her favour’d haunts, to his delighted eye. 

The noontide sunbeams over autumn’s grace 
Threw mildest radiance. O’er the turfy lawn, 
And by the green verge of adjacent woods, 

The rural maid and Exlgar loitering stray, 

Within the cottage view; and oft they pause 
With equal transport to admire the charms — 2619 
By nature’s choicest hand diffused around. 

Yet who may deem, the varying converse soon 
Turn’d not to other themes, more fondly sweet ? 
Nor Love then fail’d to urge his dearer claim, 
When virgin beauty gently deign’d to lend 

To noble worth her favouring company. 

Oft as she spoke of many a rural grace, 

His rapt eye fix’d admiring on herself, — 

He stood, as hearing not; nor ought return’d 

Of answer, save the involuntary sigh ; 

Until himself the converse leads. Of her, 2630 
The lovelier object of his thoughts and tongue, 
Fond were his questions ; if her days had pass’d 
Happily, since these scenes had bless’d his eye: 
For sure he deems a paler tint than wont 

Has blanch’d the roseate lustre of her cheek, 

Yet (truth to tell) was not that soft regret 

Of secret pleasure unaccompanied ; 

For hope then whisper’d to perceptive love, 

That in her heart, perhaps, a mutual flame 

Had wrought that pensive grace, and with its breath 
Touch’d the delicious colours, native there. 

"Twas true: for in her heart, almost unknown, 
Love dwelt, with first infectious tenderness; 2643 
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Which, as she sat in pensive solitude, 2644 
With gradual stealth away her colour drew ; 

As through some grove an intermitted beam, 
Finding a lovely rose there lurk unseen 

Dwells on her bashful grace with lingering stay: 
Then as her coy buds silently unfold, 

Kisses their balmy freshness all away, 

And pales the rich dye of their opening bloom. 

His kind enquiry and endearing tone, 

Not unobserved, with artless modesty 

And unfeign’d gentleness, the maid attends. 
Which as he marks, his admiration takes 2655 
New wing, and while the sovereign’s thoughts so late 
On wedded love express’d, pervade his mind, 

His raptured fancy, as be looks, arrays 

The rural virgin in an angel’s charms. 

What may the poet’s pen avail to paint 

Love’s fine unutterable delicacies, 

When first the enamour’d youth his virtuous flame 
Now dared reveal ?—Tenderly he approach’d 
With gentle, yet a manly, confidence. 

And while her pensive beauty he regards 

In admiration, blent with fondest hope, 

Utters : “‘ How often my excursive thoughts, 2667 
Since you I last beheld, have hither fled, 

And rested on yourself. The happiest hours 
(Believe my words) that have my absence bless’d, 
Charming with visions of soft ecstasy 

The solitude of an unpeopled waste, 

Were spent in recollections dear of you. 

The thought of you has many a weary toil 
Soothed to delight and peace. Ah! blame me not, 
Fair creature, while I venture now to tell 

My true heart’s feeling, and that sure indeed 

I am, I never can another see, 

Whom with so hearty and entire regard 2679 
I can admire, love, honour, as yourself. 

Might I but hope that ever you would deign 

My constant faith to guerdon, and unite 

With mine your fortune, as a matchless wife, 

The thought would be a bliss to charm indeed 

My agitated life; a beam from heaven 

That would make all things in this world of care, 
Shine as with influence of some brighter sphere. 
For then in every peril I should deem 

For you, for you, I lived, and braved it all. 

All toils, all venturous dangers would be sweet, 
That for my country’s sake were claim’d, and yours. 
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In all, your love would be my best support, 2uyz 
My guardian-angel, glory, and reward.” — 


While thus the generous youth his soul declared, 
The tender maid with blushes eyed the ground ; 
Not as displeased, but virgin modesty 
Held mute her tongue: his every word she heard, 
And in her fluttering bosom treasured deep. 
Embolden’d, he renews: ‘ Disdain not, sweet, 

If for a moment the continual peace, 

Lodged in that heavenly breast, my words may move, 
Intrusive, while I bid you bend the thought 2702 
Of prudence on no far futurity. 

Your fostering parents, bow’d by spareless age, 
Ere long must leave you, yielding up due life 

To scenes of happy innocence above ; 

Destitute of protection then were you, 

Exposed to insult, to each perilous snare, 

That while it mingles with the outrageous world 
Still follows beauty like a shade; to toils, 
Unfitting this fair form, or best to say, 

To the dull round of friendless solitude : 

Unless to one, a husband, who can know 
Goodness and beauty, such as yours, to prize, 2714 
You link your sacred love, that sure must prove, 
To whomsoe’er your favouring choice prefers, 

His noblest comfort and perennial joy. 

Ah! may your voice, that then to me will sound 
As sweet as music of an angel’s lyre, 

Tell me, that I may be that happy friend ; 

May your fond parents’ love and place renew, 
And envy then no earthly emperor ; 

Enjoying richer honour, dearer power, 

Your lover, husband, and your tenderest friend. 

I ask not yet the name, nor rite of spouse. 

Iam achief. If happier fortune grant 2726 
To turn the current of these adverse times, 

And win our country’s peace, to Vecta’s isle, 
Fairer than e’en this sweet sequester’d spot, 

I will convey you: where in decent state, 

My birthright, we will wear our happy lives. 

If all our efforts end im useless toil, 

And heaven our country dooms for ever lost, 

The spoil and conquest of these foreign wolves, 
Then after due time, spent in hard essay 

To free the land and win deserved fame, 

I will retire disguised to this lone dell, 

(So heaven but spare my life,) and here with you 
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Deem yon low cottage but a step from heaven. 2739 
Here can I spend my calm delighted hours, 

Here die, lamented, in your tender care: 

For whensoe’er unsparing death at last 

May either claim, and interrupt awhile 

The happy stream of our society, 

Clasp’d by love's faithful arms, the soul shall part, 
And only lead the way, from hence to heaven.” 


_ He paused; as if with tenderness oppress’d. 
She with such generous frankness overcome 

Of whom she loved, and melted to delight, 2749 
Was silent, yet could not some natural tears 
Refrain, which o'er her faintly crimson’d cheek 
Fell, as fresh dew-drops o’er the hawthorn’s flower, 
Or pearls that dropping from their crystal fount 
Glide to the breast of rich and varied shells. 
Enwrapt she seems in pensive thought ; sometimes 
Glanced o’er her lips, unbid, an angel-smile, 

Yet answer made she none. His suit he press'd 
With gentlest accent, and endearment sweet, 
Repeated. Her fair hand he took uncheck’d, 
And gazed upon her face with pleading look : 
Held by her mute, yet speaking, reverie, 2761 
Through love’s respective awe, in soft suspense. 
These were herthoughts—“ If deem’d a cottage maid 
He loves me thus, since I’m of nobler birth, 

The daughter of his country’s enemy, 

"T were just he knew the truth, although indeed 
That truth may change him, and to me perhaps 
Lose him for ever.— What then shall I do ?— 
Reveal the dangerous secret, or seem still 

The humble cottager he deems me now ?”— 


Honour in her ingenuous soul prevails ; 
And banishing mysterious cold reserve, 2772 
With delicate simplicity she speaks. 


‘« Since, generous youth, your purpose I perceive, 
Native to honour, and your love profess’d, 
However undeserved, must needs believe, 

Duty impels me to yourself to own 

A secret, though perhaps with peril fraught. 

I am not what I seem :—the daughter loved 

Of these endear’d, and fostering cottagers :— 

But am unhappy Kenwulph’s banish’d child, 
Imagined dead : in this obscurity 

Placed by my dear lost mother, to avoid 2743 
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Detested nuptials with a cruel Dane ; 2784 
Pledge of my father’s faith, while forming leagues 
Of sad revolt and titled sovereignty. 

How deeply that defection have I mourn’d! 

That such ambition should my much-loved sire 
Have tempted to forsake his country’s cause, 

And now be rank’d among her direst foes. 

But never, never may I hope with him 

To share domestic happiness, or own 

A father’s love, to me for ever lost. 

If then my tale imparted should your love 

Startle, and prudence warn a gradual change, 2795 
Declare your purpose, but betray me not. 

A timorous friendless woman such request 

Will not to your high soul prefer in vain. 

My heart is open’d now ; and if you fear 

To link your fortunes to a friendless maid, 

Whom long regret has taught herself to deem 

But as the outcast offspring of a chief 

Despised and hated as his country’s foe, 

You will do well to weigh your thought, and then 
Tell me, in gentlest terms,—that we must part.— 
To hush’d retirement shall my heart return ;— 
Yet meditate upon you,—till I die. 2807 
But if you dare, this known, your love retain, 

I will not utter more, but wondering much 

At my too happy lot, hang down my head, 

And humbly weep at my unworthiness.” 


‘‘Oh! to my soul a thousand times more dear, 
(The youth exclaim’d) for this ingenuous trust 
To me imparted, and which now to me 
Shews my soul’s idol in her genuine form. 
By me imagined, ere I found her such, 
Some nobler being in distress, and bred 
To other hopes: her birthright, higher state: 2818 
In beauty’s richest circles born to move: 
Wanting protection’s hand, to me more dear, 
As binding closer love’s delicious ties. 
Immortal powers! to be beloved of her, 
What can your lavish bounty give me more 
Of worldly happiness? Oh! that myself 
May be but worthy of her, to enjoy, 
And ever to retain the fond regard 
Of so divine a creature, whom I deem 
The gift of heaven, and now will call my own. 
What shall I do, that may deserve your love ?— 
How possible, how easy, all things seem !— 2839 
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No; not a danger, not a toil, nor care, 2831 
This world presents, totouch one thought with gloom, 
Or in my breast awake a single fear.” 


To whom ere long the sweet ingenuous mai 
With bashful blushes these kind words address’d : 
‘‘Then I discard too maiden-coy disguise : 

And my won heart’s affection plainly own. 

For since from these still scenes you parted last, 
My oft-recurring thoughts have on yourself 

Dwelt with a pensive pleasure, not by me 28.10 
First understood: your worth, your gallant name, 
Which oft I heard extoll’d, inspired my soul 

With unused feelings, and a new delight. | 

To none my secret thoughts I have disclosed, 

But on the dear idea silent lived ; 

For still I courted musing solitude, 

Till at all times the memory of you 

Seem’d present to me. Your demeanour kind 
Ever recurr’d, in such sweet colours drawn, 

That whatsoe’er I did, your imaged form 

Seem’d ever there, and all my soul possess’d ; 
Involuntary, for none other thoughts 2852 
Pleased me like those which had yourself their theme. 
But since your generous flame you now have told, 
And I perceive my fondest fancy true, 

Gratitude, admiration, bind me yours. 

Before all other objects of this world 

I do prefer you: and yourself alone 

Henceforth esteem my faithful bosom’s lord. 

No higher bliss I picture to my soul 

That earth can offer, than with you to dwell, 

And be to virtue such as yours a friend.— 

Thus with responding confidence, myself 2863 
Have dared my true love’s progress to reveal.” 


Ah ! who shall paint the looks, the murmur’d vow, 
The sacred, fond endearment, when each saw 
And confident believed the mutual flame ; 
When innocence and truth beheld indeed 
High admiration tenderly exchanged ; 
When virtuous love own’d all his heavenly sway, 
Inspiring and ennobling either heart. 
Hope hover’d round with all her blooming train, 
And spirits of heaven with unseen wreaths of flowers 
Circled the happy pair, well-pleased to hail 
On earth the blest source of celestial joy. 
Full oft he breathes renew’'d fidelity : 2876 
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Unconsciously his promise oft repeats 2877 
Soon to return, to see her frequently, 

And never, never this dear hour forget. 

In her a tender meekest modesty 

Returns no vow, but silently on him 

She gently leans; while tears of grateful love 
Moisten'd again her cheek, and to its bloom 
Added a wealth, to him than orient gems 

More rich, and valued as love’s sweetest sign. 
These, ere they fell uncheck’d, his ventured kiss, 
Seal’d to her yielded ruby lip, delay’d. 

E’en in his own eye some unwonted drops 2888 
Stood trembling, and in transport blent with hers, 
Fell, as o’er April buds a sunshine shower. 

Her eyes, with decent modesty o’ercome, 

Beam’d o’er the deepening vermeil of her cheek, 
Sweet as, when coyly opes the damask rose, 
Gleam through the crimson bloom her seeds of gold. 
Gently his tender fondness she restrain’d, 

Though to her own heart exquisitely dear. 
Tenderly did they part; no words reveal’d 

The mutual feeling of her melting breast, 

While he her modest innocence consoled, 2899 
With words like these: ‘‘I go: but not for long ; 
For hope prophetic whispers I depart 

To conquer for my country; for renown ;— 

And oh! to win a happy home with you. 

Love now exalts me to a raptured height, 

That all my powers seem more than natural. 

Be cheerful then, dear angel! like myself 

Cherish delightful thoughts, till prosperous time 
Shall all our dearest wishes crown indeed.” 


So saying, arm in arm, they to the cot 2909 
Return’d, where social converse cheer’d the day : 
Till now declining, as the westward sun 
’Gan throw a golden radiance o’er the air, 

The travellers, benediction fond exchanged, 
Fearing lest longer sojourn at the cot 

Should draw detection from the prowling foe, 
Quit these blest scenes of peace, and on their way 
To their lone isle, their devious course renew. 
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Pe D now on open ground arrived again, 

(One scene of danger,) in no vain alarm 
Past ancient Exham’s confines, and the verge 

Of the late Danish camp, with venturous steps 
They roam, to mark its state, ere they prepare 

To quit fair Devon’s valleys, thence to win 

By swifter flight their own protective isle. 

Yet not without adventure and escape, 

That seem’d indeed miraculous, their steps, 
Regain’d the shelter of their secret home. 

For it befell, that as they fled along, 

O’er the Devonian heights and deep-sunk vales, 12 
While moonlight tinged the solemn shades of night, 
Crossing an unfrequented mountain-tract, 

Near a loud cataract, that ’tween two rocks 
Rush’d roaring, where a single pine-tree bridge 
O’er the broad current join’d the meeting cliffs, 
Each silent cull’d bis separated way ; 

A band of Danish soldiers, from the steep, 

In ambush lurking, on the younger two 

Suddenly fell with spears and clashing swords. 
Both with drawn falchions bold defence began. 
The King, some paces in arrear, discerns 

The noble youths engaged, and to their aid 24 
Flies, bounding o’er the bridge, which as he cross‘d, 
With glittering sword, amid the very act, 

A furious Dane, who seem’d himself a chief, 
Assails the sovereign, but the advancing foe 
Alfred first seizes by the throat, and hurls 

Down the vast precipice, thence never more 

To rise. But in that struggle overpower'd, 

The King too fell: yet watchful Providence 

Bade then, perhaps, some guardian angel save 
The good from sinking. Lo! his arms have caught 
The tree, and clinging round the grasped pine, 

He follows not to certain death. He shouts, 
Expecting every moment were his last. 37 
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Though lost in wild surprise, yet present thought 38 
Left him not totally bereaved of hope. 

While to the brink he strives to drag his limbs, 
The faithful Athelard, of his state aware, 

(Slain three opposers, as by miracle,) 

Flies to the bridge, and with extended arms, 

And strength exerted, bears the strugcling King 
To the safe verge of the opposing cliff. 

Edgar his fell pursuers with brave arm 

Keeping at bay, (some struck with mortal wounds,) 
Suddenly o’er the bridge alike retires : 

O’er which, as follow fast the pressing Danes, 49 
The English chiefs, by instant force conjunct, 
Uplift the tree, and every passing foe 

O’erwhelm amid the sounding cataract, 

After them hurling soon the sever’d pine. 
Whether upon the opposing shore remain 

Any surviving enemies, the chiefs, 

So wondrously preserved from grasp of death, 
Stay not to seek, but down the shelving rocks 
Haste with the feet of deer: triumphant, glad, 
And grateful, each to each, for life preserved, 
Deem’d under guide of favouring Providence. 
While each his friend’s fidelity extols, Gl 
New courage springs within theirsouls. Their course 
They change, and through more open tracks, perhaps, 
Alike with peril fraught, they swiftly speed. 

At distance in the moon’s disclosing ray, 

The well-known towers of Anselm’s castle gleam’d; 
Where late the King in agony of grief 

Had sought his spouse, and infants shelter’d there. 
Vain ’twere to paint the feelings of his soul, 

When to the King, a husband, father once, 

Now of these dearest objects all bereaved, 

The well-remember’d view with instant power 
Memory’s fond but saddest thoughts revived. 73 
He speaks not: but with hand upon his brows 
Moves on beside the youths, with hurried pace. 
Hope scarce permits him deem, that yet may live 
Those, late the sweetest treasures of his soul ; 

For in no devious journey could he glean 

The smallest tidings of their dubious fate. 

Full oft his pondering doubt concludes them dead, 
While shuddering fancy starts to think the means. 


Gliding through woods and lonely forest scenes, 
Ere long their rapid journey has attain’d 
The dreary waste that holds their hush’d retreat. 34 
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By tracks, save of themselves unknown, they reach 
With throbbing hearts their low sequester’d isle. 
All undisturb’d they find; the swampy waste 
Unmark’d by stranger feet; their earth-built hut 
Unharm’d, and mid their subterranean cave 

Their store of arms, food, robes, all safely hid. 
Autumn declining into winter's gloom 

Made now more awful-wild the solemn scene. 
Nightwinds moan’d hollow through the fading woods. 
Bright gleam the stars along the chilly air. 

While the lone wanderers o’er the mossy fen 
Select their trackless way, at times they pause, 96 
And mark the pale moon, as she rises, gaze 
Aghast and far along the level waste; 

Then deem, while each upon his fellow turns 
Looks of alarm, that in the gale they hear 
Wolveshowl. Oft downward bending, ear to ground, 
They hark the rustling tread of deer and game, 
That brooding in these native pathless wilds, 
Spring from their lair, disturb’d, and with surprise 
Fly from the presence of unwonted man. 

These with keen javelins in their shadowy course, 
Or with barb'd arrows from the twanging bow, 
They pierce, and dye with blood the mossy green. 
Perhaps in toils they trap the lurking hare: —109 
Oft too by glimpses of the lunar light, 

Among thick woods that skirt their dim demesne, 
The lonely pheasant, by his plumage seen, 
Glistening with changeful lustre to the moon, 
Their dart assails, and whelms the fluttering prize. 
Then, where through sloping dells and alder brakes 
Brooks wind with silent and sequester’d course, 
Conceal’d, they snare the screaming water-fowl. 
Climbing adjacent hills, and ’mong low rocks 

That overbrow some natural cave, they prowl 

To seek the still retreat of sheep or goats ; 120 
And as they enter, brandish from its sheath 

The sabre, o’er their shoulder slung, lest there 
Some growling savage meet them on their way. 
Perhaps in such a cave, a resting place 

At times they seize, and from their wont recess 
Scare, in their haunts, lone birds of prey, the kite, 
Or broad-wing’d eagle. Ranging here by night, 
Perhaps the bat sails inward, and returns ; 

While opposite, upon some haunted tree, 
O’ergrown with ivy, night’s grim quirister, 

The dim owl pours her wail of solitude. 

Nor even yet unfrequently they dare, 132 
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Spite of the ceaseless quest of enemies, 133 
To issue past these tenantless confines, 

And, borne on horses seized from stack or fen, 
They tempt some nightly unlook’d enterprise, 
Among the guardless Danes in lordly seats. 
Sometimes as minstrels, yet with swords conceal’d, 
Sometimes as peasants, poniards in their breasts, 
They scour the country, often their disguise 
Changing, and scape unconscious sentinels. 
Perilous, varied, their adventures now, 

More than the muse may tell; daring indeed 
Their acts, and their escapes romantic-wild. 144 
Each other ever they defend, and save 

Oft from the seizure of the wondering foe. 

Nor vain such toil endured; for as they roam, 
Extorted robbery they redress, and wrongs 
Inflicted often by insulting hands. 

And ever, as in pilgrim-garb they rove, 

Singly, by lonely vills and cottage-scenes, 

They glean fresh tidings, what may best befriend 
Their suffering country ; what the English race, 
Now vassals, meditate, and what the Dane. 

Ere yet they reach their isle, they meet again 
With joy at some appointed rendezvous, 156 
And from their blended forage they obtain 
Plunder of steeds, and magic arms, or store 

Of game, left dead on unfrequented spots, 

Now borne, returning, to their earth-dug cave. 


At their lone home by secret care arrived, 
Ere yet the star of morn, fair Erycine, 
Has watch’d o’er twilight’s misty dews the dawn 
Fling rosy lustre from heaven’s eastern door, 
(Signal that to the expecting heroes brings 
Inverted hours of needful sleep and rest,) 
They o’er their table gladly met, enwrapt 167 
In garments wild, with stain’d and alter’d looks, 
Partake some rude regale; nor solely own 
Water their beverage from the neighbouring rill, 
But oft the beech-cup crown with mead, or wine, 
Won from the foe, o’erpower’d in castled halls ; 
Now hoarded in their cave for hours of need. 
Thus as they sit, the lonely habitants 
Talk o’er adventures strange, their dangers scaped, 
And frame designs of future enterprise. 
Nor e’en is music wanting to console 
Their darksome hours. Amid their hidden cell, 
The charmed harp, the aged minstrel’s gift, 179 
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Touch’d by the King with trembling ecstasy, 180 
Pours o’er the waste, along the wondering air, 
Eolian tones, that dread discovery. 

Or with hush’d'‘breath the mingled voice attunes 
Some carol wild of battle, and the deeds 

Of noble heroes now no more, whose dirge 

Fires the brave spirit, while it melts to tears. 
Perhaps some pleasing and spontaneous verse, 
Not to the kingly poet strange, unfolds 

To such scant audience, rapt in mute delight, 
England’s lamented doom, their own sad fall, 
And wondrous chances of their present life. 191 
Fancy might deem, perhaps, these unused sounds 
The distant music, pour’d from mingled lutes, 

Of spirits dwelling in these lonely wilds. 

Strange was their life; nor were their hours indeed 
Unvisited by tender melancholy. 

For but by heroes, such as were themselves, 

Had this their state been cheerfully endured. 
Bound in perpetual watch, and roused alarm, 

If quest of foes increases, they remain 

At home inactive, or not trust their steps 

Beyond the sight of their concealing cave. 

Yet amid gloom and terror such as this, 203 
Friendship endear’d, and by fond memory waked, 
All the soul’s best affections now recall’d, 

E’en here could touch the heart, and could convert 
This waste into a happy paradise. | 
For while with soften’d accent they converse 

Of hours departed, of love’s fondest ties 
Bereaved, as each in turn gives utterance 

To filial love, connubial tenderness, 

To patriot feelings, or the generous wish, 

Or joins in praise of genuine excellence, 

Virtue elicited absorbs the soul, 

And all the tender charities improve. 215 


Still too with reverent gratitude they name 
The cottagers, whose kind preserving care 
Yielded a home to the deserted King. 

Nor fails the harp to memorize the time, 
Nor to their welfare pledged, the flowing cup. 


The King to Edgar smiling promises 

Continued embassy, as time permits : 

That to the cottage he at times shall bear 

Presents of deer, or birds, or berries found 

In the isle, in sign of recollection fond ; 225 
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And tidings of their mutual state exchange. 226 


When in the purpled east the peering sun 
Lifts o’er the hills his forehead, crown’d with gold, 
Ere to their morning rest the chiefs retire, 
All kneel, and humbly to observant heaven 
Offer due thanks for blessings yet enjoy'd, 
For refuge and defence from every ill. 
Each its protecting favour meek implores, | 
Felt as their succour now, in lorn distress. 
Nor did not angel-beings, floating calm 
In robes ethereal through the charmed air, 236 
O’erhear such music, song, and orisons, | 
Utter’d amid the solitary wilds. 
Nor then from patient virtue these withhold 
Their admiration and serene delight: 
‘Ineffable of mortal tongue, in tones 
Native to heaven, thoughts such as these they spoke. 


‘¢ See! how good men amid the worst distress, 
In trial of accumulated grief, 
Can yet be tranquil, cheerful, and resign’d; 
Cherishing trust in that kind Providence, 
Benign amid severest pain dispensed, 247 ¢ 
That works for good by means inscrutable. 
Such fortitude and patience exercised 
From us deserves, and wins, a homage due: 
We love the cheerful temper, meek, serene, 
That all heaven’s gifts with thankful sense receives, 
And still embosoms never-dying hope. 
Nor are these feelings of the virtuous mind 
Dissimilar, nor distant from our own. 
We hail them, then, and though as yet confined | 
On this dark earth, a kindred spirit mark, 
Worthy its future call to nobler life: 
Meriting sure, amid its struggles here, 259 
By us to be protected and consoled, 
With hovering visits through the dangerous day, 
And o’er the pillow of the silent night. 
Nor will we e’er the sweet employ disdain; 
But in the hour of need, by ways unlook’d, 
Unknown to thought of man, still aid the good : 
And, touch’d ourselves with tender sympathy, 
We or the suffering heart will gently breathe 
Comfort from that pure heaven, where never tear 
May dim the lustre of an angel’s eye, 
Nor pain, nor sorrow, cloud celestial peace. 
Occasion may evene, when by such means 271 
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We may inspire an union more than wont,  —.272 
And closer bind the ties of fellowship : 
Not lessen’d, while we favour mortal man.” 


So as they said, their orient wings they waved 
Amid the purpling sunbeams, and awhile 
Retired in light too bright for human view. 


Now oft young Edgar to old Denulph’s cot 
Becomes the happy messenger, and bears 
Gifts, the wild products of the lonely isle ; 
A grateful pledge. O’erjoy'd he finds yet safe z2s1 
The rural family: the sovereign’s state 
To Denulph and the gentle maid he tells : 
Nor fails he then his suit of faithful love 
To iterate, in happy hours like these, 
By his soul’s idol tenderly return’d 
With virgin diffidence, and modest truth. 


One night, as favour’d by the waning moon, 
He from the cottage sought the secret isle, 
A chance occurr’d, that somewhat woke surprise. 
Returning through a still sequester’d vale, 
Near an old abbey’s ruin’d walls, he hears, 292 
Or deems he hears, a low melodious sound 
Of music, like the tremblings of a lute. 
He listens: still upon the straining ear 
Faint notes convey a melancholy wail. 
Then o’er a low breach of the fallen pile, 
All-desolate, and black with signs of fire, 
He climbs. With hollow echoes to his tread, 
However light, and mark’d by listening fear, 
The mouldering aisles and shatter’d roof respond. 
And hark! the music has surceased. The moon 
Sheds her pale ray along the silent fane, 303 
Through broken fragments, rich with curious art, 
Where columns frown amid the dubious dusk, 
That in the wilder’d fancy now awake 
Unearthly images of goblin sprites, 
Or apparitions of the restless dead, 
Mourning the ruins of their holy shrines. 
But nought he sees to satisfy indeed 
The imagination of those warbled tones. 
Involuntary awe and fear usurp 
Young Edgar’s soul, and from the solemn scene 
He hastens back upon his custom’d way, 
Nor farther dares to penetrate, lest there 
Some enemies perhaps in ambush lurk, 316 
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Who cheer with harp their gloomy solitude. —317 
Returning to the lonely isle, he tells 

The strange adventure to his fellow-friends, 

Who deem the music but his fancy’s play: 

But he insists, that all-awake he heard 

Such notes, that from no distant spot, he deems, 
Issued, yet knew not how they died away ; 

And, if no living mortal there were hid, 

He deems, it was some spirit of the night, 
Warbling sweet music to the vacant air. 


So pass’d the hours : while autumn’s lingering stay 
O’er all the scene a tender sadness threw : 328 
What time, within their narrow limits pent 
By thickening peril and increased pursuit, 

The daring chiefs, not of their state unware, 
England’s last hope, here Jurk unknown, unseen. 
For, in their lone isle as they lay conceal’d, 

Such was the vain search of the baffled foe, 

As when at early morn, ere yet the sun 

Has caught the village-spire and touch’d its vane 
With golden fire, the joyous hunters chase 

Their prey afar, by many a shadowy copse; 

But in the forest-glade, where antique oaks = 339 
Diffuse abroad their gray and mossy arms, 

The scent is lost, and through the gloomy air 

No track directs the vanish’d game’s retreat. 

Yet within aspect of their hermit-cell, 

From sleep arisen, ere yet the day declines, 

At evening-hour, (their prime and dewy dawn) 
The heroes walk the mazes of their isle. 

Aud here, ere winter’s reign be quite confirm’d, 
Though his approach at times may chill the air, 
Oft pause their devious feet, while charm’d the eye 
Upon some nameless bank, loved of the sun, 
Espies rich myrtle-shrubs, or latest flowers 341° 
Of honeysuckle, furze, or blossom’d heath, 
Gleaming in hues of azure, crimson, white : 

Some lifting stars of gold through faded green : 

In beauty, as in odour, various each ; 

Delightful all, and soothing to the sense. 

Here too, perhaps, in some deep-bosom’d dell 
They find, complaining with expressive bleat, 

A lamb, that from its mother’s side awhile 

Has stray’d, disporting o’er the fragrant turf ; 
Which to the conscious dam, whose answering voice 
Meets the pleased strangers on their homeward way, 
They with a smile of tender joy restore. 363 
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Such simple pleasures cheer their day-light hours. 
But when the moon eve’s setting throne in heaven 
Displaces, and with single golden ray 

Succeeding, tempts abroad their stealthy steps, 
They brave new dangers, tho’ with shorten’d course. 
Arm’d and disguised, again they seek, alone, 

Or following near each other, venturous deeds. 


One night, absorb’d in melancholy mood, 
(For often would a serious absent air 
Sit on the pensive, solitary King) 
More distant, than at first aware, he roam’d; 372 
And unattended, ere he knew, had reach’d 
The dusk, mysterious vale, which late had drawn 
Young Edgar's strange unsatistied surprise. 
The moon shone high in heaven : the vale seem’d deep,. 
Border’d by shady hills that downward sloped 
On either hand, with solemn woods o’erhung, 
As far they stretch’d away; and in the midst 
A lonely desolated abbey stood ; 
Past whose decaying walls a river broad 
Flow’d slowly onward to the left, and wound 
In a half orb, thence sweeping down the vale. 
Solemn and silent all, a deepen’d gloom, 386 
Though touch’d by trembling lustre of the moon, 
Seem’d to pervade with awe the scene around. 
Toward the fallen abbey’s site, the curious King 
Silent approaches, not as with intent 
Farther to pass, but rather homeward turn. 
Some vestiges of death first here observed, 
As his check’d steps come near, with strange surprise 
Himself believes that now he hears indeed 
The same sweet music, whose faint-creeping tones 
The youth had in his listen’d tale rehearsed. 
Amid the lonely stillness of the place 
It seems aérial, or than mortal more. 398 
Nearer he draws: he gazes all around, 
And upward, ear erect; but can discern 
No living being; and in vain explores 
The cause of melody, which still he hears 
In half-suppress’d, and gently-dying, notes, 
As the last echo of the fading harp 
Is sweetly to its murmuring close allured. 
If the strict ear to fancy told aright, 
The sound might seem indeed one course to hold, 
And from the fallen ruins to proceed. 
Close to the abbey-wall he gently moves. 
O’er crosses hoar, and antique pinnaeles, 410 
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And spiry vanes that sparkled like to stars, 411 
O’er massive buttresses and porches dim, 

Night’s waning Queen her solemn radiance threw. 
The shatter’d roof, whose beams seem’d black with 
Presented ghastly fragments to the sight. [ fire, 
In part along the walls dark ivy crept, 

With curling foliage scorch’d, and tendrils sere ; 
Out of whose shade bats wheel’d on fluttering wing. 
Lonely seem’d all around: save thatthe King _ 
Deem’d he discern’d upon the neighbouring hill 

A cottage gleam amid the lunar rays. 
O’er-stepping then a mural breach, within 422 
The darksome aisle he enters, and remains 

Behind a column broad, awhile conceal’d 

By cloisters pale within a broken porch. 

Through every inlet where the curious eye 

Might penetrate, he gazed, yet nought discern’d, 
Save solitude, and shadows, made more wild 

By gleams of moonlight peering thwart the gloom. 
Yet as he listens, still he deems to hear 

Low, plaintive music, that might almost seem, 

(So dim ’twas borne upon the vacuous air,) 

As warbled from the sacred earth below ; 433 
Else borne on moonbeams thro’ the haunted shades. 
Soft were its touches : but that fancy left 

The rapt soul for no mortal image place, 

He should have deem’d the strain resemblance bore 
To a sweet air, beloved of memory. 

Yet now he deems the angel of the scene 

Plains thus the fall of these devoted seats. 

But hark! more near the rapture seems to swell 
With richer fullness on the ravish’d sense. 

And lo! to his unspeakable surprise, 

From out the floor of that illumined fane 

AA portal small seems slow to lift itself, 

When through the strange aperture rises soon 446 
A female shape, in white and lucent robes, 

Veil'd o’er the bosom; its transparent arms 

Held, delicate, a lute of golden strings, 

That shone serenely in attracted light. 

The music, hush’d, gave awful silence place. 
Gently the form glides forward, and appears 
Approaching toward the spot where lurks the King. 
He gazes, all amazed, nor certain knows 

Whether this vision be but fancy’s play, 

Or true, yet deems it sensible and sure. 

Gradual the shape advancing passes near 

The porch,when back the observer shrinks, obscured ; 
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For unwont tremor seizes him, and strange, = 459 
Yet pleasure-mix’d, alarm usurps each sense. 
Forward he bends to gaze, and as he moves, 
Leaves rustle.—Instantly the figure stops: 

Draws back, and seems to listen to the sound. 
When not a breath the silent air invades, 

The form, its path retracing, seems to gaze 

Upon the porch, and mark its dim recess. 

Then, as perceiving somewhat there conceal’d, 

' Starts sudden back, alarm’d. The King steps forth. 
A shrill shriek echoes through the vaulted aisles, 
And lo! the figure swiftly glides away. 470 
The prince pursues, o’ercome with wild amaze, 
And awe, what may the unearthly vision mean. 
His sounding voice o’ertakes its flying steps. 


‘‘ What art thou, in this fair and sainted form, 
That pour’st unseen upon the ear of night 
The richest breath of plaintive melody? 
And stealing through these lone unhaunted aisles 
With visionary step of angel grace, 
Veil’d from the grosser sense of mortal view, 
Lovest but to trust the eye of yonder moon, 
Who turns on thee a soft, enamour’d ray, 481 
While thou seem’st musing on thy kindred stars ?” 


As by his voice o’erawed, or charm’d, the form 
Stops suddenly, and turns, with fixed gaze. 


‘‘ Fear not, majestic vision, (he resumes ;) 
If some angelic guard, that lovest to haunt 
These pious shades, now dreary ruin’s prey, 
Hymning thy sweet notes to the night’s lone ear 
In melancholy pity o’er their fall, 
Feminine, harmless, seems thy gentle spirit. 
Be thou celestial, or of earthly state, 491 
Disdain not some few moments yet to stay, 
Nor aught of anger know, that I accost 
Thy nobler nature, with these human words. 
Whate’er may be thy destiny or care, 
Thy soothing power can heal my wounded spirit, 
Forlorn, as now I am, misfortune’s child, 
Complaining o’er my country’s fall, like thee ;— — 
Yet drawing hence this good: by grief awaked 
To every touch of tender sympathy.” 


So said, with awful reverence he kneels, 
And toward the attentive figure as he bends, 502 
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Full on his lifted countenance the moon 503 
Cast a bright beam. The visionary form 

Stands mute as if in dread; yet through their veil 
Shone its bright eyes, as fix’d in eager doubt. 

His pulse too throbs, with silent fear and awe, 
Sublimed by admiration; while the shape 

With gliding step, as hesitating, comes 

More near; then pauses, as awhile to gaze : 

At last approaches quite, and softly speaks. 


‘* Surely ’tis he—those features—whether life 
Yet animates on earth their mortal frame, 513 
Or but their semblance be restored from heaven, 
That image bears no power to injure me. 

I will accost thee, as reality : 

And name thee Alfred, England’s long-lost King, 
My friend, my brother.”— As she spoke, her veil 
Upward with beauteous arm she threw, and shew'd 
Her sweetest features to the raptured eye, 
Beaming as bursts the moon through silvery clouds. 
Embracing fond the wilder'd rising King, 

She straight resumes: ‘My brother—oh! ye hea- 
Be it thyself, or but an empty shade, [vens! 
I dare to touch thee, conquering female fear, 525 
And lost in wonder, throw myself on thee.” 


Silent, o’ercome with transport, o’er the neck 
Of her he deem’d a visionary spirit, 
He hung, and press’d her to his throbbing heart. 
Then, soon as rapture could admit of words, 
He speaks : ‘Oh, unexpected joy! delight, 
Almost too powerful for the soul to bear! 
Herself—my very sister—yet alive ! 
She breathes, speaks, lives indeed. Itis no dream: 
I wake, and am to every sense alive. 
No airy being, angel of the sky, 536 
No phantom, born of high- wrought fantasy, 
But she herself! like me, as yet allied 
To this low earth. Oh! clasp’d within my arms 
I surely hold thee; for I breathe, and see 
Thy lovely face, and feel thy cheek to mine 
Now press’d and moisten’d with a tender tear. 
Kiss me, dear, first companion lost so long, 
Now all unlook’d, by gracious heaven restored. 
Be this the sign, that not till death we part.— 
But ah! my wife—my children—do they live? 
Or know’st thou aught of them? What fearful fate 
Detains them, that I see them not with thee? 548 
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In heaven’s blest name, what chance has led thee 
Why in this lone abode, so awful-wild, _ (hither? 
With such strange action, do I find thyself ?— 

Be brief: resolve me: for my frame is rack’d 
With agitation of surprise and joy, 

Doubt, fear, that almost I suspect the truth 

Of what I see—yet oh !—I hope the best.”— 


So as he trembling stops, he waits reply. 
The sister fondly, and with bated voice 
. Returns; ‘‘ Alas! what was the dubious doom 
Of the loved Queen, and her dear cherub babes, 559 
I know not. Anselm’s castle was surprised 
At dead of night. Whoever could escape 
Fled on the first alarm, from every part. 
Many, too many, fell, (in truth I know,) 
By savage slaughter: but particular fate 
I cannot testify. Myself escaped, 
Flying in terror through a private gate, 
And panic-struck, I gain'd the distant fields. 
Yet when I found my safety, and perceived 
Myself not follow’d by the invading foe, 
Soon as my senses could their power regain, 
I call’d to mind the Queen, her infants dear, 571 
And fill’d with apprehension for their loss, 
Dared even toward the scene of death return. 
T listen’d to the clash of furious arms, 
And piercing shrieks, and dismal groans of death, 
Till I again grew wild with agony, 
And fled, dismay’d : for them I never saw, 
Nor ever since that fatal night have heard 
Tidings of them from any, though around 
The dreadful mansion I have hover’d oft, 
With peril of my life, and for them sought 
In every cottage, grove, and covert near.” 582 


He faltering utters: ‘‘Cease—no more—oh! 
Support me in thy mercy to endure [heaven ! 
The pang of this new trial. Tenderest friend, 
O’erpowering joy to find thee thus, amaze, 

And oh! conflicting agony, to learn 

Thy dismal tale, absorb, distract me so, 

That I can scarce— Alas! my wife—my wife ! 
And all my lovely children !—are ye all 

Torn from me thus for ever! not one spared 
Whom I might talk to,—who my care-worn heart 
Might soothe with your endearing company !— 
Of all bereaved indeed !—and never more 594 
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Must I behold you in this world again !— 595 
Yet hush—be still—I thought my heart had been 
Composed to patience ;—and heaven’s will be done ! 
Oh! my dear sister, my sole kindred left, 

Bear with me: scarcely can I speak to thee. 

My heart within this throbbing bosom swells, 

As it would almost choke my panting breath ; 
That I forget till now, to ask thyself, 

What since that dread hour has become of thee.” 


Fair Ethelfleda, while the silvery tear, 
Glistening in moonbeams, gemm’d her radiant cheek 
Returns: ‘‘ Have comfort: they whose mournful 
Thy wounded heart so plaintively deplores, _[loss 
E’en yet may live: yet may thy angel wife, 

Thy sweetest babes be to thy arms restored ; 

And in this troubled world of chance and change, 
Thou still mayst clasp them; still upon their lips 
Tenderly press a husband’s, father’s, kiss. 

How wondrously ourselves now meet! thro’ care 
(I deem no less) of some good angel’s hand, 

Or the blest guide of gracious Providence. 

Hope then the like for them; this better thought 
May with an angel’s comfort, whisper peace, 617 
And soothe the sorrows of thy soul to rest. 

But ah! what strange mischances, since the time 
When last we parted, have methinks befallen 
Thyself, that in this desolate place, in garb 

So wild, as to conceal thee e’en from me, 

Until thy voice and features had reveal’d 

Thy person, I bebold thee thus restored !” 


Then with fond look her lovely eyes on him 
Fix’d, and to female love its native sway 
Resigning, o’er her brother her fair arms 627 
She threw, and graceful kiss’d his moisten’d cheek, 
And on his bosom droop’d her beauteous face. 

To whom in brief replied the enraptured King : 
‘‘Oh! at full leisure I will tell thee all— 

But now resolve me: satisfy direct 

My strong impatience instantly to know, 

How, past all hope, thou hast been thus preserved.” 


She answers: ‘“‘ From the castle so surprised 
When I had fled, I roam’d I know not where, 
Forlorn, distracted, and at many a cot 
Stay’d to crave pittance of some needful food, 
Sometimes the boon of rest: and if, as wont, 639 


- 
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The rural peasants o’er my mark’d distress 6.10 
Lent their kind pity, and perhaps a tear, 

I said I was the widow of a chief, 

Wandering abroad, forced from my wrested home, 
And seeking shelter in some lone retreat. 

Then as near danger menaced from the Danes, 

I fled away again, and made my home 

The brief, precarious covert of the woods, 

Or lonely vale, or rock-impended cave, 

Found in my way. Perhaps some poor field-hut, 
Or brake, or mill, or abbey, desert-wild, 

Whose fallen ruins were all black with fire, 651 
Afforded me a lurking place by night; 

And saved my life. Till wandering thus, at last 
I found this silent monastery’s walls, 

And midst them, by blest chance, a secret door, 
That through a deep subterrene passage led 

To a strange chamber: where the holy men 

Who in this sacred fane inhabited, 

(Alas! now slain, or kept for torture’s pangs) 
Had hid their costly treasures, gifts of gold, 

Rich vases, relics, from the spareless grasp 

Of the rapacious foe. These there I found 
Untouch’d, and, as by miracle, preserved 663 
From the mad hand of sacrilegious spoil. 

Money too there, and store of temperate food, 
Dry, but which might plain abstinence suffice, 

My search discover’d: with one golden lyre, 

On which, perhaps, some skill’d and sacred hand 
In meek devotion here has oft attuned 

To warbled praises of the good Supreme 

Strains that might imitate celestial harps. 

With this I here consoled my lonely hours, 

And made this drear abode my home, that lent 
Both secret shelter and the means of life. 

Yet sometimes to diversify the gloom 675 
Of constant solitude, I ventured forth 

To wander, and with money, how my own, 
Bought milk, and fresh food, from some cottage near ; 
Or else dispensed in deeds of charity 

To sad distress, whenever chance befel; 

Since sure no use of treasure, so assign’d, 

Could be more pleasing to observant heaven. 
Then, unperceived, I to my cell return’d, 
Intending here to dedicate myself 

To contemplation of a better world, 

Aud feed my thoughts with hope of joy in heaven. 
I deem’d to follow my dear husband soon, G87 
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And to the grave, not trembling, but serene, _—_688 
Look’d as my port of rest; since in this world 

All wonted pleasures, and all social ties, 

That bound me to it, were denied and fled. 

Thee I deem’d surely dead ; for I had heard 

The dreadful news of all thy army’s flight: 

And knew the foe would rest not, till thy death 
Had consummated all their savage hopes. 

So with a sister’s tears I mourn’d thy fall, 

Amid these silent solitudes, and hymn’d 

In secret o’er thy fate the dirge of grief! 

But ah! what unfelt rapture, what new life 699 
Seems to gild all this world, and call me back, 
As to some sudden paradise on earth, 

Since thou art thus restored, and, so unthought, 

I own a brother in this world again, 

To cheer my life with thy society !— 

I cannot speak my feelings ; let these tears 

Alone disclose my bosom’s ecstasy.” ~ 


She ended here; and after some brief pause, 
Revolving this her story and escape, 
The King, her brother, whose o’erburden’d heart 
Throbb’d with an equal, yet with manly joy, 710 
Return’d: ‘‘ How wondrous are indeed the ways 
Of Providence, protecting still the good ! 
Hope dawns upon me; and a secret trust 
Assures me, this thy glad recovery 
Is earnest of some blest event to come. 
Since thou art thus regain’d, T will believe, 
That the same wise and good-dispensing hand 
May in its own due time restore to me 
My dearest wife, my children, though what chance 
Or perils compass them, I may not know. 
But heaven observes, and for the best ordains. 
Yet to that Being, who the sparrow feeds, 722 
My prayer oft rises, to be kind to them, 
And for their shelter and their wants provide. 
If yet they live, they doubtless pour for me 
With fondest tear responsive orisons ; 
Whose grateful incense may the throne of heaven 
Visit, ere mine, and on me, (here obscured,) 
Draw down heaven’s favouring eye, to shield, my life. 
But thanks to heaven, unbounded gratitude, 
For this dear preservation of thyself; 
For some kind angel (I may well believe) 
Has hither guided my unconscious steps, 
And given me thee, a faithful female friend, —_734 
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And fond companion of my dreary home.— —_735 
Come then, my Ethelfleda, let me now 

Conduct thee to my desert-wild retreat, 

Such as thy gentle softness ill may suit, 

Yet may be well for solitude exchanged. 

There will I shew thee all my ways of life; 
Where I have been from prowling foes preserved 
Tn station, scarce less wondrous than thy own, 
Not as I trust, but to some happy end. 

I now will lead thee to a secret isle, 

Where we can soon enlarge our earth-built roof; 
And thou wilt meet again some former friends, 746 
To whom thy presence will our humble hut 

Make seem a little paradise below.” 


So saying, by the moonbeams, hand in hand, 
They speed along, and instantly prepare 
To quit the lonely monastery’s gloom. 
Yet soon she paused, with recollected thought ; 
And ere they quite depart, at her advice, 
(Prudent as well for needful sustenance, 
As to prevent possession by the foe) 
Herself the guide, together they descend 
Into the secret subterranean vault : 757 
Where store of gold, and gems, and valued gifts, 
Such as their persons may bear safe away, 
And, (by the King not least esteem’d,) some books, 
With ancient learning fraught, and studious lore, 
The toil of pious hands, now cold in death, 
With care they fold about them. Then the door 
Aloft strict-closing, and each crevice hid 
From view, they on their moonlight-path proceed, 
Through woods, and walks retired, o'er rocky vales, 
And silent fens, and passes awful-wild, 
Until they reach at length the lonely isle. 768 


Within the hut the friendly chiefs were hid. 
Great was the wonder, and the transport strange, 
When eager each beheld, and knew again, 

The lovely Ethelfleda, oft bewail’d, 

As lost: now safe restored, and brought to cheer 
With her sweet company their dreary home. 

In Athelard’s breast a softer feeling sprung, 

With pity mingled: Love's dear hope renew’d, 
There delicately hid, nor yet erased. 

Swift and delightful fly the charmed hours ; 

Now thata lovely woman thus arrives, 

To dissipate distress’d and lonely gloom, 780 
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And with her presence cheer the desert scene. 781 
Terror and sorrow seem at once to fly 

The presence of the beautiful und good ; 

And in their room gay joy and ease succeed. 

For sight of beauty, such as hers, awoke 

Each tender kind emotion of the soul, 

To soothe and tranquillize the troubled hour. 

Nor such her native beauty, then observed, 

But more her amiable gentle worth, 

Her pensive-sweet and modest excellence, 

With every milder virtue she displays, 

Move all the best affections of the heart, 792 
And calm each ruder passion into peace. 

While she, employ’d in decent offices 

Of gentle courtesy, with cheerful air, 

And proud in acts of soft humility, 

. Ministering to each little human want, 

With tender condescending female charm, 

Lends to domestic bliss its sweetest grace: 

Silent composing the surrender’d soul 

To dear, serenely-satisfied repose. 

Her gentle mind, perceived by no wild storm 

Of passion vex’d, that tortures to destroy, 

But the sweet home of heavenly innocence, _—804 
A sympathetic temper sheds around 

By soft communication of itself. 

Though Athelard, observant of her charms, 

To every look, to all her actions, yields 

His willing tribute, admiration high, 

Not to a lover’s name he yet aspires ; 

While she in all her mien, where’er beheld, 

Was modest, delicately beautiful ; 

As in some mossy dell, or covert gloom 

Of deep-embosom’d woods, a native fawn 

Oft looking back, with light and silvery feet, 815 
Steals o’er the verdyrous, trembling turf; then starts 
Timid away, though danger none be near, 

To glens and haunts unvisited of man. 

Enliven’d by her presence, all things seem. 

So after winter's gloom, while winds of March 
Permit awhile the sun-beams, hark! the thrush, 
Perch’d on the topmost tree of some high grove, 
Sweetly attunes his mellow-warbled song, 

And hails approaching spring ; the feather’d quire, 
Yet mute, with transport hear the vernal call: 
The rapture utter’d thus, all Nature owns: 

O’er the clear azure sky, a genial breath 

Awakes the sleeping flowers: a brighter green 828 
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Adorns the fields, and e’en the insect tribes 829 
By vital influence spring to light and life: 

Then the bright rainbow, in the sunny shower 
Reflected, decorates the clouds, and spreads 

Rich glory o’er the hills and streamy vales: 

Man marks the scene delighted, nor denies 

The deep return of heart-warm gratitude 

To Nature’s Author, source of all this joy. 


Now too within their humble cell, that seems 
A sweet retreat from every anxious care 
And fierce yexation of the excluded world, 839 
Oft, at request, they hear the adventures told 
Of lovely Ethelfleda, and in turn 
To her each chieftain, pleased, repeats his own. 
The monarch much his sister’s presence seeks. 
Then too the heroic Athelard much loves. 
To linger near the fair; though not a thought 
Save such as honour sanction’d, ever might 
Deform the pure worth of his noble mind. 
They list the widow’d Queen, (whom treasonous art, 
And mad oppression leagued, had erst bereft 
Of her dear spouse and an insulted throne) 
In moving language tenderly deplore, 851 
With deep reflection, memorably true, 
The many miseries of lofty state, 
Ever exposed to force or treachery. 
Then, as the prime cause of her various griefs, 
She tells how Kenwulph, once a favour’d thane 
Under the princely Burthred, had imbibed 
Ambitious views, with purpose to become 
Mercia’s deputed King, and to dethrone 
His friend and master, who had given him power : 
Seduced, she deem’d, by wretches than himself 
More vile, for once she thought him good and true: 
Betray’d his country’s cause, until his plot 863 
Too well succeeded; and, deceived, oppress’d 
With agony, dear Burthred and herself, 
To save their lives, were suddenly compell’d 
To fly, and leave in tears their native isle. 
Then of her many sorrows she relates 
And varied sufferings in a foreign clime; 
And Burthred’s death, whom now with reverent awe 
And tender grief, that plains his goodness lost, 
She memorises with a thousand sighs, 
And o’er his mention drops the faithful tear: 
Then brief unfolds her travel’s history, 
Ere to her native isle she could return. 875 
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Yet all concludes with gratitude to heaven 876 
For its dear mercies, its continued care, 

Her last escape, and preservation strange : 

And for the happiness, assign’d at last, 

That seems to gladden this sequester’d spot. 


‘* For not athrone, (she adds) whate’er some deem, 
Can this more rich possession e’er bestow. 
Happiness owns its station in the mind ; 

And there enthroned, the owner makes a King: 
Communicating to each spot content, 
Aad cheerfulness that wealth can never buy.” 886 


Then at her fond request, in vacant hour, 
The King his various pilgrimage reveals, 
Since from the camp the female train retired. 
The gallant Athelard, in turn besought, 
Repeats his story ; his dear father’s loss; 
Which much her gentle heart to pity moves, 
And beauty honours with a tender tear. 
A little garden round the extended hut 
Athelard plants, to soothe her lonely hours, 
And fills with wild flowers and selected shrubs. 
Then round their little court at dewy eve 897 
The party walks to breathe the tranquil breeze: 
Hour loved of Athelard, whose tender care, 
Then sought, by every charm discover’d near, 
To endear the pleasure of the attentive fair. 
Friendship, (for yet the secret flame might own 
None other name,) its influence sweet extends ; 
And sympathy to love, not yet reveal’d, 
Lent, ere twas ware, a soft-increasing power. 
The mutual flame, thus crescent, by the King 
Remain’d not unobserved, nor unapproved ; 
For much the noble Athelard he loved, 
And to his faithful wishes hoped success ; 909 
Purposing too, should happier time restore 
Himself to England’s throne, usurp’d and lost, 
In token of his confidence and love, 
To elevate the youth to ducal rank, 
And trust his armies’ conduct to his care, 
As his chief general; with confided sway 
Of many princely castles o’er the realm. 
Delicate, full of tender reverence, 
Was Athelard’s passion, though not yet declared. 
But Ethelfleda, with fine, female sense, 
To polish’d courts and gentle manners used, 
Nice as the plant that shrinks from slightest touch, 
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Perceived indeed a latent tenderness : 922 
Yet deem’d it pity, friendship, sympathy, 

Nor dared believe, or dream, of warmer love. 

To her lamented spouse her former faith 

And constant love display’d, he much admired; 
Prized her meek merit, and her native worth; 
With pity brooded o’er her storied grief, 

Till sweet compassion fann‘d the virtuous flame. 
Nor did not his fond friendship for the King 
Endear his high regard of her; of all 

Related to him, or by him beloved. 

And (to say all) perhaps, a secret wish 933 
Influenced the noble youth, to be allied 

More nearly to his sovereign and his friend. 

She too with amiable melancholy 

Ponder’d on life; review’d afflictions past, 

And sought, in still retreat, content and peace. 
Her first and pleasing purpose late had been, 
When she her native land revisited, 

To lend her social friendship to the Queen, 

And educate with her the royal race, 

Since to herself a mother’s tender name 

Had still been wanting, and her fondest hope 
(The faithful female’s dear and secret prayer,) 945 
In such a blessing, heaven had yet denied. . 
Now, since the Queen and all her lovely brood 
By horrid chance are lost, her sadden’d soul 

O’er her dear husband’s goodness droops with tears, 
Recals the fatal fortune of the realm, 

And reconciles herself to life’s remains, 

Sole for her brother’s sake; to yield him aid, 

And in his lofty hopes participate. 

Perhaps too (all to tell) a secret thought 

At times inspired her, while the conscious blush 
Flew, timorously bashful, o’er her cheeks, 

That in meet time, if Providence should deign 957 
Restore her brother to his native throne, 

And heaven yet destine her a wife again, 

No chief so worthy to her fancy seem’d 

As Athelard, whose cordial friendship shewn 
Woke in her breast a genuine gratitude.— 

So pass’d the hours amid the charmed isle. 


Thus mid the wreck of order, state, and power, 
In these secluded scenes, the fugitives 
Perceive not only every human want 
Supplied, but e’en their lone retreat adorn’d 
With graceful delicacy, friendly joy : 968 
VOL, Il. L 
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That from deform’d confusion and distress 969 
Hope springs, and beams, as if on happier times, 
Till all may be restored to beauteous peace. 

So from the buried and unsightly bulb, 

Hid in the cold breast of the wintry earth, 

The early snow-drop lifts its pearly bell, 

Hanging its fair head o'er the spring’s first green ; 
And to the charmed fancy paints at hand 

The time, when o’er each spray the impatient buds, 
And folded flowers, in embryo all enroll’d, 

Wait but some suns, and balmy airs, and showers, 
To ope their thousand sweets, and spread abroad 
Verdure, and grace, and fragrance, without end. 


What time the foe’s strict search makes all egress 
Unsafe, within their unthought home they stay. 
Oft would the sweet tones of the golden lute, 
Touch’d by the lovely Ethelfleda’s hand, 

Charm then the hours, while her soft-warbled voice 
Mingled some strain, that rapt the thoughts to heaven. 
The day they now to household cares devote, 

And to due sleep resign the lengthen’d night; 
Cautious of fire, lest distant light betray 

Their secret residence. Their rustic hut, 991 
Now much enlarged, they separate by trees, 

And walls of turf, in various chambers wide, 

Each from its humble roof admitting light 

Through thin partitions framed of polish’d horn; 
The labour of the King’s ingenious art. 

Yet still, though not express’d, a pensive air 

Of tender melancholy would pervade 

The careful family, as winter's gloom 

Drew on, to shroud these regions, wild-obscure. 


Here too, insensibly, the King resumes 
His ancient habits, learn’d in early youth, 1002 
Distributing the time (since nought prevents) 
As was his wont in happier days, ere doom 
Of fate had call’d him to a troubled throne. 
One part of such his hours he now assigns 
To study, and contemplative employ : 
A part to active labour, in affairs 
Of good and needful use, with due concern: 
The other part to meet regale and sleep. 
Oft in his chosen apartment would the King 
Remain secluded, many a passing hour, 
Amid that deep retirement, to his soul 
Dear and delightful, since it lent full scope 1014 
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To meditations high, and undisturb’d. 1015 
Before his lofty and capacious mind, 

He plainly sets in view the patriot aims 

Nearest his heart, and to accomplish these 

With amplest best effect, revolves the means. 


Unseen, unheard, except of heaven, he then 
In secret pours the wishes of his soul. 
‘‘ Ah! will the happy time e’er bless my sight, 
When from this dreadful scene of bloody war, 
This overthrow of peaceful government, 
And foreign rule of lawless tyranny, 1025 
I may compose my people to sweet peace ? 
Soothing the wounds of every family, 
Of whom my country holds scarce one so low, 
That mourns not now some ruins of the storm. 
When this dear land, which nature sure design’d 
The home of freedom, peace, and happiness, 
Whose green vales and fresh flowers heaven will’d 
No foreign foot should e’er distain with blood, [indeed 
(Did her bold sons their own defence but know, 
Invincible in order’d union,) 
F’en I, perhaps, may teach herself to guard 
By her own native oaks, in gallant fleets, 10387 
Borne o’er the surges of her ambient seas, 
With majesty peculiar, bulwarks vast 
Holding within them England’s bravest sons, 
To hurl defiance on attempts of foes. 
Such power her native hosts and castled hills, 
Second but to her ships, may after aid. 
O’er plains now crimson’d with her children’s blood, 
Under heaven’s favour I may yet behold 
Rise to the wonder of her fainting sons 
A structure, beautiful as magic spirits 
Raise in the waste, but not like theirs to fade; 
A system, simple, firm, magnificent; 1049 
An order’d constitution, on the base 
Set of true freedom, for a people fit 
High minded, active, free, as Englishmen. 
Which not to nobles, and to power alone 
Shall stablish safety, but to every man 
Impartial justice equally extend : 
Bound the King’s sway, and from him by a chain 
Of gradual, full connection shall ensure 
Protecti6n to the humblest subject born, 
Who knows the bliss to breathe the English air. 
In framing England’s laws all ranks shall blend: 
Which laws, so known, by sage and upright men 
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Administer'd, may work the good of all. 1062 
When England’s sensible and generous sons, 
Knowing and prizing these advantages, 

Shall love their country with no common love, 
Nor for her freedom shrink to shed their blood; 
Assail’d by foreign, or internal, foes.” 


He paused a moment, for yet higher thoughts 
Rose crowding o’er his soul, till rapt in care 
For his dear country, and her present woes 
Contrasting with his hopes, he thus resumed: 1071 


‘‘In place of frantic thirst to squander life 
In battle, sword in hand, deem’d heaven’s sole gate, 
Over men’s peace how sweet ’twill be to draw 
And bid descend the kind and heavenly dew 
Of Christianity ! to feed the bloom 
Of amiable virtue upon earth, 
And give it hope of an immortal flower 
In heaven, when this its transient beauty fades ! 
Then, while protected thus in tranquil life, 
With thoughts not vacant of a better world, 
To educate men’s minds in knowledge rich, _1082 
In various science, and sound learning’s stores. 
Whence, so instructed, every man may fill 
With good employment the still-passing hour, 
And, to its honour, through the realm shall spread 
An universal spirit of industry, 
Where every man, as in the bee’s rich hive, 
Shall his own part of duty know to act, 
And idleness shall be esteem’d a shame. 
Nor will the rich and noble scape contempt, 
Tf not attending to the general good. 
So shall each spot of England’s fertile soil 
Gratefully answer cultivation’s hand, 
And yield the tribute of o’erflowing wealth; 1095 
Whose prompt diffusion shall promote around 
Arts for each use and ornament of life, 
To soothe the elegance of happy ease. 
Nor shall the soil alone rich treasures yield, 
Though its own products be a kingdom’s prime 
And amplest source of wealth. Our favour’d isle, 
Not niggard of her happiness, nor bound 
In selfish sole enjoyment, with her ships 
Shall to each clime of this terraqueous world 
Diffuse her blessings and impart her wealth, 
Each produce of her art and industry, 
To consolate and teach less happy lands ; 1107 


~ 
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Whose own productions lavishly exchanged, 1108 
Shall England’s prosperous wealth increase the more, 
She from her sea-girt throne shall oft extend 

Her aid to other nations in distress ; 

Herself from hostile insolence secure. 

And at her proud throne’s foot she shall receive, 
As the imperial mistress of the main, 

Most generous in her power, the grateful thanks 
And willing homage of afflicted realms ; 

Whose cause she so defended and espoused 

From lawless tyranny’s rapacious hand. 

Thus, my loved country, for whose sake I live, 1119 
Britannia, shalt thou win thine own esteem. 

The envy, wonder of all other lands, 

And be the happy favourite of heaven. 

Of aims so high and excellent as these, 

That dawn upon me with no fading light, 
Methinks, my country’s gallant sons have need. 
Yet to effect or found them, ere I die, 

Heaven, and dear zeal, must prompt thehigh attempt. 
For from that fount alone, whence all good works 
Receive their great original, may I 

In such a cause presume the wish’d success, 
Referring all my toils to its sole hand.” 1131 


So as he said, unseen, with bended knee, 
He humbly bow’d in secret, while the tear 
Of piety and warm benevolence 
Roll’d o’er his manly cheek, and in few words, 
But with a fervent and o’erflowing heart, 
He on his hopes heaven's favouring aid besought. 
Yet did he not with inconsiderate haste 
Prefer that orison, but some brief while 
Rests, as absorb’d in thought, by such a pause 
Lifting the soul to recollect the power, 
Whom he presumes to adore: for well he deems, 
That Infinite Supreme, the Sire of worlds, 1142 
Whom high-raised fancy at her utmost stretch 
Fails to conceive, ’twere impious to address. 
Without composure of prepared thought. 
Nor, utter’d thus, was that sincerest prayer 
Unheard of Him, who marks the sparrow fall, 
And beams on goodness never-absent love. 


Pleased, but unseen, good angels hover near 
And wake his fancy with inspiring thoughts. 
Full of which vivid meditations, 
He reads and ponders well, digests, improves, 1153 
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The laws, the wisdom of departed times. 1154 
Whate’er to England’s state he can apply, 

To writing, or to memory, he assigns. 

The book, which with a fond delight he makes 
Companion of his pillow and his breast, 

Finds now rich use, whose valued pages hold 
(Cull’d by his own hand from his early youth) 
Selected parts of sacred lore: the songs 

Of ancient bards: attractive history 

Of noble deeds, or fiction wrought in tales : 
Sayings of wisest men in precepts brief, 

Adapted to the various use of life : 1165 
Manners of nations, and their differing state. 
These now with sacred and intense delight, 

Lapt in abstracted trance, he ponders o’er, 

And from his own thoughts, and unwearied search 
O’er many a book, enlarges and applies : 

The purpose of his careful study still 

To bless his country, and improve mankind. 

Ideas throng upon his pregnant soul ; 

And o’er his country’s future state he throws 

A far-prospective eye of proud delight. 

As when at early morn the shepherd swain, 
Wandering afar to seek his truant flock, 1177 
Stops on some lofty hill, and thence surveys 

The far-seen prospect round; the golden sun, 
Just moving o’er the distant main, where yet 

His fiery globe, divested of its glare, 

Is broad-reflected ; but above, his beams 
Disclose to view wide rivers, verdant plains, 
Dark woods, and vales, lakes, towns, and misty hills: 
The swain awhile forgets his simple flock, 
Absorb’d in pensive wonder o’er the scene. 

Or, as by night the sage philosopher 

Surveys uncheck’d the starry host of heaven ; 
Thinks what they be: though glimmering lights to us, 
He deems them worlds, which in some future stage 
Of being, he himself perhaps may pass, 

And range in wonder thro’ their climes unknown. 
Yet to the musing Alfred, thus retired, 

The best conclusion of his happiest thought 
Imperfect seems: while his capacious soul 

O’er various nature roams, intent, and marks 
Systems diverse of human policy. 

Nought seems to equal fancy, and he finds 
Perfection in ao earthly scheme of things. 

From hence, ere well aware, his rising soul 

Turns her fix’d look of humble awe on heaven, 1201 
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The single fount of pure and perfect good. 1202 
A solemn reverie absorbs his thoughts ; 

And fill’d with large conception, he discerns, 
How needful beyond human law or skill 

Is meek religion’s power, which can alone, 
Waking a vivid conscience in the breast, 

That shall itself give law to every man, 

Teach all, with deepest influence to shun 

That evil, to which fallen nature tends, 

And virtue for its innate beauty love. 


Enrapt in sacred and sublime amaze, 1212 
Amid these solitudes, the King revolves 
The character of that celestial being, 
Who left his glorious seats of bliss, and came 
The meek and gracious Messenger to earth 
Of happy tidings; news of peace to man 
In this world, and immortal bliss in heaven ; 
From snaring evil to redeem mankind ; 
Atone to Deity for all offence ; 
To reconcile and lead impurity, 
Wash’d clean, repentant of its fault, again 
To mix with purity’s white trains above ; 
Dark evil to refine to radiant good, 1224 
And point to every age the path to heaven. 
Nor fails the King to note, what majesty, 
What grand and comprehensive views display 
His precepts, in their full simplicity 
Most beautiful, who speaks, as never man 
Yet spoke, but like a God, whose every word 
Proves its celestial origin, and shews 
All that man’s sweetest hope can form of heaven. 
How suitably to man, his words reveal 
The attributes, the will, of Deity, 
And of his nature worthy thoughts inspire ; 
Curb natural selfishness, and in its room 1236 
Plant warm benevolence to all mankind ; 
Extending from each man’s domestic sphere, 
As brothers, children of one heavenly Sire, 
Till earth may wear, perhaps, a look of heaven : 
Giving to every maa this justest rule, 
As standard for his intercourse with man, 
One guide : to do to others, as himself 
W ould wish in like case they should do to him ; 
Tenderly tell to every meanest man 
The dignity of his immortal mind, 
That claims the duteous government of self, 
Temperate use of all heaven’s gifts benign 1248 
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With humble gratitude, and blame the abuse : 
Teaching that in this transient stage of trial 

Man must work out by care his proper bliss, 
Not here unmix’d, since the frail body here 
Prevents, with many a chance and change of life. 
Yet every soul, according to its love 

Of goodness or of evil here below, 

Shall lay indeed the seeds of happiness, 

Or misery, in an eternal world; 

Where each shall own the proper natural meed 
Of its own habits, fitted to partake 

Society of good, or evil, spirits. 1260 
Oh! happy then, if men but use the means 

Of happiness, and practise what they know. 


Then too the meditating King recals 
The wondrous strange effects in history 
Related to have follow’d, like a shade, 
This sacred faith o’er nations of the world, 
Whose principles of action changed indeed 
The lives of men, as by a miracle ; 
With swift and sudden reformation 
Arguing a somewhat of divinity 
In that religion’s mighty influence, 1271 
That could so soon turn evil minds to good. 
These thoughts, in Alfred’s soul, awake, confirm, 
The stedfast resolution to infuse 
With all his power among his people loved 
Christ’s holy faith, religion heavenly-true, 
Now o’er his country in its early morn 
Gleaming with scant, dispersed, and threaten’d ray. 
~ Nor less his spirit burns to win the name 
Of Patriot-Hero, than of Christian King. 
The means he ponders too, how best to wio 
Attention from the rude and ignorant: 
Lest these instructions, seeming medicine, 1283 
They madly and disdainfully reject. 
Recalling then the way, by which the wise, 
Benignest author of these blessings, sought 
The fabric of his doctrine to diffuse, 
He aims to give to else unwelcome truth, 
And wisdom’s noblest precepts, the sweet grace 
Of interesting tale or winning song. 
Himself a son of song, not scorn’d of bards, 
He glows the sacred talent to apply 
To its best use; and hopes indeed men’s hearts, 
With touch Orphéan after him to draw, 
Intent to listen the melodious tale, 1295 
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Whose charming progress is to virtue true. 1296 
Then o’er the land he meditates to found 

New schools, and seats of learning, where the wise 
And good assembled may instruct the sons 

Of England in all rich and noble lore, 

And knowledge, useful to each sphere of life. 
Oxford’s fair site his brooding thought delights, 
And Fancy there sees academic halls 

Rise, ever honouring their author’s name. 

These means, secured by well-selected laws, 

And military order’d discipline, 

Hope whispers o’er bis country may diffuse, 1307 
Ere yet he die, one face of general peace, 

The earnest of Britannia’s future fame. 


While thus the King, as was his custom, stays 
Retired, his family within that roof, 
Humble and clad with turf, but in its shade 
Hiding the sun of an exalted mind, 
Feel in their hearts involuntary awe. 
Knowing the sovereign in devotion now, 
Engaged, or in reflecting high designs, 
His sister, fair, affectionate and good, 
And his companion-chieftains speak of him, 1318 
Thus absent, as of some superior being, 
Some great deliverer sent from heaven to free 
His country, and refine a barbarous age. 
A solemn reverence enrapts their minds, 
And each within the bosom feels to glow, 
As caught some spark of his celestial fire. 


His contemplations ended, then the King 
Rejoins his happy family : delight 
Marks every passing hour, when pause from toil 
Or thought to the domestic circle, small 
But faithful, yields each other’s company. 1329 
Affection here finds more endear’d exchange, 
And every tender word and act derives 
A sweeter interest: while mid distress 
Reposing each on other, every pain 
Seems soften’d to enjoyment, ere it flies; 
That in this home retired, at bours like these, 
Appears to dwell the very peace of heaven. 
Nor human wants contribute not to add 
Their share of pleasure, when the cheerful meal, 
Eurich’d with wine, inspires refreshing joy. 
The light of beauty too their humble cell 
Animates with its own peculiar grace, 1341 
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With every charm of female excellence, 1342 
Whose placid, sweet compliance to each heart 
Imparts around its dear serenity. 

Oft would some gentle voice the widow’d Queen 
Persuade her travell’d story to renew ; 

Nor then each melting eye refused a tear 

Of sympathy, o’er such her varied griefs, 

Now dearer in possession for them all. 

Music too still delicious entrance claims : 

Often her fingers o’er the golden lyre 

Gracefully tremble, while with beauteous look, 
Upraised, her voice some dulcet air attunes; 1353 
Till to attentive fancy she appears 

A seraph, warbling some entrancing strain, 
Heaven’s own creation; or, perhaps, the King 
Strikes the loud harp to some romantic song 

Of war, or soothes its tone to notes of love. 

Then, at request, himself repeats or reads 

Some pleasing tale from bard or history, 

Inspiring virtuous principles, the springs 

Of action, while the fancy is amused, 

And memory too delightfully enrich’d 

With celebration of each generous deed. 

Or conversation sweet ensues, which then 1865 
The gentle Ethelfleda would draw on, 

With sweetest witchery of female skill, 

To hear the sovereign’s last designs express’d ; 

As pleasing to the chiefs, and to herself 

To know, as for the sovereign to repeat. 

Which, thus allured, he tells; and warms each heart 
To coincide with all his thoughts reveal’d, 

And be itself a part, to give them aid. 

Nor from such loftier converse shrinks the fair, 
But modestly her proper question adds, 

By female admiration made more sweet, 

And hallow’d by her sacred union still. 1877 
While Alfred fixes all in pleased amaze, 

Marking the scope of his capacious views, 

In times so dread, and dark, and desolate. 

Much the young heroes, his tried faithful friends, 
Athelard, calm, brave, modest, and sedate, 

And Edgar, hasty, covetous of fame, 

Both whom he with parental fondness loves, 

The sovereign fires with patriotic zeal. 

With grateful sense the chiefs his words attend, 
And give their promise his designs to aid. 

Such fell his sweet discourse, and oped the mind, 
Obedient to their power, as vernal dews 1389 
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Descend to animate the sleeping earth, 1390 
Till every fresh green champaign smiles with flowers. 
Delightful was his converse to the soul, 
As music listen’d through the starless air, 
At distance, by the nighted traveller, 
That guides his way, and whispers hope and joy. 
Thus their secluded hours in converse pass’d, 
And rich reflection, that could each improve, 
By interchange of sweetest sympathies. 


Departing autumn with chill hand ’gan draw 
From nature’s languid breast her various robe; 1400 
And with severer look, ere yet she fled, 

Inspired in living things congenial gloom. 

Food now more scant becomes: the conscious game 
More wild: and o’er the ambient vicinage, 

The foe a stricter vigilance assumes, 

Enraged by depredations undisclosed. 

Now the young chieftains, Edgar, Athelard, 
Employ the best hours of the short-lived day 

In seeking fish by solitary spots 

Of rivers near, or into artful snares 

Driving the wary game that marks their hand. 

It chanced at such time, one serener noon, 1412 
When both the noble youths were busied thus, 
And in the hermit-cell were only left 

The King with Ethelfleda, he employ’d 

In reading and digesting serious thoughts, 

She on her household occupations bent ; 

Its doors resounded with a sudden knock 

Of tone unwont. The sister, soon alarm’d, 

Spies through a secret chink, which in their care 
The chiefs had framed for observation’s use, 

And marks a poor old man, with long gray beard, 
Bare-footed, shivering, ill-attired; he seems 1423 
Pale, hungry, faint: and bow’d with sad distress : 
A tall wand scarce supports his tottering limbs. 
She hesitates: but soon with pity stirr’d, 

Moves gently, and the portal half-unfolds. 

At sight of her the stranger thus exclaims. 


‘Hail! angel of these wilds, for sure indeed 
Such must you be: oh! pity, save, relieve 
A poor, old, lonely pilgrim, who has hoped 
To reach, and die at Glastonbury’s shrine : 
Assail’d by perils all around, from Danes, 
Ambush in open ways, or haunted woods, 
That ne where can I find a home, but bear — 1435 
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Hunger, thirst, threats of death from flood or fire. 
Not far from hence my way I lost, and roved 
O’er these lone heaths, bewilder’d: till a smoke 
Rising at distance through the clear blue air, 
As beams a bright star on the pathless way 

Of mariners that steer through rocks by night, 
Led me to this retired, unlook’d for cell. 

Give me a mite of bread for charity, 

And but a drop of water, for Christ’s sake, 
That, I may hence pursue my course, nor die 
Ere I can reach my weary journey’s end.” 


Affected tenderly, the widow’d Queen 1447 

Bids the sad stranger enter the low roof: 

And seating him beside the glowing hearth, 
Searches the store of their diminish’d food. 

Then to the King, within bis closet shut, 

She hastens; there repeats the moving tale 

Of their poor visitor, and sighing tells, 

A single loaf is all their stock of food. 


Soon to her willing ear the King return’d: 
‘‘ Thanks be to God, that yet we have one left! 
Divide it with him. He whose bounty feeds 1437 
The sparrows, will not leave ourselves to want.” 


With eager joy her bounteous hand imparts 
Food to the poor old man, and adds the cup 
Of cheering mead and wine: with trembling hand 
He from a kind and generous female takes 
These benefits, with sweetest grace conferr'd ; 
And eats and drinks. His grateful heart o’erflows ; 
Tears of mute joy stream down his aged cheeks. 
She speaks to, and consoles him: nought he says, 
But o’er his bow’d face draws his wither’d hand ; 
THI at such gentle action, she weeps too, 1468 
Affected, ere she well discerns the cause. 
Melted, her bosom to soft pity yields, 
And the rich ecstasy of doing good. 
Nor does she then restrain that sweetest tear, 
But turns aside her lovely face, and lends 
To pause of silence full enjoyment’s sway. 
Till such her tender rapture, with these words 
Address’d, the aged stranger scarce dispell’d. 


‘* Good, generouslady! my warm thanks receive : 
"Tis all I can return: but heaven itself 
Observes you, and will sure that gentle heart 1479 
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Repay with many comforts, which thus deigns 1480 
To pity and relieve the sorrowing heart 

Of a decrepit, poor, forlorn, old man. 

I have seen better days, in happier times, 

When our good sovereign, Alfred, England’s pride, 
Wrought high success against the Danes. He was 
My liege lord, and indeed my dearest friend : 

For I was once his favour’d bard; though now 
Sunk, destitute, like all my brother-train 

Of English minstrels, whom the victors scorn. 

It was not thus, when in the courtly halls 

And crowded tents we sang our lofty themes, 1491 
By chiefs admired, while royal Alfred sway’d, 
Himself a son of song. Oh! may on him 
Heaven shower its blessings, wheresoe’er he be, 
And shield him, if he lives, from earthly ill! 

Our song is now despised; our idle harps, 

As erst in Babylon by Sion’s sons, | 

Silent and sad, are o’er the willow hung. 

We sing of England's glory: we extol 

Britannia’s chiefs: we venerate the names 

Of Christ and of his saints! sounds, that alas! 
Now, not unpunish’d, meet the victor’s ear. 
Wherefore, a pilgrim thus I rove, bereft 1503 
Of every solace; all my hope, to end 

My wretched days at Glastonbury’s shrine. 

My course of life is run: earth’s joys no more 
Yield me delight: my hopes are fix’d in heaven !— 
But ah! why shew your looks such wild surprise ? 
What means this melting tenderness anew ?— 
Ha! sure, those features, though in this attire 
Conceal’d, I do remember. Pardon me:— 
Methinks, it is the sister of my King.” 


On him alike, with looks of strange surprise 
And hands uplift she gazes, while the tear =—-1514 
Streams o’er her cheek, ere thus her speech returns. 


“Sure too that face I know! butah! how changed 
By sorrow, or by want! how fallen away, 
And weak, these once so strong and manly limbs! 
Is it not Wilfred ?—sure it must be he! 
My brother’s kind and much revered bard!” 


Scarce had she spoke, ere to the King she flies, 
And calls aloud: ‘‘ My brother, hasten here, 
And see a stranger come indeed: no less 
Than Wilfred’s self, your own beloved bard.” 1524 
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Instant his studied book the King lays down: 

And hastening out, he comes with open arms 

Into the presence of the poor old man: 

Who, at that unexpected sight o’erjoy d, 

Fell backward on his seat, o’erpower'd and faint: 
For nature tired, exhausted, could not bear 

So full a tide of joy, and some brief time, 

Pass’d, ere the aged bard to sense revived ; 

W hose hand the King grasp’d tenderly, and soothed 
His valued friend with bland and cheering words. 
At length the minstrel’s flutter’d spirits grow 
-More calm, and yield his faltering accents power 
Audibly to reveal bis bosom’s joy. 1537 
To whom the King his mutual rapture owns 

Thus to regain so dear and kind a friend. 

Well does the King surmise, how many strange 
And perilous chances have befallen the bard, 
Since last they parted ; oft with tender tone 

And look of fond compassion he assures 

The weeping stranger, that a happy home, 

A cordial welcome, waits him in this cell, 

Where he may spend his days in safe repose, 

In the society of friends he loves : 

Here he shall find a shelter for his age, 1548 
And all his dangerous wanderings now shall end. 
What poet’s language or what paister’s hand, 
May picture to the thought the aged bard, 
O’erpower'd with rapture, at so unlook’d scene ? 
Fancy must catch the transport of his soul, 
Beholding thus again his honour’d lord, 

Heard thus to speak with kind, endearing tone, 
Inspiring hope of every danger o'er, 

Of life prolonged, renew’d; and to enjoy 

In this retreat so dear society. 

His thoughts in ecstasy are raised to heaven. 
Solemn his tear-dim eyes, and clasped hands 1560 
He lifts, and with a piety unfeign’d 

He blesses heaven that here his sufferings cease ; 
For all its care and providential guide 

Through many a scene of untold misery, 

To such sweet comfort and repose at last. 
Requested, to the anxious king he soon 

Relates the story of his latest griefs, 

And all his weary pilgrimage unfolds ; 

How in the rocky glens of Wales he strove 

To gain a safe retreat; but there with blood, 
Fierce Hubba, raging, stain’d the unwonted hills : 
With many perils which beset the bard 1572 
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Where’er he went, now through God's mercy past. 
Then to the sovereign’s question he relates 

The country’s state; the Danish tyrannies, 

The woes that now afflict the suffering land : 

Tells he had long despair’d that e’er again 

He should behold his master ere he died, 

But cherish’d thoughts to meet once more in heaven : 
Yet now earth seems to own celestial joy, 

And hopes, not here expected, are revived. 


The King in turn, his own escape relates, 
And wondrous preservation : the sweet time 1583 
Spent in delight at Denulph’s hermit-cot ; 
Till this retreat, discover’d, to himself 
And faithful friends, a safer home secured. 
But oh! his wife—his children !—when of these 
The aged bard with tender zeal enquires, 
Tears at their mention in the sovereign’s eyes 
Silently gush: his face he turns: and tells 
In brief—that these he deems for ever lost. 
The feeling minstrel the sad subject leaves, 
And to a dear and pleasing theme recurs. 
Of music and of minstrelsy he talks, 
Till all the bard in Alfred’s soul awakes. 1595 
The King his gentle gratitude repeats 
For Wilfred’s friendly gift, the sacred harp, 
Which here has many a lonely hour consoled, 
Amid these dreary wastes now kept conceal’d, 
A treasure worthy of the giver’s love. 
Much the King fears, the bard the loss has felt 
Of this so sweet companion, when his steps 
Have roam’d o’er many a drear and cheerless way ; 
But Wilfred kindly tells, no use could e’er 
So much have bless’d the giver, as to know 
The gift has aught consoled his absent friend. 
Soon the pleased Alfred to the aged bard 1607 
Brings out the valued prize: and with delight 
Shews their wont master its melodious strings. 
With trembling awe the old man takes the harp, 
As if he recognised a former friend, 
And while his weak hands sweep the strings he 
With skill not lost, an exquisite delight [knows, 
Creeps through his aged limbs: till, soon recall’d, 
The fire of inspiration in him burns, 
And all the poet in his soul revives. 
Grief had instill’d into the aged man 
Much thought, and lofty, of a happier sphere, 
And wean’d his love for this world’s fading joys; 
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That not of earthly solace was his song. 1620 
Above this dark, terrestrial orb be soar’d, 

And led the rapt soul to heaven’s orient climes, 
To play at will in some bright paradise, 

Where angels dwell. For now none other strains, 
Like these, seem’d worthy of the minstrel’s choice. 
The harp he touch’d to this its noblest theme, 
Profaning not its strings with humbler notes. 

The crystal sphere of heaven his rapture sung : 
God’s boundless goodness o’er creation spread ; 
His tender love unceasingly display’d 

And exercised with wisdom infinite; 1631 
His power; his constant providence and care, 
(For to the sense the minstrel’s heart responds) 
Who ever guards the good; on whom indeed 
Virtue in every station, every world, 

May lean, as on its sure unfailing friend; 

And if it be man’s chosen pleasure here, 

Twill bloom with endless happiness in heaven. 


‘<Not for myself, (the glowing minstrel sings,) 
There do I seek more dear felicity, 
No richer bliss transported fancy paints, 
Than if, received to join heaven’s angel-throngs, 1642 
(Not by my merits, but by love divine,) 
I there, my Maker’s goodness knowing more, 
And his sublime perfections sharing near, 
May celebrate upon a harp of heaven 
To happy beings those perennial joys, 
And add my song amid the angelic choirs.” 


The minstrel ceased, when Alfred, with the theme 
Affected, turns aside, and on his breast 
Pressing one hand, while o’er his upraised eyes 
The other scarce his sacred Jook conceal’d, 
With gentle accent to the minstrel said. 1653 


‘‘ Dear friend, accept my praise; thy song, as wont, 
Warms and exalts my miad with lofty thoughts, 
That must indeed be true. I feel my soul 
Respond to such ennobling ecstasy, 

As to its proper nature, and find there 
Somewhat for which my bosom prompts me form’d, 
Congenial sure, and suited to itself.” 


Scarce had he said, when lo! the younger chiefs 
Returning, enter the low roof. What joy 
Is now renew’d, the long-lost bard to meet! 1663 
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Nor admiration pauses, while these tell 1664 
That hither they have borne a store immense, 
Indeed incredible, of fish and food, 

While in their last excursion to their hand 

Kind Providence has sent, what may suffice, 
Almost itself, for winter’s sustenance. 

The bard, a venerable pilgrim now, 

Pious, the occasion seizes, and thus adds 

His grateful moral: ‘‘ Charity, my sons, 

In all my wanderings I have noted oft, 

(And much of human manners I have seen 

From my youth up, to this my hoary age) 1675 
Is never by observant heaven o’erlook’d ; 

Nor do good actions e’er its blessing lose. 

This your success seems, as you right esteem, 

A miracle, whose bounty thus rewards 

The home, where spareless charity relieved 

A poor old man, oppress’d with want and woe. 
Approving Providence the generous deed 

Saw, and rich increase to your hand returns. 

Be thankful: let no fear of selfish need 

Deter, or check, your liberal-good intents, 

But be, bless’d friends, the favour’d instruments 
Of him, the gracious Father of us all, 1687 
W bo bids the world with life and plenty teem, 
And for all creatures, as is best, provides.” 


All straight to heaven meet gratitude return, 
And the old bard’s monition take with awe. 
The hoary sage, as with inspired look, 

His solemn blessing adds, and rapt forebodes 
Prosperous fortune, and celestial aid. 


Converse succeeds, and to the pleased old man 
Full many a question draws his fond reply. 
With gentler mien the noble Athelard, 1697 
Amid their sweet discourse, ere long enquires : 
‘* Saw you, or in your travel heard you aught, 
Of my dear father, Osmund, once indeed 
The friend of Wilfred, and the theme of bards ? 
Him lost, or slain, our fancy now deplores, 
Nor certainly we know his dubious fate.” 


To whom the pilgrim with a pensive look : 
‘‘ Nought in my wandering have I learn’d indeed 
Of that good chieftain, dear to every bard, 
Though much my thoughts have o’er his destiny 
Brooded at times, and sought his home to greet. 
VOL. II. M 


162 KING ALFRED. 


Yet, since his lot so doubtfully we know, 1709 
Cherish, my son, good hope: believe the best: 
Indulge not sorrow, or desponding fear. 

Time underneath a cloud of threatening dark 

May hide the sun, which o’er sad fancy’s sleep 
May dawn with new and smiling morn of joy.” — 


Hope and fresh pleasure thus approaching cheer 
With gradual influence their hermit cell. 


Struck by the minstrel’s song, and musing o’er 
The thoughts that pleased the venerable man, 1718 
The joys of angels and a better world, 

Amid the fair autumnal eve, the King 

Walks forth, till his unconscious steps attain 
The isle’s green margin. On a mossy bank 
Prankt with late florets, pensive he sat down ; 
And from the gentle eminence beheld 

The beauty of the western skies, while now 

The sun was setting o’er the tranquil scene. 

A tender silence soothed the balmy air; 

Or only sounds were heard, that sweeter made 
Serenity ; the birds through rustling leaves 1729 
Flitting, to choose their seat of sleep; shy deer 
Behind some bush, o’erhung with eglantine, 
Browsing the fresh grass, or the fragrant shrubs: 
From some broad oak the hum of bees: beneath, 
The chirp of grasshoppers: the mazy stream 
Purling with liquid music, through whose lapse 
Fish leap’d beside some bending willow’s shade, 
And o’er the smooth top widening circles threw. 
All things conspiring seem’d to whisper peace, 
And meditation: on his arm reclined, 

The sovereign lay, and as with fixed look, 

He gazed unconscious on the passing stream, 
Or turn’d his rapt eye on the varied heaven, 1742 
Thus, ere aware, imagination’s power 

Was lost in rich and pleasing reverie. 

Fading, the colours of the varied west 

Melted to sober gray, while twilight peep’d 
From her dim palace opposite, and breathed 

O’er the blue sky, and earth’s green hemisphere, 
Her gradual calm approach. The sweeter flowers 
Knew her, and in their trembling bosoms shut 
The dews, her gift; yet not before the eye 

Of the meek evening-star had mark’d their close : 
Risen at his favourite hour, he saw the dusk 

Veil nature's languid charms in shadowy sleep. 
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As thus in pensive solitude he lay, 1755 
Through the dividual and dim veil of air 
Broke on the charmed gaze of the rapt King 
A sudden glory, brightening as it spread, 
That o’er his head with gentle motion drew. 
Mid that fair apparition sat enshrined, 
A radiant angel, clad in snow-white robes, 
Whose look of graceful sweetness banish’d fear, 
Attracting instant an awe-mingled love. 
O'er him the splendid being waved the hand, 
Fair as the moon-beam plays o’er silent trees, 
And, forward bow'd, with heavenly music’s tongue, 
Told of a blissful vision waiting near. 


‘“ Hail, loved of heaven! fear not. Angelic bands, 
Who watch thy daily ways and know thee good, 
Guard thee with favour. As they know thy heart 
Glows with the noble and divine desire 
Good to diffuse, and make thy country bless’d, 
Thy generous purpose to promote the more, 

They deign with vision, glorious as to man 

Was ever granted, to illume, console, 

And animate thy drooping faculties ; 1776 
That to mankind thou mayst dispense thy soul, 
And trust inspire in Him, the sovereign good, 
Who, though he made the glorious host of heaven 
His constant ministers, yet not forgets 

Good men on earth, but bids us visit them, 

Our future brothers, to whom he has deign’d 

A kindred nature with celestial powers. 

E’en now on thy transported soul shall beam 

A prospect of immortal spirits, met 

From many a better world on scenes of joy: 

A pageant, where thou shalt discern indeed 

A foretaste of delights to be enjoy’d 

By good men, after this world’s toils are o’er. 1789 
It shall be granted thee, ere death, to view 

Good angels’ varied pleasures and employ, 

Such as thy bounded sense may comprehend, 

In their high state of unencumber’d life, 

And happy immortality begun. 

Since we, at times, with sweetly-various change 
Diversify our bless’d eternity, 

And ranging o’er creation, not disdain 

Lesser delights than heaven’s all-perfect joys ; 
Such as created minds not want to please, 

While the less rapt soul sports and is refresh’d.” 
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At words like these, the adoring Alfred seem’d 
Lost in mute wonder, and as rapt in doubt, 
If real were the vision: all his look 
Display’d his sense of tranced astonishment. 
But such his thought the radiant angel soon 
Perceiving, thus consoled him and assured. 


‘‘ Like to earth’s joys, our pleasures such as these, 
Transcending scarce thy human intellect. 
Yet to our loftier essences, e’en these 
Our humble, least, delights tend all to raise 
Qur pious love and gratitude to Him 1811 
Who, fountain of all beauty, yields to us 
Capacity to know, enjoy, and change 
At will our bliss, to unconfined extent. 
"Tis ours to sway all nature’s elements; 
At our swift bidding to control and blend 
All forms of beauty, o’er creation spread ; 
To summon spirits of less high degree, 
And their endued powers bid our pleasure serve, 
Who dwell in many a various world, unknown 
Of thee; and thus with boundless interchange 
Of occupation, we divert and fill 
Time, as we choose; from all discerning then 1823 
The high perfections of that Great Supreme, 
Better adored and loved, as known the more. 
Wonder not, if at times e’en angels leave 
Heaven’s regions of perpetual bliss, where light 
And gtories inaccessible still shine, 
Never to creatures to be all reveal’d. 
Sometimes the boundless majesty of heaven 
We quit, and seek magnificence less vast, 
Pleased with our own creations and the play 
Of blended fancy, on rich flight indulged. 
Nor is it least unpleasing deem’d by us, 
To visit your terrestrial orb; the good 1835 
To mark, and these inspire amid distress 
With dauntless courage ; bid them still preserve 
Virtue, though suffering ; to rise at last 
Superior to the transient ills of life, 
And prove the free soul’s matchless dignity. 
Then in unearthly vision we disclose 
To these the prospects of the eternal mind. 
Believe me, mortal! far beyond the gloom 
And strife of this low world a region lies, 
Replete with all delights of happiness, 
Transcending all thy thought and faculties. 
But come : my bless’d compeers disdain not now 1847 
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A glimpse to yield thee of that better world, 1818 
Where the disorders of this troubled earth 

Shall fade away, and own no more a place. 

But where the truly good shall ever live 
Honour’d, and happy, sole distinguish’d there 

By excellence unenvied; far-removed 

From man’s malignity, and fortune’s change. 

This will we shew thee now, and thou shalt be, 
As if a part of our society, 

Whose presence can the dreariest solitude, 

And most forlorn condition, make most bless’d ; 
Changing, if so our potent fancy will, 1859 
This lonely waste into a paradise.” 


As ceased the voice harmonious, glided near 
The ensky’d glory ; from whose present beams 
Stooping on orient wing, the angelic shape [eyes. 
Touch’d with charm’d hand the raptured Monarch’s 
From which strange contact suddenly inspired 
As if by secret influence divine, 

Amazed himself at his own power, he feels 

The veil of sense refined, and to his gaze, 
Whether entranced in waking ecstasy, 

Or rapt in rich and supernatural dream, 1870 
He knows not, but a splendid vision now 

Bursts on his ravish’d view, that set at nought, 
With majesty unutterably grand, 

Pomp and magnificence e’er seen on earth. 

Thy sky expands, and the vast dome of heaven 

- He sees illumined as with thousand beams 

Of sweetest lustre, and of roseate hue, 

That every where diffused, nought hurt the sight, 
But brightly the transcendent scene reveal’d. 

On thrones innumerable of heavenly state, 

Range above range extoll’d with noblest grace, 
Round all the wide horizon, that now seem’d 1389 
Like one vast amphitheatre, there sat 

Angelic forms of beauty unexpress’d, 

Met as at some sublime festivity. 

This, beyond mortal fancy seem’d a sphere 

New, passing language. High the ethereal vault 
Was overhung with vestal lamps, more bright 
Than stars, that from their golden censers flung 
Ambrosial fragrance over all the air. 


The tranced Alfred seem’d to rest below, 
As in the centre, and from thence enjoy’d 
A vivid view of the surrounding heaven. 1893 
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Lo! round the horizon all the throned powers, 1594 
Save one, their hierarchal King, who sat 
Conspicuous on his seat of matchless pomp, 
Uprise, and toward him with submissive sign 
(Since these meet government and order love) [bend; 
Bow their crown’d heads, and their bright sceptres 
Then in due place their gorgeous seats resume. 
Brighter the glorious pageant, as they stood 

In flowing, argent robes, while living gems 

From thrones, and sceptres, diadems, and vests, 
Shed over heaven mild beams of rainbow light, 
Than glows the ocean in the clouds ofeve. 1905 
Which duty shewn, their archangelic chief, 

Rising with air of sovereign majesty, 

Moves toward the open heaven, and first on high, 
Then all around, slow-waves his outstretch’d hand, 
That in its grasp his radiant sceptre held. 

He calls with voice supreme, and will express’d, 
(Such power permitted do bless’d angels own) 
Good spirits from each sphere, and starry world, 
New, and unseen before of mortal man. 

The voice through wzther was convey’d away 

On gales that bore the raptured sound, more sweet 
Than o’er the wave aerial music breathes. 1917 
Borne hither through infinitude of space, 
Immediately from starry climes appear 

Beautiful and ethereal essences, 

Whose nature, powers, and qualities, exceed 
Human intelligence; to man so strange 

That their bare view unlocks the ravish’d sense, 
And feeds charm’d fancy with too full delight. 
Though boundless seem'd their vast variety, 

In shape, in grace, in dignity, or power, 

As through the wide expanse of heaven they came 
From every part, yet all in beauty vied. 

Amid whose high surpassing scale of being, 1929 
Each differing as their great Creator pleased, 
Nought gross, impure, or earthly e’er might blend. 
To swell the pageant of the assembled powers, 
And join the pleasure of the heavenly throng, 
From every star they came; from every world, 
That in his wide round the sun’s eye surveys. 
Some from his own all-glorious region glide ; 
Some from the lustre of the softer moon. 

In rays and freshness of perpetual youth 

All seem’d to beam, deck’d all in richest hues 

Of sweeter tint than carth or sky can yield. 

Some seein’d like virgin creatures a fair train 194) 
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Of rank, like angels, whose immortal grace, 1912 
While gently glided on their airy shapes 

In twilight robes of vestal purity, 

Each with a zone engirt of lotos flowers, 

Delicate joy and modesty adorn’d : 

More beautiful than antique poets feign 

Aurora, peering at the gates of heaven ; 

Or Dian, smiling in ber crescent crown. 

Others on chariots, in the splendour rich 

Of far-removed climes, sail’d swiftly by, 

Natives of light, in orient 8un-beams clad, 

Or star-light vestures wrought to plastic gold : 
Some sprung from colours of heaven’s purfled bow, 
Caught ere in air its dying lustre fades, 

And flung with light hand o’er their seraph forms. 
Dovelike, in whiteness of the summer dawn, 

Fit for dominion of some purer sky, 

Serenely meek, some wing’d the silent air, 

And from their soft flight fann’d delight and joy : 
Hovering like snows, whose feathery lapse the sun 
Not yet dissolves, and numberless as they. 

Others seem stately spirits, human kind 

Excelling, yet of angels scarce compeers ; 

Suited to walk the surface of some sphere, 1965 
Where beauty wanders o’er unpictured flowers, 
And peace and contemplation ever dwell. 

Others gay spirits of the moonbeams seem, 
Glittering in tender radiance, hung with pearls, 
The fragrant dews that drop on lunar flowers, 
Which swept from their bright surface, as they flew. 
Many with mien of easy majesty, 

Adorn’d with coronets of vesper gems, 

Or girt with wreaths that shed an astral light, 
Seem’d dignities of many a distant star ; 

Who in their light touch chastest lilies hold, 

And scatter amaranthine odours wide, 1977 
Breathed from the sweetest banks of Hesperus. 
These from their lofty flight with playful hand 
Fling pleasing shades ; then heaven’s effulgent dome 
Profusely sow with gems and living gold. 

Might here the spirits, of which Plato told, 

Stray, ere they vivify earth’s fairest mould, 

And into bodies breathe the purer soul: 

Or Ariel here might rove, that sweetest form, 
Reveal’d to men by Fancy’s child divine, 
Disdaining not to blend with shapes like these: 
Who, with their wild and various presence, bring 
Whate’er may rich imagination please 1989 
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Of angels, in its sweetest wandering. 1990 
All such as might with gentlest charm compose 
Celestial natures, here associate came. 

In all beholders these bless'd spirits create 
Delight ineflable, sensations new ; 

And as their brilliant stations they assume, 

To all assign’d and known, among the powers 
And angels of congenial faculties, 

That in perception differ as degree, 

Tn converse sweet and dear companionship 

They interchange their sympathies refined, 

The thoughts, the feelings, to superior powers 2001 
Peculiar, passing mortal sense; to man 
Unknown, yet such as well the natures suit 

Of beings, high and excellent as these. 


Strange awe, yet blent with trembling ecstasy, 
Absorb’d the mortal gazer, where he lay 
On earth, as thus, admitted, he survey’d 
The glory, power, society unthought, 
Of beings, so transcendently his rank 
And less degree excelling. Thus entranced, 
Though all seem’d natures unreveal'd to man, 
In part the novel scene he apprehends. 2012 
New sense and power seem in his soul inspired, 
Import of much, so witness’d, to discern ; 
The powers, the thoughts, of loftiest essences, 
And joys of angels. Though not all he knew, 
(Since much his raptured faculties surpass’d,) 
Yet all extoll'd his soul to highest thoughts. 
Heaven present seem’d: ennobling ecstasy 
Thrills through his heart, and seems to lift his being, 
Enwrapt in solemn trance, above itself. 
While all the dome immense of heaven was fill'd 
With life and beauty, these bright spirits of state, 
Surpassing human, took their radiant seats 2024 
Below the thrones of angels first reveal’d. 
Then ere the joy of meeting fully paused, 
Their glorious Hierarch from his lofty throne 
Uprising, forth with kingly passure moves, 
And downward bending on the illumined earth 
His aspect, splendid as the setting sun, 
Calls with wont voice from the terrestrial orb 
The disembodied spirits of the good, 
Once human natures: some, perhaps, employ’d 
Fondly to watch o’er friends beloved on earth, 
There dwelling still, their troubles not yet past; 
O’er whom, though now invisible, these shed 2036 
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Protection from approach of threatening ill, 2037 
And amid grief and gloom serenely breathe 

The peace and hope that virtue still attend. 

Or, during death’s dread hour, their voice divine 
Consoles the good man’s spirit, as it strives 
Trembling to quit its partner’s bed of pain, 

Ere yet quite close the dimly-fading eyes, [near, 
Heaven-raised, while dear friends, fondly bending 
Shed their mute tears, yet thither wing their prayers. 
That voice supports the dying mortal’s change, 
And calls the free soul to celestial climes, 

(Save of itself unheard) e’en then to join, 2048 
Wondering, absorb’d in bliss, endued with new 
Angelic faculties, delights of these 

Superior natures, on their way to heaven. 

For (not the lowest joy of state so bless’d) 

Oft do good angels, for their pleasure, thus 
Receive the new-freed spirits of the good, 

Who leave their mortal mansion: and so met, 
They hail the bliss of heaven-born sympathy, 

And mark the joy of earthly visitants, 

Who here affection, beauty, youth renew ; 

Their reign commencing of immortal bloom. 2059 


Hearing such regal call (for though he lived, 
He heard permitted) throbs of transport, awe, 
And expectation thrill’d through Alfred’s frame. 
As on the scene intent, he gazed on high, 
Instant, in sight of the celestial host, 

And by the wondering mortal seen, ascend, 

From many a nation of earth’s Jower sphere, 
Innumerable forms of matchless grace, 

Human in look, yet touch’d with light of heaven: 
Whose view the raptured earthly gazer moved 
With impulse deep, beyond all seen before, 
Melting him e’en to tears of sacred joy. 2071 
So rising, while upon the beamy air 

Their orient tresses stream’d, of each the brows 
Seem’d girt with crowns of gold, and in the hand 
Each waved the verdant palm of victory. 
Goodness, all-peaceful in their aspect shone. 

Yet lost they seem’d in solemn ecstasy, 

Entering on this new world, thus raised among 
Millions of angels on their glorious thrones, 
Surrounding heaven with pomp majestical. 

Earth's finest forms appear’d, to perfect grace 
Enrich’d, beyond surpassing nature’s hand, 

That seem’d than Hebe fairer, feign’d of old 2083 
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With lustre of perpetual youth to charm 2084 
Admiring gods, and shed fresh life o’er heaven. 
More sweet they moved, than Venus, when arose 
First, o’er the pausing main her lucid limbs, 

And in her sea-shell to the Paphian isle 

She sail’d with grace of majesty divine. 

Their eyes were mildly sweet, as flowers that ope 
Their azure petals to the orient dawn. 

Fairer than shine of sapphires, as they stream 
Upon the golden air of setting eve, 

Crystalline beam’d their foreheads, or as smiles 
The unclosing lily on the silent moon. 2095 
Their glances play’d, as roves a silvery fount 
Through beds of roses, and balm-dropping groves : 
Or as the star-light quivers ’mong green trees, 
And tips with silver the still-varying shades. 

Their faces shew’d celestial beauty’s bloom, 

With radiance, soft, as trembling sun-set dies. 
Pure glow’d their lips of rosy red, and breathed 
Fragrance, delicious more than vernal dews. 
Flowing o’er light, their darker tresses play’d, 

As o’er the margin of a radiant lake, 

Whose breast reveals the chasten’d grace of noon, 
Waves a thin canopy of leafy sprays. 2107 
Stood with more majesty their stately shapes, 
Than o’er the green hill-top the eastern pine, 
Deck’d with a streaming crown of crimson beams, 
Looks o’er the misty landscape, spread below. 

In white and glistening robes they moved along, 
With lustre richer than Titania’s smile, 

When her young crescent genis night’s virgin brow, 
Yet various, as the summer’s westering clouds. 
With voice, than Echo sweeter, as she speaks 

In music breathed from out her shadowy cave, 
They interchange new converse; wondering all 
At their own beauty, and the answering grace 2119 
Beheld in others; nor does fancy feel 

Enough of scope, nor stops satiety 

To admire the grand and novel scene around, 
Surpassing all imagination’s power. 

Collected in these radiant throngs, appear’d 

Each beauteous Virtue, as personified : 

All that in woman amiable shines, 

Or noble, great, and dignified in man: 

Love with her sweetest look and angel-grace, 

And smiling Joy ; serene Benevolence, 

And gentle Peace, dove-eyed: fair Innocence ; 
Chaste Purity ; maternal Tenderness ; 2131 
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Connubial Faith, and filial Piety ; 2132 
Wisdom’s grave majesty, and sacred Truth. 

Their very view sublimed the taken soul, 

With solemn and transporting thoughts of change 
For earth’s dark troubles to a glorious world 

Of deathless beauty, and unfading bliss ; 

Where all the sweet affections of the heart 

Find their full sway and own perpetual reign. 

A paradise seem’d open’d on the view, 

As night brings on the day, when glows the east, 
Illumed with beams, and strown with pearly flowers. 
This scene alone might heaven itself be deem’d, 2143 
Both by the new-arrived, and bim who look’d 
From earth’s low world; whom now a strange de- 
Enraptures, shared by angels to behold. [light 
But oh! what sense of untold ecstasy 

Through every human spirit thrill’d, when here 
Not only perfect beauty was restored, 

But all the past affections were revived 

More fondly dear, with sensibility 

Unmingled, that immortal as herself 

Here o’er the soul still held exalted sway. 

The transport was too tine for earthly words 

To tell, when here, the dead, the loved, the mourn'd, 
Again in purer loveliness appear’d. 

When, fading never, woman’s faithful ties, 
Relations dear, and all the heavenly chain 

Of buman charities, here own’d a place: 
Unsullied with no fear, nor vain alarm; 

Not transient here, nor to be lost again, 

But destined to endure, and through a state 

Of never-dying happiness improve. 

For in these realms of beauty, summon’d thus 

Into the presence of angelic powers, 

The late inhabitants of earth’s low world 

Here knew each other; when at either end —.2167 
Of heaven descending from their orient seats, 
Beings ounce human-kind, their angel-peers 
Quitted to meet friends fondly dear on earth: 

That soon the wide circumference presents 

One strange affecting scene, while it displays 
Meetings of those, once families on earth ; 
Husband and wife, friends, brothers, son and sire. 
Around the new-arriving parents throng 

Cherubic shapes, their children clinging fond 

On their bright garments. How may mortal tongue 
Reveal the transport, passing all its power ! 
Silently each to other now reveals 2179 
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The mutual bliss, or with hush’d voice, more sweet 
Than sounds the whisper’d close of mingling lutes. 
Nor then were wanting tears of joy, that fell 
Along the radiant cheek, like drops of light, 

Or as the tree of life her silvery buds 

Hangs o’er the lucid river in mid-heaven. 

Nor e’en to higher angels were denied 

Delicious tears of sacred sympathy : 

A bliss, their sweet serenity to soothe. 

Such mid this glorious state those melting drops, 
As, (where Basaltine columns in bright range 
Surround with grace some far-off western isle, 2191 
And from the sea defend her towering hills 

And sloping valleys,) when some ancient bard, 
Ossian, or Ullin, has his sacred harp 

Rung in the praise of heroes, he allured 

The light of beauty from the hills of mist 

O’er soft-pour’d tales of other times to shed 

The joy of grief. Maternal tenderness 

Had here indeed her sweetest ecstasy 

Refined to somewhat of a purer joy, 

Gentle as angels’ bosoms feel; when those 

She loved on earth, whom oft she had caress’d 
And taught to hope for heaven, she now beheld 2203 
Led here, as by herself. The female breast 
Thrill’d now with kind sensations, new, of which 
Feelings on earth were but the bud and spring. 
Who deems not Infant Innocence was here ? 
Among angelic spirits cherub-forms 

Reclined, or, in one lovely crowd disclosed, 
Gazed with admiring look of happy ease ; 

Such as were those, whom he, heaven-born, desired 
Might near him come, and told his charmed train, 
Ofsuch meek goodness was heaven’s reign composed. 
Uncheck’d, the mother her fair offspring saw, 

And fond embracing, on their balmy lips 2215 
Impress’d the lingering kiss of pure delight. 

Silent, majestic, near the father stood, 

And all his wont endearment own’d again, 
Beatified, and vacant of a pain. 

Nor filial duty its emotion sweet 

Here wanted, nor the love of friend to friend ; 

For friends, once faithful, bere their truth renew’d. 
Since who may deem that love resides not here, 
The joy of earth; not there bestow’d in vain, 

But in these scenes to be exalted more ? 


Moved, and o’ercome with tender sympathy, 2226 
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The willing angels from their orient seats 2227 
Descend, and blending ’mong the new-arrived 
Gracefully lead them by the hand to thrones, 

And rank of Seraphs, in celestial joy 

To dwell for ever: hailing them with voice 

More musical than Philomela breathes, 

W hen her sweet raptures charm the moonlight air, 
In gentlest accent uttering thoughts like these. 


‘‘ Freed from the troubles of an earthly life, 
Ye now are hither come, to share with us 
The bright rewards of virtue, the soul’s joys, 2237 
Angelic, perfect, and surpassing far 
The dull perception of corporeal forms. 
Here honour and participated love 
Are gain’d at last, sincere, and not to fade. 
Here every human, rational, delight, 
Cherish’d on earth both of the heart and mind, 
Is in the purest excellence enjoy‘d. 
Nor is one various quality of good, 
Which virtuous men esteem and prize below, 
By angels here o’erlook’d, or unadmired. 
Death is to you the door of nobler life, 2248 
Y our fears, desires, griefs, toils, and sufferings end. 
If upon earth death once a messenger 
Of sorrow seem’d, we too before yourselves 
Were call’d away, and by your weeping love 
Laid in an earlier grave. Though you no more 
Beheld us, we forsook you not, but oft 
Look’d down upon your lowly troubled cares, 
Longing to make you our companions here. 
Now shall you own heaven’s blest society. 
Nor shall your social tenderness on earth 
Be lost, though chequer’d was your transient life, 
But fit you for heaven’s nobler intercourse, 
Renew’'d through endless ages, with those friends, 
Whom worthily you loved on earth’s dim sphere. 
Sharing their love in realms more bright than these, 
Where hope is changed to certainty of bliss, 
Aud love alone, improved, unchanging, reigns, 
No separation now, nor absent sighs, 
Frail anger, or tormenting doubts again 
Shall interrupt the sweet of heavenly peace. 
But here, for your delight adorn’d shall beam 
On your astonish’d and new sense, the works 
Of your Creator whom you sought to please ; 
Your good Protector still, the Omnipotent, 
Nature’s sole Sovereign, whom angels serve, 2278 
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And through all worlds the universe obeys. 2274 
Confusion and disorder hence removed, 

Vice, and her sure distresses, seen no more, 

Here shall you see primzval beauty reign, 

And growing happiness shall know no end.” 


Paused then the voice, until, with varying tone, 
Another, thus ecstatic hopes renew’d. 


‘¢ Magnificent and high your powers shall be, 
Both intellectual, that may lift the soul 
To scan perfections e’en of Deity, 2283 
The clouds your chariot, while serenely borne, 
His agents, on the pinions of the wind ; 
And social, that your goodness here may beam, 
Boundless, o’er angels, and find meet return. 
For here we have no tyrants, nor need fear 
O’erwhelming conquerors, such as on earth 
Deem themselves demigods, and force mankind 
To pay them homage, while through blood they seize 
Kingdoms and states, and over trembling realms 
Spread desolation, massacre, and woe, 
With all injustice; that themselves may hold 
Some few short years new territorial power. 2295 
Vain folly do we deem it, when we see 
The globe of earth itself is but a spot, 
Amid creation’s round immense; and heaven, 
Comprising all the boundless universe, 
Must be one scene of happiness and peace. 
Through this the free soul shall at will partake, 
Discern, and win, delights that mock the tongue. 
Much more the trifling quarrels we despise, 
The petty animosities of man, 
Which, while we pity, wake in us a smile ; 
Above such poor divisions, since we know, 
"Tis heavenly to be kind; to be devoid 2307 
Of envy, malice mean, vain captious pride, 
Low jealousy, and dark suspicious fear ; 
But cultivating feelings, like our own, 
To cherish a serene goodwill to all, 
And amity : while honouring, honour’d too ; 
Fearing no treachery, nor ingratitude ; 
But still exampling, in forgiveness sweet, 
Fair charity, the darling child of heaven. 
We prize the meek and humble, those who know 
Cordially to forgive, nay, e’en to love 
Their enemies, those poor mistaken men, 
Who in this bad world with base pleasure seek 
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To injure there their honour, and their peace. 2320 
Vainly ; for still the virtuous bosom owns 

A shield of tranquil consciousness of right, 

That mocks those venom’d shafts, and sends them 
Recoiling, to the plagued tormentor’s breast. [back, 
Ah! knew mankind the folly of revenge, 

The effects of poor malignity aright, 

Prizing their own peace, present and futfre; 
Above such vulgar passions, how would all 

Blot from their thoughts remembrance of their wrongs, 
And breathe the spirit of forgiving peace ! 

How beautiful the example to mankind, 2331 
Deign’d in that form of suffering innocence, 

Who in distress of heap’d indignity, 

That made him mournful even unto death, 

Amid his latest agonies, implored 

Forgiveness for his persecuting foes. 

And after death, (such gracious care retain’d, 

And breathing still of good and amiable, ) 

Bids his sad followers wander over earth 

To teach mankind their happiness ; but first 

There to begin, where these dread injuries 

Were visited upon their master’s head ; 

Thus blessing first his cruel enemies. 2343 
You, our new human brothers, not disdain’d 

His fairest lessons, but in practice kept; 

Whence you we hail fit spirits of these spheres. 
Though rich your intellectual talents beam’d, 

You knew them amiable most, when bent 

On daily kind domestic offices, 

Ere the dark grave your earthly prospect closed. 
You deem’d, like us, your gracious teacher shines 
Never more great than when the Son of heaven, 
With humble and exemplary regard, 

Bends meek to wash his mortal followers’ feet. 
Ye scorn’d not his example; but all ills 2355 
Of troubled life, you patiently o’ercame, 

Till death with due hand gave you Virtue’s crown. 
Come then, enjoy these regions, where your hopes 
Of comfort fail not; but the richest thought, 
Fancy e’er pictured, of celestial bliss, 

You here shall find, beyond her power, attain’d.” 


So as they spoke, the conscious Alfred heard, 
And gazing thus, the revelation saw 
Of joys, for good men in a happier world 
Prepared. With deep emotion, he perceived 
The honours yielded now to Virtue’s sons, 2366 
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Strengthening within his heart each good resolve: 
While at their words his bosom thrill’d with awe. 


Then, on bright thrones, innumerable forms 
With grace divine assuming order’d place, 
Around the vast horizon are disposed 
The august assembly. From his lofty state 
The archangel rises, and with hand soft-waved 
Asks silence. At his signal understood, 

To soothe and sweetly charm angelic thoucht, 
Soon o’er the wondering air, from powers unseen, 
A choral ecstasy of sounds divine, : 2377 
Distant at first, with gradual swell, might seem 
From heaven descending, whose seraphic tone 
Was such as mortal ear yet never bless’d. 

New sense it claim’d for fancy’s raptured sway. 
The breath of alt harmonious essences, 

Which happy nature in her bounty spreads 

O’er the bright worlds where these fine spirits dwell, 
Came o’er the ear at once, with sweeter notes 
Than morning sunbeams drew from Memnon’s lyre. 
Yet exquisite, that the surrender’d soul 

Seem’d in mute tenderness to die away, 

And clinging to the sound, as on it flew, 2389 
Dissolve itself, with what it loved, to air. 

Might seem, as if the Spirit of music’s self, 
Personified, approach‘d, veil’d in a cloud 

Of fragrance, and attended in bright train 

With all the beauty of attracted heaven. 

The harmony of the celestial spheres 

Seem’d present round, in lavish riches pour’d, 
While soft and sweet it fill’d the concave dome 

In individual concert ; gently then 

Sinking to rest, as the hush’d zephyrs yield 

To the calm silence of the evening air, 2400 
When shut the languid eyes of closing flowers. 

At angels’ bidding seem’d the very winds 

To breathe delicious melodies, more rich 

Than o'er a lake steal mingling flutes by night, 
Responsive to contending nightingales. 


Such elemental harmonies composed, 
The differing spirits their symphonious harps 
Strike in glad rivalry, or from their shells, 
With amber hung, and gems of other spheres, 
Elicit varying notes, yet never heard ; 
Strange, as coy mermaids on some unknown shore 
Tune to the tranced sea-nymphs, when they seek 
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Sleep after storms, amid their coral caves. 2413 
Rich voices blend from every world, and sing 
The wonders of removed climes : perhaps, 

All in full concert some delicious air 

Pursuing, make at times the blue concave 

Seem a bright picture of the heaven of heavens, 
Where warbling seraphs hymn the eternal King. 
Harmony here her peerless glory own’d : 

While her proud tide the echoing starry roof 

Fills with expansive tones, sublime as heaven; 

Or fading gently in reposing trance, 

With every emblem of delighted peace, 2424 
Melts calm away in rapture unexpress’d. 

Nor deem, that music wanted here her power 

To fire the soul, and lofty thoughts infuse, 

For still it bade the charmed fancy dwell 

Upon some higher, pictured happiness, 

Some sweeter heaven, than yet she had discern’d: 
As distance makes the farthest landscape shine, 
More softly bright than all that nearer smiles. 


Nor harmony’s creative force on things 
Inanimate (as ancient bards have told 
In deathless song) was wanting, aor the power 
Of Orpheus, or Arion, fabled here. 2.136 
For lo! by music’s potence and divine 
Affinity to heaven, while sounds so rich 
Usurp the wonder of creation round, 
Spontaneous in the middle air arose 
A temple vast, on columns that aspired 
E’en to the topmost sky, and soon upheld 
A roof of gold, that from the admiring gaze 
Conceal’d the starry dome, save where on high 
Around its topmost arch, a circle ope 
With glory beam’d, through which irradiate heaven 
Look’d in, and thither drew the astonish’d ken. 
A row of outer pillars, raised beyond 2418 
The throned angels round the expansive heaven, 
Seem’d now within one mighty temple’s range 
To enclose their bright magnificence. Appear’d 
Soon mid the centre, in the view of all, 
Raised upon lofty steps of purest gems, 
Nine sacred altars, wreath’d around with flowers, 
And spotless lilies. On the top of each 
Shone like the sun, an emblem of the light 
And glory it commands, the poet’s lyre. 
To each of these, from mid the sacred throng 
Beckon’d, with reverent awe, a bard approach’d. 

VOL. II. N 
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First from the higher angels these were call'd, 2460 
Each known for his excelling faculty, 

As blest from heaven with the peculiar gift 

Of sacred poesy, from eldest time 

Divine esteem’d, whose sweetly pregnant song 
Can over all creation shed new charms; 

And still approaching to superior flights 

Of proud invention owns the hallow’d power 

To lead the sublimed soul in captive chains 

Of tranced song, far above common joy, 

Through worlds of beauty to heaven’s fairest throne. 
These therefore still in heaven from angels win 

A willing honour, loved with duteous awe. 2472 
Soon o’er each altar bow’d, the angelic bards 
Touch the bright lyres ; then in a solemn pause - 
Fix’d upon heaven their look, as if inspired, 

They give the wing to fancy, and the soul 

Send out on range through unconfined space, 

And seize all forms of beauty, native there. 

Yet not e’en then forgetting loftiest use, 

While with an exquisite sensation fired, 

They purpose rich imagination’s pride 

To lead to its due home, fair virtue’s shrine; 

That, cull’d from every world, her praise may beam, 
Deck’d in the glories of illustrious song, 2454 
And sit in immortality ensphered 

Mid beams of fancy, lovelier e’en than truth. 

At last the ethereal beings o’er the lyre 

Lay their symphonious hands; and to one theme 
Unlock Imagination’s treasured pomp. 

They in poetic strains of other spheres 

Reveal the mind divine, whose lofty thoughts 
They clothe in unexpressive language meet, 

With inexhausted flow of brilliant grace, 
Eloquent, such as angel sense may charm. 

They tell of things that mortals scarce may hear, 
Of power to bear the raptured soul away 2.196 
On eagle pinions into perfect light, 

Where sits the Eternal Cause, and from his throne, 
The fountain of all beauty, scatters thence 
Creation and delight o’er every world. 

There these, in contemplation’s trance, unveil 
Infinity, with bright perfection fill’d, 

And mysteries of vast Eternity ; 

Where, along heaven’s still-receding verge, 

Her mighty shape, enrobed in misty clouds, 

May seem to rest, and with a forward look, 

Calm in immensity, she ponders still 2507 
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New pleasures for the good, by due degrees 2508 
Leading the immortal soul, through boundless range 
Of intellect, to Deity itself. 

There, lost in wonder, still it rests, absorb’d, 

And, all its sense exalted more, enjoys 

The perfect bliss of angels’ gratitude. 

Then, with no alien power, the heavenly bards 
Turn their bright eye on deep futurity, 

( For future time the ecstatic poet knows) 

And with prophetic voice these sweetly tell, 

That from each starry world, ere long, the good 
Shall all these lofty pleasures call their own; 2519 
Assembled with such high compeers, in realms 
Than these more fair, all-knowing, all-admired, 

In one wide chain of blest society. 


‘* Norshall yon earth, o er which bright angels thus 
Float in this happy pageantry, deny 
Her truly good inhabitants to gain 
Glory so high, but to her sons, who thus 
Court Virtue’s heavenly shape, shall angels be 
Kind guardians, monitors, and future peers.” 


The angelic bards, from their admired employ 
Receding, yield to spirits of other worlds 2530 
Alternate place ;. who by their answering song 
Delight perception with expectant joy 
And rapture, e’en to charmed angels new. 

While with strange touch their fine ecstatic hands 
From golden strings elicit notes unknown ; 

And to that dulcet tone their novel voice, 

In words of music, cull’d from choicest stores 

Of fancy and emotion, soft reveals 

The scenes, the passions, joys, of other worlds, 
Too delicate for grosser utterance. «_ 

With sense adapted, in complete delight 25.41 
The English King the triumph heard indeed 

Of poesy, the art divine he loved. 

And far beyond his thought, he here perceived 
Imagination’s boundless power effused : 

Himself a bard, caught by such strains away, 
Which in celestial transport lapt the soul. 


Can aught more sweetly charm? or at this goal 
Revels the thought, absorb’d in utmost joy ? 
Yet lo! what other specious wonders rise! 
While, lifted to this height of bliss, the mind 
Glows, ere the rich poetic rapture dies, 2552 
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What new entrancement lures the wondering eye ! 
When, as to realize and body forth 

Such high creations, over which each thought 
Reposed, its deep emotion now to soothe, 

See! at the bidding of these potent spirits, 

O’er the wide round and vaulted dome of heaven, 
From column stretch’d to column, and on high 
Borne o’er the lofty thrones, with canopy 

Of unimagined beauty, straight appear 

Ethereal pictures, as instinct with life; 
Self-wrought, or drawn by hands divine unseen, 
With momentary touch of perfect art, 2564 
Opening to sight the sweetest forms of heaven. 
Their pencils dipt in hues of other climes, 

Or heavenly rainbows, in display’d expanse, 
Presented to the ravish’d vision scenes 

Of nobler worlds, exquisite beyond thought. 
Assembled here, seem’d all the scenery, 

That decorates each fairest starry orb. 

Obedient beams, of every varied tint, 

With all-surpassing grace, their charms adorn’d. 
Some shew the crystal hills and emerald fields 

Of the fair moon; her woods and shadowy groves ; 
And o’er the changeful scene her mingled rays, 2576 
Caught as they fly along the dewy air, 

Shed liquid hues. Others, more radiant, speak 
The realms magnificent, and golden seas, 

Of the wide sun, his continents, and isles, 
Peopled with glory; a proud world of light. 
Others at vesper eve, or dawning morn, 

Depict with sweetest shade the starry vales, 

And to the sight disclose their opal streams ; | 
Where dwell seraphic shapes, in twilight bowers, 
Seeming inform’d with visionary life. 

In various order these, to angel’s view, 

Soft to their charmed memory recal 2588 
Delicious contemplation’s happiest hours ; 

When, or in heaven, or on excursive wing, 

They sped to mark creation’s various worlds, 
Here sweeter touch’d, than e’en reality. 

Or, gradual, sacred visions are disclosed 

Of heaven’s own scenes, such as blest spirits give 
To fancy, when they yield a prospect faint 

Of coming bliss, till there it longs to soar, 

While o'er the seeming future angel hope 

Beams with a smile, and melts all doubt away. 
Perhaps alike with painting’s noblest art, 

Good actions, and excelling virtues, here 2600 
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Are memorized; the theme of praise in heaven : 
That o’er their beauty, imaging rich truth, 

Draw the fix’d eye to pause in ecstasy, 

And rest with sacred, satisfied delight. 

Here these immortal shapes their own bright deeds 
Mark thus extoll’d, with modest gratitude; 

Whose sight exalted each admiring mind 

To reach like height of glory; the sole gift 

Of emulous virtue, and her worthy meed. 

Nor as they gaze, fails then each angel-breast 
With deepest awe to honour painting’s power ; 
That, tracing thus with skill sublime, or shews 2612 
In beautiful proportion nature’s grand 

And ever-various scenery of grace, 

In every change of colour, sun, and shade; 

Or brings to memory forms of all most dear, 

With every emblem of delighted peace ; 

Of all most noble actions, wise, or great, 

Whose never-dying fame, recorded thus, 
Descends in beauty to posterity, 

And prompts to use through sweetest pleasure’s mean. 


Then these fine arts display’d, the gifted spirits 
Their work, the rich production of a wish, 2623 
(Such is their happy ease of skill divine) 

Dissolve ; for at their breath, the column’d fane, 
And all the fair aérial pictures fade, 

At will by beings such as these renew‘d ; 

Nor longer for their matchless grace retain’d. 

As England’s bard divine his fancied scenes, 
Destined to charm posterity, reveal’d ; 

Yet sought not to preserve those precious beams, 
Whose lustre should illume the enchanted world. 


But lo! not here the unexhausted joys 
Of these immortal angels find a close. 2634 
For, (fled the triumph of these arts divine,) 
Succeeds an answering paradise : each scene 
Of bliss that Fancy in her sweetest flight 
And latest trance had fashion’d, present seem’d. 
Spontaneous rises o’er the midst of heaven, 
E’en to the feet of those wide-ambient thrones, 
And stretch’d away to infinite extent, 
A novel world of fiction, fill’d with all 
Varieties of beauty and delight, 
Where at full liberty these happy spirits 
May own, untired, new pleasures, such as suit 
Of each the choice refined and changeful power. 26.16 
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Amid a boundless garden, that might shame 26.17 
The thoughts that rested on Elysium, 

(The boast of bards,) or Tempe’s hallow’d vale, 
Magnificence divine was interspersed, 

Beyond angelic thought. Seem’d here indeed, 
As heaven itself had oped her silver gates 
Beneath their feet, though all so fair reveal’d 
Were of these spirits the momentary work, 

Thus raised but for their transitory joy. 

Words may not picture, o’er the tender green, 

On which the eye reposed, divinely tinged, 

The violet sunset through the air diffused: = 2658 
How bloom’d the thousand trees with fruit or flower, 
Of beauty unconceived, that to the gales, 

Sighing strange music their fair leaves along, 
Dropt sweetness, and woo’d there the devious feet ; 
Or where broad boughs umbrageous silence kept, 
Half-hiding beauty, from the view retired, 

Where Echo lived, and mid her moonlight oaks, 
Embracing some fair stream, that wound its way 
Through consecrated woods, companion none 
Seem’d to admit; save that she courted there 

The stay of nightingales to soothe her ear, 

And animate her sacred solitudes. 2670 
O’er many a winding slope descending crept 

The almond’s silvery blossoms, or through dews 
Glistening, the rose her damask fragrance breathed : 
The citron glow’d with gold; or coral buds, 
Narcissus-like, (save in these realms unseen,) 
Like jewels, trembled, elegant, profused. 

Here myrtle groves reveal’d their breathing snows, 
E’en to the soft marge of a crystal lake, 

Shadow’d with palms, where birds of azure plume 
Play’d among lilies waving to the breeze ; 

Or swan-like shapes, with graceful motion, sail'd, 
Majestic, till beside some rill that brought 2682 
Hither its liquid music, they would pause, 

And as in charm’d surprise, withdraw awhile 

To listen, arching back the stately neck, 

And opening their white beauty on the sight. 

All offer’d incense to the ravish’d sense 

Of angels, lingering on the happy view, 

In doubt to cull the loveliest path, amid 

Nature’s full rural beauties, here display‘d: 

For which was fairest Fancy could not choose. 
While too amid such lavish riches stood 

Sublime upraised, of one pure chrysolite, 

Pavilions brighter than angelic eye 2691 
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Had witness’d, orient more than beams of May : 
Their graceful columns, and transparent domes, 
Teaching proportion’s native elegance. 

Upon whose floors, of gold, or diamond-paved, 
Stood heavenly statues, as instinct with life. 
Strange gems of mingling colours shone like stars, 
In every shape of peerless grace disposed, 

And shed, as lamps, their vivid light o’er bowers 
Replete with every work of art divine, 

In simple, or in decorate, majesty ; 

O’er temples, palaces, and airy tents, 

Like amber, or the banners of the dawn. 2706 
To yield a prospect of the various scene, 
Ascending some bright hill, or in the vales 
Sequester’d, while admiring haunts of peace, 
Among climes rich as these, too glorious fair 

For mortal pen to paint, these beings blest 

Have power their differing fancies to indulge, 
Where all delights may be at will enjoy’d. 
Descending all in graceful companies 
Innumerable, amid those rural bowers, 
Sequester’d walks, or splendid fanes, they wind, 
Gliding with step of answering elegance, 

As here creation's beauty all were met, 2718 
To mark the wonders of the novel scene. 

Angelic grace, in ease so sweet, might seem 
Fairer, than seated on its throned state, 

And threw o’er nature’s face inanimate 

A charm of life, that nought indeed might lend 
Save their bright presence. Than the vernal buds, 
That every where dispread the breathing groves, 
More fresh and fragrant seem’d their rubied lips: 
Their eyes of love more soft than any beam 
Trembling, reflected, o’er the conscious flowers ; 
And kind their lovely mien, their gentle words, 
As now in thin and floating robes attired, 2730 
(Sportive creation of a moment’s choice,) 

With passure lighter than the sea-nymph’s step, 
They move along. Of some the blushing cheeks 
Were veil’d, that thro’ such faint concealment beam’d, 
As breaks through misty dawn a silvery cloud. 
Some their fair locks connect; some o’er the neck 
Give them to wave, and shade the bosom’s snow, 
As curling tendrils of the woodbine hang 

Among the sun-beams, when they court the rose. 
Gliding, in fragrant incense thus embathed, 

They cull the peerless sprays, and in their hair 
Dispose in playful symmetry, with smiles 2742 
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Of happy innocence; and from the trees 2743 
Pluck heavenly fruits, regaling then the sense, 

Or with their odour, or delicious taste. 

The trees drop manna: nor a banquet here 

Of juice nectareous, innocent of wrong, 

Was wanting, nor the vine with clustering sweets ; 
Fit for immortal natures, pure as these. 

Thus in their blissful wanderings as they pass, 

In multitudes unnumber’d, they exchange 

True honour, and delights of social joy. 

At sight of so much happiness diffused, 

No jealousy, nor envy, rankled here, 2754 
But friendship’s sympathy, where all were good. 
For not its meed of admiration lost 

Beauty so pure, nor stately dignity. 
Mingling amid these scenes, in linked chain, 

And fond conversing in sequester’d bowers, 

True love’s mysterious union of soul 

Wakes fancy to diffuse new charms o'er heaven. 


Then amid hours like these, at summon’d call, 
Their various gifts, all good, all excellent, 
They exercise before admiring eyes. 
In swiftness some excel, and on the clouds =—_.2765 
Exalted, fly like lightning over heaven, 
Thundering magnificence, and solemn awe : 
The worthy messengers of Providence. 
Or with a ductile ease some take at will 
All shapes of power, or beauty, such as suit 
The varying elements in which they serve, 
The guardian spirits of removed spheres : 
Or others image, in their gifted might, 
A shadow of Omnipotence, with arm 
To wield and keep the planets in their course, 
Or aid in governing supernal state, 
Ministering order o'er creation’s worlds ; 2777 
Though God needs no such aid, and but to these 
Yields, of his liberal pleasure, power so high. 
These fix attention in astonishment : 
Until some milder excellence appear’d, 
For here was each surpassing talent met 
Of mental beauty, or angelic form. 
Here too was every virtue, as reveal’d 
Tn real form, and to the charmed soul 
Wrought wonder, ecstasy, and humble love. 
While in such versatile delight enrapt, 
Exulting in their boundless faculties, 
Throbs every mind with fervent gratitude 2729 
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To that great Being, who, himself the source 2790 
Of all perfection, deigns from goodness pure 
To these his creatures, excellence so high. 


Enjoy’d at will these pleasures, to his throne 
The prime archangel with meet state ascends, 
At whose bright view discern’d, the ethereal throngs, 
Soon in fair order ranged of due degree, 
Under their several hierarchs advance 
In long procession of triumphal pomp ; 
Magnificent beyond the scope of words. 
Before their conscious sovereign they pass, 2800 
And from his favouring look, or smile, or word, 
Among so many virtues each receives 
Merited honour, since the Giver knows 
The various excellence, that still in heaven 
Distinguishes of each the glorious name. 
Awed, and delighted at each other’s praise, 
They glide with grace of easy majesty 
At feet of those surrounding thrones, along 


- The empyreal sky, and in their transit shade 


The glories of her new-raised palaces. 

Pass’d all whose bright procession, as they stood 
In expectation, soon the archangel chief 2812 
Thus, ere they parted, with mild aspect spake. 


‘« Break off, blest spirits ! this excursive play 
Of fancy o’er, we will depart awhile 
To heaven itself, before whose perfect bliss 
These are vain imitations ; though perhaps 
Not wanting beauty or the power to please, 
Are nothing worthy, nor avail to yield 
E’en a weak sense of heaven’s transcending joys. 
Yet among spirits, finely delicate, 
Not here is lost one bliss, perennial there : 
The trance serene of solemn gratitude, 2823 
That, ever present, can the silent tear 
Of feeling bid adorn celestial eyes ; 
While we reflect that the great Source of good, 
Who in his hand sustains dependent worlds, 
Thus deigns on us his creatures to allow 
Powers, and delights, so excellent as these. 
And much the recollection pleases too, 
While thus on earth we yield fond Fancy wing, 
That we shall some time thence of Virtue’s sons 
Lead up full many glad associates, 
In loveliness of innocence array’d, 
Our worthy peers, and cull from many a world 
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New habitants of heaven, our joys to share, 2836 
Till time shall end, and bright eternity, 

In presence of the great Supreme, unfold 

To all the good her never-ending bliss. 

What son of lower spheres, did he but know 
The joys, the honours, that are thus prepared 
For faithful virtue, would not seek to please 

His Maker, and fit dignity preserve, 

Free from pollution of invading guilt? 

How would he surely deem a transient life, 
Brief, frail at best, in virtue’s service spent, 
(Not hard, accustom'd ; or where thorny, strown 
With many a flower, to charm the steeper way) 
A trial too inadequate to win, 

Ere long, rewards so noble and divine ; 

Not brief, as mortal life, but there for aye 

To last in power and beauty ever-new. 

All is, if these, to us inferior spirits, 

Remember duty ; and their part assign’d 

In this their frail life faithfully maintain. 

Then o’er them, even there, delighted Hope 
Shall hover, and at times her golden wing 
Stooping, shall clear their dim corporeal eyes, 
To yield them visions of celestial theme ; 2859 
Till the soul pant to win the meed reveal’d, 

Her glorious station with the sons of Heaven.” 


The archangel ended : at whose bidding mark’d, 
Lo! after his conducting flight, in throngs 
Of orient splendour, the celestial states 
Ascend on buoyant wing, soon past the ken 
Of human sight, and as they fled, at touch 
Of their great leader’s hand, dissolves away 
The visionary wide magnificence. 
All the fair pageant of the illustrious thrones, 
The domes, the fanes, and stately palaces; 2870 
The garden, that appear'd a bowery world 
Of Eden, from some lovely planet dropt, 
The starry blazon’d canopy of heaven, 
Recede, and gradual leave the ethereal blue, 
Vacant of e’en a cloud, serene and still. 


The mortal King, long rapt in silent trance, 
Still gazes upward, ardent to behold 
And hear yet more of wonders so divine. 
Awe and delight usurp his fixed soul; 
Yet when reluctant, empty silence shew’d 
At last the heavenly vision quite withdrawn, 2881 
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And the rapt mind her labouring powers recall’d, 
The favour’d mortal from his green couch springs, 
Ineffably consoled, and still in thought 

Seeming exalted above earthly things. 

He lingers long beside the enchanted spot ; 

Till night ’gan close her warning shades around. 
Yet recollecting soon his humble state, 

And though a gracious Providence has deign’d 
The inspiring vision for some worthy end, 

That still he is but man, he reconciles 

His mind, much musing on the scene reveald, 
His part of earthly duty to fulfil, 2593 
Intrepid, pondering dangers yet to come. 

Thus having witness’d Virtue’s glorious meed, 
Death now to him no gloomy terror wears, 

But smiles, as opening heaven’s refulgent gate. 
Glowing with high resolve, and strongly drawn 
To contemplation of his generous task, 

He meditates to cherish solaced life, 

To save, to bless his country, and declare 

By his example, or his thoughts express’d, 
Among mankind fair virtue’s charms, the love 

Of opening science, and ennobling truth, 

Whose aim and end so blissful glory waits. 2905 
Then to his humble mansion he returns, 

Much elevate in thought; with raptured air 
Tenderly greets his waiting family ; 

On his fair sister’s cheek affection’s kiss, 
Domestic, sweetening his imparted joy, 

He presses, and his manly friendship yields, 
Exchanged, to both the conscious youthful chiefs, 
Like some good being, sent to bring new hope: 
And soon with awful ecstacy reveals 

What words may tell of that high vision deign’d, 
That all his soul inspires with longing hope 

To make his country share it with himself, 2917 
And fire her sons to win by worthy life 

Glories and joys so proudly eminent. 
Awe-struck, the tenants of the lowly roof, 
Listening the raptured Alfred’s vision told, 

Deem it a heavenly dream, by some kind power 
Imparted to console and animate 

Their lone affliction, or perhaps inspire 

New spirits fitted to their arduous task. 

All note the event, and, pondering in their heart, 
Delight to fix in sacred memory. 

Often the sacred spot the musing King 

Revisits, and in recollected trance 2929 
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Of lonely feeling drops a hallow’d tear. 2930 
Then on one peaceful day, while fondest hope 
Endear’d the comforts of their lonely home, 

In company of his few friends, he strays 

To the dear scene, where thus enrapt he lay. 

In grateful memory of their life preserved, 

And the blest vision at this haunted isle, 

With veneration’s solemn gratitude, 

He now reveals his purpose, that if heaven 
Vouchsafe to free his country from her foes, 

And to restore her former state, this spot 

Shall witness by his hand a solemn fane 2911 
Founded, in honour of protective heaven, 

And mark to after times their dwelling here. 
Then, from his bosom drawn, the King displays 
An oval patine of enamell’d gold, 

‘ Graven with various figures exquisite ; 

Which he in happier time had bid be made, 

To nourish art, by choice artificers, 

The rarest jewel of this early age : 

That o’er its rich frame bore these words inscribed, 
‘* Alfred me order’d to be wrought,” and now 
Worn of himself, a regal ornament. 

This gem, with benediction, in the earth 2953 
(The chiefs and his fair sister standing near) 

He now deposits, in some distant time 

Perhaps to be discover’d there, and deem’d 

A dear memorial to each future age 

Of heaven’s protecting favour, shewn him thus; 
That amid perils strange, in state forlorn, 
Reserved him here to live for nobler deeds, 

And fed with hope, his country yet to save. 

The patriot band the mutual vow exchange 

To cherish comfort; every favouring turn 

Of better fortune anxiously await, 

That may their suffering country benefit, 

And animate desponding Englishmen, 

In service of themselves, and of mankind. 2967 
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EAN while upon the watch, the spirits malign, 
Conscious that gleams of hope began to dawn 

Upon the suffering Alfred’s hours of gloom, 
Meet in mid air. Burning with jealous rage, 
That yet the patriot monarch lives, and still 
Amid adversity his country’s weal 
Meditates, and deliverance from their reign, 
Straight they confer their dark and dread design, 
To counteract the angelic purposes; 
To blast the good in prospect, and induce 
O’er the hid monarch’s lone obscurity 
New snares, and perils, and o’erwhelming woes. 12 
On his destruction bent, (since now they deem, 
Him the sole check to all their wicked hopes,) 
Brooding mysterious evil, the fierce fiends 
Look round for some fit instrument of ill, 
Who may on earth their bad intents effect. 
Hianfrid, obvious to their thought, they mark, 
Where in his princely castle, (the reward 
Of his disloyal treachery) be held 
His tyrant state of splendid vassalage. 
They knew him, and his former deeds recal, 
His base ambition, which not merit raised; 
His crafty subtlety, his cruel soul, 24 
Native to cowardice; ingratitude, 
That scorn’d the duteous bond of common ties. 
Him, to their influence bad already apt, 
They choose; for where the mind is ope to ill, 
These watchful spirits, hovering near, invade 
With harden’d guilt, and make its powers their own. 
His gloomy mind (guilt owns no cheerful peace) 
They meditate to fill with evil thoughts ; 
Tempt with yet higher hopes; and lead him on 
E’en to destruction of his rightful King. 
These fled then, where within his lordly tower 
Hianfrid sat, and ruminated deep, 36 
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At dead of night, his discontented thoughts. 87 
Though in possession of the pomp he loved, 

For which he barter’d innocence and worth, 

He finds not happiness attend him too. 

Restless, dejected, by self-torment wrung, 

A sullen selfish tyrant, he lived on. 

Sleep sought not now, as wont, his faded eyes; 
And, but in part, to night’s cold ear reveal’d, 
These sad reflections rack’d his pensive soul. 


‘“‘T call at last these princely towers my own, 
Windsor’s proud heights, the seat of ancient Kings. 
The power I early sought I have attain’d. 48 
What trains of subject vassals know me Lord, 
Their fate, their service held at my sole will! 

Now have I reach’d a height of eminence, 

Which fancy pictured once so rich to view, 

It seem’d the loftiest pitch of all my hopes. 
Possess I not my wish? why comes it then, 

That still I needs must to myself confess, 

I am not happy ? for by day a gloom, 

Unwont, still haunts me; pensiveness that robs 
All taste of pleasure; from my daily meals 59 
Takes e’en their relish; and by night dire dreams 
Destroy my rest, affrighting scanty sleep. 

This height, by sad experience now I feel, 
Confers no happiness, and I have won 

External pomp, while inward peace seems fled. 
For no one loves me; I am hated, shunn'd, 
Despised of all the good. What then remains 
For honour, and to force that large respect, 

And admiration of the general world, 

Which I have sought so long, and made my god? 
What seems now left, but that, with power display’d, 
I must in those around me strike surprise, 

And dazzle by my pomp, and splendid state; 72 
Making my puissant rank infuse a dread, 

That shall strike awe into my enemies ?— 
Distinction I will have, though late the bards 
Denied my name due honour, while I served 
Under the fallen Alfred’s partial sway. 

And yet their justice can I well arraign ? 

For let me but reflect; what deed of note 

Had I achieved, that claim’d more high renown 
Than in my station I indeed obtain’d ? 

Or, had I done it, would the meed of praise 
Have been denied me by the sons of song ? 

Oh! Harold—Edric—when upon your fate, 34 
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Both lost in death, by battle, or distress, 85 
I muse, (and still your memory haunts my soul,) 
I fear you speak too truly, what I am.— 

Oft do I deem, that from the grave their spirits 
Reproach me, while this pomp I call my own, 
And mock my power amid these proud demesnes. 
Ah! did mankind my injuries of you 

But fully know, I were indeed abhorr’d !” 


He paused a moment, for dark conscience smote 
His thoughts within him, hush’d: his startled eye 
He shot around, and mid the lonely gloom, 95 
Seem'd yet to dread some overhearing watch. 

At last, in accents faltering and subdued, 
This deep confession forced its troubled way. 


“* Let me not from myself the truth discuise.— 
I feel, I am a coward; and my heart, 
If looking inwardly, I read it, hides 
Such spots and shades as will not bear the light.— 
What then remains ?—of all the brave and good 
Known and despised, what course for me is left ?— 
No friends I must expect, save who like me, 
The vassal subjects of these victor lords, 106 
Wave their revolted banners o’er the air 
Of our dejected and insulted land; 
Or with the fierce and savage Danish chiefs 
I must a strange, uncertain friendship hold, 
And learn wild fancies of their fabled faith. 
With Kenwulph, Mercia’s delegated King, 
Perhaps I yet may form some friendly league, 
Though he, I deem, disdains me, and has still 
My proffer’d visits coldly seem’d to bear ; 
That almost pride would bid me never more 
Approach his gates, did not self-interest check 
That wounded feeling, for some loftier hope. 118 
If it be possible, by due degrees 
He must be led my purposes to aid; 
And, on my side confederate, must effect, 
With his joint means and union, my designs. 
My power with his united, who can tell, 
But that by cautious art we may in time 
O’erthrow the unguarded enemy, and be 
Joint Kings ourselves? The attempt is worth our 
And must by wily policy proceed. [thought, 
Since if the plot untimely be disclosed, 
Shame, horrid tortures, ignominious death, 
Become the forfeit, and await us both. 130 
VOL. II. oO 
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Hush’d rumour speaks, that England’s rightful King 
Yet lives, in some lone hiding-place conceal’d, 
Whence sometimes on unguarded sleep he falls, 
And spreads wild terror o’er the astonish’d land. 
A vague report has whisper’d too, more late, 

That wandering desolate from place to place, 

The Queen Elsweda, with her infant babes, 
Survives, whom once to Anselm’s castled hall 
Myself escorted. These then must have scaped, 
By miracle, the furious Danes’ attack 

On this doom’d mansion, whose late lord they slew. 
If then such fame be true, these fugitives 142 
Of royal race must be by strictest search 

Found, and within our proper power retain’d ; 
And if need be, for aye, from sight removed : 

For while they live, no hope for us remains 

To mount the throne of England’s ancient Kings. 
Should e’er our effofts overwhelm the Dane, 
Serpents are these in our advancement’s way, 
And must be crush’d: whatever be the price, 
How vast soe’er the risk, or toil, or pain. 

And in this task must Kenwulph bear a part. 
Though much I fear him: for too feeling-soft 

His nature seems; that likelier he will sdeign 154 
To share such enterprise, and may refuse 

Even to join at all my. purposed aims. 

But if he do refuse, my course I know. 

Before he is aware, I will resort 

To bloody Oskital, and him denounce, 

As treacherous to the side that lets him reign. 
Suddenly, secretly, without appeal, 

Himself shall be removed, and yield his place 

To a successor, worthier than he proves. 

Be then my aim, with unrelenting zeal, 

To prosecute my meditated hopes, 

E’en to the death of all my enemies. 166 
For I hate Alfred, and his haughty brood. 

No honour under him I ever won: 

Myself for that neglect I will avenge. 

Yet Kenwulph first I will straightway incite 

To share with me in league so excellent.” 


Nor to his purpose intervenes delay : 
But with a chosen train on swiftest steeds, 
He seeks the castle of the Mercian King, 


Whose lofty towers o’erlook proud Warwick’s town. 


Before whose gates arrived with winged speed, 
The party, decorate in gaudy arms, 177 
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Bernulph, the Mercian sovereign’s faithful friend, 
Descries, and recognises at the sight. 

Straight to his master hies the chief, and thus 
With haste accosts: ‘‘ Yonder, my liege, appears 
The vain, ignoble chief, Hianfrid, come 

With escort, as on business of some haste. 

Suffer me to dissuade your worthier mind, 

That with this man it pause to form too free 
Acquaintance; somewhat of his deeds I know: 
And deem him artful, base, and treacherous, 

A coward, cruel, envious and vain. 

Such a maa, if I judge him right, can ne’er _—_189 
Merit your dear esteem, nor lead to good. 

Yet since perhaps with message from the Dane, 
Whose camp he visits oft, he may be charged, 
Befits it, we admit him; or the foe, 

Whose tyrant insolence we know full well, 

May visit such repulse upon our heads, 

And hurl mad vengeance on our countrymen.” 


Entrance obtain’d, the unwelcome stranger tells 
His visit of bigh import on concerns 
Urgent and secret, and a conference asks 
Sole with the Mercian prince. Such interview, 200 
A sad reluctance visible in his air, 
Kenwulph admits, and coldly straight enquires, 
If from the Danes some embassy proceeds. 


To whom Hianfrid thus: ‘‘ Not from the Dane 
Commission’d, come I now, but to invite 
Your friendship stricter than, methinks, as yet 
It has been deign’d. My later thoughts present 
A purpose, that I deem would much exalt 
Our mutual weal, if seconded by you. 
For, pardon me, between us I have long 
Noted a strange similitude: your acts 211 
I have contemplated, since erst you served 
Amid the English camp, while yet a youth 


I join’d the war, and still your deeds admired. 


Your proud success my young ambition roused, 
Like you, I scorn’d inglorious still to serve 
Under the banners of a zealot man, 

Where honour none might ever be attain’d ; 

But evident destruction, such as now 

Has come to pass, awaited idle war; 

Foreseen of all, save by the madly blind. 

You left the infatuate cause; and to the strong 
Conjoin’d your powers, receiving, as your meed, 


196 KING ALFRED. 


A glorious kingdom, which with worthy sway 224 
You rule, and hold your subjects to your will, 
Devoted both by interest and love. 

Your bright example could I but pursue ! 

Though from the perilous attempt yourself 
Dissuaded me; what time the Danish camp 

I visited, and found you in your tent, 

Oppress’d by gloomy thoughts; effect most like 
Of insolence you had experienced there. 

I too, seceding from the hopeless side, 

Became a powerful chief, and, as you know, 
Possess in Berks’ rich province wide domains, 235 
Holding my state in Windsor’s ancient towers ; 
Which under absolute command I bold, 

And but to Oskital, the Danish King, 

Whose power to me such territory gave, 

Yield in return an annual tribute small, 

In token of his royal sovereignty. 

Yet more; the rumour floats, that Alfred lives; 
And from this potentate, this Oskital, 

Have I received of late, (while visiting, 

As sometimes wont, the Danish camp) his oath, 
Confirm'd by holy sign, sworn on his sword, 

That should my eager search the fugitive 217 
Discover, and yield up the outlaw’s head, 

Myself in Alfred’s stead, with state like yours, 
O’er Wessex’ realm shall be the sceptred King.” 


He paused a moment, as with that proud thought 
Transported; which enraptured fancy loved. 
To whom, amid that pause, the Mercian King, 
Gloomy dissatisfaction in his look. 


‘I note your words; but to what purport tends 
So full preamble, which in part I know ? 
Much, I confess, not pleasing to my ear, 257 
Nor calling to my memory cheerful thoughts.” — 


To whom with wily art, Hianfrid thus : 
‘* E’en from that air of gloom I gather hope, 
Congenial to my purpose, and my thought 
More boldly dare reveal, which might involve, 
(But that I deem you worthy confidence) 
Much danger, told to such as would betray. 
Either my observation of yourself 
Deceives me much, or your still-downcast air 
Bespeaks you, under the superior yoke 
Of these imperious and insulting Danes 268 
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Uneasy and unhappy; and your state, 269 
Held by deputed tenure at their will, 

Yields but discomfort : thus much from your words 
My memory well recals, when in your tent 

You open’d to me your more secret mind, 

While yet in Alfred’s subject ranks I served. 

And if I deem aright, you yet ill brook 

The lordly Danes’ o’erbearing governance.” 


He ceased, as waiting some reply, ere yet 
The purport of his errand he disclosed ; 
Which still, through fear and sly distrust, he hid. 
But not to him the Mercian King return’d 280 
Answer in words, by equal doubt restrain’d, 
And secret fear of one whom he esteem’d 
Treacherous, false, and capable of guile. 
Yet his dejected mournful look to eyes 
Less subtle than were those that mark’d him now, 
Might well the feelings of his heart explain. 
Discerning which, and deeming still the mind 
Of Kenwulph open to ambitious aims, 
Though its career, impeded and oppress’d, 
Had sunk awhile into a settled gloom, 
The wily chief now deems it safe to be 291 
More open, and embolden’d thus pursues. 


‘¢T know your feelings, and believe me, sire, 
My own to yours respond: for who may mark, 
Unmoved, the lordly riot of the Danes, 

Making the general country all a waste, 

And friends and foes alike with careless rage 
Insulting, for their pleasure sold as slaves. 

I scorn and hate their furious tyranny, 
Insufferable, worse indeed to bear 

Than was our state of former servitude. 

That oft of late a wish I have indulged 302 
To be myself above their tyrant power ; 

A wish that you might perfect, did we yield 
Worthy ambition unconstrained way. 

List then; the means are easy: if my search 
O’ertake and render up the outlaw’d King, 
Power, and a mighty kingdom are my own. 

If then your aid, throughout your spacious realm, 
Assist me to detect the fugitive, 

(For in what part he lurks, we learn not yet) 
And help me to attain this sovereignty, 

We at no distant period may unite, 

By secret league, our powers and ample means ; 
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Then by some sudden stroke of policy, 315 
Bafing the riotous, unguarded foe, 

Shake off the Danish yoke, and be ourselves 

Joint Kings of all the land, which we may hold, 
Unawed, in equal and imperial rule. 

Neither, alone, that pitch of sovereignty 

Can ever hope to win: nor know I now 

Of any other chiefs, beside ourselves, 

Who could so proud an enterprise achieve. 

For all the chiefs, who in the English host 

Held rank and power, are now, I deem, dispersed, 
And destitute of means; save but, perhaps, 326 
Proud Oddune, Devon’s duke, who some slight sway 
Permitted, tributary to the Dane, | 
Holds at his native castle, Kinwith’s towers, 

That overlook the slow Tau’s subject waves. 

But him I deem too proud, and of approach 
Difficult, sullen; that though late the man 

I somewhat courted, I will never more 

Accost him, nor my fate unite with his. 

Dangerous I deem him too, with high disdain 

Of his submission swelling, which some craft 
Doubtless impell’d; but his revenge and rage, 
Already ill conceal’d, most likely soon 338 
Will from the Danes on his devoted head 

Induce destruction. For fame tells, that late 
Fierce Hubba, from the war of Wales return’d, 
And coasting round the shores, has disembark’d 
Near haughty Oddune’s fort: whence I infer, 
Some insult to the Dane, respect withheld, 
Accommodation of some sort denied, 

A thousand nameless causes of dispute, 

Will draw them into quarrel, when the Dane 

Will soon chastise the tributary’s pride, 

And overwhelm his pregnant insolence.” 349 


Hianfrid stops: for in deep thought absorb’d 
The Mercian sovereign seems, at sight of whom, 
Rapt in so grave attention, lively hope 
Of full success Hianfrid’s fancy fires. 

At last with low and solemn accent thus 
Sad Kenwulph of the eager chief enquires. 


“‘ The certain lot of other English chiefs 
If you can tell, proceed, I pray you. Most, 
Of one, my waken’d memory longs to hear. 
Ah! say, lives Rayner yet, my former friend, 
More by that friendship, than by kin, endear’d ?”— 
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He paused, as with emotion much oppress’d. 361 
Surprised, Hianfrid on his countenance looks, 
Which Kenwulph turns to hide, and from his seat 
Rising, as if in pain, with thoughtful step 
He paces o’er the hall: then thus with voice 
Faltering repeats. ‘‘ Delay not my request, 

But plainly tell me all you truly know.” 


Hianfrid to such question, which his thought 
Ill answer’d, disappointed thus returns. 


‘¢>Tis certain that his castle ’mong the vales 370 
Of Somerset, brave Rayner owns not now: 
The Danes there reign with undisputed rule. 
"Tis said, that, as a labouring slave, he wrought 
Long near his native halls, until at last 
Suddenly he himself withdrew; but where, 
I never learnt, nor know I more his doom.” 


‘‘ Alas! dear Rayner! (Mercia’s viceroy said) 
Was this then thy unhappy fate at last! 
Distress, and poverty; and as a slave, 
Condemn’d to labour for thy daily bread ; 
While I in titled sovereignty reposed. 381 
Ah! undeserving thou of such a doom! 
How dear was once our friendship; ever kind 
And faithful was thy generous love to me! 
Yet I forsook thee.— What could I attain, 
That such a treasure lost could e’er repay, 
Or yield so true a solace to my heart? . 
Burthred, my first protector too :—his kin, 
The noble Alfred, all my valued friends, 
In one infatuate moment, for the shew 
Of seeming pomp and glory I betray’d. 
You to my latest hour can I forget ?— 
Oh! guilty, base, and miserable man ! 393 
I am indeed, mid all this power, unbless’d. 
All is a shadow, and vain mockery. 
Some sorrows too, that pierce me to the soul, 
Heaven in its righteous doom has on my head 
Visited, for my punishment condign. 
My wife—my darling daughter—from this world 
Terribly reft,—through my base deeds; denied 
Longer to solace here a wretch like me,— 
But I forget ;—my portion of remorse 
And misery, I must, resign’d, endure. 
It is my due.—Guilt’s bitter fruit, whose seed 
Was planted by myself, I bow, and eat.” 405 
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Pausing, his hand he o’er his forehead drew, 
And stopping in his pace, eyed mute the ground. 
Struck with strange wonder, then the traitor-chief, 
Fired with new hope some of those words to hear, 
Resumes : ‘‘ Much moved you seem, my noble sire, 
And in your feeling heart the utter’d name 
Of friends, whom once you loved, I fear, has waked 
Unwonted pain. But be indeed yourself. 

Be comforted. Reflect; you are a King. 

Resign not thus yourself to weak despair: 

For in your hands much worthy power remains, 

Which, with your will, we to a noble use 417 ‘ 
Will yet convert. Of this then let me speak.” — 


To whom the Mercian chief, his bosom torn 
With wildly mix’d emotion: ‘Oh! yet first 
Satisfy my impatience to be told, 

What of the other English chiefs you know ; 
Which sole, as by the way, I long to hear, 
For all your other words I have observed ; 
And, as me-seems, your purpose I discern.” 


To whom, impatient more, Hianfrid thus 426 
Return’d: ‘The King, some cottage, as ’tis thought, 
Conceals; already many a humble roof 
My anxious search has visited in vain. 

Yet this shall not my ceaseless efforts check, 
Since a reward so high awaits success. 
His fair Queen too (’tis to my private ear 
Secretly whisper’d) and her infant flock, 
Whom once to Anselm’s sheltering hall I led, 
Escaped the Danes’ assault; yet live, and late 

Were seen, (if strange disguise not mock’d the sight, ) 
Wandering abroad, but sever’d from the King. 

Them too my studious search shall aim to seize, 

And to some public benefit shall use. 439 

Of Osmund nothing certain can I learn, 

Save fame, that pirates seized him, and away 

Bore him in sight of his lamenting son. 

Of the sire’s fate I cannot aught assure. 

Herbert in battle fell: young Harold too, 

My former friend—(dire was the edge of war)— 

Siward, and Berthun, all in carnage sank. 

Edric—my foster sire—(why needs me tell ?)—. 

Alas! is dead—by weary age consumed. 

The fiery Aylwin, in the glens of Wales, 

With Hubba ineffectual war provoked, 

And scarce by flight escaped captivity. 451 
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Young Edgar, I have learn’d, in wild disguise 452 
Has roam’d in quest of all intelligence ; 

A scout, perhaps, in crafty Oddune’s pay, 

Or the forced servant of some Danish lord. 

These chiefs, you see then, all are fallen to nought. 
Blest was the day, when their weak cause you left.— 
What could be done? Of victory not a hope 
Remain’d : and happy now were all these chiefs, 
If in due hour they had submitted too. 

Mark now the desolate state of all; or slain, 

Or lurking to avoid impendent death. 

Be bappy then: your better lot enjoy, 463 
Surpassing much continued, useless war; 

Serving a man to others’ merit blind. 

My own condition, by like means attain’d, 

I will enjoy, and to my best improve: 

Use then with me the fortune of your power, 

Turn to a noble purpose, and be bless‘d. 

Unite with me your means, and let us be 

Sworn friends together, to attain by might 

Divided empire o’er the rescued land.” 


Moved by his specious words, the Mercian King 
Seem’d now to listen, and such thoughts admit, 474 
Congenial to his nature once, ere yet 
Despair had blacken’d his reflecting hours. 
Strange agitation shook him, and new hope 
Seem’d to revive within his throbbing breast : 

His reason, biass’d thus, stay’d not to mark 

The fallacy that might itself confute. 

Ambition flash’d again upon his soul; 

Yet conscience smote him, and with secret voice 
Restrain’d his yielding purpose. While his eye 
Expressive gazed upon the tempter’s face, 

(Who then assent, withheld by doubt, discern’d) 
Thus with low tone his struggling soul he spoke. 


‘The means are ill: —and yet the end proposed 
Seems to bring hope and comfort in its train. 
’Tis possible, that thus we might e’en yet 
Perform our country service, and deserve 
Her gratitude, and love of noble men; 
Thus for our former sad revolt atone, 
And of the good yet live the hope and praise. 
But why needs Alfred die ?—My soul abhors, 
And shudders at the thought, such height to gain, 
Though for the best of objects, e’en to save 
And bless our grateful country, if the way 497 
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Must be the wrong, or murder of a man, 498 
Sure of no common worth, a patriot-Kiog, 

Whom full reflection cannot but admire. 

Him to discover, and resign to death 

By savage Oskital, were base indeed !” 


To whom then Edric’s foster-son replied. 
‘* Murder I deem it not: ’tis but the chance 
Of reckless war, exaction of the Dane, 
Demanded by the time, for public good. 
Needful it is, that Alfred be removed! 
What army has he, or what means to effect 508 
His own deliverance, but much less the land’s ? 
How would his presence paralyze our hopes! 
If Alfred live, ourselves are nothing worth. 
We ne’er could rise to note, nor win a throne, 
With him our rival, nor could e’er be deem’d 
Other than traitors, while our country still 
Must groan with factious insurrection; torn 
With feuds and party-wars, from age to age. 
Him, with his Queen and infant stock, amoved, 
The road is to our own high object clear.— 
But if you, trembling, shrink, be mine the deed. 
You grant, the end is good: the means be mine, 520 
And glory of their just accomplishment. 
Whereby my former wrongs I wreak on him, 
Who ne’er permitted me my name in song. 
To execute my thought, I do not fear : 
Reflection shall not pause to think on more, 
My soul, intent upon its splendid course, 
Shall hold right onward to the radiant goal.” 


To whom the Mercian King —“‘ Alas! the thought! 
E’en were the purposed happy change now won, 
If Alfred’s life were spared, there would be then 
For us no safety, no respect, nor love. 631 
My sad revolt o’erlook’d could never be. 

But he, and all his faithful friends, restored, 
Would then to us no cordial friendship yield, 

But cold distrust and forced civility, 

A secret hate instead, and deep disdain. 

The honour we received could never be 

Paid by the heart of those whose love we sought, 
But we must still be covertly despised 

And unregretted fall, unwept, unpraised, 

A monument of punish’d treachery ! 

Such is of guilt the never-failing doom. 

Would that the change you meditate were wrought, 
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Yet that some means less fatal were devised !— 
But oh! what other practicable seem, 

In this dread time of desolate despair !— 
Concert some other, if you may. So far 

I do assent, that wheresoe’er you will, 

The search you purpose may be hence begun. 
But I, in person, never can that task 
Partake.— Be this condition too observed ; 
That if success the studied quest attend, 
Myself may know of it; and may with you 
Devise what progress then be best pursued.” 


O’erjoy’d at his success, and deeming now 555 
The object of his fancy half-attain’d, 
That e’en his visit had been so received, 
And he might now be Mercia’s colleague deem’d, 
Hianfrid’s heart with fluttering pleasure glow’d. 
Such dark designs conspired, the vassal chiefs 
Part; yet their guilty purposes denied 
True friendship’s intercourse, and ia the looks 
Of each seem’d lurking some suspicious doubt. 


Elated with that interview, and hope 
Of aggrandizement from so base a source, 565 
As the surrender of his rightful King, 
Hianfrid soon the ignoble search resumes. 
Attended by a mercenary train, 
His wonted guard, and every way dispersed 
His hired assassins with instructed charge, 
He roams the southern country far and wide ; 
And chiefly that suspected vicinage, 
Where strange attacks have late surprised the Dane. 
By day, by night, his deadly embassy 
He ceases not to iterate, untired, 
(Ab! that no better task such ardour drew !) 
And in each hamlet, vill, and cot obscure, 577 
By ford, and fen, forest, or lonely cave, 
From countrymen enslaved, or lordly Danes, 
Scatter’d in parties through the wealthier towns, 
He seeks the hidden object of his hate. 
Already with ambitious frenzy flush’d, 
His proud eye, as he journeys on, beholds 
The promised realm of Wessex as his own. 
O’er which in Alfred’s place, reigning as king, 
Himself he estimates as Kenwulph’s peer. 
His wild and hasty spirit is absorb’d 
Solely on lofty dreams of pomp and power, 
Banishing from his heart the approach and sting 
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Of conscience, should it aim to crush or check 590 
The wicked means, to so bad end employ’d. 

But his abandon’d and progressive thoughts 
Brooding with bad suggestion, he revolves 

His recent conference with the Mercian King ; 
Whom, not as yet quite to his purpose apt, 

He deems, but startled at the thoughts of blood ; 
Yet meditates again, ere long, to rouse 

With specious pictures of the public good, 

Till full control the Mercian sovereign yield, 

And in the fiercest deeds participate : 

Else death the recreant’s failure shall o’ertake. 601 
Such were the traitor’s ruminated hopes. 


Mid such his indefatigable quest, 
Wherc rumour chiefest bade suspicion wake, 
He comes, ere long, to the sequester’d scene, 
Which in its lone shade Denulph’s cottage hides. 
Enquiring near, he learns, in this still dell 
Dwells an old man, who in his early life 
Was once a servant in the royal house. 
Soon through the green path of a woody glade 
Passing with eager hope, he comes amid 
A scene of beauty and tranquillity, 612 
Which sure a mind, less sternly occupied, 
Might have composed to calm serenity, 
And breathed a sense of genial innocence. 
"Twas an autumnal noon: still varied leaves 
O’erhung the woods, tho’ some had newly fallen ; 
But among these the branching oaks retain’d 
Their verdant honours. Through a leafy grove, 
Himself conceal’d, he sees a sloping lawn, 
Bosom’d within a theatre of woods, 
That graceful rose along surrounding hills ; 
At whose still foot upon the grassy turf 
A rural cottage stood. O’er its white walls 624 
The vine her tendrils drew, the jasmine green 
Twined a fresh chaplet, and the woodbine-flowers, 
Yet peeping o’er the latticed window, lent 
Their grace and fragrance to the peace within. 
Meandering leftward, a clear streamlet flow’d 
Through sylvan glens, till lost amid a lake, 
That to the green lawn curved its orient breast, 
And glistening in the sunny radiance, shew’d 
A soften’d picture round its sloping marge ; 
Heaven’s azure, floating clouds, inverted hills, 
The cottage, and the many colour’d woods, 
Touch’d with a silvery, and reflected light. 636 
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Yet not the grace of these, nor islets green, 637 
That on the smooth breast of that mirror blue 
Reposed, could from the enquiring stranger draw 
More than one brief and transitory gaze : 

For other thoughts his bosom occupied. 

Likely he deems this peaceful spot to hide 

The sovereign fled, the prey of his desire. 

With cautious art he deems his studied search 

To execute, and beckoning to the slaves, 
Companions of his way, to lurk unseen, 

Himself through tangled vistas of the wood, 
Skirting the outer borders of the lake, 6.18 
Toward the fair cot circuitously winds ; 
Noiseless, and pausing oft to gaze around. 

So gliding through the trees and shadowy bowers, 
Still toward the varying cot he kept his eye, 
Sometimes among the thicker glades conceal’d, 
Sometimes, with sweeter change, beside the lake, 
Opening again in new variety ; 

While still fresh pictures in the waters shone. 

As thus with distant care the peaceful home 

He scrutinized, and mark’d each sight and sound, 
Hark! from yon greenwood opposite, the tone 
Floats of the woodman’s due-repeated stroke ; 660 
That absent from the cottage, where his gaze 
Discerns no footstep stir, its dwellers seem. 

So as he listen’d, and had now attain’d 

The very bank, where stood the rural cell, 

Hark! from no distant part, sweet-warbled notes 
As of a lute touch’d by no hand unskill’d, 
Caught his surprised ear, and through the grove 
Tremblingly died along. He starts—he stops,— 
Amid the still groves, like enchantment seem’d 
So unlook’d melody ; no mortal tones, 

But sure the echo of the fairies’ harps, 671 
Tuned from their woody haunts, to lull the ear 
Of sleeping Solitude, or warbled air 

Of some good angel, guardian of these shades. 
Through the intruder’s breast a tremor ran. 

Swift to the quarter, whence the music came, 

He turn’d his searching eye; nor as he gazed, 
Did fancy dissipate his waken'd awe. 

For on a rising eminence, half-hid 

Beneath the embowering branches of an oak, 

He could discern a beauteous form, attired 

In white, that seem’d as of celestial mien. 
Conceal’d among thick trees, he look’d, unseen. 
Still through the waving foliage beauty gleam’d. 
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He gazed, till he discern’d within a bower 685 
A female figure seated : her fair face, 

Alternately discern’d, then half-conceal’d, (cheek, 
Beam’d through the charmed shade ; one while, her 
Tinged with the faint blush of the vernal rose ; 
Then the dew’d ripeness of her vermeil lips, 

Or the dark lustre of her sparkling eyes, 

Broke through the varying covert of her bower. 
Her bright locks, hued as shine the shadowy wings 
Of the first lark, that from his dewy nest 
O’erhangs the morning’s eye, were round her head 
Bound with a simple wreath of autumn-flowers ; 
Leaving the soft fall of her graceful neck 697 
And bosom’s marble beauty unconceal’d. 

In her white arms a glittering lute she held, 
Which as she touch’d, and forward lean’d, she sigh’d. 
Sometimes a transient smile her heavenward look 
Made lovelier, while a deepening red her cheek 

A moment flush’d, swift-mantling o’er its bloom. 
A book lay ope beside her, and her mien, 

Scann’d by reflection’s cool sagacity, 

Spoke her of gentler race than village hinds ; 

And pictured thought, serenely delicate. 

In her own meditations all-enrapt, : 708 
Not on the hid observer did she turn 

Her fair eyes’ lustre, but their languid lids 
Raising, their soft light on the sunny air 

Fix’d, while her fingers dropp’d the faltering lute. 
And hark! her language thus the silence breaks. 


‘‘ Ah me! if every woman be like me, 
How wholly, young and faithful love begun 
Absorbs our souls, and makes us all his own 1 
Wherever now I am, and all day long, 
A tender pain, unwont till lately, seems 
With languid pressure resting on my heart. 719 
Awake, I muse, and ofter e’en than wont, 
Seek to these shades of friendly solitude; 
Where I may sit, indulging thoughts of one, 
Who of my bosom still must reign the lord. 
By night his image too my sleep attends : 
And still, in dreams, I seem with him to walk, 
Through these dear scenes, that heard our faith ex- 
I see his graceful look, and still 1 hear [changed. 
His talk renew’d, as he were here again. 
With what strange pleasure every thing I see 
Reminds me now of him, and seems to hold 
Communion with me, whispering to me still 731 
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Some token of his happy memory. 732 
Our cottage, since his noble presence graced 

Its rural hall, a little palace seems: 

And every walk, and grove, and flower, and tree, 
This wood, these hills, the river, and the lake, 
All that beheld his steps, or drew his eye, 

(Since they too of his truth were witnesses, ) 

Seem animated with a lovelier look. 

Dear were ye all before, sweet scenes! that lent 
To me a refuge from a dreadful fate; 

And in the bosom of your peace assign'd 

A home, and foster-parents, such as claim 743 
My love and gratitude, while life endures. 

W hatever be the state kind heaven for me 

May destine; or to be the faithful wife 

Of him, the noble chief, who owns my heart, 

In princely towers, his due inheritance, 

Amid the native vales, his pride and praise ; 

Or, (such by hostile tyranny debarr’d) 

Amid these shades retired, my humbler lot, 

I spend with him my tranquil, promised life ; 
Happy in either, so I be with him, 

Whose presence makes each spot where’er he dwells, 
A perfect world, a paradise below.” 755 


She paused a moment, while her beauteous face 
She turn’d, as if alarm’d; for near her bower 
Rustled the leaves, as by a ruder gale 
Shook, where within a thicket deep-conceal’d 
The listener lurk’d, but nought discerning there, 
Thus unsuspecting she her talk pursued. 


‘‘ Yet if a gracious Providence again 
Deign to restore to me the noble youth, 
Not on my fancy shines a sweeter scene, 
Where love and happiness could find a home, 765 
Than this so loved retreat of rural peace. 
For oh! far dearer are ye now, ye bowers, 
Around whose favourite oaks my own hands led 
Your flowing woodbines, and the garden-rose : 
And thou, sequester’d cot, whose hallow’d rest 
I strove to decorate around with beds 
Of fragrant violets, cull’d among the woods, 
With lilies of the vale, or golden moss, 
The bashful cowslip, and the harebell’s cup, 
Green myrtles, and removed from alleys moist, 
The wild-red strawberries, or white jasmine stars ; 
Though tended less of late, methinks, than once, 
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Sweet is your recollection still to me; 778 
And sweeter, since ye heard those true-love vows 

Breathed to your mistress by a noble tongue. 

And thou, fair lake, that in thy bosom bearest 

The genuine mirror of delighted heaven, 

Can I forget thee ever, who hast seen, 

In the still walk that skirts thy flowery verge, 

The sacred honour of my lover beam 

Visible in his face, what time he first 

Reveal’d his passion, and besought my love; 

Nor 1 the due confession could deny ? 

Then, what new transport in my bosom woke! 7s9 
All nature seem’d to wear a look of joy! 

And thou, bright lake, shew’dst ne’er thy crystal face 
So beautiful, as at that raptured hour. 

Not purer was the heaven thy banks reflect, 

Than the dear love, upon thy marge disclosed.” 


Check’d was her voice a moment, for she seem’d 
Rapt in delicious thought, that held the soul 
Captive in silent ecstasy, till soon 
Few added words her love-sick heart betray’d. 


“‘Oh noble youth! when wilt thou come again? — ! 
When will again thy soul of honour charm 800 
These quietudes; not worthless of thy stay ? 

Then o’er the same walks would we stray again, 
And in thy delicate and tender words, 

Thou shouldst repeat the promised happiness, | 
That in my memory lives and in my heart: : 
Calling me the companion of thy life, 

Thy soul, thy star, thy dearest portion here, 
Nor that our love should even end in heaven. | 
How more than earthly-sweet it were indeed, 

If thou, dear youth, in this green vale couldst dwell, 

And safe from all the toils of bloody war, 811 

W ouldst here repose with us: here live for me, 

And love, and heaven; while o’er our mutual truth, 

These my good parents, happy in our bliss, 

W ould smile, and share our blessings, and our peace. 

Oh! sweeter than all other were the employ 

To tend thy graceful beauty; then no more 

Exposed to danger, cold, and chilling rain, 

On the bare ground, but here by tender care 

Of female love still shelter’d and admired. 

With duteous zeal we would thy truth reward ; 

Exert each fond, each little art to please; 

Listen at eve the story of the toils 823 
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And perils scaped, (as from a King we did) _—_s24 
Till Pity’s tears should gush into our eyes, 

And each heart throb with gratitude to heaven; 
Attend our flocks; inherit health and peace, 

And shield our cottage-parents, till they die. 

But when their age may quit the world, myself, 
Not unbefriended then, and destitute, 

Should be the happy wife of him I love. 

What needs there, upon earth, more ample wealth ? 
Happiness, as I learn, as often seeks 

The shepherd’s cottage, as the kingly hall. 34 
And tell me, ye pure flowers, that blossom here, 
Successive, from fresh spring to autumn’s close, 
Needs there this mantling blush upon my cheek, 
If to yourself alone I tell a wish, 

Fond-fluttering in my bosom, that I too, 

Ere underneath your peaceful turf I sleep, 
Perhaps, by blessing of indulgent heaven, 

May leave some dear memorial of myself 

To tend these bowers, whose fresh-unfolded youth 
May bloom, as fair and innocent as you; 

Whom, with my peerless love, myself may meet 
After this life’s surcease, again in heaven, 

And only there in sweeter union dwell.” 847 


She paused : while to a whisper sank her voice ; 
For from the brake, where lurk’d the wondering spy, 
Issued a rustling noise: her eyes she turn’d, 
Thitherward, while more close the traitor cower’d 
And scaped detection, for she deem’d the sound 
Only some fawn upon his woody path, 

Or pheasant, bursting from some tangled brake. 
Her train of meditation thus awhile 

Broken, awhile she silent sat, and staid, 

Till once again composed ; when her full heart 
Thus to herself its lively feeling told. 858 


‘*' Woe worth the cruel Danes! how many tears 
Their wars have cost the English ladies’ eyes! 
What happiness their hideous presence mars !— 
Thou, too my father !—Can I think of thee 
Without alarm, yet mix’d with tender grief, 

And filial love, not from my bosom fled ? 

My heart for thee in sad submission bleeds. 

And for my sweet love’s safety, ah! what fears 

Arise, that still the flattering dreams of hope 

Dash with an envious hand, and dark with shades ! 

Again has autumn in her robes of gold 860 
VOL. II. P - 
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Revisited these bowers, since our good King 870 
Dwelt in this dear retirement; since my brave, 
My gallant hero, smit with rage of fame, 

With him from this retreat withdrew, to face 

New dangers in their suffering country’s cause. 
Alas! I grieve to think, what perils strange, 
What hardships and distress they now endure ! 
Where are the heroes now? Ah, me! perhaps 
E’en while I speak, wandering in mean disguise, 
Without a home, their daily sustenance 

Begging from door to door for charity, 

From countrymen oppress’d, or from the foe —$81 
Seizing with boisterous hand at hunger’s call, 
With peril of their life; and while they seek 

Some means to serve their suffering land, themselves 
Bereft of sleep, of rest, each solace kind 

That nature needs; no fond and female care 

To tend them with a smile, and whisper peace : 
Perhaps, ill-shelter’d in the lone recess 

Of some wild forest, from pursuing foes. 

Oh! shield them, heaven! thou, misery’s guardian 


Thou that inspirest sympathetic tears, [friend, 
Yield thine own pity, and their woes relieve. 
Their suffering virtue thou wilt not forsake. 893 


Yet still to heaven will I not fail to breathe 

For their dear lives, my fervent orisons. 

Nor thence will mercy’s rainbow-throne reject, 
Where truth is prized, Love’s fond and constant 
Pure nor unhallow’d by a secret tear. [prayer, 
Before the twilight’s fading shadow sees 

The light, that blushes from dawn’s maiden cheek, 
As fair she rises from her airy bed, 

I will be wake, and ask some angel’s hand 

To waft my wishes through heaven’s crystal gate. 
And when the early night ’gins first to spread 

Her veil of dewy gold o’er moonlight oaks, —905 
This wood I will revisit, where I heard 

My hero’s parting words; so sadly sweet 

Surely were never; and my downcast look 

His lips raised upward with a sacred kiss, 

Not then denied, whose soul-subduing power 

Yet vibrates through my heart, and lives impress’d. 
There will I listen, when the nightingale 

Tunes to the tranced air her love-sick song, 

Till I shall deem her sorrows like my own; 

While Echo softer every strain renews, 

Like Love’s remembrance, when his joys are fled. 
Then will I cherish thoughts of one most dear, 917 
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Gaze up to heaven, and fixing my raised eye 918 
Upon some brightest star, shed meek my prayer, 
Till love’s rich vision shew him here again, 

And this lone glade seem all a paradise.” 


She stopp’d again, while wrapt in holy trance 
She seem’d of love, and hope, and trust in heaven; 
Till all-absorb’d in tender memory 
Of one sole object, thus, save to herself 
Unthought, her bosom’s passion she disclosed. 


“< Ah! if love’s recollection be so sweet, 927 
What must the bliss of his possession be ! 
When every day, nay, somewhat, every hour, 
I may enjoy his heavenly company, 
And hang upon his looks, and hear his voice. 
Ah me! methinks I am too foolish-fond. 
While thus I linger on these dreams, my heart 
Dies tremblingly within me, and I seem 
Dissolved away with love-sick tenderness ; 
A crimson flush, I feel, suffuse my cheeks, 
As if it blush’d for, and must needs upbraid, 
These thoughts, that scarce I to myself reveal. 
Plead for me, young fidelity and trust, 939 
And my sweet love’s unmatch’d nobility. 
I will not shame you ever, though my heart 
Seem thus subdued with pensive languishment. 
Nought against honour can my generous prince 
Ever intend: I should not love him then. 
Himself will guard my dignity, and me 
Make worthy still of your, and virtue’s name. 
Ye sacred graces, [ remember you, 
And while I live, before you bow. Should heaven 
Deny the happiness fond hope would paint, 
Sure for no other youth I e’er can feel 
So fervent admiration ; but the due 951 
Of him, the peerless object of my faith ! 
Feeding on thoughts of one I loved so well, 
Time’s limit I should wear away; then die, 
And leave these fancies at your sacred feet.— 
Yet ah! how long I linger here, and thus 
Too much indulge possessing solitude ; 
For while I nourish this delicious pain, 
Unfitted, I forget my daily task. 
Useful employment summons, that may well 
Occupy and divert these musing thoughts. 
What gratitude, for benefits received 
In yonder cottage, claims my presence there! 963 
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Thither I'll hasten, and myself engage 964 
On daily cares, that rural life beseem.” 


This said, the maid arose, and left the bower ; 
And o’er the green path passing to the cot, 
Saw not Hiaofrid, ’mong the trees conceal’d. 
Soon as the maid her rustic home had gain’d, 
The lurking traitor utter’d thus his thought. 


‘* Now is the summit near of all my hopes. 
Prince! said she not?—his princely heart?—and 
Suspecting not my audience, of some chief (told, 
Lately, or now, in these sequester’d bowers 
Shelter’d, for whom a passion she confess’d, 

With all the tenderness of virgin love. 976 
And sometimes in her speech she named the King. 
Doubtless, it is the King himself: and fame, 

That speaks some lowly cot his hiding place, 

Errs not, and this will prove the very spot. 

Plain he has won this tender creature’s love, 
Forgetting soon the Queen, whom erst 1 led 

To Anselm’s halls, retired. Yet in the strife, 
That yielded their possession to the Dane, 
Perhaps she perish’d by the assailing sword. 985 
But here the secret fugitive deceives 

A cottage-maid, and his inglorious head 

Hides from the vengeance of victorious foes. 
Gentle she seems indeed, and beautiful, 

Of mien surpassing her apparent state. 

Whether she be the native of yon cot, 

Or what the purpose that detains her there, 
Future occasion well may prompt to know. 

But my first aim is to discover now 

Alfred, the fallen fugitive, that him 

I may deliver to fierce Oskital, 

Price to myself of a divided throne ; 997 
Whose sceptre likeliest will, ere long, be sway’d 
Singly, without corrival, or compeer.— 

Yet hold :—if with attendants he be found, 

Who in these shades at times may visit him, 
Danger awaits me: for since I forsook 

The English cause, ere yet its powers dispersed, 
Such my secession cannot be forgot, 

And sudden vengeance may be wreak’d on me, 
Ere I can well dissemble my approach, 

As not unfriendly, nor of hostile quest. 

Befits it, I bespeak due aid at hand.” 1008 
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So saying, to his hireling followers near 1009 
The cautious traitor, cowardly as base, 
Now secretly withdraws, and bids them wait 
In silent privacy his likely call ; 
Perchance, his quick return. These mute obey. 
Then toward the cottage o’er the fronting lawn, 
On which depasture the sweet-breathing kine, 
He speeds, and entering the retired abode, 
Perceives the virgin, and an aged dame, 
Busied on works of household import there. 
No other inmates when his look discerns, 
These he accosts with mien of modest guise. 1020 


‘« Peace to the tenants of these happy shades !— 
Start not; nor let a thought of fear disturb 
Your gentle hearts; if native to this spot, 
Goodness and innocence inhabit here. 
English, methinks, you are; and will not then 
Refuse my errand’s purpose to attend, 
Intrusive though it seem, perhaps, and rude. 
If to these still and hallow’d bowers the tale 
Of war and Danish cruelty, has reach’d, 
Yours doubtless is the kind and tender wish, 1030 
Such woes to heal, and to your power, relieve. 
T am an English chief, and held my rank 
In Alfred’s army ’gainst the Danish foe, 
Till adverse fortune broke our wearied powers, 
And Alfred’s self in sudden flight withdrew. 
Fame rumours, that in some sequester’d cot 
He lives, and scapes pursuing enemies. 
Fain would I, from so perilous retreat, 
Remove him to a residence more safe, 
Becoming more his state and dignity. 
Bent on this object, anxious, far and near, 
I long have sought him. Ample are my means; 
A princely castle and demesnes are mine, 1043 
Held but by nominal tribute to the foe, 
And free from all invading scrutiny. 
Tell me then, fearless, since I well believe 
These shades contain the hero whom I seek, ~ 
Dwells he not here ?——Or know you his retreat ?— 
If found, I can to him impart affairs 
Of dear concernment in his country’s cause ; 
What hopes his servants yet retain; the fate, 
Power, and condition, of each several chief!” 


With looks of mute surprise, the timid maid 
(Fix’d on the speaker her expressive eyes) 1054 
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Observes the stranger ; cautious of deceit. 1035 
But garrulous, the simpler rustic dame 
To his enquiry yields this prompt reply. 


‘‘ Kind and good chief, whoe’er you be, your heart 
Beats, like our own, with honest English faith. 
Pray heaven, the noble King be yet alive ! 

This cottage and these shelter’d scenes to us 

Seem dearer, for that all the wintry hours, 

Till the last spring attired our woods in green, 
Our humble home a shelter lent to one, 

Who had been late a soldier, and well knew 1065 
The story of these bloody wars; could tell 

Of all the chiefs, that fought i’the English ranks. 
Oft our fireside at eve he has amused 

With his relation of events so strange, 

Chances, and circumstances of the war, 

Of the Danes’ cruelties, who drench with blood 
Our native fields, and fill the air with cries 

Of mothers, mourning for their children slain; 

Till such unwonted tale has held us all 

In rapt surprise, forgetful of our beds. 

Much of the King himself the soldier knew, 

His various perils, and his hard escapes ; 1077 
And o’er his sufferings drew our pitying tear, 

Till my old husband’s eyes would join us too. 

Yet though the gallant man so much had seen, 
Nor would have shamed the glittering ranks of war, 
Modest and humble was his ’haviour still 

Within our lowly cottage; to us all 

Gentle, and pleasing. Ere his state I knew, 

He was my servant, kind and tractable, 

Willing, whate’er I bade, to do with smiles, 

That his good services I yet regret, 

Not without grateful memory, and think 

That I shall ne’er again his fellow see.” 1089 


This heard, Hianfrid hastily return’d ; 
‘‘ Doubtless, the soldier, of whom thus you speak, 
As dwelling in your cottage, was the King. 
Start not ;—I know, it was the King himself; — 
Dwells he here still? or whither is he fled?” 


To whom the aged dame: “ Ah! would that still 
He had remain’d with us, (whoe’er he be,) 
That with his aid and presence cheer’d our cot. 
But not, in such condition, would it fit 
The King to come; alone, in mean attire, 1099 
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And from affairs of state so long detain’d. 1100 
Such not engaged our stranger’s thoughts at all, 
Though, sure, his noble mien bespoke him more 
Than one of vulgar rank ; perhaps some chief, 
Awhile here sheltering from pursuit of foes. 

But ne’er his real name he told to me. 

Here he resides not now: and where he bides, 

I know not, though I deem him living still 

In some obscure retreat; for oft he sends 

Hither by hands unknown some present kind 

Of deer or game, in sign of gratitude : 

And fond enquiry adds, solicitous 1111 
To hear our safety, welfare, health, and state.” 


The treacherous chief resumes. ‘‘ Believe indeed, 
It was the King himself, disguised and hid. 
You have described his very qualities : 
His various knowledge of the affairs of war; 
His fondness to relate the strange events, 
Which he had witness’d, and not idly shared; 
His gracious mien, and affable, that can 
Itself to every state accommodate, 
And win regard, or in the stately court, 
’Mong princes, nobles, and high-titled dames, 1122 
Or in the tented field and battle’s heat, 
Or in retirement of the rural cot. 
And pardon me; perhaps, this gentle maid,— 
(Whether the daughter of these peaceful shades, 
Or native to a court, transplanted here 
To bloom in safety mid these sheltering bowers,)— 
She can, perhaps, impart, though you may not, 
Who was the hero that here loved to stay, 
And what the refuge that detains him now.” 


Alarm’d, and with increased surprise, the maid 
Surveys the stranger: then with faltering tone 1133 
Ventures to ask, who may the chieftain be, 

To whom each loyal English subject owes 

So rich a debt of gratitude; who thus 

With such kind care seeks out the banish’d King, 
And proffers him a safe retreat, and balm 

Of tender solace in his strange distress. 

‘‘ For from our martial guest I heard the name 

Of many an English chief, who graced the war, 
Memorized with a due reward of praise. 

And I would fain the generous hero know, 

Whose courtesy now claims our due respect.” 1144 
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Disturb’d with such enquiry, in the look = 1145 
Of the struck traitor, spite of struggling art, 
A strange confusion glow’d: conscience of guilt 
Suddenly stripp’d the mask of glozed deceit, 
And, some brief moments, a suspicious glare 
Betray’d the secrets of a villain’s heart. 
The maid observed his mien, and as she gazed, 
The native caution of her virgin breast 
Flutter’d with pause of hesitating fear. 
Yet doubtful had it been, that subtle art 
Might from the gentle female have allured 
Dangerous discovery, had not (ere the time 1156 
Permitted to the stranger forced reply,) 
Denulph, the venerable swain, returo’d, 
With axe across his shoulders flung, at noon 
Leaving his task to share his frugal meal. 
The stranger’s errand quickly the old dame, 
Ere bid, to her attentive spouse unfolds, 
Who, soon as such kind courtesy he hears, 
Narrowly eyes the shrinking visitant; 
For that strict gaze the stranger seem’d to shun. 
The thoughtful swain recals to memory 
The stranger’s features, and accosts him straight. 
“Is it not he ?—Sure I remember well 1168 
Edric, the good and kind old chief, who erst 
Adopted, as his own, two gallant youths, 
Who with him used to hunt at Alfred’s court: 
Myself attending as a servant there.— 
Sure this is one of them !—Though time has since 
Much changed your countenance, and manlier made 
Features, which then were fair in youth’s soft bloom. 
You are Hianfrid ;—or my memory errs.” 


Not to the mean intruder were such words, 
Or recollection, pleasing, which recall’d 
Events of his past life; his treachery 1179 
To his kind benefactor ; his revolt, 
Which, though it promised greatness, stung him still. 
After a moment’s pause, the subtle chief 
His name acknowledges, and adds, though loth, 
That he remembers too the hoary swain, 
An ancient servant in the royal court, 
Attending frequently the princely chase. 
Tells, that since then strange chances have occurr’d, 
Old Edric, and young Harold, both are dead; 
One slain in fight, the other bow’d with age, 
And sorrow o’er his ruin’d country’s fate. 
But since their timeless end, their lands and powers, 
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Devulved upon himself, he yet retains, 1192 
Permitted by the sovereign conquerors. 


Discover’d thus, soon as the cottagers 
[lear ’tis Hianfrid, now within their home, 
(Of whose disloyal deeds their former guest 
So ill reported in his varied tale) 
All from him turn away, and in their mien 
Disguise not their aversion and alarm ; 
For all suspect deceit and treachery. 
The traitor-chief perceives, they know too well 
Fis genuine character; and ready thought —1202 
Imputes such knowledge to the just account, 
Which Alfred may have told, abiding here. 
Impatient then, and with stern anger fired, 
The traitor, in authoritative tone, 
As if to his own menial slaves address’d, 
Sternly commands the cottage-family 
Instant the wish’d discovery to impart. 
All hesitate, and to his fierce behest 
Return but silence. Then the paler maid 
He angrily accosts, with question strict; 
Nor shames to own, (her wonder waking more) 
That on his way to this sequester’d cot, 1214 
Lost in the grove, unknowing where he stray'd, 
He mark’d her seated mid her secret bower, 
And there her heart’s confession overheard, 
Meant only for her love-sick privacy. 
Whence he collects, that late the King was here, 
Whose refuge from their lips he now must learn; 
Or else the disobedient vassals soon 
Shall answer the concealment with their lives. 


So as he said, the lovely Emma fix'd 
Upon the threat’ner looks of proud disdain, 
Yet blent with wonder, and aroused alarm. — 1225 
She knew, before, the baseness of his deeds, 
And his mean listening her disgust renews ; 
That more than ever she disdains him now. 
A moment’s flutter critnsons her fair cheek : 
Then in her innocent bosom, honour’s seat, 
A dauntless resolution springs at once, 
And all the steadfast fortitude, that oft 
Ennobling elevates the female heart. 
Nor deem that praise unjust to woman-kind. 
Such gift is surely theirs: for not to them 
Are tenderness and love alone assign’d, 
Their proper portion, and their being’s end; — 1237 


218 KING ALFRED. 


But when a fit and high occasion calls, 1238 
Not to their then aroused and equal minds 

May man himself their proud superior deem. 

For fortitude, fidelity, they shew, 

A resignation, dignified, serene, 

Angelic, like their natures; nor can fear 

Of pain or death, their noble hearts appal, 

Or shake the lofty temper of their souls ; 

That, born of heaven, hold there communion still, 
And thence to virtue draw immortal aid. 


The aged swain, with aspect grave, sedate, 1218 
And mild intreaty, thus the chief accosts. 


‘‘ We have indeed of late heard much of you, 
And know of your secession to the Dane. 
How then to you can we betray our King ?— 
Why do you ask us ?—Let us here remain 
Quiet and unoffending cottagers. 
We seek no more, but here to die in peace ; 
Yet vainly grieving o’er our country’s doom. 
Enjoy you, as you may, your splendid lot ; 
Ours is but poverty, with innocence. 
But if to loyalty you are return’d, 1259 
And be yourself a witness of this truth, 
That no true pleasure, but in honesty, 
No peace in treachery, may e’er be found, 
If you seek out the poor, distressful King, 
To offer him a charitable home, 
(And sure your sad revolt he would forgive, 
And greet your union with a tear of joy) 
E’en then forbear his hiding place to know, 
For greater peril o’er him would impend, 
Lodged in your well-known castle, than could e’er 
Reach the retreat of his conceal’d abode.” —_1270 


Enflamed with passion, then the traitor-chief 
Suddenly thus retorts. ‘‘ And am I then 
Insulted here ?—my character aspersed ?— 
Rebuked thus, set at nought, despised, defied ?— 
By cottage hinds too?—-Shame upon my power! 
1 will not brook it.—Know ye who I am? 

The time has been, I was but Edric’s ward, 
Curb’d and kept back from loftier views by him: 
Yet am I now, by just ambition, raised 

To be a prince. No longer do I serve 

In Alfred’s poor and partial ranks; now fled, 
And yielding to their noble conquerors. 122 
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Of happier service I have won the meed. 1283 
Like Mercian Kenwulph, I shall reign, a King: 
And I have form’d with him a mutual league 

To fiod, where’er his secret haunt may be, 

The flying Alfred, cause of England’s woes, 
Whom ’tis our settled purpose to destroy, 

Or yield a captive to the victor Danes. 

A purpose, worthy of the public good; 

Since by his death shall future discords cease. 
Kenwulph is now my friend, and we are both 
Deputed for the conquerors, holding sway 

In kingly state o’er subject provinces ; 1294 
Alone in due subjection to the Dane, 

To whom we owe our tribute-fealty. 

And am I to be dared, and thus denied, 

By humble, mean, and vassal cottagers ?— 

Fancy it not. No—lInstantly reveal 

The spot, which now the exiled Alfred hides : 

Or your audacious lives the forfeit pay. 

Deem me not here alone, or wanting aid 

To execute whate’er my threats intend. 

My own attendants are at hand, with whom 

I range the country, in continued quest ; 

Nor my own people I command alone, 1306 
But boast the assent of Kenwulph and his powers.” 


So as he said, a strange and wild surprise 
A ppear’d in Emma’s agitated looks. 
At times a sudden paleness blanch’d her cheeks ; 
Then changed to crimson’s transitory flush, 
That told the emotion labouring in her heart. 
Hearing him speak of one mysterious name, 
So basely now allied in bad career, 
Sorrow and shame, surprise, and mix’d alarm 
Struggled at once with filial love, unquench’d, 
And indignation at those guilty threats. 1317 
The mingled tide of feeling, too severe, 
Her soft and delicate spirit overpowers. 
Then, as a lily in the golden rays 
Of moonlight, struck by sudden lightning, fades, 
She droops, and fainting sinks into the arms 
Of the old matron, rushing to her aid. 
Hianfrid, pitiless, the sight beholds, 
Nor heeds their care, while Denulph trembling speeds 
To add his succour to the fair oppress’d. 
Hianfrid from his belted side withdraws 
A bugle-horn, and blows a thrilling blast. 
Straight from the thicket spring the assassin-train, 
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And entering swift the cottage with dark looks 
Of stern attention wait his dread command. 


Emma recovering, opes her languid eyes, 
As the narcissus tenderly unfolds 
Her leaves, and opes their beauty to the sun. 
Soon as the fearful strangers draw her sight, 
A faintly-tremulous shriek of terror scapes 
Her shuddering frame. Speech is awhile denied, 
- And lost in mute despair she deems herself 
Doom’d to destruction: danger every way 
Seems to involve her: from Hianfrid much, 1340 
From her own father more; that every sense 
A cold, involuntary dread usurps. 
But soon her nobler nature, gathering power, 
Settles itself by strong reflection’s aid. 
Love too exalts her quick-returning thoughts, 
And lofty hope, and resolution proud, 
To save her lover, and the menaced King, 
Whose lives seem now committed to her faith. 
Nature at first was womanish and weak, 
But now in conscious dignity composed, 
Honour and lofty trust their seat assume, 
Victorious o’er her first and natural fears. 1352 
Till firm’d in high resolve, prepared she waits, 
Rather to die, than e’er her friends betray. 
Her beauty now its placid mien resumes ; 
As when a glassy lake, after a storm, 
That ruffled its smooth face awhile, is past, 
Soon in its breast reflects heaven’s peace again. 


The traitor-chief his pressing suit renews : 
‘* Ye mark my power, and now may be assured 
Of my resolve; nor that my threats are vain. 
Instant reveal the outlaw’d King’s retreat, 
Whom you have here so long from search conceal’d : 
Or, forthwith I do here arrest you all, 
As traitors, who in spite of strict command, 
Proclaim’d abroad by rightful conquerors, 
Have dared to harbour fugitives proscribed, 
Alfred, and his despised companions. 
Straight will I bear you hence, as prisoners, 
And rase your hateful cottage to the ground. 
To my own castle shall you be convey’d, 
And there, within a grated tower inclosed, 
Shall answer, with due torture, the revenge, 
Or justice, of your much offended lords. 
Then will ye willingly the secret own, 1375 
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When ye would shun an ignominious death.— 
Speak therefore, women, both accomplices, 
Tell, one of you, (but likeliest this young maid,) 
Where hide the runaways their felon-heads. 

If fear of menaced, but a certain, doom 

Not shake you, and ye deem my purpose vain, 
At least let prospect of your promised peace, 
Here unmolested, and your fault forgiven, 

(If ye disclose the secret in your power) 
Prompt you to utter that which no long time 
Will of itself reveal to every ear.” 


The aged dame in terror at his feet 1387 
Falls, and embracing his unbending knees, 
Implores his pity : ber assurance adds, 

That nothing of the King’s retreat she knows, 
If it were he, who was their guest, disguised ; 
Nor deems she, these her family can aught 
Impart of such intelligence, since time 

Long has elapsed, which lent his presence here. 


Serene, and with intrepid look the maid, 
Collected in herself, attracts each eye. 
Her beauty beams with unwont majesty ; 1397 
And in her air of awful innocence 
Shines visibly reveal’d a lofty soul, 
O’erpowering danger, though so young and fair. 
So stands Minerva’s statue, and with mien 
Of mingled grace and solemn dignity, 
Attracts, while it commands, the reverent world. 
Then Emma, heavenward lifting her soft eyes, 
That seem’d to beam as with celestial light, 
The soul’s high feeling thus in words declared. 
‘*Oh! heaven! support me in this trying hour :— 
Patience from thence into my heart infuse, 
And as I hope thy radiant seats to share, 1409 
Sooner than I shall into traitors’ hands 
(Alas ! what sorrow waits upon that name !) 
Betray the noble King in bis distress, 
Or sacrifice to brutal violence 
Poor, homeless sufferers, whose lives must pay 
The forfeit of their matchless gallantry 
And true defence in their lost country’s cause, 
Inspire me with unshrinking fortitude 
To yield my own less valuable life ; 
Prisons, or torture, patiently to bear 
Or whatsoever woes the insulting doom 
Of tyrants can inflict on loyal faith.” 1421 
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In grateful wonder toward heaven; a tear 

Of true affection down his furrow’d cheek 

Rolls, and the maid in his endearing arms 
Enfolding, o’er her neck he fondly leans. 

The thought that loyal truth and constancy 

"T'was given him thus to learn, from one so young 
And gentle, fires and elevates his soul. 

And soon as nature’s feelings, overpower’d 
Awhile, could yield his faltering accents way, 

He comforts her with these consoling words. 1432 


‘¢ Oh! noble spirit! righteous heaven, which thus 
Thy prayer invokes, ussuredly will thee 
Protect from danger, such as fancy fears. 
Act on the proud resolve thou hast declared ; 
Preserve the secret, spite of every threat, 
And let me still with higher reverence deem 
Of female love, and high fidelity. 
Fear not, dear maid! young, beauteous, as thou art: 
Oh! fear not death, but nobly bear: I too 
From thee will borrow honour’s sentiments ; 
And we will share together direst fate. 
if heaven so doom, together we can die.— = 1.444 
Lead to your prison, if your threats be true ; 
Or if but meant to try our humble faith, 
We cannot sacrifice from selfish fear 
Those, whom we love and honour; on whose life 
Our country’s future glory yet depends ; 
Who yet from this deep gloom of misery 
Shall burst, and like the sun, still bless our land.” 


Nor then was wanting from the death-pale maid 
Fond gratitude, and reverence, express'd 
In every gesture, to the good old man. 
His hand she grasp’d and on his aged face —_ 1455 
(While trembled in his eye a glistening tear,) 
Turning her beauteous countenance she fix’d 
One calm expressive look of angel-peace, 
And resignation, rising over grief, 
Whose eloquence reveal’d far more than words. 
With other feelings moved, the aged dame 
Laments and weeps, and loud remonstrance adds 
To the unfeeling ruthan and his train. 
Vainly to all in turn she oft appeals. 
‘* Oh! can you then (she cried) this poor old man, 
Or this young, beautiful, and harmless maid, 
Threaten with death, and torments; because here, 
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By chance, a wandering stranger came, and stay’d 
Awhile unknown, amusing us with tales 

Of wars and chances, of which we knew nought, 
Nor e’er partook; and but with wonder heard, 
For recreation, o’er our cottage-hearth ? 

Be merciful, and let us die in peace.” 


Silent, old Denulph, and fair Emma, stand, 
Inflexible ; and with their looks alone 
Upbraid the fierce intents of treachery, 
And to proud insult still superior seem. 1477 


Incensed, impatient, at this lessening sight, 
Hianfrid with stern accent gives command 
To his fierce train, the cottagers to bind, 
And lead them captive to bis princely tower. 
But first the cottage, and each lonely dell 
Cave, wood, and likely spot, with watchful search 
That they explore, to seek the lurking King. 
Then, that the traitorous cottage be consign’d, 
In presence of its daring occupants, 
To flames, well-merited ; destroy’d and razed, 
Till not a vestige of its site be left. 1488 


Afflicting were the aged matron’s shrieks ; 
Piteous her terror, and her frantic grief, 
As now the slaves proceed to execute 
Their cruel chief’s behest, who under guise 
Of seeming friendship, (profter'd to deceive,) 
Betrays all confidence, and dares avow 
His threats to perpetrate his dark designs. 
Sad were her tears, her cries, as round the Jimbs 
Of her dear husband, of the silent fair, 
Her own too, ignominious bonds they twine. 
Yet vain the venerable matron’s tears, 
Her iterated prayers; vain equally 1500 
The old man’s patient suffering, and the look 
Of beauty, mute amid so deep distress. 


This charge perform’d, awhile the traitors leave 
Theirtrembling prey, lock’d in their threaten’d home. 
The strangers then each wood, and cave, and dell, 
And every bowery grove explore, to find 
The object of their hope; but all in vain. 

Till when dim twilight o’er the still retreat 
Drew her obscuring veil, and woke the stars, 
Reluctant they resign the fruitless quest. 1510 
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The closing night approach’d; when to the cot 
Returning, from its roof the villains drive 
The forced inhabitants, and on the lawn, 
In front of their sweet home of rural peace, 
Stationing to the sight the sad old man, 
The deep-afflicted maid, the trembling dame, 
In sacrilegious fire they soon involve 
The lowly mansion. Crackling flames devour 
The curling tendrils of the vine, which long 
Innocent hands had joy’d to rear and guide; 
Seize too the rose, that at the window peep’d, 1521 
The bower of jasmine, and each cherish’d flower, 
That graced with sweets the white and humble wall. 
The straw-roof, blazing, sinks; volumes of smoke 
Roll, slow and ghastly, o’er the sacred groves; 
And reddening fires, ascending o'er the cot, 
Glare, dim-reflected in the shadowy lake. 
The conscious kine start, terrified, away, 
And fill the lurid air with dismal lows. 
The startled tenants of the infected woods, 
Fill’d with obscuring smoke and smell unwont, 
Fly screaming from their nests, and flaring groves. 
Horror pollutes around the sacred scene, 
So late the abode of peace and happiness. 1534 
Bitter and deep the grief, apparent then 
Both in the reverend swain, his aged spouse, 
And in the delicate and gentle maid. 
Some sorrowing words reluctantly burst forth, 
As they behold their home and cherish’d works 
Sink in the ruin of remorseless fires ; 
Themselves thus outcast, and where’er they look 
Threaten'd with fearful dangers gathering round, 
Whose hideous consequences none as yet 
Knows, but each starting fancy paints with dread. 
A strange emotion of aroused suspense 
Struggles within each breast: astonishment — 15.16 
Pervades them all, awhile usurping sense ; 
Till all appears a vision, or a dream, 
Cruel as cowardly, Hianfrid then 
Mocks the deep sorrow, which he sees disclosed, 
And in his heart exulting, (for he deems 
His end in part accomplish’d) bids his slaves 
Lead on their prey toward his securing towers. 


So urged along, old Denulph and the maid, 
With solemn resignation, from the scene 
Prepare to part; of each the deep-heaved sigh 
Tells the heart’s burden of oppressive woe. 1557 
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Different in mien, alarm’d, the aged dame 1558 
Utters her loud laments; upbraids, implores 

The fell invaders, yet alike in vain: 

Tells in this world she shall not long endure 
Sorrows like these, but die, with grief o’erpower'd. 
Upon her knees besets the cruel chief 

With unavailing prayers, nor knew how much 
Unrein’d ambition steel’d his worthless heart. 
With tender air, her venerable spouse 

Consoles the aged partner of his life ; 

Gently enfolds her to his constant breast, 

Kisses with honest fondness her pale cheek, 1569 
And dries the falling tears that dim her eyes. 

Then through the silence of the shadowy night, 
What time the young moon opes her arched eye, 
Secretly, and from chance of rescue safe, 

The miserable cottagers are led, 

Like traitors o’er the public ways along, 

Bound, weeping, and in pain; with lingering looks 
Oft turn’d upon their home and scenes they love, 
Visible long from gleams of smouldering fire ; 
Then eyeing heaven, and with faint-murmur’d prayer 
Its aid imploring through dire woes to come. 
Malignant pride, and far-expectant hope 1581 
Dance in the bosom of the traitor-chief, 

As now he ponders what results shall spring, 

In furtherance of his deep-projected scheme, 
From the possession of the new-won prize. 

For these, he deems, the monarch’s refuge know ; 
And time and terror will the secret wrest, 

Though now with strange perversity conceal’d. 


So as they pass on their reluctant course, 
Hianfrid, silent, rapt in brooding thought, 
Firms his deliberate purpose: first to bear 
The victims to his castled seat, where closed 1592 
Within a separate tower, they shall remain, 
Till wearying fear and suffering shall wring forth 
Discovery, on which rest his future hopes. 
Soon too to Kenwulph he intends to impart 
This the first issue of his search begun, 
A clue, and prospect won, to nobler prey ; 
The happy earnest of assured success. 
Next too the fierce, expecting Oskital 
He purposes to visit, where he holds 
His kingly tent in idle shew of war, 
W allowing in treasure, won by blood and spoil, 
Amid the Danish camp, that spreads afar 1604 
VOL. II. Q 
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In Wilts its congregated pomp, effused 1605 
O’er Eddington’s wide plains, and from the heights 
Of Bratton’s castle sways the country round ; 
Holding in awe the southern provinces, 

Since England’s hapless realm is all subdued. 

The cruel Danish King to please the more, 

And win to his ambitious purposes, 

Hianfrid meditates ere long to greet, 

And tell of this his happy enterprise : 

And should the haughty Oskital, allured 

With story of the maiden’s modest charms, 

Or of the cottager’s unshaken faith, 1616 
Require their captive presence in his tent, 

The servile parasite resolves in heart 

Them to surrender there, to wait the will 

Of the commanding and relentless Dane. 

Doom’d to such purpose, these pursue their way. 


Ah! little reck’d the Mercian sovereign, then, 
That his own long-lost child should thus become 
The earliest victim of that traitorous search, 

To which in evil hour he pledged assent ; 

Nor aught he deem’d, by what mysterious means 
Does Providence o’erhang and punish guilt. 1627 
Else, if the secret story were reveal’d, 

How had the strange indignity, endured 

By her his only child, once dear as life, 

With tumult roused his soul of settled gloom ! 

As little did the host of victor Danes 

Dream of the new and dark intrigues devised 

By men, whom faithful to themselves they deem’d, 
And tributary ; but believed their sway 

O’er England's realm, unmenaced and secure. 
Though of their mighty host a numerous part 

Lay o’er the plains of Eddington encamp’d, 
Where in mock battles and wild sports of war 1639 
They loiter’d, and deceived the weary time, 

Yet, not unmindful, some with active zeal 

Sought to diffuse o’er all the fainting land 

Means of confirm’d subjection to their yoke ; 

And not alone with military sway 

Govern’d, where’er they came, till every man 
From the fallen English drew the name, Lord-Dane; 
But to the victor side they overawed 

Conspiring opposition, and induced 

By high rewards proclaim’d, and prices set, 

The prompt destruction of all noble hearts, 

True to their native country and their King. 1651 
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The Danish chiefs their restless thoughts engage 
On various occupations, suited each 

To his peculiar mind and character. 

The sovereign Guthrun, politic, sedate, 

Joys chiefly to extirpate from the land 

Christ’s meek religion, and o’er all the realm 

In Christian churches, and monastic fanes, 

He substitutes the worship of his gods, 

Odin, and Thor, and Frea, warlike Tyr, 

And every deity to heroes dear. 

His hope is rife, that all the country soon 

Will bend to knowledge of the faith he loves. 1663 
Sure test of favour from the Danish King 

Then might it be to any Englishman, 

Who, (urged, perhaps, by sad necessity 

To ask some boon at his imperious hand) 
Promised a feign'd conversion to this faith, 
Howe’er his heart the hated lie disdain’d. 

Or if, infatuate, any lost indeed 

The sacred hope, in infancy reveal’d, 

(Such was the honest truth of Englishmen, 

That, tho’ o’erwhelm’d in sorrows, these were few) 
What honour, wealth, and fame among the Danes 
Waited an active proselyte, who hired 1675 
Others his weak example to pursue ! 

Such fail’d not most to win great Guthrun’s love; 
Whose kingly purpose was, the British isles, 

For ever subject to the lordly Danes, 

Henceforth to hold in order’d government; 

Nor seems the progress of that mighty hope 
Difficult now, nor distant from his power. 

For Haldene, warlike chief, great Regner’s son, 
Northumbria’s tributary sceptre wields ; 

And all the spacious region, that extends 

North of the Humber’s, and the Mersey’s, streams, 
O’er Scotland’s southern borders, holding there 
The hardy Strathcluyd Britons, where they dwell, 
South of the Forth and Clyde’s romantic flood, 

Is parted now among his following troops. 

Full soon too meditates the northern King 

His wide dominion upward to extend 

O’er all the Highland district, till it meets 

The ambient ocean; climes of awe and gloom, 
Yet dear to their old Pictish race, who fled 

To mountains, wild and savage as themselves, 

In ages past, and Roman power disdain’d. 
Already have his ships the Western isles 
Subjected, and the storm-vext Orcades. 1699 
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With him his noble brother, Hinguar, owns —_1700 
United sway, and both together boast 

A settled empire, while their vassal-trains 
Cultivate, undisturb’d, the fertile land. 

Fit too for power were both, and born to rule; 
Hinguar, for princely counsel eminent ; 

Haldene, for bravery ; prompt to execute 
Whate’er his brother’s mighty genius wills. 
Deputed Kenwulph fills fair Mercia’s throne, 
With tributary service; ruling thus 

All the vast midland country, the confines 

Of whose wide-circling marches border chief 

On provinces, contiguous to the main ; 1712 
From Mersey and from Humber sweeping south 
To Thames and Severn; skirted on the west 

By the brave people, who possess of yore 

The mountainous paradise of Wales, and boast 
Descent from Britain’s prime inhabitants : 

Thence stretching wide domains, until the realm, 
Adorn’d with many fanes, and stately towns, 
Unites with Essex, and East-Anglian, plains. 

The sovereign Guthrun, pondering thus, revolves, 
That he himself (since Alfred’s power is past) 
Will fix his high dominion o’er the realm 1723 
Of Wessex, first in potence as in name, 

And add the adjoining kingdoms, Sussex, Kent, 
(Far-famed and proud) fair Surrey, and to the east, 
Essex, and all East-Anglia’s sea-wash’d shores, 
Not least in his esteem, since these beheld 

His earliest conquest, and his sovereignty 

First own’d in England’s hard-contested fields. 
Nor shall the realm of Wales (so Guthrun deems) 
Boast long its freedom from the Danish yoke ; 
For noble Hubba, Regner’s worthy son, 

Thither has lately steer’d his numerous fleet; 
Certain of conquest, though he be opposed —1735 
By the bold nation, proud of ancient fame, 

And led to battle by the prince they love, 

Roderic the great, in wisdom as in war 

Alike renown’d, lord of the Cambrian clime. 

Nor will it profit aught to Roderic Mawr, 

(So hopes the sovereign Dane) that he so late, 
Fired with a dauntless ardour to maintain 

His old inheritance, the royal seat 

Transferr’d from old Caernarvon’s stately banks 
To Aberfraw, in Mona’s sacred isle, 

Now the chief capital of Cambria’s realm ; 

Won once in fight from Mervin, (Roderic’s sire,) 
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By the great Egbert, England’s former King, 1748 
Who named his prize of Mona, Angles isle. 

Nor to proud Roderic shall it profit more, 

To guard with idle semblance of a fleet 

His obvious coast; or Snowdon’s passes wild 
With all his nation’s army to defend. 

Nor shall his prudent policy avail, 

Parting the realm among his gallant sons 

In princedoms three, with tributary sway ; 

To each a regal palace given, with hope 

That each shall stablish there a royal tribe : 

To Anarawd the brave, his eldest-born, 1759 
The chief and northern province, Gwynedd, given : 
Demetia’s rich and southern clime assign’d 

To Cadell bold ; and the eastern Powys land 

The lot of Mervin, his loved youngest born, 
Emulous of his grandsire’s veteran fame. 

Though each the sire has bound in mutual league 
Of union, still each other to defend, 

From every foe; and should dissension foul 
Among themselves befal, the three to meet, 

And the third brother, from the quarrel free, 

To speak the voice of justice ; paying still 
Homage and fealty to the eldest-born. 1771 
All vain; for Hubba’s proud subduing arms 

(So deems the Dane) shall crush all adverse power.— 
The green and sister island of the west, 

Hibernia, still retreat of saintly cells, 

The sovereign Guthrun contemplates as won, 

And now subservient to the Danish yoke. 

For the brave Hinguar, Regner’s mighty son, 
Erst joining Guthrun o’er the astonish’d main, 
First in East-Anglia venged his father’s death ; 
Then o’er Northumbria’s death-devoted realm 
With victory’s arm his glutted ravens led, 
Scouring the land from Humber to the Tyne; 1783 
Last with two hundred ships from Scottish shores, 
By the brave chiefs, Anlaffe and Sygtric, join’d, 
Steer’d his proud course to Dublin’s city old, 
With treasured riches, and a countless train 

Of English, Welsh, and Pictish prisoners : 

When not alone this stately port soon own’d 

His conquering power, but other cities famed, 
Chiefest that decorate green Erin’s shores, 
Waterford’s mart, ard Limerick’s western bay, 
Late by bold Turges won, and safe possess’d, 

Till by the base Melachlin’s art he fell, 

Drawn to lake Iron’s isle by love betray’d 1795 
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To perish by insidious stratagem. 17.96 
Yet all the land, which erst the Ostmen held 
Brave Hinguar has regain’d, and added too 

For the Duffgalls and Fingalls in his train 
Extensive territory, and proud domains : 

Sure omen, that ere long the general isle 

Will own him sovereign, not without assent 

Of her own peaceful natives, fitted thus 

By his control for commerce, or for war. 

Such were the hopes of Guthrun, chief supreme.— 
Second in power, more selfish and more fierce, 
Oskital now the due occasion marks 1807 
To glut his sword in blood of Christian priests, 

Or infant innocence, or to defile 

With impious grasp sweet female modesty, 

Or treasures to amass of sumless wealth, 

By sacrilegious rapine from rich fanes, 

And golden shrines, and spoil of fertile fields.— 
Amund, the gallant chief, the third in power, 

This idle season of unwelcoine peace 

Cheers with his own invented gaiety ; 

Feign’d battles, tournaments, the feast, the dance 
With trains of virgins, and the minstrel’s song, 
Sounding the warrior’s deeds, or beauty’s praise. 
The inferior chiefs their leader’s choice pursue, 
With imitative reverence and love. 

The distant Vice-roys, from their several realms, 
Visit at times imperial Guthrun’s camp, 

And to the triple power, assembled there, 

Pay token of superior sovereignty, 

With promised fealty and homage due. 

Nor absent then the Mercian Kenwulph stays, 
Nor base Hianfrid, rebel Englishmen, 

Compell’d, and aiding, in conspiracy, 

By open war, or spoil, or secret guile, 

To ruin and enslave their native land. 1831 
But most the Danes hope in his hid retreat 

To find, ere long, the English King, and him 

To offer at ambition’s bloody shrine : 

Theme, dear indeed to every Danish ear. 


Nor, save in part, the latent Alfred knew 
The growing perils, that beset him round ; 
Nor the dark train of aggravated woes, 
Impending o’er him, and his native land. 
Horrid the miseries of war; and now 
Conspiring treason haunts the fatal air. 
Paragon he of patriot constancy, 1842 
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Still with his little company of friends, 1843 
Lurks in his lonely isle near Parret’s stream, 

Lost among waters, woods, and moory wastes. 
The chiefs, the patient partners of his cell, 

Or the poor pilgrim-bard, are used at times 

To roam abroad, and glean, howe’er they may, 
Intelligence of use, to suit the time, 

And thence inspire meet care, or favouring hope. 
Yet less on daring enterprises now 

They issue forth together, as they wont, 

But knowing that suspicion is awake, 

And furious search abroad (as fame reports) 1854 
Singly they venture out, and more disguised. 

Not small their progress, though such dangers threat ; 
Nor in their country’s service does alarm 

Impede their steps of zeal: for not alone 

They roam to Aller’s vill, whose antique fane 

And tree-crown’d hill o’erlook the marshy vale, 
Or Langport resting on smooth Parret’s stream, 
But oft beyond Red-Elill, and Burton’s height, 
Through Currys, skirted by the sedgy moor, 

And Gregory’s sylvan Stoke, they wind along ; 
Or sometimes o’er the banks of creeping Thone, 
By moonlight, westward to Thone’s stately town. 
At times across the northward moors they stray, 
To Perrot’s rival town, secluded there; 

Or woody Goathurst’s stag-frequented mount, 

Or Enmore’s princely, and far-seen domains, 

By ancient Spaxton, to the Quantock hills ; 

And, past their westering head, along the shores 
Which the tides lave, that rush beyond the steep 
Or level holmes, o’er many a spacious bay, 
Toward Avon’s mouth, and Severn’s prouder flood. 
Beside these shores, full many a lovely spot 

They visit, where Cleeve’s alabaster cliffs 

Among, Saint Decuman his hermit-cell 1878 
Chose, strangely wafted from the glens of Wales. 
Then Dunster’s castled tor, and graceful pride, 
And Minehead's sea-wash’d crags, and lofty downs; 
And Porlock’s cliff-hung strand, and royal port ; 
Culbone’s romantic steeps; and these beyond, 
Nature’s own grotto-harbour, Ilfracombe. 
Eastward sometimes they turn their steps, and rove, 
Where Somerton uplifts her kingly towers, 

Now proudly own’d by the triumphant Dane: 
Perhaps where Castle-Carey mourns her state : 

Or by the windings of the peaceful Brue, 

To Bruton’s willow-bosom’d vill, and on, 1590 
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To old Pen-Selwood’s forest wilds, the head 1591 
Of woodland scenes, thence stretching many aleague. 
Sometimes by Zoyland, or the village-fanes, 
Othery, or Higham, past the Stawell tree, 

O’er the bleak Polden-Hills they singly climb, 

In pilgrim guise, toward Glastonbury’s shrines ; 
And tread its holy fane, all-stript, where sleep 
The bones of saints and heroes; where of old 
Arimathéan Joseph fix’d his staff, 

That sprung into the wintry-flowering thorn. 
Thence they the regal palace of Wadmore 

Visit, or Brent’s bigh knoll, whose fortress-site 1902 
Surveys the main, and country far around. 
Sometimes the abbey of monastic Wells ; 

And far o’er lofty Mendip they approach, 

To Badon’s battle-fields, and sun-warm’d springs; 
Then ancient Bristow’s rich and peopled mart. 
Nor fear they thus adjacent provinces 

To pierce if need demand, for useful end, 

All the night long on varied embassy, 

Fraught with some purpose for their country’s weal. 


Thus, spite of every danger, vivid hope, 
Gleaming through worst distress, still animates 1913 
The few lorn fugitives, their country’s shield : 

For to their native land, in times so dread, 

Such e’en of humble instruments like these 

Might seem the priceless value, and the aid. 

Such was the state of England’s suffering realm, 
As when a noble vessel is surprised 

At midnight in a tempest; while the moon 
Destruction’s arm has veil’d in thundering clouds, 
Till only darkness may perceive and hide 

The purposed ruin; ’less the shrieking crew 

From roaring billows swoln to mountain-height, 
Through some swift lightning-flash discern at hand 
The ghastly, rifted rocks that part the waves; 1926 
Torn all the shrouds, and perish’d feeble hope, 
Last the pale master o’er the side lets fall 

His single anchor, which alone contends 

With winds and waves, and saves the drifted wreck, 
Till skies be calm, and morning’s light return. 


Partaking thus meet caution, more advised 
From more augmented danger, Alfred now, 
Less frequently admits his own egress, 
But guarding more his persecuted life, 
Stays much within this pensive rural cell. 1936 
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While roam his chiefs abroad his hopes to aid, 1937 
He in these waste and dreary solitudes, 
Unthought of any, patiently revolves 

For his loved land designs of order, peace, 

Glory, and wealth, and tasting happiness. 

As the queen bee, within her waxen cell 

Stays ever, there devising order calm, 

While rove abroad her busy ministers, 

And from each distant flower and fragrant herb 
Cull sweets and treasures for their city’s wealth, 
Its rising state to build, or to defend, 

Against approaching winter’s ruthless storms. 1918 
Or in such interval, perhaps, the King 

With his loved sister, Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
While other his companions absent roam, 

Seated at night within the turf-built hut, 

In solitary gloom, more pensive made 

By fading embers, or the glimmering light 

Of the faint lamp, which from intruding winds 

The King’s ingenious art had fenced around 

With flakes of polish’d and transparent horn, 

Or else, at eve, around the lonely isle 

Wandering among the alder-groves, where browse 
Tranquil the goats or deer, and sing the birds, 1960 
At seasons such as these, the King with her 
Holds tender converse; waking, in the heart 

Of each, remembrance fond and soothing hope. 
Then to her faithful ear the monarch deigns 
Impart his private cares, and opes the soul; 
While, unreserved, shines forth the patriot King, 
The husband, father, brother, and the man. 

Amid his lone distress he felt and own’d 

The value of so kind and sure a friend; 

And from her pleased affection he receives 
Comfort, and feels each dearest hope confirm’d. 
Nor deem, her gentle heart could not respond 1972 
To themes, sometimes of graceful sympathy, 

That from her eye still drew the ready tear; 

Or proud and high, and big with large design 

For their loved country's rescue, and her peace. 


Thus would proceed, perhaps, their mutual talk. 
‘Unlike indeed, (the thoughtful King would say ) 
This our condition to those prouder hours, 

When I on Winchester’s imperial throne, 

Amid our stately palace, or yourself 

At Repton’s kingly seat, or Tamworth’s towers, 
Received to England’s, or to Mercia’s, court 1983 
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The princes and the nobles of the land, 1984 
Tendering their willing fealty and love. 

Or, at the general council of the realm, 

When you,with your loved consort, (prince whose 
I reverence for his valour and his faith, [name 
As for his goodness and connubial truth) 

Leading the wise and good from Mercia’s realm ; 
Myself too with the nation’s chiefest men, 

(From all her tributary princedoms met,) 
Assembled to devise the public weal. 

Ere the fell inroad, and increasing power, ; 
Of Odin’s savage sons, (whose joy is war,) 1995 
O’erwhelm’d our best endeavours, and in spite 

Of all our toils and many a hard-fought field, 

At last have triumph’d, blasting all our aims. 
Until myself, once England’s King, am now 
Bereft, as we perceive, of kingdom, crown, 

And name; a poor and lonely fugitive, 

Whose life is sought by ruthless enemies; 

My once brave army broken in despair. 

W idow'd too in the bosom’s tenderest ties, 

My heart partakes in sorrows, like thine own; 
Since she, my life’s support, my soul’s best part,— 
My children—those on whom I look’d with hope, 
That they should rise, the statfs of my weak age, 
And the preservers of our country’s peace,— 

Are all no more—but innocence like theirs 

Made victims to barbarian cruelty. 

No pity shewn to creatures, fair as they :— 

Oh! torn too early from this bleeding heart, 
Though borne by angels to a better world !— 

Yet from a theme so mournful let me turn.— 

E’en in calamities so dire as these, 

We are not yet forsook of hovering hope. 
Welcome, thou radiant herald, o’er whose wings 
Light flutters, which a happier scene reveals; 2019 
From whose stretch’d hand and meekly-whispering 
We may learn resignation to a will, [lips 
Too high for mortal sense to apprehend ! 

Though all seem lost, and bitter be indeed 

The cup of sorrow that we two must drink, 
Though here our portion seem of many griefs, 

Still let us lean on that good Providence, 

Who with superior wisdom rules events 

Of this low world, conducting all to good. 
Preserved no doubt for some benignant end, 

Let us, e’en here, with gratitude adore 

His chastening hand, and use the scanty means 
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His goodness deigns us still, in this calm spot 2032 
Of peace and shelter, to devise the weal 

Of our afflicted country, and indulge 

The sweet delight yet left us, that e’en we 

May prove her blest deliverers, and work 

Amid this gloom her peace and happiness. 

There is an eye that will approve from heaven, 
And, amid all our sufferings, bless such cares. 
Under that favouring guidance, we may live, 

Poor as we now may seem, such fond designs 

For our dear native England to fulfil; 

For which too our brave brothers fought and died.” 


He paused: and when the sister’s graceful tear, 
That as he spoke had fill’d her melting eyes, 
Fell o’er her cheek, half by her hand conceal’d, 
Expressive silence quitted for awhile 
Her trembling lips, and lent its place to words. 
While thus her heart, not so resolved, but bow’d 
By deep oppression of successive griefs, 
With interrupted accents, she reveal’d : 


‘‘ Different indeed this scene from happier days, 
When, ere my dearest Burthred, (now no more,) 
Was lost to me, at Mercia’s splendid court, 

By Repton’s shrines, where sleep a race of Kings, 
Or in our stately Tamworth’s castled halls, 
Assembling nobles graced his honour’d throne. — 
Oh! when my soul reflects, (as still it must,) 

On the long train of cruel miseries, 

Which we and our loved people have endured, 
Now passing twice ten years, e’er since my hand 
Our sire in marriage gave to Mercia’s King, 

My faint heart sinks within me, and alone 

My wonder springs, that this weak frame survives.— 
Alas! my dowry, and my morning-gift, 2065 
Has been one series of incessant woe ; 

And only troubled danger, and alarm 

Of frantic war, careering through the land, 

Has blown the blast of terror to my ear. 

What horrors of detested strife! what roar 

Of armies, meeting in the bloody field ! 

What cries of murder and rapacious spoil, 

What sacrilege, what savage violence, 

What fires, involving temples, towers, and towns, 
The ancient glory of her fairest plains, 

Have raged o’er Mercia’s realm, and made it lie 
One waste of smoking desolation ! 2077 
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Since mighty Regner’s sons, the Pagan’s pride, 
Attended by a train of pirate-Kings, 

Urged their revengeful ships o’er northern seas, 
To whelm in ruin Britain’s fated isles. 

No league of fancied peace has been observed, 
Since our departed brother, and thyself, 

At Nottingham’s besieged seat reduced 

The foe to peaceful treaty ; when he swore 

To leave our kingdom to its rightful Lord. 

Vain were his oaths: all-hope of peace was vain. 
Scarce had they quitted Mercia’s ravaged plains, 
Ere with unsated fury they assail 2089 
Contiguous provinces; then blood and fire 

Track their fell footsteps, to our throne again, 
And Croyland’s holy altars, which to guard, 
Algar and Tolius, dear illustrious names, 

Led the selected youth from Lincoln’s fields, 
And Hoiland’s marshy tracts: alas! in vain! 
For o’er the vanquish’d heaps of heroes dead, 
Nobly contending fell our English chiefs, 
Day-stars of glory to posterity ! 

Ere Oskital, beside the sacred shrine, 

With bloody axe slew, as he knelt in prayer, 
The gray-haird, saintly abbot, Theodore; —2101 
And seizing every where the screaming priests, 
Stain’d every aisle with blood, and every tomb 
Rifled, where lay at rest our princely dead: 
Then gave to flames the consecrated pile. 

While to the hermit-wood of Ancaryg, 

Some holy priests, escaping, bore away 

Few valued relics from their costly stores. 

Our realm has witness'‘d yet more ruthless deeds 
Of enemies, the cause of all our woe. 
Medeshamstede’s fane, whose far-famed monastery, 
And burgh, to holy Peter dedicate, 2112 
(Which my own pious spouse had erst endow’d,) 
Noted through Europe for its treasured wealth 
Of learning, relics, gems, and saintly shrines, 
Ruin’d, now scarce survives ; a monument 

Of the relentless Hubba’s ire, who here 

Avenged indeed his brother’s fortuned wound, 
Stunn'd by a massive rock, ere yet the gates 
Resign’d their just defence. But ah! no power 
The Pagan’s maddening thousands could oppose. 
Fallen is the noble pile! its treasures torn, 

And all its holy inmates cold in death !”— 


She paused a moment, for too poignant grief 2121 
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Seem’d to o’erpower her utterance, till again 2125 
Sad memory, brooding o’er her sufferings past, 
Thus to her brother’s ear their fraught reveal’d. 


‘‘ At last, in deep despair, my royal spouse, 
After his long and vainly-anxious care, 
O’erpower’d by numbers, and by treason lost, 
Scarce scaping with his life and household, fled ; 
Exiled to foreign climes.— With pain we reach’d 
Rome’s stranger-seat, not to thyself unknown; 
Where my dear husband, worn, and sick at heart, 
Pining in thought upon his country’s doom, 2135 
Not Jong survived.— But in the silent grave, 

Far from his home, his sorrows are at rest !— 
Would that I too had by his side reposed ! 
Would that the vow, which knit our souls in one, 
Could then have borne us to the self-same tomb, 
And thence together wing’d our flight to heaven ! 
But God’s high will be done !—In holy ground, 
Amid the precincts of imperial Rome, 

He sleeps, within his country’s school, devote 
To blessed Mary, hyinn’d by fervent rites 

Of princely sepulture, our own behest.— 

A widow’d woman in a foreign clime, 2147 
My native land the prey of savage foes, 

My father, all my brothers (save thyself,) 
Deceased, in troubles, or embattled fields, 

My earliest purpose was, at Padua’s shrine 

To take the holy veil, and there to end, 

In cloister’d musing on a happier world, 

The little remnant of my mournful days. 

But hope to see thyself again, and soothe 

(If aught I might) thy sufferings with my aid, 
Moved me once more to seek thee; now alas! 
My only friend and guide; a husband, sire, 
Living alone in thee; and to devote 2159 
To thee the little service of my life. 

Yet ah! to find and see thee, thus distress’d, 
Thy share of grief, alas! not less than mine, 
Kingdom bereft, and all our souls held dear, 
Afflicts me, that my heart is well nigh broke. 
Thy courage sole supports it, and the thoughts, 
Inspired by thee, breathe comfort, while it faints. 
Consoled by thee, e’en yet I hope, and feel 

A secret joy, from patient trust in heaven.” 


She said, and tears, renew’d, her bosom eased, 
Oppress’d with sorrow’s long-increasing load. 2170 
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Pressing her hand extended, where she sat, 
(The other veil’d awhile her downcast look,) 
These soften’d accents soon to her return’d. 


‘‘ Trust me, my sister, these thy kind regrets 
I duly feel, and thee admire the more, 
And love, for this thy tender truth express’d. 
Oh! faithful ever to thy spouse, and me! 
I thank thee from my heart. Have comfort yet. 
Though I may now appear thy only friend, 
Since father, brothers, husband, all are lost, 2181 
Though of our ruin’d family ourselves 
Be now the sole surviving remnants left, 
Methinks, through clouds of dark despair, I see 
The star of hope break brightly, as it wont, 
Unfolding happier visions, yet to be.— 
Yet may I see thce on thy Mercian throne, 
(One gem compacting England’s seven-set crown) 
With zealous joy complete the dear designs 
Of thy dear husband ; by myself approved, 
Thy patron; while thou reign’st, thy people’s pride. 
Though here no princely officers of state, 
No chamberlain, no titled cup-bearers, 2193 
No azure-vested bards, no honour’d dames, 
Attend us with the forms of royal pomp, 
Though now the ermine vesture, or the robe 
Of purple, wrought with gems and flowers of gold, 
The gorgeous armlet, and gold-pendent chain, 
The studded belt, the sceptre, and the ball, 
And all the rich apparel and array, 
Which mark nobility, be absent here,— 
While in these humble vests of peasant-brown, 
We scarcely know each other, (so unused 
And strange they seem) till charmed memory wake, 
Yet we are still ourselves, and if the mind 2205 
Be rich, those trappings we can surely spare.— 
For who, in blest tranquillity secure, 
In this low hut, (though meaner seem its roof 
Than shields the humblest of the cottage hinds, 
Our subjects once) can dream of poverty ? 
Here is sweet shelter, peace: no treachery lurks 
Within this little court; here yet we boast 
A faithful council of assiduous friends, 
Not numerous, but for truth most eminent, 
Though reft, like us, of all, save hope and heaven. 
My heart assures me, we are destined yet 
To free our country, and to live, her shield, 2217 
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He paused a moment, till with soften’d tone 
These thoughtful words his patient soul express’d. 


‘‘ Yet in its wisdon, if all-ruling heaven 
To us that proud distinction should deny, 
(The dearest hope, to which our hearts aspire,) 
E’en here we may be happy, and can die, 
Acting our best, in lorn humility. 
Green nature smiles upon us, and the sun 
Daily for us illumes heaven’s azure dome, 2227 
And nightly quits, to trains of brilliant stars, 
That mock the idle pageantry of Kings. 
Soon as the morn awakes, and all day long, 
The minstrel-birds their rival notes attune, 
And warble songs of gratitude and joy, 
That well may please the choicest monarch’s ear. 
These sure compensate well for courtly Jays. 
Though all our royal parks, and wide demesnes, 
Our cultured gardens, and fair palaces, 
Our stately cities, and our throne itself, 
(So late by nobles girt and princely thanes) 
Be by the foreign robbers now usurp‘, 2239 
Yet is this rustic cell, this rafter’d hut, 
Hid in the bosom of this marshy waste, 
And laved by waters of the creeping Thone, 
A seat that happiness may not disdain. 
With peace of mind, and favour of just heaven, 
It is enough to answer all our wants. 
Some happier spirits than ourselves may rise 
Hereafter, who shall us remember yet, 
And imitate our hopes, though not our fate. 
These from the grasp of Pagan tyranny 
Tn future time (oh ! may that hour be near) 
With better issue, sure not fonder love, 2251 
Shall rescue England, our dear native Jand. 
These shall be hail’d her blest deliverers, 
The brave defenders of her sacred soil, 
Which we so long in vain had strove to save.” 


He ceased: and while with tender gratitude 
Throbb’d her attentive bosom, as he spoke, 
Shone through the glistening tear her azure eyes, 
Like sapphires beaming over orient pearls. 

Then her endearing converse she renew’d. 


‘“‘ Alas! myself am for a throne unfit !— 2261 
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Had my loved Burthred’s life been yet awhile 2262 
Spared to his country, he indeed, most sure, 
Aided by heaven, had high designs achieved ; 

His daily study, and his nightly dream. 

Full well I know he sought by every means 

To civilize, improve, adorn, and bless 

His spacious kingdom, and his trust approve ; 

To be a worthy vice-roy under thee, 

A ray of glory in the English crown. 

His pride and dearest purpose of his heart, 

Was still a fit successor to be deem’d 

Of the great Offa, Mercia’s famous King, 2278 
(Our grandsire Egbert’s high contemporary, 

A pupil of the illustrious Charlemagne) 

Who in the western fastnesses of Wales 

Held the bold ancient Britons so subdued, 

That none might dare, on pain of death promulged, 
Or loss of limb, to pass great Offa’s dyke, 

(That wondrous work stretching from sea to sea, 
To part wide Mercia from the realin of Wales) 
Unlicensed, or whose vagrant foot might tend 

To interrupt with strife fair Mercia’s peace. 

With princely talents and unwearied zeal, 2284 
How would he still have joy’d thy cares to aid, 
Thy prefect-King of Mercia’s ample realm ; 
Controlling all the marches of the land, 

Southward from Hlumber and the Mersey’s streams, 
To Thames and Severn’s floods, and bordering Wales, 
And all the East-Anglian wild and woody clime. 
To thee invaluable was the love 

And faithful service of a friend, like him, 

Who of so large a portion of the isle 

Took charge, and lived but to promote its weal.” — 


Hush’d was her voice a moment, for at thought 
Of one so dear, brief silence o'er his name 2296 
Gave place to tender musing, and to tears ; 

Till recollection these fond accents drew. 


‘‘ Ah! venerable shade! though lost to me, 
I still must sanctify thy memory ! 
With what delight did I still share his cares, 
And joy to know of all his purposed aims, 
To aid him (if I might,) by act or word; 
To soothe his troubled thoughts, and prove my love 
And trusted faith, through many an anxious toil ! 
How then has throbb’d my heart with rich delight, 
When he has deign’d to say, with generous love, 
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My admiration was his sweetest meed, 2308 

The dear reward that all his cares repaid. 

Oh! good and confidential! with what charm 

Of pleased benignity did he impart, 

And I too hear his noble purposes, 

His fond endeavours for the public good ; 

E’er since, a youthful maid, our royal sire 

Betroth’d me to him, as his honour’d bride, 

In presence of the nobles of the realm, 

At Chippenham’s regal vill, that heard the vow. 

Oh! ye past hours of joy, (though chequer’d oft 

With sorrow,) that in Mercia’s splendid court 2319 

With him I spent, you still I fondly hail! 

With what kind welcome, and delighted pride, 

My royal consort to his court received 

The valiant nobles of his spacious realm, 

Enjoying then their dignities in peace ! 

When earls of many a shire attended there, 

All honourable men with lordly state, 

Great Stafford’s earl, and Derby’s generous lord, 

Lincoln’s famed chief, and noble Nottingham, 

The lord of Bedford, Worcester, Oxford’s thane, 

Warwick, and Leicester, Gloucester, Hereford, 

Northampton’s earl, the valiant Buckingham, 2331 

Chester’s proud chief, and Salop’s ancient pride. 

When too at stated seasons of the year, 

(The three great tides of Christian festival,) 

At the great council of the nation call’d 

By England’s King with wont solemnity, 

The Ealdormen, and Heretochs, and Thanes, 

In purple robes, with golden eagles wove, 

And flowing vests, with costly borders hung, 

Their fair hair streaming o’er their dark-blue eyes, 

Their golden bracelets glittering on their arms, 

(The envied sign of true nobility,) 

And crooked seaxes, beaming by their side, 2343 

Or in their hands the ponderous battle-axe, 

Their brows with costly coronets beset, 

(Methinks I see them march with princely port) 

Tender’d their homage and their fealty. 

When too their families, and honour’d wives, 

The stately ladies of our wealthy land, 

Vying in beauty as in opulence, 

Their twisted tresses wreath’d with gold and gems, 

And golden crosses on their bosoms hung, 

Attended. deck’d in all their costly pride, 

Admitted to the councils of the state 

By ancient right, and high prerogative. 2355 
VOL, II. R 
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When too the sacred bishops of the land 2356 
Join’d that high pomp, and by the nobles’ gift 
Founded new abbeys and new charters sign’d, 
Granted with holy signet of the cross; 

And all partook their sovereign’s festive board, 
His regal state, and proud munificence, 

For many days prolong d. Then not alone 

The plenteous royal table, throng’d around 

By high nobility and beauty’s pride, 

Pledged every dainty of the bounteous clime, 
Mead, wine, and fruits, and all the season’s wealth, 
But stately-vested bards the joy revived ; 2367 
And song in turn, and changeful harp, went round. 
Next in the field, the sports to nobles dear, 

The stag, hawk, hound and horn, and neighing steed 
Made all the plains and woods resound with joy. 
Till after eager labour and fatigue, 

Ready the pages brought loose linen vests, 

Apt for the warm bath, and refreshing fumes. 
Then after joys and intercourse, so shared, 

All pledged the social gild, and generous faith 
Exchanged, of each to other, hand to hand, 

With vows of amity, and to defend 

From all assault of foes or tyranny, 2379 
After true English wont, and ancient rite. 

Pleased then with all, their sovereign, and my spouse, 
Used (as the custom was) each noble friend 

To notice with his favour, and some gift 

To each presented; to the noble chiefs 

Gold cups, or needle-work of me, their Queen. 
For still I joy’d in rich embroidery - 

Of silver and of gold to picture deeds 

Renown’d, of English ladies loved employ. 

None thus unnoticed or without reward 

Retired; whence all, with grateful love, recall’d 
Their sovereign’s favour, and his gracious state. 2391 
Nor with inferior joy his own heart beat, 

To know all happy, and in peace at home ; 

All orders and degrees alike content, 

The Atheling, thane, the freeman, or the swain.” 


She paused, as resting with delight on thought 
Of scenes so loved, till once again her spouse 
Rush’d on her memory, and his noble acts 
With praise affectionate she joy’d to tell. 


‘¢ How too he loved to visit, and restore 
His towns and cities, sack’d by fierce assault 2401 
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Of oft-invading foes, as oft repell’d ! 2102 

With what fond care he from their ashes rear'd 

Abbeys, and fanes, and homes of holy men, 

And prostrate castles, o’er the ravaged land, 

While yet resistance to the foe avail’d! 

Repton, the chosen seat of Mercia’s Kings, 

Within whose walls his buried ancestors 

Lie tomb’d in royal state and carved shrines ; 

Ah! late by Danish sacrilege profaned !— 

Warwick, thy castled steeps, surveying far 

Thy fertile meads, and Avon’s silver stream: 

Tamworth, thy regal town and stately towers, 2413 

And moated Lichfield, thy cathedral-seat, 

Pre-eminent o'er all the Mercian sees; 

Whose wealth and dignity may emulate 

Thy kingly Offa’s dedicated gifts, 

That decorate Saint Alban’s honour’d fane. 

Thee, London, Queen of the wide-rolling Thame, 

On whose broad flood, borne from the neighbouring 
main, 

Rush’d the fierce pirates in three hundred barks, 

Scorning the mighty Julius’ antique towers, 

And burst the city-gates, and rased thy walls, 

Plundering Saint Paul's high temple; and his cross 

There broke in mockery, and the saintly shrine 

Of Mellitus, and holy Erkenwald, 2426 

While thy good bishop stan mourn’d in vain : 

Then the West-minster rear’d on Thorney-isle 

By pious Sebert’s hands, and graced with gifts 

Of Kings, that loved its Mercian site to claim; 

And, Chester, thy far-distant ancient walls, 

Pride of the west, where fair Saint Werburgh’s shrine 

(Great Wulfer’s daughter of a royal race,) 

Shews imaged o’er its pomp the sculptured forms 

Of many Mercian Kings, her famous sires, 

Whose legend-scrolls proclaim their deeds,and name. 

Vain were thy castled heights, whose Roman towers 

O’erlook the winding Dee, nor could thy strength 

Agaiost so fierce an enemy prevail ; 

Till the good Burthred brought thee hope and aid.— 


‘“« How gratefully, and with what zealous love, 
Would my dear spouse, if living, have return’d 
The friendly kindness, and protecting care, 

Both of our sire, and brothers now at rest; 

Nor least, my dearest Alfred, of thyself !— 

Oh! never did his generous heart forget 

Thy noble spirit, when, as yet a youth, 2447 
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An early soldier in the fields of fame, 2448 
Thou with our gallant brother Ethelred 

Camest to our aid by Nottingham’s high walls, 
Besieging there the proud audacious foe. 

And when the peril of that war was past, 

Thou must have witness’d in those youthful days, 
How kind a friend he was! how good a King !— 
Pleased was he then, and overjoy’d indeed, 

When a young soldier at his joyous court, 

The wreath of conquest glittering on thy brow, 

_ Thou drew’st all eyes; when beauty’s glance alone 
Shone upon thee, nor vainly : for amid 2459 
Our train of noble virgins, thy brave heart, 

Open to love’s inspiring energy, 

Selected for itself that star of grace, 

The glory and the honour of thy life, 

The fair Elsweda, sprung of royal line, 

Great Muchil’s daughter, Gainsborough’s honour’d 
Ah! to her country, and thyself, too soon _[earl. 
Lost, and removed to heaven’s congenial sphere !— 
She then, in sorrow for her fallen sire, 

Fallen in stera war near Windsor’s forest-wilds, 
Beheld thee move in all the pride of arms, 

Like some new beam of hope and victory. 2471 
Thee to her many suitors she preferr'd: 

Though rival nobles, asking her fair hand, 
Pledged to her sire the richest morning-gift. 

Thy love my Burthred mark’d with proud delight: 
For this so tender tie, he hoped would prove 

An earnest of thy love to Mercia’s race, 

And, by renew’d alliance, that his realm 

W ould be united fondlier still to thee.— 

Alas! what ruin, since that happy time, 

Our eyes have witness’d! all our cherish’d hopes, 
Where are ye now? fled, vanish’d like a dream ! 
No peace, no respite, for our dear designs, 2488 
Could e’er be won: resistance all was vain. 

My' worthy consort, after dreadful war, 

Dethroned, an exile: kingdom, country, hope 
Itself bereaved—(ah ! Jet me think no more—) 
All—all—bereaved: only the hand of death 

Was wanting to complete the train of woe; 

And that soon smote his disappointed heart. 

We fell, o’erwhelm’d in such resistless fate, 
Which left our realm the prey of tyranny, 

And must for ever claim my pitying tears.” 


She ended; and in sad remembrance rapt, 2494 
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Fond brooded o'er her country’s sufferings, = 2.195 
Still pressing heavily her loaded heart. 

Till, with endearing tone, the soften’d King, 

The partner, as the friend, of her distress, 

Thus sought her troubled bosom to compose. 


‘**T was not alone, fair patriot, (so he said) 
The maddening torrent of invasive war, 
That broke your kingdom’s peace: but in your court 
Black treachery added too her serpent-stings, 
Or else the noble Burthred, kind as brave, 
Might at this hour have sway’d his rightful realm. 
But ah! unhappy Kenwulph in the court 
Of Mercia once a favour’d minister, 2507 
Whom I so faithful to his trust esteem’d, 
And erst, a fellow-officer in war, 
I knew and prized when first at Nottingham 
Victory deign’d to grace our earliest fight ;— 
That he of all men, ’gainst his chiefest friend 
Should turn the hideous standard of revolt ;— 
The man, who on my nuptials, by his aid 
And reverent demeanor, pleased all hearts ;— 
Who had himself to wife the sister fair 
Of our loved Rayner, Somerset’s good earl, — 2517 
The honour’d lady of thy Mercian court, 
And fond companion of thy social hours— 
(Alas! not now to thy fond friendship spared,) 
That such a man, so favour’d and so high, 
For the vain mockery and shew of power, 
The empty title, and mere name, of King, 
Should join the counsels of his country’s foes, 
And both by secret arts, and open arms, 
Plot, and complete, her final overthrow ! 
Oh! foul ambition; by what tempting glare 
Dost thou from virtue’s paths and sphere of light, 
To blackest deeps and hellish caves of death, 2529 
Wildly lead on thy dazzled votaries ! 
Even now I deem him by the keenest pangs 
Of sorrow, deep repentance, and remorse 
Agonized and consumed: that even now 
He hates the name and idle pomp, he craved, 
And pines a tributary, titled, slave ; 
Compell’d to serve his stern and tyrant lords. 
What power to Burtbred could avail to stem 
The shocks of war and added treachery ?” 


The sister with responsive mien returns. 2539 
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‘* Alas! surprise, and even pity, still 2540 
Affects my heart, when on the sad revolt 
Of the much favour’d Kenwulph I reflect. 
Oh! dire ambition ! thou most deadly tiend, 
What violations of untainted faith 
Wilt thou not tempt mankind to risk for thee ! 
Had not my generous consort on his name 
Heap’d ample honours, and his high regard, 
By confidence, and rank, and station, proved ? 
For not by birth was he an Atheling, 
But sole by Burthred’s favour and high gift, 
Knighted with form of soldier-ceremony, 2551 
An officer distinguish’d in his wars; 
A thane alone his rank, by property, 
Possessing five fair carucates; a church, 
Bell-house, and burgh-seat, and an office known 
In the King’s hall: noble by office thus, 
But not an Ealdorman, or heretoch.— 
And when he married of my household one, 
Dearly by me beloved, the sister sweet 
Of noble Rayner, Somerset’s kind earl, 
Who visiting his sister at our court, 
Came oft and paid his willing service there, 
I loved the honour'd Kenwulph for her sake, 2563 
And gave him as a dowry, with my friend, 
My lands in Lacinge, by a charter kept 
Among the abbey-rolls at Abingdon.— 
Alas! all vain such friendship, favour, gifts, 
To chase away wild visions of a throne !- - 
All was forgot, and his too faithful wife, 
And daughter loved were number’d with the dead, 
Grieving in pain o’er his detested league. 
Since then in desolation all is whelm’d; 
My buried husband’s place is now usurp’d 
By his wont friend, and trusted minister, 
The traitor Kenwulph, substituted King, 2575 
Crowa'd in his room at Repton’s hallow’d shrine. 
He robs the people, and oppresses sore 
With dread exaction and rapacious hand 
The clergy and the merchants of the realm, 
To gratify the avarice of the foe. 
Nor e’en the helpless poor escape his rage : 
That our late lovely realm now shews alone 
One general face of misery and spoil. 
And none now live, whose heaven-directed arm 
May save our country, and such ruin end, 
All, all, alas! are subject to the sway 
Alike of pitiless, barbarian lords— 2587 
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While this their cruel, rebel deputy 2588 
Willingly or compell’d, their reign abets. 

Ah! who may blame if my oppressed heart, 

Sick with the weight of sorrows such as these, 
Should yield, o’er thoughts so sad, to sole despair ? 
Widow’d I am, bereft of much most dear, 

Nor strange to many griefs : a sister still, 

And that sole thought my saddening heart revives.” 


To her the noble Alfred thus returns, 
Inspiring confidence: ‘‘ All is not yet, 
Beyond recovery, lost :—if but again 2598 
Our rallying nobles, and by them led on, 
Our gallant army, by some secret means, 
Yet all unknown as uncontrived, unite, 
(Since time not yet has fair occasion lent) 
Under the favour of protecting heaven. 
Such union might the nation’s power restore, 
And all our fondest hopes be yet attain’d! 
We will not then despair of wish’d success, 
Nor yield, as lost, all prospect of relief; 
But watch each precious chance, each favouring hour, 
That still may promise rescue from our foe, 
And snatch the wreath of triumph from his brow. 2610 
As yet the time forbids us to attempt 
Designs so great, how fond soe’er the wish. 
Surrounding ruin, and the fated train 
Of worst misfortunes yet conspire to bid 
Prudence still wait; until some gradual ray 
Of heavenly hope beam o’er the brightening scene, 
Whose blessed gleam we will not mark in vain.” 


He ceased, and on the ground his thoughtful look 
Bent fixedly, that spoke profound resolves. 
To whom the sister thus her heart express’d. 2620 


‘Oh! sole, to whom our bleeding country looks 
For late deliverance, her hope and shield !— 
Oh! ever ready, e’en amid despair, 
To offer at thy beckoning country’s shrine, 
In her defence, thy own unvalued life ; 
Still for thyself, as wont, too nobly brave ! 
Alas! I cannot from thyself conceal, 
That, mid such wild destruction as I see 
O’er all the ravaged land, my woman’s heart, 
Timid by nature, by experience more, 
Dares not that cheering thought indulge again.— 
The proud reunion thy fond fancy paints, 2632 
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I fear too strange to hope, remote, and vain.” — 2633 


Moved, by her tender and dejected air, 
And even for a moment, (as it seem’d) 
Sharing its melting influence, with a tone 
More soft and low than wont, the King return‘d. 


‘* Let me not much assume: thy partial praise 
It is not mine to claim, nor deem my own. 
But hear me, sister, to thyself now breathe 
My inmost heart. Adversity to me 
Has taught some lessons of experience true; 2612 
Painful and hard, but oh! most justly meet. 
Such as have made me estimate myself; 
Know my own duties, and my people’s claim. 
Ah! had I earlier understood aright 
The benefit of union, and the need, 
That Britain still should to her foes present 
One dauntless front of energy ; her King, 
And people bound in firmest ties of love; 
Our present state, perhaps, had not been thus.— 
I might have been not what thou seest me bere— 
Yet by God’s help, I will be something still.— 
Oh! my ill-fated country, now too late, 2654 
With deep regret, most sensibly I feel, 
Sever’d and small as are thy rocky isles, 
Yet proudly-seated on their throne of waves, 
Thy weal, thy greatness, and thy being, all, 
Depend on truth and union in thyself; 
In confidence in thy paternal King, 
Who for his people his great office holds : 
No idle task: a trust of anxious care: 
The centre of the constitution’s arch, 
Upon whose strong cement of union lean 
The jarring nobles, and their rival states, 
Whose discord, (fatal more than foreign foes,) 2066 
Would else the hallow’d structure soon o’erwhelm. 
Some palliation of my forfeit fame 
Justice may yet award, when she shall tell 
The errors of my youth and my dislike 
Of the high duties a too early throne 
Imposed upon me ere I was prepared, 
That never ’mong my blessings could I rank 
Good education, but neglected long. 
For from my soul I grieve, with ceaseless sighs, 
And still among my worst misfortunes name, 
That in my youth, while leisure and desire 
Remain’d for studies, worthy of a prince, 2678 
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I could find no preceptors to impart 2679 
Just knowledge and my darkling mind inform. 
Such was the state of general ignorance, 

To which war’s horrors and the troubled time 
Reduced our country, scaring far away 

All learning, from the cottage, or the throne. 

Led by a youthful mind, I only joy'd 

In hawks and hounds, and urged the noisy chace 
O’er Wessex, e’en to farthest Cornwall’s plains: 

’ Ardent in studies, worthless of a throne, 

And unconnected with my people’s good : 
Preferring games, the gleeman, and the harp, 2690 
To loftier cares of state and polity. 

And when at last my dawning mind awoke 

To serious love of learning, and to me 

Fair science seem’d to ope another world, 

Where all was peace and harmony like heaven, 
While rapt in studies rich and dear as these, 

The cares of this poor isle seem’d then so mean, 

I valued not my throne; entreaty none 

Could from my deep retirement, fraught with joys 
So sweet and novel, draw me to the cares 

That seem’d to compass its ensanguined seat. 
Though crown’d, and by the general people’s voice 
Call’d to the station my good father fill’d, 

Now vacant by my latest brother's death, 

I scorn’d my people, and of no esteem 2705 
Held them, or this my state; and knew not then 
The sacred debt their sovereign to them owed. 

I sought but ease and respite from the toils 

Of war; till soon disunion foul arose, 

And I, in turn, was by my people scorn’d.” 


He paused awhile, and seem’d to painful thought 
To yield, while sadly pondering o’er the past; 
Till soon his voice renew’d such thought express’d. 


‘¢ Ere long, unlook’d, yet justly, on my head 
Fell the dread consequence of such neglect. 
Fresh jealousies and new conspiracies 
Broke forth, begun in my loved father’s days, 
And burning still, though they awhile had slept, 
Ere since my sire’s return from Gallia’s court, 
Where he in nuptial league had ta’en the hand 
Of Judith, daughter of imperial Charles : 

When to conciliate the faction proud, 
Headed by Ethelbald, his eldest born, 
And the great bishop and prime minister 2724 
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Alstan, with Anwulph, Somerset’s famed earl, 2725 
Our father from his western throne retired, 
Leaving to Ethelbald the sovereign rule; 

Himself contented with the eastern sway 

Of Surrey, Sussex, Essex, and proud Kent, 
Whose mighty nobles, Colmund, earl of Kent, 
Huda, of Surrey, and the generous lord 

Of Sussex’ ample province, with fond zeal 

My father’s mild and peaceful reign obey’d. 

But Ethelbald not long his throne enjoy’d ; 

For Ethelbert, our father’s second hope, 
Succeeded, and a happier sceptre sway’d, 2736 
Leaving two noble sons, both princely youths, 
/Edelm and Athelwold, their country’s pride, 

Yet each too young to wield affairs of state. 
Ethelbert early died, and left his throne 

To Ethelred, third scion of our house, 

Who lost in Merton’s field his precious life, 
Leaving but Thora, his sole daughter loved. 

Thus to the throne myself, against my wish, 

Was by the nation’s great assembly call’d. 

Then, touching my inheritance, arose 

Fervent disputes: myself all hail’d, as King, 
Elected by the council of the land, 2748 
Though the dead Ethelbert’s two princely sons 
Seem’d superseded in their proffer’d claim. 

Yet I, intent on study, and supine, 

No differences sought to soothe, or heal. 

Leagues with the foe I made, unwise and rash, 
Happy on any terms to purchase peace.— 

Ah! fool; I reck’d not that no leagues could bind 
A foe so furious, but war’s power alone: 

All other terms, like leagues with rebels made, 
But rendering them more wild and insolent. 

My error now I see, and much lament, 

' That e’er I suffer’d the fierce Pagan foes, 2760 
In any part of Britain's sacred land, 

So wide a head of battle to maintain. 

Reckless of war (if not beside our throne) 

I dreamt not, that our country must survive, 
United, and entire; or ruin’d fall. 

The bravest blood of England had been shed 

In civil jealousies, and rival broils, 

Among the petty kingdoms of her isle, 

When union only could the whole defend 

Against the foreign foe, who mark’d these jars 
With joy, as mainly prospering all his aims. 

Even the provinces, so near our throne 2772 
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As Surrey, Sussex, Essex and fair Kent, 2773 
Bordering on Wessex, were by me not won 

To aid our arms, but stubbornly they frown’d 

On my neglected throne, and favour’'d more 

The right alleged of Ethelbert’s two sons, 

‘Edelm and Athelwold, both royal youths, 

Now active‘and inclined to warlike deeds. 

Sway too these claim’d o’er Sussex, Surrey, Kent, 
In right of our dead father’s sever'd throne, 
Devised by him to Ethelbert their sire. 

While I with strange supineness still forgot 

Our famous grandsire Egbert’s policy, 2784 
Taught by each act and precept of his life, 
Britain’s contending Kingdoms to unite, 

And blend her gereral sovereignty and power 

In one sole union of commutual love, 

Their interest, language, and their state, the same. 
Lightly I treated, and of no concern, 

The nobles and the statesmen of the land, 

Who then from other earls besought my aid. 

Nor reck’d I yet that wisest policy, 

By Charlemagne at his imperial court 

Taught to our grandsire Egbert (while a youth 
The guest and pupil of the Gallic King) 2796 
The sea-coasts of his kingdom to defend 

By his own fleets from all invading foes. 

For in my earlier reign we had beheld 

The pirate Danes profane the regal Thames 

With proud array of well-appointed fleets 

Of thrice a hundred ships, and thence invade, 
With power unconquer’d our astonish’d land. 

Fell was their fury. Surrey’s battle fields, 

And London walls yet testify their rage ; 

And Canterbury’s fanes, and plunder’d shrines, 
And Mercia, and Northumbria’s realm o’errun ;— 
Last our own Wessex, and the imperial throne 
Of Winchester insulted and assail’d, 

Till this our capital, and royal seat, 

Itself was sternly sack’d with sword and fire.” — 


He ceased a moment, and with pensive mien 
Seem’d brooding o’er the woes that had befallen 
His country, and destruction’s wild career ; 

Taken to heart, as by his error caused : 

Till playing o’er his lifted countenance, 

A beam of livelier and inspiring hope, 

Fired as with thought of better purposes, 

Dispell’d such gloom in part, and thus he said. zs19 
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** Awaked at last from my delirious trance, 
I saw the errors of my early life, 
That rose before me, like a troop of ghosts. 
I saw myself despised, and (painful thought !) 
Not without justice; mark’d the dire effects 
Of indolence, disunion, and neglect; 
Of laws omitted, revenues decay’d, 
And preparation for defence forgot. 
I saw, too late, that kingly duty claim’d 
Me foremost to have rush’d at danger’s call, 
And that, wherever o’er the general land 
Invasion dared appear, my post was there, —.2831 
To have upraised the oriflamme of war, 
’Mong Englishmen, unconquerable if join’d, 
And chased the foreign robbers from our isle. 
Then too I felt with many a bitter pang, 
How humble, wretched, and how singly poor, 
A monarch is, without a nation’s love. 
I saw, that rightly he may not be call’d 
A King, who reigns not in his people’s hearts. 
My nobles, now seceding, one by one, 
Forsook my court, and most from me withheld 
That aid and service I to them denied. | 
Then I recall’d, with bitter agony, 2843 
The prophecy (which I had once despised) 
Pronounced to me, while lost in youthful dream, 
By our good kinsman, my preceptor dear, 
Adulph Saint Neot, then from kingly courts 
Retired to far Saint Guerir’s hermit-shrine: 
Which erst I visited in Cornish plains, 
Warm from the chase, and offer’d up my prayers. 
With voice prophetic he rebuked my pride, 
Aad told me, from my height myself must fall, 
By my own subjects, in just turn, disdain’d. 
At last aroused, I took the needful field, 2854 
And sought to meet the cares that haunt a throne; 
Too late :—the partial efforts of my friends, 
’ After full many a hard-fought day, were vain. 
And now alas! I live this day, to see 
The saintly Neot’s prophecy fulfill’d. 
Yet, solaced, I recal, the holy man 
Gave me new hope, that by repentance due, 
And lessons meet of just adversity, 
I should regain lost love, and peace at last. 
Now therefore, since my errors past I know, 
And feel the need of union, and the love 
Of all my people o’er Britannia’s isles, 
My heart an omen breathes of happier days. 2867 
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My care must be to re-unite, in bonds 2868 
Of cordial unity, each several state, 

Rivals by custom, not by nature’s will, 

Through this our realm of Britain: and to join 

As well in mutual aid Northumbria’s clime, 

With Mercia, as the east and southern plains; 
And in like ties of amity to bind 

The western princedom of high-castled Wales, 
Proud of her ancient race, and rocks maintain'd 
Under her own loved Moél-mutian laws. 

She will remain a firm and faithful friend, 
Defending England, like her proper sons. 2879 
Scotia shall to her southern sister bring 

Her dauntless chieftains, and her native clans, 
Striding beneath the bonnet and the targe, 

Like Kings descending from their mountain-thrones : 
Aud fair Ierne’s isle, Britannia’s child, 

Where in my infancy I visited 

Modwenna’s shrine, the far-famed virgin saint, 
(Heal’d by her hand from sickness and disease) 
And mark’d the beauty of that sea-set gem, 

The land of saintly cells, of cross and tower. 

Still I remember, in maturer time, 

Her brave and generous children are alike — 2891 
Britannia’s offspring; all one mother claim, 
Whom each should with united power protect, 
And warmest duty of a filial love. 

My purpose is, that sometime Britain’s isles, 

All as one empire, shall in union blend ; 

Whether myself may live that hope to achieve, 

Or it be destined for some happier hand. 
Accomplish’d such blest union of her sons, 
Invincible shall Britons ever be, 

And mock the vain attempts of foreign foes ; 
Lords of the ocean, independent, free, 

The enterprizing rulers of the world. 2903 
And sure my spirit, now prophetic, sees 

That some illustrious name (though never mine) 
Such glory for our country yet shall found. 

Nor, mid this deep affliction, shall my soul 
Despond, but deem that brighter prospect dawns 
Of our dear country’s near deliverance. 

With heaven’s high blessing all may be restored : 
Nay, e’en thyself mayst prove in such design 

An useful instrument; perhaps, preserved 

By Providence, to aid in hopes like these.” 


Herself thus honour’d, Mercia’s widow’d Queen 


254 KING ALFRED. 
To Alfred then, with modest mien return’d. 2915 


‘‘ Alas! myself, too humble and too weak 
I feel, for so high office as thy love 
Seeks to confer upon me, since at best 
A simple woman, to affairs of state 
Unapt, nor with a courage meet endued. 
Yet, what I can, my service and my aid 
Are at my country’s, and thy guiding will.” 


By such ingenuous modesty, the King, 
Still, as a brother, more and more endear’d, 2924 
Adds thus his voice of kind encouragement. 


‘‘ Little "tis oft surmised, by what weak means, 
Providence deigns to work its destined will. 
Thyself, no long time past, hast been the Queen 
Of Mercia’s ample realm, and know’st full well 
Its chief concerns, its state, and policy : 

No humble dignity, nor knowledge mean. 

Thus qualified, well may thy service tend, 

That spacious region to allegiance due 

Hereafter to restore, and rule again. 

I too have been a King; though both seem now 
Destitute thus, in sunk adversity. 2936 
But both may be preserved, for some good end, 
For England our dear native country’s sake. 
Though dangers many, and a world of cares, 
Beset the crown to which we yet aspire, 

Not for our private happiness we seek 

Such anxious station, but attend the call, 

Which duty and the public good demand. 

Had it pleased heaven, my angel wife to spare 

A little longer to me, and the race, 

From whose appearing virtues I had hoped 

To see the fruits of glory ere I died, 2947 
I might have train’d their answering excellence 
All my delighted hopes to have matured.— 

But they are lost: that fondly-cherish’d dream 

Is past, and to heaven’s will, resign’d, I bow. 
Now left to me, remain thyself alone, 

Departed Ethelbert’s two princely sons, 

And Thora, daughter loved of Ethelred, 

Our dear dead brother,—if these yet may live,— 
Among the eastern nobles foster'd still. 

Oh! what dread havoc in our royal house 

In few short years have we been doom’d to know! 
Yet ere I die, with power so little left, 2959 
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Fain would I still believe, these eyes may see 2960 
Fresh unity establish’d o’er the land, 

Rebellion won to due allegiance, 

Jealousies and mean variance at an end, 

And all the generous sons of Britain’s isles 
Firmly united ’gainst the common foe. 

That to the youthful princes and thyself 

I may bequeath my kingdom, won again 

From wreck of ruin, peaceful and secure. 

May but our gallant army be restored, 

My heart e’en yet assures me victory, 

To our afflicted country, the sole source 297 1 
And end of all our wishes and our hopes : 

This dear, dear land, by nature meant to be 

The island-Queen of the terrestrial world.” 


He paused a moment, for his patriot-thoughts 
Seem’d to absorb his soul in prophecy. 
His musing reverie awhile indulged, 
At length he thus the darling theme renewd. 


‘¢ Pardon me, dearest sister! since indeed 
For this through every trial of distress, 
New to historic fame, alone we live. 2981 
Though amid perils no support be left, 
Save hope, thyself, and those few loyal friends 
Thou seest beside our humble hearth remain, 
We may do more than fancy dares believe. 
Paint to thyself the joy, if yet we two 
May live to see our country freed, at peace, 
All her brave sons united, flourishing 
In arms and arts together; all degrees 
To the same red-cross banners firmly true, 
Under one King, whose only care shall be 
With order to conduct divided rule, 
All power subservient to one lawful throne: 2993 
The course of easy justice to direct, 
To banish ignorance, bid learning bloom, 
Till education, the delight of all, 
Civilize and refine the smiling land ; 
Disseminate just, mild and equal laws: 
Religion’s altars stablish and secure, 
And such the nation’s glory and her bliss, 
By fleets unmatchable, from harm defend, 
By castles, raised through all the wondering realm, 
And by its general population arm’d ; 
All hands made subject to the same defence 
And equal contribution to its aid. 3005 


256 KING ALFRED. 


Live on this hope: believe, thyself once more $006 
Mayst o’er thy dear-loved Mercia reign, and I, 
Restored, may every fondest wish confirm. 

We both have witness'd Rome’s magnificence. 
England, e’en yet, her state may emulate, 

And all Rome’s ancient glory here revive. 

Nor deem unlikely this enchanting dream: 

For in these solitudes methinks I see, 

And ponder, more than mid continued wars 

My hours permitted on so sacred theme. 

London our nation’s capital shall be, 

Where Cesar’s towers o’erlook the royal Thames, 
The mart of commerce and the world’s resort; 
Whence laws shall flow, and councils of the realm, 
Assembling there, concert the general weal. 

Thus may thy Mercia boast the kingdom’s heart 
And common centre of her mingled life. $022 
Join with me in these cares, these lofty aims. 

So, at what time soever righteous heaven 

Shall doom to take us from this earthly scene, 
Each on death’s bed may own the cheering thought, 
That blessings for our country we design’d, 
Though heaven should yet deny us to achieve.” 


To whom the Mercian Queen : ‘Oh! noble mind ! 
For ever studious of thy country’s good. 
These thy designs express’d deserve and win 
My love and admiration, deeply true. 
May righteous heaven o’erlook and prosper well 
Thy proud conceptions, and with full success 
Crown all thy wishes and thy toils repay !” 


To her the thoughtful Alfred soon replied : 
‘* Politic is the task, remaining thus 
For me to execute, demanding care. 
Few and contracted are as yet our means; 3039 
But well-directed, of effectual power. 
Our thought must be, the southern English chiefs, 
Still faithful to our ruin’d cause, though few, 
(According to their several characters, 
Their various talents, and their tempers too,) 
Still in their country’s service to employ : 
From whence in happier season we may hope 
Yet to conciliate, and to our side 
Engage the other nobles of our realm ; 
Thy Mercia’s many, puissant chiefs alike, 
And wide Northumbria’s proud and mighty lords. 
The earls of Surrey, Sussex, Essex, Kent, 3051 
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Though favouring late my princely nephew's claim: 
Nor these alone to win, but by degrees 

The noble and the wise through all the land, 
Burying past jealousies, and all offence: 

Thus bending the united powers of all 

To this one end, the noblest use of life. 

Nor may, perchance, in future any find 

The character of each to me unknown, 

Which late I studied, more than erst I did. 

But one indeed among those chiefs there is, 
Whose generous nature, valour, patriot-worth, 
Union, and tried fidelity to me 3063 
Deserve my high esteem and grateful love ; 
Whom to my house (so fondly served by him) 

I should be pleased to see more near allied.— 
Ah! need I utter to what noble chief, 

Of all the rest, my present mention tends ? 

Whose merits thy own notice must ere this, 

Not undeserving of thy own regard, 

Have well observed; for where sincerest love, 
And true devotion live, no reverent veil 

Of deem’d reserve can long hide these from view. 
Since for thyself, with duteous full respect, 

He lives indeed, and thee extols and loves, 3075 
Beyond all other, with decorous truth. 

Ah! couldst thou think of him, as his desert, 
And virtues claim (excuse my honest thought) 

He with thyself e’en yet on Mercia’s throne 

Might be thy fond protector, and with thee 

Might there his patriot talents full exert, 

With thee his guide, and star of his renown! 

Life nobler sure than Padua’s cloister’d veil, 

Nor, if I deem aright, less dear to heaven !— 

But soft! no more—I see that rosy blush— 

Nor will offend thy native modesty, 

Delicate, as the bues that tint the morn. 3087 
Time and reflection, better to thyself, 

Will prove the value of my fonder thoughts.” 


Silent the Queen, whose cheeks with vermeil hue 
Glowing, shew’d then their earliest grace revived, 
Though various grief had somewhat dash’d with pale, 
O’erheard such mention, tenderly induced. 

Nor did she then in words disclose the sense, 
Which her own conscious bosom, long ere now, 
Had from the virtues of one inmate there 
Imbibed, who claim’d regard and gratitude. 

His gallant converse, food of many an hour, 3098 
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She mark’d, nor could his bravery and truth 3099 
Pass of a mind so noble unobserved. 

Her sweet confusion quick the King perceived, 
And turning then its pain, (if such it were) 

Grasp’d fond her hand, and bade her cherish still 
Good hope, indulging glad and cheerful thoughts. 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XIII. 


H'rurrep, the Bard, having made an excursion, returns to the 
Isle, bringing with him Asser, Erigen, Geraint, and several 
other friends, from the menaced abbey of Glastonbury, to share 
the shelter of the King's retreat. Wilfred recounts the particu- 
lars of his journey. They enlarge the subterranean care, and re- 
doulle their precautions. The King learns from Asser a detailed 
account of the state of Wales; and from Ardulph and Edred, 
the bishop and ubbot of Lindisfarne, and See of Saint Cuthbert, 
the condition of the northern parts of the kingdom. He requests 
Erigen next to relate his adventures. 


KING ALFRED. 


BOOK XIII. 


UCH converse, at fit hour renew’d, would cheer 
The lonely dwellers of the hermit-isle. 
For absent yet, each on excursive quest, 
To note whatever tidings might be glean’d 
Fraught with a gleam of hope for England’s weal, 
Roved, far and separate, those faithful friends ; 
Their few domestics, noble Athelard, 
Young Edgar, and the pensive pilgrim-bard. 


Silence and solitude for many a day 
Ruled in dull sameness o’er the sedgy moors 
And trackless wastes around. Gray mists rose slow 
From Thone’s and Parret’s waters, creeping by, 12 
Dim-hung o’er Polden and o’er Aller’s bill. 
The cheerless hours of day moved heavy on, 
And brought no hope, but sole of peril breathed, 
With many a longing thought and wild alarm. 
Full oft the weary moon, shining in vain, 
Gazed on the scene, and pass’d from east to west, 
Until successively she sunk beyond [steeps. 
Quantock’s lone heights, and Blackdown’s dreary 
Absence, more long than wont, of friends so dear 
Woke, even for their safety, dubious dread 
In those they quitted. Oft the anxious King 
Look’d o’er the ambient wastes, with searching eye, 
And vainly gazed toward Langport’s neighbouring 
And Curry Rivel’s slope, Saint Gregory stoke, (hill, 
And Peath’s near mount, and Zoyland’s rural tower. 


At length, amid such time, thus lonely spent, 
Early, ere scarce the shades of night had fled, 
While at his lowly orisons the King 
Heard o’er his head the lark’s first hymn of joy, 
Through the sole passage to the secret isle, 
Pleased he discern’d Wilfred, the bard beloved, 
Safely return'd, yet as with journeying worn. 

But after him, (strange sight!) he saw advance, 35 
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With eager step, five other several men. 36 
Surprise and sudden wonder seized the King. 

He started :—grasp’d his sword :—nor unalarm’d, 
He paused awhile.—But oh! what pulse of joy 
Thrill’d through his bosom with impetuous sway, 
When, after Wilfred’s brief relation beard, 

The pilgrim-bard led forward to his sight 

The late companions of his nightly way, 

All to the sovereign known, and fondly dear. 
Chiefest, and to his heart most dear of all, 

Asser the bishop, venerable friend, 

Delight and tutor of his happier hours: 47 
The learn’d and witty Erigen, the Scot, 

In foreign courts familiar, and enrich’d 

By travel o'er the lands of Greece and Rome: 

To England drawn by Alfred’s fondest care : 

Two honour’d bishops from the holy isle, 

Famed Lindisfarne, now persecuted thence, 
Ardulph and Edred, who with pious zeal 

Now hither bore (long vagrant o’er the realm) 
From face of Pagan and pursuing foes 

Saint Cuthbert’s relics (patron-saint renown’d) 
And Oswald’s dear remains, the sainted King, 
And holy Aidan’s, each in shrine adored: 59 
And after these, by the pleased pilgrim-bard 

And Asser led, approach’d the famed Geraint, 
Bard of the chair, the chief in dignity 

And order, at the royal court of Wales ; 

Nor less by Alfred at his southern court 
Honour’d and known, as lord of harp and song. 

In turn, alike to Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 

In wonder rapt, the strangers are reveal’d. 

At such strange meeting so dissimilar 

From former visits to the royal house, 

Joy rose, and gratulation e’en to tears, 

Fraught with surprise, delight, and novel awe. 71 
Soon many an eager question prompt reply 

Elicits, that unfolds, where haply met 

Was each so welcome stranger, how disclosed, 
And how conducted to this secret cell; 

With each adventure of the new-arrived. 

To the pleased King, impatient now to know 

All that had chanced abroad, or that concern’d 
These his won friends, and scenes they loved and 
First Wilfred thus relates, the pilgrim-bard. [knew, 


‘< Since last I left our home, and wander’d wide 
To note whatever might concern our state, 82 
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Past Parret’s northern town, and Enmore’s hill, 83 
And ancient Spaxton, or toward Quantock’s head, 
Ere yet my steps had reach’d old Watchet’s town 
And touch’d the northern shores of Somerset, 

I found the country in confused alarm, 

All raised in mingled crowds, who wildly told, 
That the fierce Danes in many warlike ships, 

Led by the savage Hubba, their sea-King, 

Had past from Wales; and tired of plunder there 
Over her northern and ber southern climes, 

Their pirate-bands now sought to gorge anew 
Their restless avarice and bloody rage 94 
On England’s southern shores; that entering now 
Bristow’s broad channel, all the neighbour-coast 
Of Somerset and Devon they assail’d 

With spareless havoc; and with fire and sword, 
Dispersed in many bands, had sack’d at once 
Many shore-bordering towns, and rural vills, 
Porlock’s fair haven, Minehead’s shelter’d cells, 
And Watchet’s stately town: while borne away 
In their fleet vessels, others their fierce crews 
Had turn’d toravage Wales’ opposing coast, [shores. 
And vex’d Glamorgan’s bays, and Monmouth’s 
Much fear’d the crowd their purpose was to sail 106 
High up wide Severn’s flood, and sack, perhaps, 
Bristow’s proud city and time-honour’d mart, 

And spoil Baths’ hallow’d vale, and ancient walls ; 
Or the rich abbey, famous through the world, 

Of Glastonbury, or the holy church 

Of Wells, by hands of royal Ina rear’d, 

And where interr’d repose his honour’d bones. 
And after all. their furious ravage o’er, [bend 
*Twas deem’d by some, their course would likeliest 
Toward the main Danish camp, in Wilts now fix’d 
By their three sovereign Kings, and captains chief, 
Guthrun, and Amund, and fierce Oskital, 118 
Along the hilly heights of Eddington. 

The shuddering crowds too told in wild alarm, 

Of spies and traitors roaming all around, 

Many employ’d (‘twas said) by Berks’ new lord, 
Revolted, vain Hianfrid, who himself 

Often of late these parts had visited, 

Bent upon active search for England’s King ; 
Rumour’d in some retreat to lurk conceal’d 

Amid this vicinage, so late the scene 

Of many a strange and daring enterprise : 
Attended too (’twas famed) by chiefs, disguised, 
Outlaws and fugitives alike proclaim’d, 130 
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For whom discover’d, lofty recompense 131 
Of honours, rule, and wealth, were doom’d the price 
Of their delivery to the sovereign Danes, 

Forfeit to death, and punishment condign. 

On this bad embassy engaged, and fired 

With hope of such reward, so basely won, 
Disloyal traitors prowl’d along these coasts, 
Enquiring in each town, and vill, and cot, 

For aught that bore the semblance of their hope ; 
Seizing with violent insult whomsoe’er 

Fame spoke most friendly to the banish’d King, 
Or favouring most his cause by word or act. — 142 
Much did the people the King’s safety fear, 

(If yet he lives) and for those faithful chiefs, 
(Whoe’er they be, if rumour's voice be true) 

Who not forsook him in bis hour of need. 

Full many a blessing fell upon their beads, 

And for their lives, and safety, many a prayer, 
From every loyal English voice; though poor, 
Yet true and honest; for all deem’d alike 

That, save in Alfred’s life and patriot-cares, 

No hope for England’s safety now remain’d. 

The thronging people fled in wild affright, 

They knew not whither; and the country shew’d 154 
One scene of terror and confused distress. 

Gain’d such intelligence, I sped away 

Homeward in dread alarm; yet ere I cross’d 

The trackless waste of these surrounding moors, 
That guard and least invite each hostile step, 
Deeming that likeliest the marauding foes 

Would seek, in quest of wealth, the holy fanes, 

I hasted, somewhat from directer way, 

To Glastonbury’s sainted abbey near, 

Renown’d for wealth, and honour’d through the realm, 
As prime in dignity and Christian date. 

My purpose was, not solely to apprize 166 
The boly babitants and pilgrims there, 

(Whom still the Pagans joy to persecute,) 

What dire appalling perils hover’d near, 

That so, escaping, all might save their lives, 

And thence transport what treasures they could bear ; 
Famed gifts of Kings, shrines, altars hung with gems, 
Collected numberless, and covering there 

The hallow’d relics of a world of saints, 

Buried below ; all sleeping now in peace, 

And honour in the Avallonian isle ; 

But I intended too, (as pilgrims use) 

To bow in prayer before that holy thorn, 178 
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Fresh-flowering as the faith it memorized, § 179 
There planted erst by Joseph’s pious hands, 
Arimathéa’s glory ; those blest hands, 

That had before from Pilate’s gift implored 

Our Saviour's body, and the dear remains, 
Wounded and agonized e’en unto death, 

Had wrapt from view, washing the wounds with 
And laid within a new and rocky tomb, [tears ; 
In his own garden on Mount Calvary. 

Hither Saint Philip with some pupils sent 

The pious man, who first in Britain’s isle, 
Enamour’d of the peace in Avalon, 190 
Erected here a Christian oratory, | 

Since dear to all that love the Christian name.— 
Upon this sacred spot, and humbly bow’d 

Before so fond memorial, my intent 

Was to address my fervent prayer to heaven, 

And ask protection for our suffering land. 
Journeying with such devotion and design, 

I reach’d the abbey-walls, where with surprise 
Blent with delight, I recognized ere long 

These venerable partners of my way, 

Whom I before had known to be alike 

Friends to my King, and dear, my liege, to thee. 
They bad but late before me come, o’erworn 

With toil and fear, from persecution fled 

Of cruel foes, environing them round, 

And hoping in this hallow’d spot to find 

A sanctuary and asylum, long 

To their pursued and vagrant feet denied. 

Good Asser, bishop of Menevia’s see, 

The famed Saint David’s shrine in southern Wales, 
Known as the King’s beloved, familiar friend, 

Had fled from face of Hubba, raging there, 

And with him too famed Erigen, his friend, 

Alike had fled from fair Menevia's peace, 214 
Where sometime he had quietly remain’d 

In happy nurture, and ‘with honour’d care 

Had gratefully his various learning taught. 

With thee too came Geraint, the favour’d bard 

Of Wales, late flying from the southern court 

Of Roderic Mawr, who the divided rule 

Of his Welsh kingdom to his three brave sons, 

As deputies for general safety’s sake, 

Each with a palace and a princely state, 

(At Aberfraw for bounds of northern Wales, 
Mathraval for the spacious Powys land, 

And Dinevawr for wide Demetia’s realm,) 226 
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Had late, for hoped defence, assign’d in vain: 227 
Alas! invaded all by Pagan foes. 

Here too the bishops of tamed Lindisfarne, 
Ardulph and Edred, names to virtue dear, 

Had sought in Glastonbury’s isle remote 

Safety and peace, and hither fondly bore 

Saint Cuthbert’s relics in their precious shrine. 

For their own abbey in the Holy isle, 

And all the stately temples of the north, 

Adorning there Saint Cuthbert’s patrimony, 

The rich and spacious land from Tyne to ‘Tees, 
With Melrose, Yarrow, Streanshall, Jedburgh’s 
Were erst by Hubba, and his brother-King, [towers, 
Haldene the fierce, and proud, still reigning there, 
Wasted and sack’d; that in the north no place, 
Nor e’en in Mercia’s central realm, remain’d, 

To yield a hope of refuge to their flight; 

But only the low south, and climes remote. 

Here they had hoped to stay, unhurt, awhile, 

And spend their hours in learning, prayer, and song. 
But now, alas! not even here, might these 

Hope to enjoy the peace they sought in vain. 
With grief sincere, the dismal tule I told 

Of Hubba, and the furious Danes’ approach, 250 
Among the tenants of that holy place. 

All in alarm for instant flight prepare, 

With whatsoe’er of treasure they may save. 
While the superior abbot straight dispatch’d 
Scouts to the summit of the neighbouring Tor, 
And to the Tor of Brent, bordering the waves, 

To watch the progress of the coming foe. 

In such solicitude for general flight, 

While each of his own safety thought alone, 

And to preserve such treasures as he might, 
Secretly and apart I told to these 

My late associates, (whom so well I knew 262 
Faithful and dear to thee, my gracious liege,) 
That thou wert yet alive, in low estate, 

Still cherishing fond hope to save the land, 

And still, in happier hour, indulging thoughts 

Of Britain’s sure, though late, deliverance. 

Tears at thy mention trickled from their eyes, 

And prayers were fondly urged, that if I knew 
The spot where thou wert hid, I would reveal 

The secret to them; or at least by night 

Conduct them to thee, so that each once more 
Might but enjoy the sight of one so loved; _[will) 
When they could die (if such were heaven’s high 
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Happy ; or if thou wouldst permit, would stay 275 
To share thy fallen fortunes, e’en to death. 

Melted with such their faith and honest love, 
What could I do, but to their prayers consent ?— 
Then through the silent darkness of the night, 
Eager they follow’d my unused track, 

Till dawn hath brought us to this still retreat. 
Such their fond visit to their honour’d King 

Will not, I hope, displease him; nor such cause 
Be, for my trust infringed, a vain excuse.— 

At least, my liege, our errand, and the tale 

We sadly bring of perils now so near, 286 
Encompassing us all, will work this good; 

To prompt the utmost need of closest care, 

And shut concealment, more and more retired, 
E’en to the shelter of our earth-dug cave, 

To guard detection of pursuing foes.” 


He said, and seem’d with feeling overpower'd. 
Not to so kind appeal insensible, 
The King again the grateful visit hails ; 
Once more congratulates each welcome friend. 
Their hardships past and dangers he regrets ; 
But iv this humble cell, while heaven will deign 
To spare to him so wild, yet safe a home, 
They still may share it with him, and think theirs 
What lowly comforts his poor shed can yield. 
Happier he could not be, while heaven denies 
The restoration of a better seat 
Than here to own their dear society. 
Hereafter prosperous time may to them all 
Give meeter station, when these hours of gloom 
May serve their happier fortunes to endear, 
And be the food of tender memory. 
But if still adverse clouds must o’er them lower, 
And all their fondest efforts prove in vain, 809 
While this low cell seems worthy their regard, 
Their faithful love he will accept and prize; 
Not to its worth, but surely all he can. 
Here they may cultivate serene content, 
And though obscurely, not ignobly, spend 
Life’s yet remaining days; till each in turn 
Quitting this mortal scene, may rest in peace, 
Beneath this lonely turf, by friendly hands 
Composed, and by some fond memorial mark’d; 
That haply in some future better time, 
The brave and noble, who their fate shall know, 
May reverently approach the spot, and shed 321 
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A tear of pity o’er their memories. 322 


Each, at those tender words, (his heart too full 
For utterance, but with eyes brimful of tears,) 
Silently to the King stretch’d forth his hand, 
And thus gave token of eternal faith. 

He knew the sign—and felt it—and he paused, 
Melted and overcome, and hid his face, 

Averted for a moment, while bis hand 

Cover’d the starting tear-drops. His great: heart 
Swell’d as to choke awhile his labouring breath, 
Moved by the manly pledge of honest truth, 332 
From those he loved, and knew in happier hours, 
Now doubly dear in so forlorn distress. 

Then was the force of virtuous friendship felt, 
And each more surely knew, there is a tie, 

Not earthly, nor from sordid interest sprung, 

But born of heaven, and thence benignly lent 

To man, that links together human souls, 
Misery’s aid and refuge, which relieves 

The suffering heart by solace not its own. 

Oh! blest support and balm, thou gracious gift 
In mercy to the many griefs of man; 

By which each human breast is call’d to bear 3.44 
A just proportion of his fellow’s woe, 

Repaid in turn by generous sympathy ! 

He that within his heart admits and owns 

The divine sense of friendship, shall perceive 
His faculties enlarged; his every power 
Doubled and strengthen’d with an influence new. 
He shall not pine, conceal’d in lonely gloom, 
But from a friend’s consolement shall discern 

A genial and partaken glow restore 

His fainting soul, as sunbeams raise the flower : 
Till it revives with joy, before unfelt, 

But which himself can gratefully repay, 356 
With equal feeling in his friend’s distress. 

Oh! test of human brotherhood on earth, 

And proof of social union in heaven ! 

Nor then the gentle Ethelfleda fail’d, 

Alfred’s fair sister, Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 

To blend her portion of assiduous care ; 

But by attention kind, and winning charm 

Of female grace the genial welcome more 
Indulges, and assures to every heart 

Endearing solace in so unlook’d home. 


Much too the sovereign now delights to hail, 367 
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Companion of his hours, the famed Geraint, 368 
Bard of the chair, whom erst in early youth 

He met, when by his royal father’s gift 

He was deputed King of southern Wales : 

What time, too, first such station to him won 
Acquaintance, and the friendship so beloved 

Of pious Asser, from Saint David’s shrine. 

The genius and the character of both 

These worthy Britons, (mark’d and oft admired) 
Allied by country, but by friendship more, 

The King well knew ; to him both justly dear : 
Both friends of learning, piety, and truth, 379 
Proud of their country’s valour and renown ; 

Both versed too in traditionary lore 

Pertaining to ber heroes old, and line 

Of early Kings (with all their nation’s love) 
Records of Druids, and the songs of bards, 
Which glory’s seeds instil, and honour’s thirst, 

In all her sons who boast the British name. 

Much were their noble qualities endear’d 

To the sagacious Alfred, who still sought 

By meet attention and each friendly care, 

So brave a people (part of Britain’s sons) 

To teach their proper interest, and unite 391 
In constant, willing aid, for her defence. 

But other claim, beside, the famed Geraint 
Possess’d upon the sovereign’s fond regard ; 
Himself a son of song. For to this cell 

The illustrious bard now bore the British harp, 
From whose waked strings, beneath a master’s hand, 
Echoing to lofty lays of olden time, 

The King now promised to this wild abode 

A source of never-failing, new delight. 

Now music and rich poesy may cheer 

These dreary wastes, and in such dear employ, 
Ennobling to the soul, console, improve 403 
Hours of congenial leisure, till the cloud 

Of threatening danger shall be somewhat past. 

At times the King anticipates to hear 

The British barp in vying rivalry 

With his own Wilfred, England’s favour'd bard, 
Contest the custom’d wreath, by songs in turn. 


Soon then, amid this time of lone alarm, 
The family domesticate, and rear 
With active skill (enlarging thus their home 
To suit the occasion) chambers new, but low, 
Of the green turf, dug from the grassy isle, 4ta 
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Hid all around with bushes wild, and briers: 415 
And for each stranger, in compartment due, 

Is form’d a couch of wither’d leaves, and hair 
Pluck’d from the goats that haunt this wilder’d scene: 
Which humble bed, used erst to courtlier fare, 
Each now with genuine gratitude enjoys, 

Oft blessing the poor bome, that guards his life. 
Then to more ample size their art scoops out 

The subterranean cave, whose secret door, 
O’erclad with native shrubs, such covert-lair, 
Descending thence below by art-made steps, 
Hides from all eyes; for safe retreat devised, 426 
Whither at warning brief, in danger’s hour, 
Suddenly each may vanish from the view. 

Within they prop its roof with rough-hewn trees, 
And spread for warmth reed-straw, or juniper. 
Lightly suspended from the arching top, 

O’er mimic rafters shot from tree to tree, 

A dim lamp glimmers, that to cell so strange 
Made e’en more wild its awful solitude. 

One sole aperture, to the surface ope, 

In form not ampler than the earthy hole, 

Where the wild rabbit burrows, or the fox 

Steals to his lurking place from nightly theft, 43s 
Admitted air, with some faint gleam of light. 
While thus, at times, mid their concealing cave 
Sat the distressful family around, 

The gloomy lantern-beam, or single ray 

Of daylight that scarce touch'd each human face, 
Shew’d each to ghastly sight a form more fit 

To habit place like this; some savage strange 
That roams the forest depths, where rears her brood 
The she-wolf, or the brinded lioness. 

Their umber’d looks might seem to fancy’s eye 
Wilder than feigns the magic painter’s hand ; 
Banditti in some rocky cavern met, 450 
Slunk from the sight of man to share their prey ; 
Or as when scaped from some fierce midnight-storm, 
Upon some lonely coast, with beetling clitts 
O’erhung, poor weather-shatter’d fishers gain 

A sea-wash’d cave, amid whose gloom they lurk, 
Glad on cold rocks to stretch their dripping limbs. 
So in retirement of the sheltering isle 

W aned on the menaced hours. With ready thought, 
Within the hollow cavern soon were hid 

The hallow’d relics of the saintly shrines, 

Brought by the wanderers from the ravaged North, 
’er which the holy men, with reverent thought 462 
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Of pious labours past, with hopes devout, 463 
And many a fervent, heart-felt orison, 
Bend oft, in token of the faith they serve. 


Nor did not then, to such their secret prayer 
Responsive still, good angels hover near, 
Guarding their nightly, but disturbed rest, 

In sleep, by happy dreams: in wakeful hour, 
By cheering thoughts that whisper future peace. 


Then, while the inmates of the turfy cell 
Ere long are to sequester’d rest composed, 472 
In calmer hour, their fears of peril eased, 
The sovereign, ever upon patriot aims 
Intent, and thoughtful for his country’s weal, 
Seeks to good use to turn the vacant time. 
He deems it best to fill the passing hour 
By learning from the strangers, new-arrived, 
What best may need his search and kingly care ; 
Pertaining to the kingdom’s state, and most 
The parts which long their several lot has known : 
Whence best to work their peace and happiness. 
Nor did he seek alone by such request 483 
To please his stranger-guests, and by such theme, 
Hearing their wanderings and adventures told, 
Endear amid lone gloom their new retreat, 
To all their sorrows thus familiar made ; 
But chief he long’d of provinces to learn, 
Native to each, which late their steps had left, 
If these yet scaped the rage of Pagan foes, 
Or what doom’d fate has to each clime befallen. 
Though distant, and from other tidings shut, 
All to his heart were dear, that glow’d with hope, 
If he might aught their fortuned sufferings heal, 
Or shield their beauty, and their homes, from ill. 
And first, enrapt in thoughtful policy, 496 
He longs to hear the state of mountain- Wales, 
Part so important of Britannia’s isle ; 
Whose love and favour long the King had strove 
By every kind conciliating act 
To win and still secure, and her brave race 
Bind in firm union to the general weal. 


The sovereign, fondly to his former friend 
And honour’d tutor turning, earnest then 
Tntreats from his relation now to hear 
The present state of his loved country, Wales, 
Aud thus in these endearing accents ads. 507 
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‘*Good Asser, patron of my studious hours, 508 
Gratify my impatience, anxious much 
To hear thy hapless wanderings. ‘Tell me now 
Thy late adventures; most of all unfold 
The true condition of thy native land. 
Deem not that such relation e’er must be 
Dull to my ear, since much I long to know 
The present fortune of that favour’d clime, 
Whose southern bounds, (the region fertile-fair, 
Wherein thy own so loved Demetia lies,) 
Form’d mine own kingdom in my earlier youth ; 
Gift of my honour’d sire, and dearer too, 519 
That such choice realm obtain’d thyself my friend. 
Much do I love your ancient nation’s fame, 
To list your heroes, and descent from Kings, 
Of whom with native pride you justly boast, 
Handed to memory from age to age: 
To hear the theme of British valour told, 
And deeds of men, invincible of old 
By Roman legions, or by foreign power ; 
Yet fond submitting to the prince you love. 
Thou too, illustrious and dear bard Geraint, 
Worthy successor of the names renown’d 
Great Taliessin, Merlin old, and bards 531 
Dear to your ancient Kings, (whose antique fame 
Is not to me unknown, since first I heard 
In their own land their songs in every mouth, 
Tuned to the harp, and tales of other times :) 
Thou too, in fitter and more festal hour, 
Shalt be of me intreated to accord 
The glory of thy harp and chosen song, 
And tell of deeds, of British hearts the pride ; 
Firing the soul with emulation’s glow. 
But in these hours of gloom and deep distress, 
Afflicting thus our country, as ourselves, 542 
More dwells my soul, and burns at first, to hear 
Your recent journeyings and adventures past : 
Whence I may best collect the present state 
And circumstances of the menaced realm. 
Tell then, dear Asser, nor thy tale delay : 
For whatsoe’er concerns our Britain’s isle, 
Or any portion of the suffering land, 
Must most of all with deepest interest claim 
Our due acquaintance, aid, and sympathy. 
Seize then these hours ; now that this solitude 
Permits some vacant moments, while abroad 
Roaming on bold and dangerous enterprise, 
Our dear companions, faithful Athelard, 555 
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And gallant Edgar absent stay awhile, 556 
(Ah, may good fortune soon speed back their steps, 
With happier tidings and some gleam of hope !) 
Instruct, and charm us, prison’d lonely here 

In this sequester’d, poor, and shut retreat, 

And give thy story its amusing way.” 


So as he said, Mercia’s fair exiled Queen 
Adds her persuasive voice, with meek request 
To the pleased Asser, (venerable man,) 
And tells her own desire and eager hope, 
That her dear brother’s patriot-wish he now 566 
Will fully answer, and of Wales relate, 
The country to her own enquiry dear, 
As bordering on those central provinces 
O’er which herself had reign’d, and as, beside, 
The land wherein her own loved spouse was oft 
Engaged in wars, from which he had return’d 
With various fortune, or of hard escape ; 
Sometimes with wreaths of bloody victory. 
Alas! that union wanting should embroil 
Brothers by nature, dwellers of one isle, 576 
In such contest, and needless shock of arms! 


Besought, the bishop of Saint David’s shrine, 
The ancient Briton, honest, kind of soul, 
And of his nation’s honour justly proud, 
In tone of humbled sorrow, but with heart 
Pregnant with warmest gratitude to heaven 
For such escape, and restoration deign’d 
To sight of whom he dearest loved, relates. 


‘* After dispersion of the English powers, 
When by the new irruption of the Danes 
At Chippenham’s walls, we sudden were surprised, 
And all in wild confusion hopeless fled, 588 
The learned Erigen, our honour’d friend, 
Fair Scotia’s pride, nor less by travell’d name 
Known to the East, to Greece, to Italy, 
The grace and favourite of foreign courts, 
Then staying, like myself, within your camp, 
Resolved with me to sever from the rest, 
And seek our safety in the general flight. 
Revered Plegmond, then Archbishop high 
Of Canterbury’s see, in things divine 
And whatsoe’er concerns the soul of man 
(His only worthy part) most skill’d of all, 
In knowledge of the sacred scriptures too 600 
VOL. I. T 
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Surpassing all the learned of our time, 601 
He, that good prelate, into distant Kent 

Retired, and hoped to find some shelter there. 
The holy sire, Adulph Saint Neot, sought 

The hermit cells, and lonely sylvan scenes, 
Where spring fresh fountains, welling toward the 
Amid romantic Cornwall’s nook remote. [main, 
The friendly Erigen preferr’d with me 

To seek again Saint David’s hallow’d fane, 

Loved by Saint Patrick, Ireland’s patron-saint. 

Its site, we deem’d, in southern Wales retired, 
Far in a western corner of the isle, 612 
Might safest prove from the fierce Danes’ assault, 
Now wasting in their conquest’s wild career, 
From the high north e’en to the lowest south, 
England’s more fertile plains. The stony hills 

Of Wales, less rich, we trusted they might spare. 
Nor this alone induced; for oh! to me 

This land, beyond all other spots, was dear; 

The much-loved scene, where erst I had received 
My nurture, learning, and monastic crown, 

(That ensign which our beardless order marks) 
And to the priesthood was in time ordain’d. 

To me too, as a Briton, doubly dear, - G24 
For here was set Saint David’s sacred shrine, 

The patron-saint of Wales, each Briton’s pride; 
Who, fraught with power, as near in blood allied 
To the great Arthur, Britain’s famous King, 

Had hither the chief see of southern Wales 
Removed from old Caerleon’s palaces 

To our Menevia, and succeeded here 

The good Dubricius; whence this spot became 
By all the Britons honour’d, and was rich'd 

With many relics, gems, and shrines of gold. 

Nor was the place to Erigen unknown ; 

For once before, attracted by its fame, 636 
He hither travell’d : here partook awhile 

Its studies, and from kindness to its sons, 

Had deign’d his various knowledge to impart. 
Thither we journey’d then, and stay’d awhile 

In safety ; though e’en there not unalarm’d, 

Lest our own litigant, deputed Kings, 

Ruling each province of our southern Wales, 
Should our rich abbey make the prey of spoil, 
With pretext of offence, from power usurp’d. 

Oh! fault, by Britons to be mourn’d with tears, 
Since such disunion first our freedom lost ! 

But now this dextral part of Britain’s isle 648 
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Justly to thee, my Alfred, our liege lord, 649 
Pertains, as erst it did, thy lawful realm; 

And was most safe, (till late misfortunes chanced) 
Under thy care and kind-protecting power. 

For not alone in early infancy, 

After thy father’s conquests, thou wert made 

Of this new realm the head, his darling child, 
And by the pope wert next anointed King, 

Sent erst to Rome with splendid embassy ; 

But since has Hemeid, the Demetian King, 
Oppress’d by the bold sons of Roderic Mawr, 
And chief by Cadel, third of Roderic’s line, —_ 660 
(To whom his mighty sire has late assign’d, 

As deputy, the sway of southern Wales 

And given a royal house at Dinevawr,)— 

This Hemeid has allegiance sworn to thee, 

With all the dwellers in Demetia’s realm, 

And craved thy aid and power against his foes, 
Submitting to thy sole dominion. 

Now this same Hemeid, by his ancient right 

Both of inheritance and marriage-ties, 

Claims of all Wales the general sovereignty, 

As the true heir of the Cynethian line. 

Howell too, son of Rhys, Gleguising’s King, 672 
And Brochmail and Fermail, the Kings of Guent, 
Sons of brave Meiric, (by the tyranny 

And power compell’d of Eadred, furious count, 
And of the Mercians,) by their own accord, 
Besought thee for their King; hoping from thee 
Sovereignty, and protection from their foes. 
Helised too, the valiant Tudor’s son, 

And King of Brecon, urged by Roderic’s race, 
Besought, and owns, thy just dominion. 

Saint David’s sacred brethren bail’d with joy 

Thy gentle sway, and all our bosoms glow’d 

With hope and firm assurance. that from thee 684 
Our holy monastery would receive 

Favour, and just protection in its rights: 

Since thou from infancy wert known to be 
Religion’s friend; of sacred learning fond ; 

And through thy youth a sedulous visitor 

Of holy places, both to offer there 

Thy humble orisons, and pious alms.” 


So as he said, and to the listening King 
Address’d his soothing voice, in pleased return, 
The sovereign thus these gracious words rejoin’d. 
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“True, honour’d Asser: for thou know’st full well, 
And must have oft remark’d, how much myself 
Have loved thy native Wales: clime that to me 
Must be for ever dear, and at my hand 
Claims, and shall still receive, my fondest care; 
Secure and happy only, like the rest 
Of Britain’s isle, in union of the whole. 

Proceed then, sacred friend, and tell what fate 
Befel the Brethren of Saint David’s shrine, 
And what else chanced amid the menaced land.” 


Then thus the pious Asser soon resumed. = 705 
‘¢ Safely we thus remain’d; and for awhile 
Escaped oppression from these rival Kings. 
Then came the dismal tidings to our ears, 
That the stern Hubba, Regner’s fiercest son, 
Had with a mighty fleet of pirate-ships, 
All fill’d with Pagans subject to his sway, 
Nursed, like Sea-Kings, in tempests and in war, 
And bent on plunder, blood, and massacre, 
Invaded Wales, that sacred land, which we 
Fondly had hoped would have remain’d secure 
From such assault, nor felt war’s hideous storm. 
First to the north, and Mona’s druid-isle, 717 
They hasted, plundering all that sacred spot, 
And harass’d Roderic in his palace there, 
At Aberfraw, on Mona’s hallow’d shore; 
Thither of late, (for safety as he deem’d,) 
Changed from Caernarvon’s ancient towers, that rise 
Magnificent o’er Menai’s regal stream. 
For the great Roderic hoped, by well-arm’d ships, 
And castled heights, and bands of valiant men, 
To guard the passes of his mountain-realm. 
But such defence the furious Hubba scorn’d: 
The assembled powers of Britain he defied, 
And e’en to sacred Snowdon’s base led on 729 
His bands of Pagan robbers, triumphing, 
Where’er they rush’d, in that dear country’s spoil, 
Slaughtering her sons, their wives, their children all. 
The shrieking captives from their homes they tear, 
And sack her towns, and from her holy fanes, 
And sainted abbeys, (still the chosen prey 
Of these fierce Pagans, as the nurseries 
Of holy learning) sacrilegious wrest 
The precious treasures; and the learned toils, 
The books, and archives, kept with pious care, 
Consume in fires, whene’er their impious hands 
Glorying could so delight their savage rage. 741 
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Vain was great Roderic’s opposing might, 742 
Though nobly aided by his valiant sons, | 
The three deputed princes of his realm. 

Anarawd, prince select of northern Wales, 

With his famed father, rush’d from Aberfraw : 
Merlin, from Mathraval in Powys-land : 

And Cadel, with Demetia’s southern powers, 
Uniting all against the common foe. 

Vain too the aid of that bold English chief, 
Aylwin, brave earl of Wilts; who hither came, 
Unlook’d, indignant of the Danish yoke, 

And generous join’d the noble Roderic’s cause. 753 
He with a gallant band (a daring few) 

Follow’d the savage Hubba in his course, 

Alas! too rash! and scarce with life escaped. 
Yet let not such high pitch of noble spirit 

Want its due meed of praise and gratitude.” 


He said, and paused a moment: for the King, 
Moved by such mention of a favour’d chief, 
Whose noble courage and intrepid deeds 
In the hot front of battle he had oft 
Witness’d, and yielded the due praise and meed 
Of admiration blent with kind alarm, 764 
Adds thus the tribute of these passing words. 


‘‘Good Asser, still to others’ merit just, 
Thy generous notice of my gallant chief, 
The noble Aylwin, comrade long of mine 
In arduous war against the Pagan foe, 
Touches my heart with grateful memory. 
Thanks to his worth! May blessings on his head 
Still light, and fortune crown his brave attempts, 
For soldier-like and patriot valour still 
Distinguish’d, though from bravery’s excess 774 
At times, methought, scarce by due prudence rein’d. 
Praise too to Roderic, the bold British chief ! 
Bright glory shall to after ages hand 
His princely name, an honour to his line, 
By deeds illustrious, as by high descent. 
Alas! what sorrows on afflicted Wales 
From cruel Pagans yet remain to hear !” 


To whom good Asser thus his tale renews. 
‘« Yetthough our native W ales were thus despoil’d, 


Soon tidings came, that the great Roderic, 
Most like a politic and careful King, 785 
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Bravely resisted, and his utmost power 786 
Exerted, his loved country to defend : 

Amid the ruin of that awful time 

Had call’d around him all the Cymric tribes ; 

And wheresoe’er he could, removed away 

The British books, records of ancient deeds 

Done since the days of great Cadwallader, 

From the lone abbeys, and monastic fanes, 

Ere yet endanger’d by the insulting foe; 

Where late he had ordain’d they should be kept, 
The only nurseries of religion left, 

Of letter’d science, and civility. - 797 
These archives thence the patriot King proposed, 

’ His ships should bear, with many exiled bards 
And noble sons of Britain, into France; 

Where erst to Bretagne and Armorica, 

Avoiding like distress, their sires had fled.— 

Then to promote, and to his best secure, 

Courage, and union, and commutual aid, 

Before the assembled nobles of the land 

He recognized the solemn pact, by which 

The realm of Wales, his full-asserted right, 
(Illustrious prince of the Cynethian line) 

After his death, to his three elder sons 809 
He parted, not as deputies to hold 

Thereafter, but with plenal sovereignty, 

Each in his own, to be by title named 

Diadem’d princes, each with royal state, 
But yielding tribute by the younger two , 
To the possessor of the northern court : 
In sign of homage and due fealty, 

As to the heir of the Cynethian line, 

Whose owner should be deem’d the King of Wales: 
Providing that the Kings of Aberfraw 

Should for all Wales the wonted Teyrnged pay, 
(That royal tribute due of olden time) 821 
To the imperial crown of London, held 

Then in possession high of England’s King: 

As it is written in the ancient laws 

Of good Moelmutius, Britain’s patriarch-King, 
The first who wore in the isle a crown of gold, 
Four hundred years before our Saviour’s birth. 

‘In Britain’s island one imperial crown 

Shall be establish’d, and that crown be kept 

In London; and three princely coronets 

Shall under it be held: the one in Wales, 

Of the chief line: another in the north, 

At Edinborough: Cornwall holds the last.’ 833 
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The brave possessor of the imperial crown 834 
Is hail’d, by general suffrage and consent, 

King of all Britain, and by all obey’d. 

Of such high dignity were known of old 

Lud and Cassibelan, and Cymbeline, 

Arviragus, and Lucius, and Coel, 

And other mighty names, of deeds renown’d, 
Both of the Cornwall, and Cynethian line, 

Great Arthur, and Cadwallader, the last 

Of British race: for then the English took 

The sovereign name, and all the nation made, 
Under great Egbert’s prudent policy, B15 
One monarchy, that wears the imperial crown. 
Yet still Moelmutius’ name the Britons love, 

And his just laws revere for ages past, 

The growth and wisdom of long-rolling time, 

First by the Druids taught, and ancient bards, 
But by Moelmutius first from oral voice 
Committed unto written certainty, ; 

And placed within his royal palaces. 

He, like the father of his people, first 

Began four public ways, a kingly work, 

Across the isle of Britain, which his son 

Great Beli perfected and fix'd their bounds. —857 
Moelmutius too to temples, cities, ploughs, 

Gave honour due, and solemn privilege 

That whosoever thither would repair 

Might have his lawful purpose and be safe; 

And in memorial of his happy reign, 

Which grateful Britons yet may venerate, 

By London’s town, without Lud’s Western gate, 
Founded the Temple there, sacred to Peace. 

His dearest laws great Roderic has revised ; 
Restored, and as he might, enacted new: 
Ordaining that all castles and strong holds 

Shall be secured and still in order held : 869 
That churches and religious homes should be 
Restored and re-adorn’d, wherein (as there 

In learning’s safe and just repository) 

The history of Britain since the days 

Of great Cadwallader should be preserved, 

And to all future ages handed down. 

Ah! that such care of noble Roderic 

Avail’d not all to save his native land! 

In part it did: for though assail’d, despoil’d, 

His mountain-throne survives, unconquer’d yet. 
For when the furious Hubba saw his power 
‘Unequal to subdue the hardy race, 881 
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Who to their cliff-hung fortresses retired, 882 
Where among caves, and lakes, and castled heights, 
They lay conceal’d by Snowdon’s safe retreat, 

The disappointed Dane his backward course 
Turn’d to his ships, and toward the champain clime 
Of southern Wales his angry vengeance bent. 
Dear land! till now, new to the invading feet 

Of the fierce northmen, nor polluted yet 

By her Sea-Kings and pirates of the deep, 

How much | pity thy calamities ! 

Even as thy ancient valour I admire, 

And fame, inherited from sire to son, 893 
Age after age, and ever, as I deem, 

There most to glow and live; the chosen seat 

Of virtue and renown, to time’s last end !” 


Paused a brief while the venerable man, 
As if with pangs of heart-felt grief oppress’d, 
Musing upon his country’s suffering. 

Till thus the bard Geraint, with fond request, 
Solicited, in few, the saddening theme. 


‘‘Good Asser, Briton, worthy of the name, 
Thou gem of holy David's learned halls, 903 
Check not thy story, mournful though it be ; 

But to the expectant sovereign, though it touch 
Each heart with sorrow, poignant as thine own, 
Tell, as thou mayst, our country’s fatal doom.” 


Then pious Asser, sighing, thus resumed. 


‘‘ Thro’ Cardigan’s wide bay they sail’d, and still 
Landed, as on they pass’d, where’er the coast 
Tempted their thirst of slaughter or of spoil, 
Sacking, as wont, full many holy fanes, 

To saints endear’d, and every rocky bay 913 
Exploring, river’s mouth, and haunted stream. 

Till near Saint David’s sacred confines come, 

And passing round its headland promontory, 
Clearing the Ramsay isle and clustering rocks, 
Some anchor’d in Saint Bride’s capacious bay, 
With dread intent; while others their white wings 
Stretch’d to the winds, and fiercely bore away 
Toward Milford’s far-famed haven : for our spies 
On all the neighbouring hills descried their course. 
Those landed, and destruction’s tempest soon, 

As wont, on all the adjacent country loosed, 

With spareless havoc, massacre and spoil. 925 
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Nor paused, ere toward Saint David’s hallow’dfanes, 
Greedy of wealth, their furious course they bent. 
Swelling with hate, and breathing vengeful ire 
Against the Christians, and religion's sons, 

And learning’s treasured stores, and holy lore, 

On rush’d the Pagan hydras of the deep; 

At whose approach the sacred habitants, 

Novis, archbishop, and the pious train 

Of bishops, priests, and monks, (a studious throng) 
Whelm’d in confusion, panic, and despair, 
Prepare for instant flight, and leave with tears 

To its resistless fate their loved abode. 937 
Some hope for refuge ’mong the ruin’d towers, 
And fallen palaces, that call no more 

To sack Caerleon’s ancient, royal seat. 

Some fly to unfrequented hermit-cells, 

And caves, and cliffs, by some prone river's bank, 
?Mong mountains inaccessible ; or lurk 

In marshy wastes around, or hide in woods, 

Lost among old Kilgerran’s forest-deeps. 

Some fly, dispersed, to northern Wales, and seek 
Bangor-Iscoed’s old monastic fane, 

Eastward from Snowdon, and the ravaged coast ; 
Expecting rest from mad invasion there ; 949 
Else in some sainted spot on pathless steeps, 

Or by the marge of some lone valley’s lake. 

Some purpose, flying to near southern coasts, 
From old Caermarthen’s, or from Swansea’s bay, 
To trust the deep, and fearful of pursuit, 

Entering what vessel they may find, to steer 

To Somerset’s or Devon's fronting shores. 
Whence (if no better hope await,) their course, 
Quitting the ruin’d isle, may steer afar 

To Bretagne’s coast; and in Armorica, 

Joining their exiled countrymen, may find 

On foreign land repose, here sought in vain. 961 
Alarm and flight are general: each consults 

His proper safety, and to bear away 

What precious treasure the brief time allows, 
Some saintly relic, gem, or hallow’d shrine: 

_ Chiefly, the storied lore of Britain’s deeds, 

In written books enroll’d, and bardic songs. 

The holy Novis, our archbishop prime, 

Erigen, and the blue-robed bard Geraint, 

(Who then from Roderic’s persecuted court, 

By his command, had late for safety fled 

With the recorded books of Britain’s Kings 

To far Saint David’s less endanger’d seat,) 973 
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Resolve, with me, in danger’s last extreme, O74 
To reach by land Glamorgan’s eastern shores, 
Or Monmouth’s sheltering beach. Thence from the 
Of Uske, or sylvan Wye, our purpose is [mouth 
To cross direct wide Severn’s narrow’d flood, 
And from Bridgewater’s bay to speed our steps 
To Glastonbury’s old and hallow’d walls ; 
Whose spacious abbey, through the realm renown’d 
For halls that shelter many pilgrim-feet 
And feed the poor and friendless wanderer, 
With hospitable succour blesses still, 
And sanctifies the Avallonian isle. 985 
Whither, so willing, could we then retire, 
As to that sacred spot, where once of old 
Our patron-saint himself, Saint David, dwelt ? 
Who honouring that spot of Britain’s isle, 
Which saw Christ’s holy faith first planted there, 
Gave to the altar of Saint Joseph’s fane 
A_ precious sapphire, which there proudly shines 
The cherish'd token of Saint David’s love. © 
Where too the bones of that renowned King, 
Arthur, to every British bosom dear, 
. Buried repose amid a world of saints, 

With Guenever his Queen, united here 997 
In death, between two lofty pyramids, 
As songs of bards reveal, that memorise 
Avalon’s isle, and to the greedy ears 
Of Britain tell his spirit’s late return. 
The learned Erigen this still retreat - 
Chose, where he hoped, as wont, religious friends 
From his own Ireland’s green and saintly isle, 
(Frequenting much this far-famed residence) 
Again to meet, and converse fond renew. 
The loved Geraint, bard of the princely chair, 
Hither preferr’d to bear, as to a spot 
Safest as yet from Hubba’s spoiling hand, 1009 
The storied rolls and books of bardic song, 
By Roderic lately to his care assign’d. 
The holy Novis, and myself, proposed 
Thus driven from our native home, to bear 
To Glastonbury, as the fittest scene, 
(Dear in his life) Saint David’s precious shrine; 
Visited oft by Kings in pilgrimage, 
And thousand stranger-feet, with zeal no less 
Than holy church, through Christendom, beholds 
The pilgrim-travellers throng the public ways 
To Rome’s imperial seat and saintly shrines, 
Or British Avalon’s first early seat. 1021 
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For David’s memory must ever be 1022 
By ancient Britons honour’d, as the saint 

Who chiefest taught them the pure Christian truth, 
Free from the foul Pelagian heresy, 

Which his sagacious arguments repell’d ; 

And from the old Caerleon’s tainted see 

Removed the pall to far Menevia, 

As the wise seer, old Merlin prophesied ; 

Where, undisturb’d like some fair-shelter’d flower, 
Good David cherish’d the pure faith for us, 

And bade it flourish still in fixed peace. 

Who too, of royal tine, great Arthur’s kin, 1033 
His faithful friend and counsellor, combined 

By wise advice and instigation keen 

Mainly his country to defend, and aid 

That hero, in his deeds of victory. 

This our joint purpose settled, we resolved, 

Ere yet we fled to Glastonbury’s fane 

And left Saint David’s confines, to procure 
Assurance of the fear’d attack, and learn, 

If any hope of safety yet remain’d. 

Awhile we therefore lurk’d in neighbouring cliffs, 
And cavern’d rocks, concealing in those cells 

The precious treasures which we bore away; 

Till faithful servants, whom we station’d near 

The consecrated seat, soon to our ears 

Brought the dread tidings of the Danes’ approach, 
And horrid ruin perpetrated round.” 


He paused a moment; but the impatient King 
This fondly anxious question soon adjoin’d. 


‘¢ Came then the furious Hubba to the shrine, 
Renown’d through Britain, of Menevia’s saint? 
And what alas! was then its cruel doom?” 1054 


To whom, with sighs, good Asser thus return’d. 
‘¢ How shall I tell, nor break the bleeding heart, 
That the fierce Pagans with exulting yell, 
The savage Hubba at their head, whose name 
And bloody deeds the shrieking north abhors, 
Rush’d like a torrent to our hallow’d home, 
Murdering the hapless Britons in their course, 
Or seizing them, as slaves! The gates they burst ; 
Tear up the altars, seize the holy shrines ; 
Plunder the precious relics, gold, and gems; 
With sacrilegious hand the tombs of saints 
Break open; and the charters of our house, 1066 
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And rolls of learned books, by curious hands 1067 
Written, and with such wondrous care adorn’d 
Both in this isle, and brought from foreign climes, 
Hurl into impious fires, whose rising flames, 

Soon in one ruin wrap the sacred pile. 

The Pagans’ glory and proclaim’d design 

Is to exterminate from Britain’s isle 

Christ’s blest religion, and sound learning’s light, 
And in their stead to introduce the faith 

Of Odin, and his bloody mysteries. 

These horrid acts committed, they proceed 

With clamour, havoc, and confused haste, 1078 
To bear away loads of promiscuous wealth, 

And endless treasures of cotlected spoil. 

Few, few escape the tidings to reveal 

Ofsuch dire deeds. But when the storm had pass’d, 
Soon as the robbers had retired away, 

The sorrowing fugitives, dispersed around 

In woods, and cliffs, and caves, and marshes near, 
All trembling with alarm, from their retreats 
Come forth. The fond religious to that spot, 
Dear to us all, though in such ruin sunk, 

Return, and vainly strive with pious hands _—1089 
To quench the furious flames ; and if we may, 
Some written rolls, or books, there sadly left, 

Or hidden riches, known but to ourselves, 

From out the smoking ruins to preserve. 

The mangled bodies of our murder’d friends, 

Who could not from the Danish rage escape, 

We buried, placing o’er their mourn’d remains 

A stony pyramid, carved with their names, 

And images that told their dismal end. 

And here we hoped, e’en mid these fallen cells, 
(Restoring, as we could, the shatter’d seat,) 

To stay, and in fit time their spoil repair. 

Till certain news arrived, from active spies, 1102 
Who by command the Danish track pursued, 
That from the neighbouring coast, and Pembroke’s 
The Pagan Danes intend not to depart: _[plains, 
But that awhile in Milford’s chosen port 

Their ships would ride, screen’d by the lofty cliffs, 
And verdant hills that guard that haven’s rest 
From the rude anger of the neighbouring main, 
Till Pembroke’s fertile wealth be wasted all, 

And its rich champain-land due tribute pay. 

Part in their ships would rest, and on each side 
The haven, waste the country at their will; 

Both southward, beyond Pembroke’s walled town, 
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And Carew’s castled height, whose strength was vain, 
Even to Saint Gawain’s headland promontory, 
Named from the storied knight, great Arthur’s friend ; 
Or, northward, skirt along the peopled shores, 
Back to Saint David’s cherish’d neighbourhood, 
Or through the fertile country prowl along, 

Even to Kilgerran’s cliffs and forests old : 

Or stretching, east, among Caermarthen’s hills 
Past Whitland’s sacred heights, where bards of old 
With Kings in full assembly wont to meet, 

Visit for spoil Caermarthen’s ancient town, —=—1125 
Where the famed prophet Merlin first drew breath, 
And mark his wizard cave and lofty seat, 

And the near kingly palace, Dinevawr, 

New-built by Roderic for his princely son, 
Where on a haughty brow ’tis famed to stand, 
Majestic bosom’d among druid-woods. 

Thus hearing of the cruel foe’s intent, 

And that their leader Hubba his abode 

Had fix’d near Milford’s haven, in a vill 

Of sylvan shelter, (thence named Hubba’s stow, ) 
With purpose there to rest, and live awhile 

In plundering riot, or in festive ease, 

While his refitting fleet enjoys meantime 1138 
Convenient shelter in that spacious port, 
(Stretch’d through the country like a mighty lake, 
The noblest harbour of Britannia’s isle,) 

We saw that hence, at will, he could again 

Assail Saint David’s seat, if pious care 

Sought yet its hallow’d mansion to restore.” 


A moment ceased the venerable man, 
And in a deep-drawn sigh gave sorrow way, 
But straight the King enquiry interposed. 


‘¢ What did ye do? amid such danger’s press, 
What course pursued the exiles of your home ?” 


Then thus the bishop of the fallen see. 
‘‘ No hope remain’d; the southern chiefs of Wales, 
Hemeid, and Rhys, and Brecon’s haughty prince, 
United, (as we heard,) in arms to meet 
The invading Danes, but deem’d resistance vain. 
At last, with many tears and deep laments, 
O’er the fallen ruins of that holy place, 
So long our happy home of studious rest, 
(Ah! now by Pagan enemies profaned,) 
Full many a fond look on its scenes revered 1159 
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Turn’d back, its arching halls and smouldering cells, 
Bless’d by the poor and visited by Kings, 

We left to wildly hideous solitude. 

The shrine of our blest patriot-saint we bore 

From the low cavern, where it lay conceal’d, 

And our projected journey thence began 

To Glastonbury’s distant, sheltering fane ; 

Our primate Novis, learned Erigen, 

The blue-robed bard of Britain, and myself, 
Scarce knowing in our grief what course we took ; 
And but attended by a faithful few, 1170 
The servants who our precious burdens bore.— 
Oh! dearest home! Saint David’s chosen seat; 
Far in that western corner of our isle, 

By nature fitted for the still abode 

Of learning and of peace, at thought of thee, 

The grief that tore our hearts that fatal hour 

Yet rends my breast.— And it is then no dream ?— 
Alas! too true !—Fallen are thy honour’d fanes, 
With relics rich, and books of learned lore ; 

Thy palace and cathedral stalls o’erthrown ! 

Ah! where are now, to bless the ravish’d sight, 
Thy spiry pinnacles, thy carved cells, 1182 
Thy saintly shrines, and altars hung with gems ?— 
Thy holy men exiled, alas! all these 

Present but to the frighted fowls of heaven 

One heap of smoking desolation ; 

While the poor mountaineers from lonely cliffs 
O’er the sad ruin mourn thy fall with tears. 

Thou gavest their hunger charitable food, [heaven. 
And shewedst their darkling minds the path to 
And oh! my native Jand, the genuine soil 

Of ancient virtue and heroic sons, 

Nurse of the hoary druid, and the bard, 

Who from the bosom of primeval oaks 1194 
The awe-struck native Britons taught of old ;— 
Dear scenes, for which immortal Arthur fought, 
Where Taliessin and old Merlin sung,— 

That thy blest valley’s peace should be profaned 
By the foul hands of Pagan savages,— 

Oh! my soul sickens, when on thy sad fall 

I muse, as still I must! Almost indeed 

My poor weak-sighted reason could admire 

(Thee, and thy generous sons, so much I loved) 
For what offending crimes just Providence 

Dooms thee to suffer miseries like these.— 
Pardon that thought, good heaven! if in my heart 
It rise, when I survey such deep distress, 1207 
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While murder and destruction reign around = 1208 
Thou knowest, dear bard, Geraint, and well canst 
With me the sorrows of our native land. [tell 
Thou knowest them all with study intimate, 

And couldst more sweetly all its woes rehearse, 
And memorize each field und warrior’s tomb. 
And soon, perhaps, thy softly-murmuring harp 
Will our Saint David’s fall record in song ; 

That, since itself be lost, its memory 

In thy undying strains may flourish still, 

With rich and sacred beauty, like its own. 

Or, with prophetic voice, (the poet’s meed,) 1219 
Thou wilt to hope its future glory raise, 

When I shall in the silent grave repose. 

But now I see that grief like mine pervades 

Thy bosom too: that tender-falling tear 

Speaks more thy heart, than e’en thy sweetest song. 
I will forbear; and on our native land, 

In fitter time, conversing as we may, 

We can again such dearest theme renew, 

And may together ease the burden’d soul. 
Perhaps, the King himself may not disdain 

To listen to thy wild harp’s melting strains, 

That tell of sorrows past, and deeds of old.” 1231 


He paused ; and to sad thought awhile gave way, 
Whom then the kind consoling King address’d. 


‘‘Deem not, dear generous friends, but that with 
I sympathize indeed, and deeply grieve [you 
O’er the doom’d sufferings of a land I love, 
My earliest kingdom; by my father taught 
To view it, as my dearest, proudest charge, 
Whence I might learn indeed a prince’s cares, 
And from whose manly virtue I might hope 
Grateful protection, if to it I shew’d 1241 
Conciliating love, and just regard. 
That sacred lesson I have not forgot, 
Though from the throne I once inherited, 
For ends unknown, just heaven removes me now, 
And dooms me to the humble state you see. 
But should its will in mercy yet intend 
Me to my former station to restore, 
I know to value, as I ought, a land, 
Dear for its ancient, as its present, worth ; 
And must, like you, now mourn with broken heart 
The painful waste, and sorrows it endures : 
That for fierce Hubba’s pestilential rage 1253 
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The desolations of the bleeding north 1254 
Suffice not, but to your dear peaceful vales, 

In a far angle of the harmless west, 

His fell, unsated, fury must extend, 

And with such horrid havoc vex their peace. 
Hereafter, in fit hour, (these perils past) 

With kingly Roderic, my former friend, 

And his three princely sons, I hope to frame 

A league, that shall unite the realm of Wales, 

A noble portion of Britannia’s isle, 

In decent friendship, and alliance meet, 1264 
To join with England ’gainst all common foes: 
The true foundation, whence those ancient laws 
Of which you spoke, by wise Moelmutius left, 
Decree, as nature’s dictate and just right, 

A tribute from the western land of Wales 

To London’s sovereign, and imperial throne.-— 
Calm then, dear father, now, thy honest grief, 
And tell me, if thou wilt, what more befel 

Ere thou wert driven from sheltering Glastonbury, 
And why the archbishop Novis, whom by name 

I know and reverence, though as yet ne’er saw, 
Comes not with you to this our lone retreat. 
Hereafter, we will hear your loved Geraint, 1277 
Whom as my own bard I must honour too, 

(So named in former days, in happier hour, 

Nor is his worth forgot, or lowly prized) 

Tell in rich songs our dear Saint David’s fate, 

Or wake the harp to deeds of other times.” 


To whom the pious Asser, soothed, resumes. 
‘* By devious ways our journey we pursued : 
Where’er we could, in wicker’d coracles 
Crossing the streams: past many a hermitage, 
And sylvan wild, and cave, and rocky steep, 
We wander’d, fearful of pursuing foes ; 1288 
Till to Caermarthen’s wizard-town we came, 
Old Merlin’s home, which ere by guile he fell, 
He purposed with a wondrous wall of brass 
To compass round, and shield from spell-bound 
His awful cave we pass’d and lofty seat, _—[foes. 
Haunts of the sage, where he would sit and shape 
His magic spells and tranced prophecies. 
Past Towy’s ample vale, and Grongar hill, 
And woody steeps of royal Dinevawr, _[shores, 
We roam’d away. Thence toward Glamorgan’s 
Our southward course inclined: Neath’s shelter’d port 
And castled knolls we reach’d, and pass‘d the stone, 
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That marks great Arthur’s honour’d memory. 1301 

Then borne beside the southering coast, we came 

To famed Saint Illtyd’s ancient monastery, 

And spacious streets of schools, and learned halls: 

Great name! who taught Saint David’s self of old, 

And from whose precepts Taliessin drew 

His inspiration and immortal song. 

From thence past Baruch’s hermit-isle we roved, 

And on to Caerdiff’s antique harbour stray’d, 

Where by Pennarth’s old castle-seeming rock, 

And arch’d, tide-echoing, cavern we embark’d, 

In a poor fisher’s vessel, anchor’d near. 1312 

Whence we across the green-waved waters sail, 

Passing upon our right the isles that rise 

Midway from out the deep, and break the surge ; 

The Wolves; and Holmes, the level and the steep: 

And entering soon Bridgewater's spacious bay, 

Near Brent’s high tor we landed, by the mouth 

Of winding Brue, along whose sylvan banks 

We wander’d, till our eager steps arrived 

Famed Glastonbury’s hospitable halls.— 

Joyful and fond was our reception there, 

Where soon we found assembled holy men, 

From many quarters of the ravaged isle, 1324 

Here fled, as to one refuge of repose. 

With others there, these honour’d bishops, driven 

From the north’s holy island, Lindisfarne, 

Ardulph and Edred, of Saint Cuthbert’s see, 

Who hither bore his persecuted shrine.— - 

These will, themselves, their travel’s story tell, 

And misery of the desolated north; 

For all that kingly region, stretching far 

From Humber e’en to the wide Frith of Forth, 

With equal ruin has been visited 

By the fierce Hubba, and his brother-chiefs, 

Hinguar, and Haldene, subtle both and bold, 1336 

Sons all of Regner Lodbrog, that famed King, 

Who erst by northern /Ella’s torture died. 

And now that clime beneath the iron sway 

Of Haldene groans, who all the land divides 

Among his red-hair’'d Danes, to own and till, 

And the poor natives has compell'd, as slaves.-— 

Here too, for refuge, from green Erin’s isle 

Many religious brethren, sheltering safe, 

The learned Erigen with rapture met. 

These late had quitted the dear land of saints 

For Glastonbury’s shrines, where once had been 

The good Saint Patrick, Ireland’s patron-saint, 
VOL. I. U 
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Heard of, wherever learning’s seats are found ; 1349 
For Erin’s sister-isle was ravaged wide 

By cruel Hinguar, Regner’s boldest son, 

Who hither from Northumbria’s coasts had sail’d 
With many hostile Danes, and Picts compell’d, 
And captive Britons from the Strath of Clyde. 
And now o’er Ireland’s plains fierce Hinguar raged 
With cruelty, accustom’d to the Dane ; 

Nor second to the conqueror-tyrant there, 

His predecessor dead, that odious name, 

Turges ; whose baseness met so just an end 

From King Mac Lachlin’s bold-avenging hand.— 
We all had hoped, in Glastonbury’s halls, 1361 
Within the sacred Avallonian isle, 

To rest in peace, and sweetly fill the hours, 

(Blest in religion’s sacred offices,) 

With the diurnal course of orisons, 

And holy hymns, or learning’s studious ease ; 
Among those shrines, and consecrated fanes, 
Where Christian Joseph fix’d his first abode, 

And where the relics laid of many a saint 

W ould from the favouring eye of heaven draw down 
Likeliest protection, now our only stay. 

Sweet would it be, we deem’d, in such retreat, 1372 
To muse upon that venerable pile, 

By royal Ina anciently restored, 

On learned Aldhelm’s blest suggestion, 

Its cloister’d palaces, and pilgrim-halls, 

And all the riches of its treasury 

To mark, inclosed within a door of gold, 

Worthy the wealth within; collected gems; 
Relics innumerable; costly shrines ; 

Crosses of gold, and gorgeous chalices, 

And splendid stalls, and thrones episcopal ; 

Saint Joseph's cell, whose honour’d site appears, 
Likest a model of the glorious whole : 1384 
At whose high altar, saints, and Kings devout, 
And pilgrims, wont to bow, through many an age, 
Crowning its top with pious offerings : 

Where too, of royal birth, deposing power 

For sweet religious rites, that holy man, 

Adulph Saint Neot, late had minister’d; 

By all the abbey honour’d and revered. 

Or pensive, ‘mong those tombs we hoped to stray, 
That shield the last remains of saints and Kings, 
In honour, fond as life itself could claim; 

And shed the tear o’er mighty Arthur’s grave, 

Or lean beside those lofty pyramids, 1396 
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That mark its site; between whose hallow’d bounds 
The hero rests, fronting the sacred east, 

As Britons still were sepulchred of old. 

And thus we hoped, within this hallow’d ground, 
To breathe our last, and with such noble dead 

In the same bed of rest to slumber still, 

Till the last trumpet wake us into life.— 

But Wilfred then, the English bard, arrived, 

Who to the terrifted inhabitants 1405 
Told of fierce Hubba and his pirate-crews, 
Quitting the coast of southern Wales, and now 
Plundering the neighbouring shores of Somerset ; 
Likeliest, with purpose to approach, and spoil 
The treasured wealth of far-famed Avalon. 
Most, at the tidings, fled in haste away, 

With whatsoever treasures they might save. 
The aged Novis, our superior head, 

Pressure of sudden terror and despair 

Seem’d quite to vanquish; and alternate doubt 
Distracted him, where safest we might fly : 
Whether to seek some mountain-glen in Wales, 
Or from the nearest southern shore to sail, 

Exiles amid old Bretagne’s sheltering land. 

Him, doubting thus, we comforted. He wept 1420 
O’er Arthur’s tomb, and shrines he loved, and raised 
His hoary looks and trembling hands to heaven ; 
Exhorted each his valued life to guard, 

And us, above all earthly wealth, to save 

Saint David’s relics and adored shrine; 

And while in hurried and confused alarm 

All press’d on every hand, preparing flight, 

He bade us follow his attended steps, 

Back toward Saint David’s fallen cells, in hope 
Again to rear that desolated home.— 

While our superior’s counsel to obey 

We purposed, Wilfred to the ravish’d ears _— 1432 
Of Erigen, the bard Geraint, myself, 

And the two bishops of Saint Cuthbert’s see, 

(All known as faithful friends of England’s King,) 
Told, that our gracious sovereign yet lived, 

In safety, though with perils compass’d round ; 
Hid in a humble and unknown retreat, 

Not distant far from Glastonbury’s fane. 

Oh! then what joy possess’d us, when we heard 
Thyself, my honour’d liege, wert still alive, 

Saved thus divinely from the invader’s hand : 
Thyself, with whom, before, we each had spent 

So many happy hours of social joy. 1444 


rd 
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Nought might resist our purpose, once again 1445 
To visit thee, within this lone retreat; 

And hither by the will of favouring heaven, 
(Thanks to its mercy for such blessing deign’d !) 
Ere long by Wilfred’s conduct we arrived. 

With us we bore to this protecting spot 

Saint David’s, and Saint Cuthbert’s, honour’d shrines: 
And the dear bard Geraint brings Britain’s rolls, 
Saved from the fury of pursuing foes, 

To rest within this islet’s sanctuary ; 

Here safer than in menaced Avalon.— 

Ob! happy, that kind Providence at last 1456 
Conducts us hither, and from misery’s gloom 
Reserves us to so rich a dawn of joy. 

By what strange means heaven works its purposed 
It from distress bids happiness arise, [end! 
As from the foulest earth the fairest flower. 

Oh! man’s weak reason ! how is foresight vain !— 
- This unlook’d joy, the fruit of so much woe, 
Seems all our mourn’d affliction to repay, 

And makes us quite forget our sorrows past. 

Here will we stay, if but thy will admit, 

Till happier prospects break; if not, content 

To share thy fortune, and with thee to die.” —_ 1468 


He ceased; the generous King, delighted then, 
Promises safety, and sweet hope renews, 
And adds his fix’d belief that patience yet 
Amid these woes, beneath heaven’s chastening hand, 
With vigilance to improve each favouring hour, 
From this low state will work fit change at last. 


The sad relation told of suffering Wales, 
Such the distresses of his much-loved friend 
And ancient tutor heard, the gracious King 
Turns to the strangers from the sainted north, 1478 
Both of the sovereign known in early youth, 
(What time returning from fair Scotia’s clime, 
After Modwenna seen, Ierne’s saint, 
His steps had visited their honour’d home 
Under the saintly Swithun’s guiding care) 
Ardulph, the bishop venerably grave, 
And Edred, mitred abbot, both exiled 
By persecutions of the roving Danes 
From their famed Holy island, Lindisfarne ; 
The pride of sainted Cuthbert’s princely see. 
In saddest hour of gloom and peril near, 
While, hid in their concealing cave, they bend 1499 


BOOK XIII. 293 


By the dim glimmer of the fading lamp, 1491 
Beside the rescued shrines, and o'er them breathe 
Meek prayers to heaven for its protecting care, 
The sovereign tenderly the holy men 

Consoles with friendly words; nor then delays, 
Mid such deep solitude, to turn the hour 

To some glean’d use, for his lost country’s good. 
Moved with such patriot thought, the pensive King 
Now eagerly from these the state enquires 

Of England’s northern region, and the realm 

Of old Northumbria, country in his love 

Not least esteem’d, as quartering in its bounds 1502 
The rich possessions of his patron-saint, 

The great Saint Cuthbert’s ancient patrimony: 
Region, which to his own controlling power 

He hopes in happier time he may restore.— 

The true condition of the ravaged south, 

Already, both from recent ocular proof 

And certain fame, he knows; nor less the state 
Of the wide central provinces, the realm 

Of princely Mercia, from the late recount 

Of his loved sister, Mercia’s widow'd Queen: 
Last, of the western bounds of ancient Wales, 
From Asser’s sad recital he had heard. bot 
And now, he glows acquaintance to enlarge 

With the high northern quarter of the realm, 
Known to the bishops of Saint Cuthbert’s see: 
Whose votaries thus the sovereign mild accosts. 


‘Ye saintly brethren of the favour’d north, 
Ardulph and Edred of the Holy isle, 
Relate ye next, if sorrow may permit, 
The melancholy tale, and deign awhile 
To satisfy my fond solicitude ; 
What perils strange, and unknown miseries, 
What sad adventures, and far journeying’s pain, 1525 
Have thus expell’d you from your sacred home. 
Tell, if ye may, what fate has now befallen 
Your lone and sainted isle of Lindisfarne, 
Famed through all Britain, as the chosen seat 
Of learned peace, where holy Cuthbert dwelt, 
The saint, whose fame fills all the regal north: 
And certify me what condition waits 
His honour’d see, and all that country wide, 
For ancient valour as for piety 
Alike renown’d, and thence to me most dear; 
W hat persecution of the restless foe 
Has driven you sorrowing from that favour'd clime. 
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W hat ravages or desolation new, 1538 
The furious sons of kingly Regner there 
Have perpetrated, or may yet intend.” 


To whom the holy Ardulph, when deep sighs 
Allow’d his faltering utterance, thus return’d. 


‘*Oh! gracious sovereign, to Saint Cuthbert dear, 
Dire are the woes of our devoted clime, 
Piteous to hear, for all the wasted north 
Bleeds, and in more than common ruin mourns. 
Cruel as are the present woes of Wales, 1547 
Now by the venerable Asser told, 
(Whither of late from our disturbed land 
The restless Hubba led his haughty troops, 
Leaving his brother Haldene, reigning there :) 
Alas! more grievous, and destructive far, 
The ruin, that o’erwhelms the fated north, 
Whose desolated region, all around, 
Presents one hideous spectacle of grief. 
Fire, sword, and rapine, in fell union stalk, 
With pestilential march o’er all the land. 
Our stately abbeys, and renowned fanes, 
Our halls of learning, our collected stores 1559 
Of books, and treasures of unvalued price, 
Plunder’d and sack’d by sacrilegious fires, 
Or lie, despoil’d, or else to Pagan gods 
Devoted; by idolatry profaned, 
And barbarous rites; our blessed altars see 
A hideous change; our holy brotherhood 
Murder’d, or from their still retreats cxiled. 
Or, if some few remain, they live alone 
To weep religion’s, and loved learning’s, fall. 
For the Danes reign the uncontrolled lords 
O’er all Northumbria’s region, stretching far 1570 
Northward from Humber, and the Mersey’s tide, 
Embracing Deira and Bernicia both, 
E’en to the Frith of Forth, and falling Clyde. 
Such kingly-rich, and spacious realm they share 
Among their red-hair’d tribes and savage chiefs. 
And, that themselves their conquest may enjoy, 
Living in lordly affluence and ease, 
The wretched plunder’d natives they compel 
To be their slaves; to till for them the ground, 
And for their tyrant masters to perform 
All drudgery and servile offices, 
On pain of death required ; their food, their hire. 
Christ’s holy faith they persecute, and seek — 1583 
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For ever to extirpate. Science, art, 1584 
Perishes, and a night of darkness threats 

To whelm our country in perennial woe. 

Terrible in its consequence indeed, 

And fatal to our wide and princely clime, 

Has been the death King AZlla’s stern command 
On royal Regner’s captive life imposed : 

Whom, sailing erst from Denmark’s pirate coast, 
A tempest wreck'd on England's eastern shores. 
Him, crippled thus, exulting Alla met 

With force superior. Fighting round their chief, 
The Sea-King’s faithful friends fell one by one, 1595 
And soon, the haughty Lodbrog ta’en alive, 

That prize with cruel rage fired /Ella’s soul. 

The far-famed Regner thus within his power, 

He doom’d his captive to a dungeon’s cell, 

To perish there, by venom’d serpents’ sting. 

Ah ! too prophetic was the dying song 

Of the fallen hero, that foretold ere long 
Vengeance to his remains from his bold sons ; 

The loved Aslanga’s offspring, when himself 
Should feast with gods in Valhall’s courts of gold, 
Breathing which hope, he laugh’d in agony. 
Dreadfully has the royal father’s fate 1607 
Been by his race avenged ; by maddening Danes 
O’er every quarter of our northern realm. 

Now have they sack’d with sacrilegious fires 

The far-famed minster, which Paulinus erst, 
York’s first archbishop, founded here, who, sent 
By holy Gregory from imperial Rome, 

Moved as he was by sight of Deira’s youths, 
Graceful as angels though exposed as slaves, 
Came hither, in Augustine’s holy train, 
And introduced into Northumbria’s realm 

Christ’s heavenly faith, baptizing on this spot 
Edwin, Northumbria’s King, a convert true; 1619 
The fair and pious Ethelburga’s spouse, 

Daughter of Ethelbert, the King of Kent, 

Whom late Augustine had converted there. 

Now all the glory of this splendid fane, 

Which Oswald good, Northumbria’s later King 
Completed, honouring Paulinus’ name, 

And which successive Kings with treasures rich 
Of gems, and gold, and precious shrines, adorn’d, 
The ruthless Pagans whelm in impious flames, 
And conflagrate the stores of learned books, 
Renown’d throughout the world, which Charlemagne 
Had from his sage preceptor Alcwin known, 1631 


296 KING ALFRED. 


And valued, honouring with reverence due. 1632 
They desolate the fertile country round 

With sword and fire; then to a Pagan King, 

Of their own choice they yield the government: 
And fierce as mountain wolves prowling for blood, 
Into the heart of England they descend. 

Thence into Mercia with irruption new 

They hasten: Repton’s royal town they seize. 
Here for a time the haughty Haldene reigns; 
Then gives to Kenwulph, Burthred’s minister, 
Deputed sway, while to the hated north 

Himself returns, preferring empire there.” 1643 


He paused awhile ; for Mercia’s widow'd Queen, 
Hearing such words her husband's fate recal, 
Relieved her settled grief with decent tears, 

That o’er her fair cheeks’ fainter vermeil fell, 

As morning dew-drops o’er the fading rose. 

For she remember’d Haldene’s tyranny, 

At royal Repton shewn, ere with her spouse 

She left her palace, and to foreign climes 

Fled, there to weep o’er her dead husband’s grave. 
Her then the brother and the stranger-guests 
Console, with soft attentions, and appease 1654 
Her tender sorrow with becoming words. 

To whom in gentle accents she replies. 


‘‘ Kind brother, and ye good and holy men, 
Yourselves more worthy pity than myself, 
As form’d for loftier duties than beseem 
The humble cares of female privacy ; 
Companions in adversity, alike 
No strangers to the inly touch of woe, 
Forgive my weakness, and too ready tears. 
But grief involuntary swells my heart, 
When recollection sad recals to mind, 1665 
How Regner’s sons, yet reeking with the blood 
Of northern Alla, and good Edmund, came, 
To desolate our dear-loved Mercia’s realm, 
And from his happy home and throne expell’d 
My ever-honour’d husband ; now alas! 
By grief laid low within a distant tomb. 
O’er that sad grave how often have I wept, 
Whose memory fond sorrow still revives. 
But thou, good bishop of the holy isle, 
Resume thy story; satisfy alike 
My brother’s strong impatience, and my own.” 
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‘* Famed Regner’s sons, by princely Haldene led, 
Forsaking Repton’s royal seat, return’d 
With a collected fleet of pirate ships, 
To pour the vials of unsated rage 
Q’er all the bounds of loved Northumbria’ s realm: 
That sacred clime, of ancient days renown’d 
For saintly piety, for learning’s height, 
For dauntless valour: regions ever dear, 
As the select abodes of famous men, 
Who in this favour’d quarter dwelt of old, 1687 
Religion’s champions, honour’d through the world. 
Where, when Paulinus, York’s archbishop prime, 
With Edwin’s widow’d Queen and orphan babes, 
Had fled dismay’d into her native Kent, 
After her spouse, (the King who planted first 
Christ’s true religion in Northumbria’s realm) 
Slain by Cadwallo, the proud British chief, 
(Banded with Penda, Mercia’s Pagan King, 
On Hatfield’s fatal and hard-foughten plain,) 
Great Oswald reign’d, the lion of the north. 
He his divided kingdom from the grasp 
Of proud invaders soon restored, and slew 1699 
Cadwallo’s self at the blest Heavenfield, — 
Near famous Hexham and the Roman wall ; 
And o’er the wasted realm diffused afar 
Prosperity, and power, and just renown. 
He too with fervent zeal, unwearied, strove 
To stablish and assure throughout his realm 
Falling religion, and besought from far 
Wise men and learned, models of good life; 
Himself instructing too his subject flock, 
Bringing Saint Aidan and Saint Finan both 
From their secure retreat at Columb’s cell. 
He for great Aidan at his own desire 1711 
Founded in Lindisfarne our holy fane, 
Who chose for safety this retired isle; 
Which, when Paulinus fled from ravaged York, 
Became thenceforth Northumbria’s primal see. 
Oswald, good King, persever’d through his life 
Northumbria to defend, improve, and bless, 
Till uobly fighting with the banner’d cross 
Against malignant Penda, (who again 
Assail’d the north with his revengeful war, 
And even to Bebbanborough’s royal seat 
Bore his invading arms,) the Christian King 
Forced the fierce Pagan back to trace his steps. 1723 
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Good Oswald then, lamented martyr, fell 1724 
In battle, on the confines of his realm 

At Mackertield, near Winwick’s pleasant hill. 

To him the name of wonder-working saint 

And Christian King, for ever appertains ; 

For ever honour’d through the grateful north. 

His holy relics incorruptible, 

(By Aidan’s blessing on his charity,) 

Saved in this holy ark, we hither bear ; 

Laid now beside our sovereign Alfred’s feet, 
Whose emulous virtue may such tribute grace, 
And by great Oswald’s deeds inspire its own.— 1735 
After Saint Aidan dead, Saint Finan sought 
These hallow’d regions, a successor meet, 
Ordain’d the bishop of our Holy isle; 

Who there a church with pious fondness rear’d, 
Fit for his seat episcopal; composed 

Of massive oak, and cover’d o’er with reeds, 
After the Scottish fashion of the time. 

Then other holy men of Scottish birth 

Adorn’d the annals of our northern clime, 

Famed for their charity and simple life, 

Their learning, and their earnest cure of souls, 
Free from contagion of low avarice ; 1747 
Whose virtues, patterns to these later days, 

The venerable Bede with honour tells, 

And consecrates with never-dying praise. 

Then famed Saint Cuthbert (name revered of all) 
Only at first a humble shepherd-boy, 

Yet call’d by an angelic vision, came 

Inspired to Melrose abbey. There received 

By the good prior Boisel, whose kind care 

And favouring guidance taught him heavenly truth. 
For virtue and for sacred learning famed, 

Good Boisel dying, Cuthbert fill’d awhile 

His master’s place; prior of Melrose fane. —1759 
Until advanced in dignity and name, 

To Holy isle he came, his sacred charge, 

W here pleased he lived and taught the Christian truth. 
Blending too on his favour’d isle of Farne 

A hermit’s lonely life, there among rocks, 

Whose barrenness lent him sufficient food, 
Haunted by spirits and creatures of the deep, 

He built a cell, and shelter’d oratory 

That shut out every view, save sight of heaven.— 
He took the first place among England’s saints, 

A name still honour’d by successive Kings, 

Who emulous endow’d his northern see 1771 
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(To his successors ever to descend,) 1772 
With treasures and domains of land, and power 
As of a little kingdom, stretching wide 

From Tyne to Tees, for ever to be known 

As Cuthbert’s kingly patrimony ; held 

In honour of his sainted memory. 

Then, after Cuthbert’s death, Saint Ethelwold, 
Who dwelt in Cuthbert’s hermitage at Farne, 
Succeeded to his honour’d master’s seat ; 

And there reposing in the Holy isle, 

The gospels which Saint Cuthbert’s pious hand 
Adorn'd with curious writing, gems, and gold, 1783 
Completed ; prize, which with his holy cross 

Are now saved with us, relics rich and rare. 

Why need I name Northumbria’s other pride, 
Wilfred of noble birth, whose generous zeal 
Founded our many temples o’er its realm; 

Or else with rich magnificence adorn’d, 

Tutor of nobles and the sons of Kings? 

Or why the holy Benedict, whose zeal 

Founded our famous Weremuth, in whose walls 
Great Bede was nurtured and assured its fame, 
Who passing oft from England’s shores to Rome,[cost 
Brought back from thence with spareless care and 
Collected choice of books, and learning’s stores 
For the instruction of this northern isle ? 

Or why name Egbert, bishop famed of York, 
Who fix’d the library of learning there, 

Renown’d throughout our isle and all the world ? 
Or why the learned Alewin, nourish’d there 

Under good Egbert’s care ; preceptor high 

Of Charlemagne, the far-famed Christian King, 
Who honour’d York, as learning’s favour’d seat ? 
Or why the venerable Bede, great name, 

For learning and for various knowledge famed, 
Which still he joy’d by writings to impart, —1897 
Io rich instruction to his countrymen, 

Whose piety and good example too 

Shone a bright mirror to the happy realm ?— 

Oh! sorrow! that to regions of renown, 

Favour’d as these, the barbarous spoiler’s hand 
Should enter, and their happy peace destroy !— 
Yet hither late ferocious Haldene came, 

Hinguar, and Hubba, and the sisters three 

Who wove the magic Reafen, (fatal work !)- 

All the fierce offspring of King Regner dead. 

On toward the north, coasting the eastern shores, 
With ships detach’d, and pirate-bands, at will 1819 
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Under the conduct of each furious chief, 1820 
They vex the country, landing oft, where’er 

Hope of fresh plunder tempts their greedy rage. 
Then laying the defenceless region waste, 

Sated with spoil they to their ships return. 

But chief against religion, and its homes 

And peaceful ministers, whom they revile 

As cowards, and delight to persecute, 

They breathe peculiar hate and stern revenge ; 
Burning to overwhelm Christ’s holy faith, 

And in its place establish o’er the isle 

Belief in Odin, and his bloody rites. 1831 
The fanes and abbeys of the pious north, 

Seizing the treasured wealth, they then consume 
In sacrilegious flames, or mad devote 

To idol-worship of their Pagan gods. 

We then at Lindisfarne, mid such dread time, 
Stay’d, hoping safety from Saint Cuthbert’s care. 
There, sever’d from the tumult of the world 

By ambient waters, to the neighbouring poor, 
Who sought with pilgrim-steps Saint Cuthbert’s 
Food we dispensed, and to their hungry souls [shrine, 
Holy instructions; filling due the hours, 

That imaged here the angel-peace of heaven 1843 
By sacred meditation, chaunt, or prayer.— 

Ah! that such heavenly peace might not endure !— 
From royal Bebbanborough’s castled seat, 

Or from the watchful towers of Abbanford, 
Messengers sought our isle, who still to us 

Bore tidings of the progress of the foe. 

With what afflicted terror did we hear, 

That Regner’s furious sons, by Haldene led, 
Hinguar, and Hubba, and the sisters three, 

Had near the Roman Pharos, that o’erlooks 

The main from ancient Streanshall’s eastern coast, 
Quitting their ships beside the ancient cliff, 1885 
Planted their Danish flag upon the heights, 
Named after such dread sign the Raven-Hill : 
Aud thence with hideous ruin, sword, and fire, 
Rush’d against Streanshall’s fane, that abbey old, 
Abode of virgins, sprung of noble race, 

Who honour’d there the consecrated scene, 

Where famed saint Hilda chose her residence, 
Whose serpent-cliffs her miracles bespeak : 

And where she yet at certain annual times 
Appears in solar splendour o’er her cell, 

And sheds o’er scenes she loved, a gleam of heaven; 
Where too great Cedmon lived, renown’d of old, 
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Religion’s bard, the prince of English song. 1868 
W hat tongue may paint the horror of their deeds !— 
The sacred virgins fled; in vengeful fires, 

They whelm the sacred mansions, overturn 

And strip the altars and the costly shrines, 

And leave the walls a ghastly spectacle, 

Ruin’d and bare, and pierced by roaring winds. 
All this fair country wasted, thence they pour 
Upon Saint Cuthbert’s patrimonial land : 

On Duoholme, and the princely tract that lies 
"Twixt Tyoe and Tees, they vent their horrid rage. 
Then Weremuth’s far-famed monastery falls, 1879 
Victim to their revenge ; that hallow’d spot 
Where venerable Bede his studious life 

Wore out, devoted to God's service still, 

And welfare of his country and mankind : 

Whose holy works thyself, oh! gracious King, 
With reverence due hast honour’d; and of all 
Highly esteem’d, hast for thy country turn’d 

Into our native tongue his history 

Of holy church, by him in foreign phrase 

Writ, and from vulgar understanding hid. 

This sacred spot from their remorseless arms 

Like insult and wont ruin not escapes. 1891 
To Tynemouth’s abbey then in eager ships 

They haste, all maddening for religion’s fall : 
Whose cloister’d cells and pillar’d arches now 

In ruins to the shuddering sight present 

A monument of Pagan tyranny ; 

Shew’d from the sea-green waves, or rocky shores.— 
Next upon Yarrow’s old monastic fane 

They turn, whose studious peace they violate, 
Exile the holy brethren from their cells ; 

Then, loaded with their sacrilegious spoil, 

Consign to fatal flames the blest abode. 

Next toward Hagulstad their bloody course 1903 
Unsated bends; within whose abbey-walls 

The pious monks were wont at twilight moro, 

Or setting vespers, with high-chanted hymn 

And organ’s swelling tones to make resound 

Their vaulted roofs and flowery-sculptured choirs, 
And charm afar the listening moon-light air. 

Then on the royal city Bebbanburgh 

Seizing, they tame it to their tyrant sway. 

This for awhile possess’d, they proud extend 
Upward their victor-arms, and scour the north, 
F’en to the banks of the romantic Tweed : 

Those blessed banks where good Saint Cuthbert erst, 
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Feeding his flocks by Leder’s winding stream i916 
In shepherd’s guise, was by a vision call’d 

To his great office, when enrapt he saw 

Saint Aidan borne by angels up to heaven. 

Thy bank so hallow’d, sylvan Tweed, and cells 
Honour’d as thine, fair Mailross, whose retreat, 
Bosom’d within Tweed’s long-sequestering vale, 
Nature design’d for piety and peace, 

Now feel, alas! (tears gush as I relate) 

The sternest horror of the Pagans’ rage. 

Next, Coldingham, to thy famed abbey-walls 
They turn their maddening steps, at whose approach 
Ebba, the sainted abbess, and her train 1928 
Of virgins, daughters all of noble line, 

With dignity and zeal unheard, yet well 

Fitting their high descent, resolve to scare 

The monsters from their prey. Preferring death 
And torture to unchaste dishonour’s taint, 
Despising pain, bearing the knife herself, 

Each maims that beauty, whose divine aspect 
Might tempt the ruffian’s insult. At the sight 
The foe all shuddering and incensed, to death 
Dooms the proud virgins, glorying thus to save 
Their honour, still to shine in heaven, like stars. 1989 
Arrived so near, we deem’d it sure that now 

The foe would hence assail our Lindisfarne, 

And with like ruin sack our Holy isle.” 


So as he said, and for a moment paused, 
As if with recollected grief oppress’d, 
The sovereign and the listening auditors 
Seem’d all in tender sympathy enrapt: 
Whose thought the pensive Alfred thus express’d. 


‘* Alas! what horrors and continued woes, 
Unparallel’d, have vex’d the fated north ! 1949 
Deep-shuddering fancy shrinks almost to hear. 
Yet, venerable fathers, thence exiled, 

Now hither by diviner impulse led, 

Beseech you, satisfy our anxious thought, 
And tell though sad and painful such recount, 
What sorrows else your sainted clime befel, 
Your perils past, your own adventures’ note, 
Till Providence has hither urged your steps.” 


Then thus the bishop of the Holly isle. 


‘Tn wild alarm a consultation straight 1950 
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We held with Edred, abbot from Carleol. 1960 
By all the holy brethren twas resolved 

To fly that menaced place, as Cuthbert’s self 
With voice prophetic ’gainst so dire a foe 

Had erst ordain’d, and bade his future sons 

Then save his body from their ruthless hand. 
Instantly we collect with pious care 

The far-famed relics of our Holy isle, 

Its glory; and prepare to bear away 

Memorials dear of Oswald, sainted King, 
Northumbria’s boast, the lion of his race ; 

Relics too of Saint Aidan, pious name ; 1971 
Who erst with mildness equalling his zeal, 

Taught to the wondering natives of the north, 
Alas! then lost in brutish ignorance, 

The cheering doctrines of Christ’s holy faith ; 
Him, whom the lady Hilda fondly sought 

To be her high preceptor, and herself 

Proclaim’d his glad disciple, afterward 

Sainted herself, and founding Streanshall’s fane. 
Him Aidanborough in the northern clime 

Stills owns with honour, and yet bears his name. 
To these our great Saint Cuthbert’s body, fresh 
And uncorrupted as in life itself, 1983 
Emblem of its immortal owner’s name, 

We gather, in its costly shrine inclosed : 

Then jewels from the altars, and the shrines 

Of other saints, and what of treasure else 

We may, of gold, and gifts of many Kings. 

But prized o’er all, those sacred gospels, writ 

By Cuthbert partly, and by Ethelwold 

In after time, with wondrous art adorn’d, 

With rainbow hues, and splendour, as of stars, 
(Treasure most highly famed o’er all this isle, ) 

We take, and all in one strong ark enfold. 

Then from its morticed pelting-stone we loose 1995 
Ethelwold’s hallow’d cross, where pilgrims bow 
And ask protection from his friendly power. 

With these we fled. The frighted habitants 

In mighty concourse with their wives and babes 
Accompany us, lost in grief and fear. 

For help in our distress we pray’d to heaven, 
Bending in open air with these sad crowds. 

Then all with tears, and shrieks, and plainings loud, 
Quit the dear scenes of peace, where so long time 
Spirits of good, still hovering o’er the isle, 
Honour’d the memory of our hermit-saint, 

Great Cuthbert ; driving off approach of guilt, 2007 
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As in his days they did, and making rich, 2008 
With plenteous blessings in unfading spring, 

The spot he loved, until this fated doom, 
Prophesied of himself, arrived at last: 

The scourge of some long unrepented sins, 

Of olden time done in the untamed north. 

W hat was our deep distress, compell’d to leave 
Our happy home, unknowing where to turn 

For shelter or for food, without a roof 

Where we may rest, or hide our houseless heads! 
With the sad exiles from our Holy isle, 

We wander’d westward, and where’er we turn’d, 
Saw only vestiges of Danish rage. 2020 
To seven elected brethren we consign’d 

The burden of the sacred ark, that held 

Those relics, precious past all earthly wealth, 
Guarded by them from all profaner touch. 

With these, and high upborne before our steps 
Ethelwold’s hallow’d cross, whose sight we pray’d 
Might draw down heaven’s protection on our state, 
We hasted on, continually in fear 

Lest the far-roaming Danes should cross our way. 
Lingering awhile by Northam’s holy fane, 
Messengers to our shuddering ears convey’d 2031 
News that already had the pirate Danes 

Seized on the Holy isle, and plundering all 

The treasures they could find with desperate hand, 
In one wild mass of hideous ruin whelm’d 

Our monastery, fane, and castled seat. 

Nor e’en Saint Cuthbert’s hermit-cell escaped 
Their insolent fury: e’en the morticed stone 
Whose mystic step, by kneeling pilgrims worn, 
Sustain’d so long Ethelwold’s holy cross, 

They broke, and left a maimed monument. 

From the same source we learnt, that soon the Danes, 
Quitting the desolated Lindisfarne, 2013 
In Bebbanborough’s royal city fix’d 

Their station, o’er whose towers the Raven-flag, 
Waving in blood, proclaim’d their reign afar. 

From this high seat, the kingly Haldene straight 
Dispensed his laws, and named one chief a King 
O’er old Bernicia’s realm, that country rich, 
Which spreads its fertile tract, northward from Tees, 
Up to the Roman wall of Antonine. 

Haldene himself the sovereignty retains 

O’er Deira’s ancient province, all the fair 

And fertile country, that its royal bounds 

Extends from Tees and Derwent on the north, 2055 
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Southward to Humber and the Mersey’s shores. 

All which rich lands the royal chief divides 

Among his subject followers, to maintain 

Their proud possessions ever by the sword, 

And to his race alone yield fealty. 

With iron hand their several sway they hold 

And waste the generous region at their will. 

Forlorn, despairing, o'er Bernicia’s clime, 

We roam’d, still westering in our trackless course, 

And came to old Caerleol, that appertains 

From days of yore to Cuthbert’s patrimony. 

Within its hospitable walls awhile, 2067 

Yet unpossess’d, we rested, but alas ! 

No place of safety now to us seem’d left. 

The terror of approaching danger still 

Haunted us; each new voice we fear’d, and nought 

But desolation seem’d to glare around. 

Toward the sequester'd mountains, and lone lakes, 

Thickly bespread o’er Deira’s western side, 

As to our only refuge, we depart; 

And after many a day of travell’d toil, 

Passing at last by Skiddaw’s giant-hill, 2077 

Came, where on Derwent’s deep-embosom’d lake 

Saint Herbert erst, our Cuthbert’s dearest friend, 

Dwelt on his hermit-isle, enclosed amid 

Dark ambient mountains, deep impervious glens, 

And smooth transparent waters, whispering peace, 

And in their silent breast reflecting heaven. 

Here from the low stir of terrestrial things, 

Lone contemplation raised his lofty thoughts 

Up to that better world of kindred peace, 

Whereto his soul aspired ; until at last 

Cuthbert and Herbert, friends, and saints alike, 

Loth to survive each other, both resign’d 

On the same day their pious souls to heaven. 

On this sequester’d spot we hoped to find 2091 

A substitute for our own Holy isle ; 

And sailing thither on its still retreat, 

Bosom’d mid nature’s wild magnificence, 

Some days we rested with our sorrowing train. 

There, kneeling in Saint Herbert’s oratory, 

(Whose ruin’d cell is yet discover'd there,) 

We all preferr’d our fervent prayer to heaven, 

And on Saint Cuthbert’s poor and exiled sons 

Invoked the favour of his sainted friend. 

There by the hospitable villagers 

From Keswick’s lowly cots, we were supplied 

With bread, and fish, and needful sustenance. 2103 
VOL. II. x 
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Heaven on their goodness still its blessings shower, 
And to their sons its happy peace secure ! 

Alas! even this still isle, by nature's self 

Mark’d as for quiet and serene content, 

Appear’d unsafe : the ramour of the Danes, 
Roaming abroad, assail’d us even here. 

‘The destined watch that by instructed signs 

Of flag, or fire, communication held 

On Skiddaw’s height, or steep Helvellyn’s top, 
Descrying thus the subject country round, 

Sent rumours of alarm, that reach’d us here, 

And told of roving tribes who bent their course, 
As if to seize upon these hallow’d scenes, 2116 
And here their portion’d territory claim. 

In dread alarm, (since then no refuge seem’d 

As left to us in England’s vanquish’d land, 

While Pagan foes our dear-loved north possess’d) 
From Derwent’s mouth despairing we embark’d, 
Within a sea-fit vessel there equipp’d, 

Our treasures, persons, and what numbers else 

Of our distracted followers we might; 

The rest to fortune quitting and this world : 

Tears and embraces, and our latest prayers, 

AH the sad legacy we had to leave : 2127 
Then quit our native England, sorrowmg deep. 
We purpose o'er the open main to seek 

Ireland’s less-troubled shores, that land of saints, 
Where Christ’s blest faith from earliest time had root. 
Bent on this voyage, as we strove to cross 

The severing main, a hideous tempest rose. 
Opposing winds roar’d ’gainst our groaning bark, 
And dash’d the unequal vessel back to land, 
Where near to rifted rocks and stranding shores, 
Death seem’d to wait us in his worst aspect. 
Hoarse sung the shrouds; our rattling sails were rent, 
And reeling on her side, the poor ship rode 2139 
Likest a wreck: waves, dashing mountains high, 
Threaten each moment in their arched gulfs 

To bury us, and there for ever hide. 

Our shrieks and prayers on holy Cuthbert call’d, 
And loud invoked the saving eye of heaven. 

The intrepid master strictly gave command 

To lighten and set right the burden’d ship, 

And keep her in the deeper waves afloat : 

That every load must from the deck be cast. 
Scarce with our utmost efforts could we save 

The treasured relics, dearer than our lives. 

Dash’d then about by violent rocking waves, 2151 
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Spite of our hold and fond alternate care, 2152 
The sacred ark was shiver’d: surging spray, 

As the wind drove us near the surfed shore, 
Wash’d overboard in the relentless main 

Those precious gospels, first by Cuthbert writ, 
Which Ethelwold with wondrous art had graced. 
Scarce with our utmost efforts did we save 

The ark itself, and valued monuments, 

With imminent peril of our very lives. 

All deem’d on rifted rocks we should have split, 
Till buffeting about in starless night, 

Saint Cuthbert to our brother Hunred deign’d 2163 
Appear in splendid vision, and reveal’d 

His will, that not to Ireland’s unknown shores 
We should convey his body, but remain 

In England, seeking there a resting place. 

So warn'd, no more we dared to tempt the main ; 
But waiting for the light, the wind, appeased, 
Gently impell’d us to the neighbouring land. 
Where wandering on the shore, divinely led, 
Good Hunred soon the favour’d gospels found 
Laid on the beach, not by the sea-waves hurt, 
But safe, and as by heavenly miracle 

More richly fair, and fresher than before. 2175 
Thus plain instructed, upon English land 

We sought our destiny, and wander’d thence, 

(No single part of our loved treasures lost,) 

Along fair Derwent’s banks, and came again, 
Hearing by fame the Danes not thither come, 

To Derwent’s lake and Herbert’s verdant isle. 
Then among mountains steep, o’er hill and vale 
Measuring our sylvan track, we pass’d along 

Saint John’s green vale of peace, by ambient hills 
Seeming excluded from the troubled world. 

Thence by Helvellyn’s dark o’erhanging rocks, 
And Thirlmere’s waters, and that lofty tomb 2187 
Where a huge heap of moss-encrusted stones, 
(His soldiers’ work,) marks royal Dunmail’s grave ; 
Here in fierce fight by Cumbrian Edwin slain. 
Then Grasmere’s quiet lake, where fancy well 
May deem that angels woo celestial peace. 
Thence on to Amblogana’s city old, 

That Roman station for their northern camp, 

And rich emporium of these regions wild, 

Uniting by its passes all their roads. 

Then by the borders of that stately lake, 
Winandermere, where playful nature spreads 

Her richest grace with wild magnificence, 2199 


308 KING ALFRED. 


Chequering the long expanse with verdurous isles 
That stud its azure bosom, and the hills 

And varied steeps, with sylvan wealth adorn’d. 
Then quitting with a charm'd and fond regret 

This fair romantic tract, ere lung we came 

From the low foot of Windermere, among 

Wild moors and cragyy glens, the ancient haunts 
Of fierce moss-troopers from the north, who here 
Lurking by day, their plunder seek by night 

From neighbouring farms, with many a bluody broil. 
These dangerous quarters might not stay our steps, 
But hasting onward to the nearest point 2211 
Of Morecambe's wide and sandy bay, we came 
Thence to the Castle-head, whose craggy isle, 
With its less sister holme, intrusive juts 

Into the level sand, near Winster’s pool, 

Fronting the sylvan Medup’s craggy cliff. 

We pass’d the granges, and the vills marine, 

That spot the shores of Furness, and the side 

Of Morecambe’s yellow and expansive bay. 

Then leaving on our right the varied coast 

Of Furness, the rich country, where of old 

The Roman soldiers wrought its steely ores, 2222 
And forged their armour that subdued these climes, 
Teaching the vanquish’d natives useful arts, 

We cross’d at ebb of tide the sandy tract 

That stretches many a mile its dim expanse 

To high Lunecaster’s ancient Roman seat, 

From whose proud hill and castellated rock 

They stop the progress of the northern Picts, 
Roving by night o’er Morecambe’s level bay : 

Or from the Dale of Kent, their lurking track 
Rarely unpunish’d venturing so far. 

Thence on to Hinguar’s town, and the Greenholme, 
Where stands the castle peering o’er the meads. 
Thence on to Priest’s town, o’er the Ribble’s marge 
Romantically hung; and southward came 

To that old station, near the Douglas’ stream, 
Wiggan, where Arthur the famed British King 
Fought with our sires and dyed the Douglas’ red 
With English blood, careering many a mile. 

Then on to Mackerfield we sped, and cross’d 
That tract of willow’d country, spreading wide 

Its champain range of rich, irriguous meads, 
Southward extending to the Mersey’s shores. 
Here past the Head-oak, with straight course we 
Beside our royal Oswald’s favour'd seat, [came, 
At Winwick’s fane, a site to him most dear. 2247 
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We rested, and awhile paid honour due 2248 
To the loved memory of our martyr’d King, 

Here, even in this very Mackerfield, 

On his own kingdom’s borders, in fierce fight 

By Pagan Penda all untimely slain. 

Here fond we drank at Oswald’s sacred well 
Near to that spot where old tradition tells 

The martyr’d monarch died, with wounds oppress’d, 
Whence cush’d the hallow’d fount, from ancient time 
Far-famed, and by the venerable Bede 

Recorded, as with a miraculous power 

Of healing gifted, by command divine. 2259 
Now near Northumbria’s last confine arrived, 
From this fair site our raptured eye surveys, 
Outspread below, the fertile Mercian clime, 

Our destined course to pass; and marks display’d 
In rich expanse of proud fertility 

The Cestrian fields, e’en to Lyme’s prison’d cage 
That leftward tops afar the eastern hills. 

From Winwick then, crossing by Overford, 

(Seen on our right fair Bewsey’s moated isle, ) 
Soon in old Ford-town’s hospitable walls, 

Upon the narrow’d Mersey’s willowy banks, 

We rest awhile, and from this southern verge, 2271 
The last extreme of old Northumbria’s bound, 
Where it conjoins to Mercia's spreading realm, 
Sorrowing we thought on our own native clime, 
Now traversed o’er, and left in waste and woe.— 
Awhile we doubted, whether here to cross 

The Mersey’s Ford by old-Lea’s level meads, 

Or journey westward towards the higher pass, 
Fronting the lofty Halton’s castled hill, 

Runcofa’s pool, whence widening Mersey spreads 
On toward the Lither pool, and Lither land ; 
Upon whose shore the busy fishers dream 

Of some proud port, hereafter to arise 2283 
From their poor station, yet to Ireland near, 

That shall in future days uplift its head, 

And vie with noblest harbours of the land, 

Nor wearied did we choose to visit then, 
Leftward, Mancunium’s Roman station old, 
Hence sever’d by dark moors and mosses wild ; 
Yet loth we were to leave Northumbria’s shores, 
And thought to traverse Mersey’s northern bank. 
But here, at last, from ancient Ford-town’s pass, 
We quit with many a tear our parting friends, 
And cross the narrow Mersey, by old Lea, 

To Thelwall’s ancient tree-encircled vill, 2795 
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Hence the first station in fair Mercia’s bounds. 
Then leaving on the left the ancient seat 

Of Saxon Lega’s noble family, 

Whose westward hall, rear’d on the higher leas, 
Tempted us by its hospitable name, 

Renown’d as to the poor and strangers kind, 

We journey’d onward to the right; and past 

By Norton’s Priory and sylvan seat, 

Upon the bank of spreading Mersey’s shores, 

And wider guard of Halton’s castled towers. 
Thence past proud Halton’s hill, from whose high site, 
We gazed with tears on wide Northumbria’s realm, 
Thence spread before us in expansive range. 2398 
We mark’d afar the stately Mersey’s course, 
Down to the point of sylvan-jutting Hale. 

Then into Mercia’s confines on we stray’d, 

Now subject to deputed Kenwulph’s sway, 

And onward to West-Chester’s city old, 

Loved of the Romans for its shelter’d streets, 
Whose cavern’d homes the passing citizens 

Hide, and from changing seasons still defend. 

Not to thyself, good King, unknown, who here 

In earlier youth leagued with thy sister’s spouse, 
Good Burthred, didst in bloody siege contend 2319 
’Gainst the dominion of invading Danes. 

Here at the pure Saint Werburgh’s Mercian shrine, 
Where sculptured images of Mercian Kings, 

Bear the held scrolls of their illustrious names, 
Herself great Wulfer’s daughter, (Mercian King, 
Christian himself, though Pagan Penda’s son,) 
We bow’d; and paid her name devotion due. 
Though sprung from holy Oswald’s murderer, 

At the grand-daughter’s venerable shrine, 
Remembering the profession of our faith 

And pardoning spirit of the Christian church, 

We bow’d, our honour’s tribute offering meek, 2331 
And paid her innocent name meet reverence. 

Nor less to Wulfer, her great sire, we paid 

Fit honour, who famed W ulferhampton’s seat 
Founded within his kingdom’s inner plains, 

Near whose fane stands his kingly monument. 
Within West-Chester’s princely seat we thought 
Awhile to rest, and mark’d with curious eye 

Its sheltering rows, and ancient British cells; 

Its vestiges of ampler Roman art, 

Camp, castle, baths; and from its spacious walls 
Survey'd the deep defence of winding Dee, 

And island of the rood, the field of Mars, 2348 
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And gazed on mountains of romantic Wales. 2344 
But well we knew Saint Cuthbert’s sacred will 
Tended not thither, but preferr’d our steps 

Should rather rest on native English ground. 

To Glastonbury thence in full consult 

We deem’d to roam: a favour'd resting place 

Of saints and the religious in distress.— 

Thus into Wessex, thy peculiar realm, 

Qh! gracious sovereign, still religion’s friend, 

We all resolved to flee, as to the place 

Most safe, and for our last asylum seek 
Arimathéan Joseph's holiest shrine. 2355 
So leaving Chester’s venerable walls, 

By many a stately Mercian town we pass’d, 

And saw, admiring, their magnificence, 

Cathedral seats, the marks of Mercian pride, 

And rich with gifts of rival noblemen. 

Then westering in our course, ere long we came 
To Shrobesbury’s proud town, whose castled seat, 
O’erlooking the swift Severn’s winding flood, 

Is rich with learning and for valour famed. , 
Diverting thence our way, our roving steps 

Visited Ludlow’s castled heights, that tower 
Loftily o’er the subject plains, and hold 2367 
The adjacent realm of ancient Wales in awe; 
Within whose princely castle pageants rich 

From antique time their courtly pomp display. 
After by Hereford’s cathedral seat, 

And Gloucester's fane renown’d, pride of the west, 
And Wigorncester’s see, whose hallow'd walls 

To holy Mary’s name are dedicate, 

We pass, approaching to our journey’s close. 
Then by famed Badon’s hill, and those wide downs, 
Where kingly Arthur fought his fiercest fields, 
And many a tomb yet marks the fatal scene, 

We pass, and taste the waters of the sun, BB70 
For ages by the ancient Romans famed, 

Until at Glastonbury’s saiuted shrine 

Arriving, there our weary steps reposed. 

Here for awhile in happy peace we stay'd, 

Till savage Hubba, whose far-roaming ships 
Assail’d the coast of southern Wales, at last 

E’en in this spot disturb’d our hoped retreat. 
When panic fear impell'd us thence to fly, 

Kind Providence conducted us at last 

To thee, good King, and to this happy home ; 
Where we have found an honour’d safe abode, 

All our loved treasures still preserved, and here 
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So saying he ended: tears of grateful joy 
Flow’d down the aged bishop’s furrow’d cheeks. 
The sovereign Alfred and the stranger guests 
Feel their own hearts with tender sympathy 
Responsive beat, and pity-mingled joy. 


Then the good King with kind and cheering tone, 
Yet anxious (as his suffering people’s sire,) 
To know his sad afflicted country’s state, 
Thus with a fond solicitude enquires. 2401 . 


“Oh! reverend exiles from the Holy isle, 
Good friends, o’erjoy’d, of your escape I hear, 
And pity much your weary wanderings. 

I venerate great Cuthbert’s hallow’d name.— 
But answer me, solicitous to learn 

Your just opinion of my kingdom’s state. 

Tell me. .Will learning and religion yet 
Revive ?—and cherishes my people still 

A love and reverence for our holy faith ? 

Or does the Pagans’ fierce idolatry, 

And the blind ignorance their fury loves, 2412 
Threaten in darkness to o’erwhelm the land ?— 
Sleeps but the spirit of brave Englishmen, 
Waiting some happy time to be awaked, 

Or is it dead, and broke to rise no more ?” 


To whom the bishop of the Holy isle: 
‘* Alas! no safety for our ruin’d land, 
No hope remains. For terrified alarm, 
Confusion and destruction, stalk around: 
Blood, fire, and rapine track the steps of war, 
And our poor country groans in misery. 
Alas! what floods of unregarded tears 2428 
Myself, and my poor brethren in exile, 
Have in our long and dangerous wanderings shed ! 
Oft musing on our dear religion’s fall, 
Beside the green bank of some nameless stream, 
The fields our home, the sky our canopy, 
Have we reposed and wept; as erst the sons 
Of Israel, slaves in distant Babylon, 
Sigh’d o’er remember’d scenes of Zion Hill. 
The cross, the gospels, and the ark that held 
Treasures more precious than all earthly wealth, 
Lay idle by us: mute on these we gazed, 
Till sorrow drown’d itself in copious tears. 2485 
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On the destruction of our holy peace, 2436 
Of that still calm, which meditation needs 

And is its very life, what heart unmoved 

Could contemplate? what eye that witness’d now 
This contrast, could its tender drops refrain ? 

Our altars prostrated ; our sacred homes 

Rased and enveloped in o’erwhelming fires: 

Our pious books, and learning’s treasures all, 
Burnt, torn, and scatter’d to the winds of heaven, 
More piteous than our Pagan enemies : 

The very name of Christian made the sport 

Of insult and stern Pagan mockery : 2447 
And in the place of Christian truth divine, 

Pagan idolatry, and bloody rites 

Of Odin, and a thousand fabled gods— 

These o’er our country threat their horrid sway.— 
Oh! miserable thoughts! that all in vain 

The venerable fathers of the north 

Have worn in studious care their lives away ; 

Our martyr’d kings, and noble hearts have bled, 
For ever foremost in the cause of Christ.— 

All hail, ye dear and honour’d names! whate’er 
Be yet the fate of our poor suffering isle, 

Though our beloved religion sink forlorn, 2459 
And none may hope to raise her drooping head ; 
While heaven to me deigns life and utterance, 

My grateful heart shall still remember you, 

My feeble tongue still memorize your praise. 

Stars of the north, your everlasting names 

My fondest admiration still shall own, 

And love and honour on your memories wait ; 
Like halos from the enamour’d dews of eve.— 
Nor less, ye other dear departed saints, 

Who in these southern regions rather chose 

To shed the radiance of your heavenly light : 
Augustin, thou who from maternal Rome 2471 
First sent by holy Gregory, (touch’d at sight 

Of beauteous youths, whom from our northern bounds 
These Pagans, then in Rome, produced as slaves) 
Didst in our native England fondly teach 

Christ’s blessed faith; and first in Kent received, 
Didst there first found great Canterbury’s see: 
And thou good Mellitus, and Justus too, 
Illustrious names, both in your elder days 
Augustin’s high disciples; by whose care 

London beheld Diana’s temple old 

Give place to worship of the Christian truth, 
Thence dedicated to Saint Paul’s high name; 2483 
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And Thorney-isle saw its West-minster rise 2484 
In place of famed Apollo’s antique fane, 

To Pagan worship thence no more devote, 

But bearing now St. Peter’s Christian name : 

And thou, great Theodore, and Adrian, names 

To learning dear, though born in famous Greece, 
And both in all accomplish’d studies rich, 

Ye deign’d in this our colder clime to shine, 

And spread your useful influence mildly bright 
O’er the dark vapours, clouding Britain’s isle. 
Blest names! for deeds and piety like yours, 
Just heaven rewards you with eternal praise. 24095 
Even on earth ye are immortal too, 

Not unremember’d for your service there, 

But ever dear to England’s grateful sons. 

Ab! what were once your lofty hopes, to rear 
Religion’s altars in this favour isle, 

Firm as her rocks, on an eternal base! 

What too indeed were once the happy fruits 

Of hopes so dear! when all seem’d prosperous, 
And piety and truth seem’d hand in hand 

To walk secure, and hail’d star-vested peace, 
Their smiling sister, with a holy kiss.— 2506 
Alas! how changed is now that heavenly scene ! 
Thinking on that, memorials crowding rise 

That rack my soul with shuddering agony. 
Remembrance wakes and tells, in elder days, 
That for their country’s and their own soul’s weal, 
The noble sons of England emulous 

Vied with each other on their rich domains 

To stablish, and with answering wealth endow 

Of tithes deducted from their lands’ increase, 

Or else of lands given in perpetual fee, 

Religious seats, to pious learning dear ! 

Abbeys and fanes, and homes of studious peace, 
Schools of instruction to the rich and poor, 2519 
And still bestowing, in their open halls, 
Refreshment to the friendless wanderer ; 

Nobles themselves, e’en Kings, in those blest times 
Possess’d with rival ardour to become 

Religious, and some holy order join : 

And for their noble daughters, smit alike 

With pious zeal, creating cloister'd homes, 
Where they could live, in studious peace retired, 
And rise in angel purity to heaven. 

Alas! how alter’d now ! those happy homes 

All ruin’d, and o’erthrown : their tenants all 
Exiled, or murder’d; and the name itself 2331 
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Of English noblemen almost erased !— 26328 
Our dear, dear country, England’s blessed clime, 
Groaning beneath the sway of Pagan lords! 
Nursed in the forests of the stormy north, 

Fierce Regner’s savage brood, their foreign hordes 
Spread numberless, as locusts o’er the land. 

In place of Christian truth these introduce 

Sole the false fabling of their warlike gods, 

And seek, by fraud and force, to this strange faith 
Still to convert their conquer'd English slaves. 
With frantic zeal, from the surrender’d soul 

They tear the tender charities of life, 2548 
And the meek love of peace in earth and heaven : 
For e’en to heaven itself their doctrine wild 

Bears the loved din of everlasting war. 

Alas! what fond devoted pilgrim now 

Dares, howsoe’er he long to wash the stains 

Of foul and long-invading guilt away, 

Hope unmolested to approach the shrine 

Of any saint, whose potent name he loves ? 
Within the bounds of all Britannia’s isle, 

E’en from the highest regions of the north 

Low as the southern Canterbury's see, 

All, all beset by close- pursuing foes ! 2555 
Murder and insult wait on every hand : 

Even ourselves scarce hither scaped with life, 
Alas ! now threaten’d in our hoped retreat, 

And Avalon itself no shelter yields. 

Oh! gracious heaven, forgive an old man’s fears! 
These hot drops gushing from my aged eyes 
Involuntary tell my bleeding heart.” 


So as he said, with streaming eyes he kiss’d 
The hallow’d ark, that in its concave held 
The valued treasures of the Holy isle. 2565 


The attentive sovereign, by his accents moved, 
Benign, the mournful stranger thus consoles: 
‘¢ Dismal indeed the picture, yet my heart 
Would fondly hope all comfort not denied, 
Nor that just heaven has in its anger quite 
Abandon’d us to unretrieved despair. 
F’en in this last retreat, this little spot, 
That seems our last faint hold on glimmering life, 
Hope’s dying flame may yet be cherish’d here. 
Here we may plan, if not achieve, repair, 
Nor doubt heaven’s favour on our good intents. 
Though all may now seem to the alarmed eye 2577 
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(Dimm’d by the terror of too near a gaze,) 2578 
Lost past redemption, hope is left us still. 

Here yet is safety: yet no searching eye, 

Or hostile foot, has track’d our lone abode. 

Here then, reposing with our stranger guests, 

The learn’d, the pious, the inspired, the fair, 
Hither by Providence from various parts 

Led to partake and soothe our lonely hours, 
Occasion offers, mid so dark distress, 

Mutually from the sense and inly touch 

Of hard adversity by care to draw 

The noblest lessons for more happy time. 2589 
Here may we yet by converse rich improve 

Our vacant minds, and soothe our saddest thoughts, 
Much here resolve for our dear country’s weal.— 
Be comforted, and Jet us thus awhile 

Compose and hide the memory of our woes.” 


He ceased: and soon a soft composure seem’d 
At such his words, sad sorrow to relieve. 


Wild as was now their dreary solitude, 
With fatal quest and dangers compass’d round 
From murderous Pagans as from treason’s ken, 
Yet mid so new, endear’d society, 2600 
In desolation, poor and low as this, 
The good could feel a calm serenity, 
While o’er the confines of their earthly cell 
Beam’d meek content, and cheerful happiness. 
And who may deem that o’er their hidden peace 
Hover’d not then good angels, watchful still 
To guard, in hour of need, their menaced lives, 
Or with inspiring influence to console 
Each drooping heart; at times inclined to yield 
To natural touch of tender melancholy, 
Marking the scene around of lorn distress. 2611 
Nor ceased the King from such his stranger-guests 
Instructive pleasure to elicit here. 
Yet more remains : for still the sovereign longs 
From learned and travell’d Erigen, the Scot, 
(Delight of foreign monarchs for his wit, 
As for his genius erudite and skill’d, 
Whom from the Gallic court the King had drawn) 
To learn his late adventures, and the state 
Of Scotia’s northern country, land beloved, 
(So main a portion of Britannia’s isle) 
Long dwelt by Erigen, and well to him 
Known, both from travel and affection’s claim. 
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Nor less the King from travell’d Erigen 2624 
Purposes too to glean, in full recount, 

Knowledge what chances have of late befallen 
Assaulted Erin, the loved sister-isle, 

So bright a gem in Britain's triple crown. 

Relation dear as this, and to his heart 

So interesting from expected use 

To his loved country for whose sake he lives, 

The sovereign glows, at this fit time to hear; 

Nor of the new-arrived to let one pass 

Not glean’d of useful purpose, or delight. 

Then on the learned Erigen his smile 2635 
The monarch bends, and with such sign denotes 
Whose pleasing turn is next (not least esteem’d): 
So to enlarge, and fill with scope entire, 

His long’d acquaintance with the British isles, 
Meet for their sovereign and paternal chief 
Whose worthiest object is their future weal ; 

Nor less, for such scant audience, with the charm 
Of novel tale to soothe the gloomy hour. 2643 
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Pursuant to the request of the King, Erigen proceeds to relate 
the condition of Scotland, and of Ireland, as witnessed by him in 
his flight and wanderings ; whereby, with the information before 
acquired, the King becomes acquainted with the state of ull the 
British Isles. Inthe intervals of the narration, the King, with 
his friends, walks abroad for recreation and precaution against 
surprise. His tame fawn. Spring. Garden made for the 
Queen of Mercia by Athelard. Description of the Isle; and 
of a Sylvan Temple formed by the chiefs. In it they offer up 
their prayers. The King's reflections on their present state. 
With nets made by him, they provide a plentiful supply of fish. 
The King’s expertness in the labours and sports of the field, and 
Jjocular discourse with Erigen. They return to their abode, 
tohere the Queen of Mercia has prepared their meal. The enter- 
tainment described. Alfred exhorts and consvules his guests. 
Music and songs follow, Erigen is desired to resume his story. 
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ROM PT then to turn occasion thus allow’d 
To its best use, and studious now to learn 
The state of countries kindred to his own, 
The thoughtful sovereign his enquiry fond 
Addresses to the travell’d Erigen. 


‘‘ Now, my revered tutor, valued friend, 
Our learned Erigen, do thou, not least 
Of our attention worthy, deign to tell 
Thy chanced adventures, since we parted last. 
And if thy native Scotia has again 
Received thee, fugitive from frightful war, iL 
Or the more peaceful Ireland’s kindred shores, 
Reveal to me their state, which much I long 
To hear, and most of all, methinks, from thee ; 
Whose keen observance will be fraught with much, 
Which in due season I may well apply, 
(Following my hopes and long-digested thought, ) 
To union and their blent prosperity. 
Tell then, my studious Erigen, whose steps 
Have trod so wide and varied pilgrimage, 
Hast thou, amid thy wandering, since our dream 
Of transient peace was interrupted last, 
Visited, (as ’tis like) our sister-realms, 23 
Scotland and Ireland, countries to thyself 
Native indeed, being in Erin born: 
(As thy surname imports ; named too the Scot, 
A title common to the sister-clime.) 
The state of both these realms I more than all 
Burn certainly to know from thee, since both 
Are dear to us, our natural allies, 
Parts only of one empire in the west, 
And known of old, but as the British isles : 
One state, one country, common in defence, 
Their interest, language, and pursuits, the same, 
Hereafter each I hope in union just 
To blend indissolubly, as the bond $6 
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Of mutual safety and prosperity. 37 
For matchless is their power combined, to meet 
The common foe of Britain’s sovereignty. 

Nor will these generous lands, instructed right, 
Such union and such aid refuse, since both 

Are natural pillars of the British throne. 

So from thy mouth, learn’d Erigen, may I 

Glean and derive instructive lessons, meet 

Both for their present and their future weal ; 
Which to my chiefs I will not fail to impart 
Hereafter, and our full designs mature, 

Such as the sons of each may ever prize. 48 
Nor deem, that Scotia is not to my heart 

Still fondly dear, land which in early youth 

I visited, by my good sire’s behest, 

And view’d her pastoral hills and classic streams, 
On which pleased memory lingers with delight. 

I then attended too the Scottish court, 

Where royal Gregory with noble grace 

Of hospitality received the son 

Of England’s King, and to the southern throne 
Promised the friendship of his regal house, 

In presence of the nobles of his land : 

Pledge, that I deem time yet will more cement. 60 
Nor less fair Erin’s isle my youthful steps 

Visited, by my royal father sent 

With train of honourable embassy, 

When in my sickly years I there besought 
Modwenna’s healing art, the virgin-saint, 
Daughter of Connaught’s King, the abbess famed 
For piety, and miracles of cure. 

No less affection in my bosom still 

Glows for that saintly island of the west, 
Britannia’s shield, and graceful ornament. 

Say then, loved Erigen, if, ere thy steps 

Reach’d last the tranquil Avallonian isle, 72 
Thou hast revisited thy native scenes ; 

Nor scruple with relation full to speak 

Whate’er of these thou know’st, whatever, worth 
Thy note and memory, thou hast observed. 

Nor with such story fear to tire our ear, 

For now the time admits, since, as thou see’st, 
Our dear companions, those brave, active chiefs, 
The noble Athelard, and Edgar, both 

Awhile are absent on excursive quest, 

To learn what tidings may import our state. 

And ah! methinks, so long their steps delay, 
Some dangerous accident, or strange event 84 
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Of more concern than wont, has late befallen, 85 
Whichchecks their course,or their strict careemploys. 
Yet let us hope the best. Heaven guard their lives, 
And send them soon back to our humble home! 
But thou, while thus occasion suits, indulge 

Our anxious thoughts of countries dear alike 

To thee, to me; and now unfold whate’er 

Of their condition thou canst best report.” 


Entreated thus, the travell’d Erigen, 
Well-pleased to hear so fond enquiry made 
Of his own climes, to him than all more dear, 95 
With trace of tender memory, returns. 


‘‘Soon after Exham’s desolating storm, 
When the new Pagan powers in countless throng 
Came from the peopled north, and seized the towers 
Of Chippenham, thence spreading ruin round, 
When the brave English army, weaken'd long 
By frequent fields, and hopeless to oppose 
Such fresh and mighty forces, fled dismay’d, 
Each singly striving but himself to save ; 
I fled with others, and unconscious scarce 
Whither I turn’d, pass’d northward to avoid 106 
The dreadful plague: yet hoping then to find, 
That Scotia’s mountain-regions might afford 
Safer repose than England’s richer fields. 
Thro’ Mercia’s spacious bounds I pass’d, then held 
By Kenwulph, its ambitious, rebel- King, 
In foul subjection to the lordly foe. 
Then thro’ Northumbria’s princely realm, possess’d 
By Danish tribes with red and streamy hair, 
Beneath the sway of Haldene, their proud King, 
Who parts the land among his following friends, 
Each seeking there a long inheritance, 
I pass’d, beyond the Roman’s bounding wall, 118 
Raised from the Tyne to Solway’s ample sands, 
Into the region of Strath-Clyde, and roved 
Along meandering Esk’s romantic banks 
Up to the Teviot’s stream, the grassy hills 
Of Hawick, and the glens of sylvan Jed. 
But e’en its cells and caves appear’d unsafe 
From near incursions of Northumbrian Danes. 
Leftward I turn’d, where Etterick’s waters wind 
Through forest-scenes, and in sweet progress join 
The pastoral Y arrow, o’er whose flowery marge 
I wander’d to Saint Mary’s quiet lake. 
Here in congenial solitude awhile 130 
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I rested, and indulged my pensive gloom, 131 
With musing fed, yet by its balm consoled. 

Then, back by Selkirk, following Yarrow’s stream, 
With Etterick’s blent, until their mingled urns 
Meet amid shepherd-hills Arcadian Tweed, 
Bending his wild course to the distant main, 
Along the varied banks I wander’d on, 

Until my shelter-seeking footsteps sought 

The abbey famed of Melrose, where it stands, 
The holy Culdees’ first and ancient seat, 

(The theme and praise of venerable Bede,) 

Upon a promontory, girt almost 142 
Into an isle, by Tweed’s embracing waves, 

And fronted by a rocky precipice, 

Still and retired at feet of Eildon-hills. 

Spot, loved and long inhabited of old 

By holy Cuthbert, whose dear sanctuary, 

And scenes which erst his sacred feet had trod, 
With veneration due I now survey’d : 

Nor the strange boat of stone I fail’d to mark, 
Wherein he sail’d, and trough miraculous, 

The theme of legends, known in distant lands. 

Its holy men I found dispersed through fear 

Of roving enemies, its sculptured walls 154 
Plunder’d, and black with desolating fires ; 

And but some few and faithful brethren left, 

To mourn the fall of learning’s favour'd seat. 
Returning then on Tweed’s high banks, I cross’d 
The Abbot's Ford, in pleasing reverie 

Enrapt, and thought, perhaps, in happier time 
Amid these still, romantic scenes, (the haunts 

Of every muse,) some future bard, retired 

Might woo their smile, and mid sequester’d peace, 
By song, or tale, enchant a nation’s ear. 

Lull’d with which soothing dream, I pensive roved 
By Gala-water, and fair classic scenes, 166 
Dear still to quiet and the pastoral pipe. 

I shunn’d upon my right the eastward tract, 

Late harass’d (as at Melrose-fane I learnt) 

By the fierce Hubba and his pirate-Danes, 

Who, landing first on Berwick’s fishy strand, 
Pass’d Saint Abb’s head and castled promontory, 
But late had sack’d with spareless cruelty 
Coldingham’s abbey famed, by virgins dwelt 

Of noble race, whose high heroic zeal 

To save their honour, scorning pain and death, 
Exalts their names to deathless memory. 

The Danes had pass‘d its barren moors and lake, 178 
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And o’er the desolated eastern coast 179 
Form’d camps and forts along the rising grounds, 
And in each narrow glen and winding pass, 
Raised with prompt art their military works, 
Where broken armour, scatter’d all around, 
Token’d their march, not by the insulted race 

Of Scotland unopposed, but every where 
Repell’d, with vestiges of bloody strife : 

Till, westward, had their furious progress pierced ; 
Ere back they turn’d, alarm’d, their hasting steps 
Beyond Dunse-law and lofty-castled height, 
Towering aloft amid the level plain ; 190 
A landmark to the sailor, as he steers 

His far-off track along the eastern main. 

Onward I therefore press’d, and saw ere long 
Dun-Edin’s royal city, and the heights 

Of Maiden-castle, honour'd as the abode, 

In varied turn, of Scotland’s active King. | 

At times, bis state he holds in Stirling’s towers, 
Awhile at ancient Scone; alternate then 

In royal Perth, or in Dunfermline’s halls. 

In Edinborough’s kingly-tower’d seat, 

Scotland’s good King, renowned Gregory, 
Worthily by his people named the Great, 202 
Reigning I found; though by the Pagan foe 

.Full oft disturb’d. I mark’d this city old, 
Majestic rising o’er the waves of Forth, 

(That mighty inlet of the Scottish sea,) 

Whose fort, impregnably by nature rear’d, 

Shields her high street, and turret-sloping roofs, 
Girt toward the north by an impervious lake, 

_ And southward, where the cross of Holy-rood 
Lies at their feet, defended and o’erlook’d 

By mighty hills and Arthur’s lofty seat, 

(Loved of that far-famed British King) whose top 
Lies like a lion couchant o’er his home, 214 
With jealous presence guarding Scotia’s reign. 
Amid these sacred scenes, o’erjoy’d, I found 
Scotland’s brave sovereign, Gregory, great as good, 
The worthy heir of Fergus’ ancient line, 
Possessing still his long-afflicted realm: 

While still uninjured o’er his castle-gates 

The thistle and the lion were display’d, 

His nation’s ancient badge. Since many a field 
Of arduous conflict with the invading Danes 

His gallant race have fought, and wide of late 
Enlarged the Scottish borders, e’en until 

They have obtain'd from the Northumbrian sway 226 
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Cumberland’s bounds and sylvan Westmoreland. 
This best of Scottish princes now revolves 
Internal polity, convenient laws, 

The arts and comforts of reluctant peace ; 
Learning and piety he not neglects, 

But studiously repairs his harass’d state. 

Witness the walls of ruin’d Aberdeen, 

Lately by bim a royal city made. 

Fond he renews all institutions good, 

Founded of yore; confirms good Kenneth’s laws, 
And strives by every mean to crush and burl 

For ever from the land, the Danish yoke. 238 
But chief the thoughtful Gregory inly longs 

To stablish a strict league of union 

Between the English and the Scottish realms, 
Brothers and natives of one self-same isle ; 

Since well he deems, that their united power 
Might amply serve invasion to repel, 

And bid defiance to the world in arms. 

His patriot-thought in this is still the same, 

As erst it was, and you, my gracious liege, 

Y ourself express’d, when formerly you sent 

To Scotland’s King a noble embassy, 

And earnest sought his league of amity, 250 
For mutual aid against the common foe: 

A message politic, with wisdom fraught, 

In Scotland still remember’d and admired.” 


Moved with which thoughts congenial to his own, 
The sovereign Alfred, interposing, adds. 


‘‘Ob! enviable prince ! would heaven but grant, 
My merits and my fortune equall’d thine! 
That hope of friendly union, just as wise, 
And aptly fitted to Britannia’s state, 
I fondly cherish ever, nor will quit 260 
Unless with life, but labour still to gain. 
I trust, in happier time, I shall renew 
Like embassy to Scotland’s King, and ask 
Union and aid against the general foe. 
But now, learu’d Erigen, proceed; and tell 
What more of Scotland’s country thou hast seen, 
Whose state our zealous emulation claims, 
And an example proves to England’s sons.” 


Soon then the travell’d Erigen replies: 
‘* Awhile in Edinborough’s sheltering walls 
I stay’d, with honour passing my desert, 271 
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Admitted there within her lordly halls, 272 
And cherish’d by the Scottish noblemen ; 

Who in their towers along the winding Forth, 

Or on the shores of Leith, (Dun-Edin’s port,) 

Or on the central island of Inch-Keith, 

Keep station’d watch against approaching foes. 
Nor sole ’mong these, or mid the regal home 

Of Edinborough’s city, did their care 

Allow me rest, where charm’d I loved to stay, 
Admiring, and with eye prophetic gazed 

On her proud Calton-Hill, and crowded streets 
To learning dear, and fondly musing deem’d _—283 
This scene in after-time, perhaps, might vie 

With ancient Athens, rivalling in fame, 

As in her look, Minerva’s chosen seat, 

Nor to the Grecian goddess yield, who reign’d 
Alike in war, in wisdom, and in arts. 

But when among the nobles the report 

Was spread of my arrival, in the place 

Which I before had known, where I had spent 
Full many a studious hour, (since which blest time 
I had been honour’d much by foreign Kings, 

In courts abroad ; by thee, my gracious liege, 
Invited thence, honour most prized of all !) 295 
The Scottish noblemen seem’d all to vie, 

Which should with kindest hospitality 

Most grace my coming. Whence my steps in turn 
They bore away to visit their proud halls, 

Around their much-loved city’s borders rear’d. 
Duddingstone’s sylvan dells, below the feet 

Of Arthur’s huge-based promontory spread : 
Niddery’s pleasing vill: and these beyond 
Craigmillar’s ancient castle, by its look 
Commanding awe, and from its turret-cells 
Charming the eye with scenes of varied grace. 
Then on the winding banks of northern Esk, —_ 307 
Dalkeith’s old fortress, that uplifts its towers 
Above the flood with princely dignity. 

After, Dalhousie’s venerable walls, 2 
Time-honourd, and for noble sons renown’d, 
Stately uprear’d o’er Esk’s south-springing stream. 
Then the romantic Roslin’s antique fort, 

And oratory cells of elder time, 

By ancient princes dwelt, whose rocky heights 
Guard the sunk glens below, and Esk’s wild banks, 
Winding with Eden-beauty, unexcell’d, 

To the delicious steeps of Hawthornden, 

Loved by Dun-Edin’s sons, nor e’er to lose 319 
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In future time their honour, or their charms, 320 
Both ever-fresh and to increase with age. 

Then southward following these enchanted banks, 
I reach’d the classic groves of Pen-y-cuick, 

And gazed with rapture on Esk’s lovely vale, 
Fairer than Tempe to my thought, or scenes 

By poets sung in favour'd Arcady ; 

(Scenes that my travell’d feet had visited,) 

Yet here methought some poet might arise 

In after-day, whose native pastoral muse, 
Inspired by scenes so fair, and dear no less, 
Should rival e’en Arcadia’s shepherd-reed. $31 
Nor might I in my charmed course now leave, 
Unmark’d, the sylvan grace of Woodhouse-lee. 
Which lovely homes with grateful pleasure seen, 

I turn’d, solicited, to share the smile 

Of Colinton’s fair halls, and rested glad 

Amid their rural wealth, and from the brow 

Of its rich mount, survey’d the peaceful vills 
Reposed below, by Leith’s meandering waves. 

In each, in all these bomes of Scottish pride, 
Benevolence, and hospitable grace, 

Free, gallant converse, unaffected ease, 

Discourse of various learning interchanged, 343 
With noble generosity of thought, 

Blent too with social feasts, the dance, the song, 
The pibroch’s native animating strain, 

(For ever dearest to the Scottish ear) 

Gave me glad welcome, friendship’s greeting true, 
That never memory can those honour’d hours 
Forget, nor e’er my heart yield meet return. 

Then longing with intense desire to mark 

The dismal traces of the Danish arms, 

Left by fierce Hubba and his furious host 

In kingly Fife, o'er Forth’s opposing shores, 
(Which in Dun- Edin’s halls were now the theme 355 
Of general talk and execration due,) 

Westward I pass’d at length, yet might not leave 
Unvisited Craig-Crook’s old tower’d home, 

There drawn by friendly call: then turn’d my course 
From loved Dun-Edin’s bounds, along the banks 
Of stately-winding Forth, whose regal shore 
Brought me, ere long, beside the ferried pass, 
Cross’d of old time to Fife’s deep-meeting coast. 
Which ere I pass’d, I visited awhile 

(Not less entreated by their noble host, 

Than smit with deep desire their charms to trace) 
Barnbougle’s castled halls, and lordly pride, —_367 
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That sternly frown o’er Forth’s subservient flood, 
And to their old magnificence compel 

Dalmeny’s wide domains, and forest-parks, 

And wood-crown’d crags, and valley-sunken dells, 
Haunts of wild deer, and rich with nature’s wealth. 
Nor could I quit, unmark’d, the attractive claim 
Of Hopetoun’s princely towers, where on the verge 
Of Forth’s high banks they rise, by sylvan cliffs 
Screen’d and o’erhung, and thence with peerless eye 
O’erlooking proud the expansive kingly tide 

On either hand, through all his vasty length, 
Leftward from Stirling’s regal heights, until 379 
Turn’d it discerns afar Forth’s opening gulf, 

And isles, that gleam by Fife’s extremest shore, 
Or Berwick’s fishy strand, in misty blue 

Fading away, and ships, white-wing’d, that stud 
Cerulean waters, as they seek fair vills 

And havens, that adorn the mighty bay ; 

While Scotia’s mountains hoar, with answering pomp, 
Close nature’s wondrous and magnific scene. 
Which charms beheld, pensive I sought awhile 
Linlithgow’s rural lake and quiet vill, 

At times, (and worthily) the loved retreat 

Of kingly Gregory, when cares of state 391 
May ever to his anxious hours allow 

Retirement brief, and momentary ease. 

The rustic natives e’en in this still spot, 

I found alarm’d, and timorous: for no scene, 

How hush’d soe’er, seem’d to their troubled fears 
Safe from incursions of the savage Danes, 

Oft rushing northward from Northumbrian hills, 
Or else in ships vexing the Scottish bays. 

Their sad forebodings (all I could) I soothed, 
Witb hope of safety from the royal care, 401 
And guard of Scotland’s valiant noblemen. 

Then crossing Forth’s broad flood I gain’d the shores 
Of Fife, and visited the royal seat 

Of old Dunfermline, from whose castled height 

I gazed afar upon the storied scene 

Of Danish desolation, which my steps 

Prepared to tread. Soon then my devious course 
Approach’d the sylvan banks of Leven’s lake, 
And gently-winding river, whose fair waves 

Mix with the main in Largo’s circling bay. 

Awhile I check’d my steps, admiring here 
Nature’s romantic beauty: the smooth lake, 

A lucid mirror of unrivall’d grace ; 

The sylvan islets, and their turret-towers, 415 
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The varied amphitheatre of hills, 416 
And deem’d these scenes of glory, ne’er design’d 
For bloody and polluting feet of foes, 

But only made for peace and happiness. 

Then along Leven’s river banks I stray’d, 

Among those fated champains, where of late 
Hubba and Hinguar with their legion-hosts, 
Roaming o’er Fife from Largo’s crowded bay, 
Braved the opposing power of Constantine, 
Scotland’s late King, great Kenneth’s worthy son, 
And noble Gregory’s predecessor meet. 

First ’gainst the priests, and temples of Christ’s faith, 
(Ever the object of their fellest hate,) 428 
The Pagans vent their rage ; at whose approach, 
The English, who in Lothian dwelt, and Scots 
Inhabiting proud Fife, alarmed flee, 

Where’er they may escape the sudden foe. 
Whence a great company of learned men 

From many parts, to Scotland’s favour’d sons 
Here mild diffusing their collected light 

And spreading wide the sacred word of life, 

They exile, terrified, to May’s green isle, 

That lifts its watch-tower by Forth’s entering gulf: 
These the Danes, following with infernal rage, 439 
There immolated to their bloody gods. 

Dear, martyr’d saints! fond memory’s deathless heirs! 
O’er your green tombs in May’s sequester’d isle, 
Pensive I hung, and shed my dutcous tears. 

Still in your country’s page, your names shall live, 
Revived for ever! thine, good Adrian, 

Bishop and pastor of the Scottish realm, 

Glodian, and Gaius, and Monanus, grace 

Of that high see, which royal Kenneth’s care 
Fix’d at Saint Rule’s old temple, (since that time 
Saint Andrew’s named,) of Scotland’s sees the chief. 
And thee too, pious Stolbrand, then bereaved, 451 
Thy grateful country memorizes still ; 

And mourns the fall of her assembled saints !— 
After which savage deed the Pagan Danes 

Urged their wild course thro’ Fife, and regions near, 
Till the poor natives from their burning homes, 

By flight or slaughter, were extirped all. 

But noble Constantine, the Scottish King, 
Impatient of so mighty injuries, 

Came with a levied host of Scotland’s powers, 

To check the further inroad of the foe, 

And call to battle the triumphant Danes. 

These, in two several camps, disparted lay, 463 
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Divided by the Leven’s river stream, 464 
Then swoln with rain, swift and unfordable. 

With eager eye, I mark’d the very fields, 

O’er which proud Hubba’s thronging tents were 
That nearest lay to our advancing Scots: (spread, 
(So neighbouring peasants pointed, who themselves 
Had witness’d, or partook, the bloody strife.) 
Him soon the enraged Constantine assail’d, 
Tempting to combat in the open field. 

The prudent Hubba sought to stay his powers 

In their entrench’d retreat: in vain: each host 
Burning for conflict with wild clamour rush’d 475 
To onset, and the awful fight began. 

Dreadful, at first, seem’d to the Scottish eye 

The martial aspect of the giant- Danes, 

While from their high habergeons wildly stream'd 
Mantles of silk, blood-red, or purest white, 

That far-conspicuous flutter’d in the winds ; 

And in his potent grasp each seem’d to wield 
With ease a mighty spear, whose mortal touch 
Armour of steely mail might ward in vain. 

Yet in array of battle marching on, 

The incensed Scots, with dauntless courage fired, 
Assail the insulting foe. Fiercely and long —_487 
Raged the wild conflict, till the invading Danes, 
Surrounded and compell’d on every side, 
Oppress’d with storm of maddening multitudes, 
Down threw their cumberous arms, and routed fled. 
Crowds, hasting to their camp, pursuit o’ertook ; 
Till the deep trenches, with their bodies fill’d, 
Form’d a main passage for the trampling hosts 

Of the victorious Scots, forcing their camp, 

And scorning the weak guard that there opposed. 
Multitudes, thronging in their panic flight 

Toward the swollen Leven’s waters, there alone 
Saw a last hope of life, and in despair 499 
Plunging amid the whirling waves, were lost. 
Some few escaped, through the adventurous aid 
Of their sad brethren, on the fronting shores, 

Who ready stood to cross the raging stream ; 

But peril of impending death forbade. 

Prime among whom, so rescued, was their chief, 
Proud Hubba’s self, whose sight rejoiced indeed 
Hinguar, his brother, clasping him again 

Safe thus from danger of a double fate, 

From raging conquerors, or from whelming waves. 
Proud was the triumph of the victors then, 

Thus mastering of their foes one mighty part, 511 
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And deeming o’er the rest their triumph sure. 512 
The pipe, the dance, the song, gave loose to joy, 
Till flush’d with an immoderate confidence, 

The Scots ’gan now contend among themselves 
For parting of anticipated spoil, 

And captives still untaken, yet their own 

Deem’d, as if now possession gave the claim. 

Nor slender was the strife of argument, 

Whether the Danish chiefs, when captive made, 
Should undergo the death, or be display'd 

Alive in triumph to the common folk. 

In such vain contest was the time consumed, 4523 
And not in ordering of the second war. 

At last when Leven bis wont course resumed, 
The royal Constantine, with all his host, 

Pass’d to the opposing bank, intent once more 

To hurl defeat upon the routed Danes. 

These in their camp in sullen silence lay, 
Brooding revenge, and studious to regain 
Victory’s smiles by order‘d discipline. 

Nor paused the Danes; but in forethought array 
Met the approach of their pursuing foes. 

On the right wing, indignant Hubba led 

Six thousand haughty Danes: upon the left 535 
Buern, of English birth, who erst had fled 

From his Northumbrian home, and sought the aid 
Of Denmark’s King the insult to avenge, 

By Osbert offer'd to his cherish’d spouse, 

To the dishonour of his house and name, 

Led to the fight his exiled English friends ; 

Picts too, that with him had to Denmark fled. 
Hinguar, of martial genius, kept himself 

The middle battle, and exhorted there 

The mighty remnant of the Danish host, 

Their wonted prowess on that day to prove; 
Whose high event would either to their sway 547 
Yield the whole land of Albion, with the spoil 

Of all the wealth its ample bounds contain; 

Or else, with ignominy meet, consign 

To a perpetual slavery themselves, 

And their sons’ sons, among their ruthless foes : 
Wherefore he openly, in sight of all, 

Vow’d with a solemn oath, that on that day 

He would with victory to his camp return, 

Or perish on that field, which covenant 

He will’d the Danes should, all and each, confirm. 
Whereat the universal multitude, 

Moved by his words, one dread assenting shout 
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Sent up to heaven, and each his gods invoked 560 
To hear their confirmation of that vow.. 

Meantime the royal Constantine essay’d 

A like array, and on the right wing placed 

Ethus his brother; Duncan on the left, 

The thane of Athole; and to either gave 

Ten thousand chosen men. Himself led on 

The mid-ward of the battle, and inspired, 

Both with his presence and his cheering words, 
Among his troops fresh hope and confidence. 

To all once more his hearty thanks he gave 

For victory in the last proud fight achieved, 571 
And each he bade this day to bear in mind 

His former glory ; nor to taint it now 

By any faintness, or one thought of flight. 

For, with their wonted manhood, if they stood 
That day each hostile charge, sure victory 

W ould crown their deeds, and all their troubles end. 
Straight at the trumpet’s sound, the furious Danes 
Against the Scots forth issued, where they stood 
In steadfast order; yet when they beheld 

The Scots stand firm, they in the mid-way paused, 
Nor to the deadly onset forward rush’d. 

Full soon a storm of darts and arrows flew 583 
From either host, and meeting in mid air, 

Beneath its darkening arch both armies rush'd 

To battle, and the dreadful conflict join’d.— 

Ab! what avails it now to memorize 

Deeds else of highest name, whose sad result 
Was only sorrow and entire defeat ! 

Long and terrific raged the bloody fight: 

But brave in vain were Scotland’s gallant sons. 
For, by sad chance of war, the crafty foe 
Compelling first each wing to sudden flight, 

Next compass’d the main battle all around, 

And soon with hideous bloodshed and dismay 595 
The Scottish legions left the ruin’d field. 

Ten thousand Scots on that disastrous day 

Fell in their country’s battle; and himself 

The royal Constantine, in captive bonds, 

Was to the sea-side led, and in a cave, 

Among lone rocks, with insult in cold blood, 
Cruelly murder’d by his ruthless foes. 

That very cave I enter’d, which the sons 

Of Scotland since, in memory of the deed, 

Have named the black den, and the den of fiends. 
I saw the pillars rear'd on Lundie fields, 

Near Largo’s bay, memorials of the fight, 607 
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And mourn’d the fate of Scotland’s noble race, 60s 
Prompt ever in their country’s cause to bleed. 
But, as a nation, had the Scottish name 

Been then almost extinct, (so dire the fray, 

And lordly was the victor’s insolence,) 

If Ethus, first perceiving that the field 

Was lost, had not two gallant companies 

Of his best men led from the hopeless fight, 
Himself reserving for some happier time. 

Him soon the people, fearing lest the want 

Of an acknowledged head to rule the land 

Might yield them to their foes an easier prey, 619 
Conducted with due pomp to ancient Scone, 

And crown’d him there, as Scotland’s rightful King, 
But found, in proof, unmeet for government, 

And of his body sensual and light, 

Omitting time of vantage to the state, 

The few surviving nobles of the realm, 

Counselling for the public safety, seized 

And held him in safe keeping, till he died. 

While they, (and chief by the persuasion moved 
Of noble Dougal, chieftain of Argyle,) 

Imposed the crown on royal Gregory, 

Who worthily now rules the Scottish realm.” 631 


He paused a moment; for the listening King, 
Struck with the varied tale, that in him woke 
Sad memory, yet not void of future hope, 

Thus, with a sigh, these accents interposed. 


‘« Alas! what train of sorrow has befallen 
This favour’d portion of Britannia’s isle! 
Her peace disturb’d, her gallant heroes slain, 
Her sovereign captive and untimely fallen! 
O’er him I shed the tributary tear, 
Still living in his country’s memory. 641 
Yet in his place now sits a noble chief, 
Worthy of Scotland’s crown; whose merits well 
I know, dear Erigen, and to myself 
In frequent meditation, day and night, 
Hold as example royal Gregory. 
Thy praise of him my willing voice confirms ; 
From whom I yet hope union and defence. 
But more, learn’d tutor! I impede the tale.”’ 


Soon then delighted Erigen resumes. 
‘¢ Thence the wild course of the marauding Danes, 
Northward, I follow’d, smit with keen desire 652 


~ 


‘ 
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To trace their steps, and mark the country’s state. 
Thus on my way, ere yet my journeying left 

Fife’s royal province, anxious I beheld 

That ancient fane, erst founded by Saint Rule, 
Famed as the first and eldest Christian church 

In Scotland known, now to Saint Andrew’s name 
Devoted, as to Scotland’s patron-saint ; 

Whose massive towers and walled town I saw, 
Spread by the sea-side on the eastern shore, 
Along a bay, to ships a grateful port. 

Yet, from the hallow’d honour of the place, 

Ever obnoxious to the Pagan foe, 664 
And in its awful ruins shewing now 

The spareless rapine of their impious hands. 

Then into Perth's wide province on I pass’d, 

And charm’d survey'd awhile Perth’s royal vill, 
And Tay’s renowned river, where of old 

The Roman army of Agricola, 

Delighted, paused upon their northward way, 

And cried with joy, “ Behold the Tiber’s flood !” 
With awe I follow’d Tay’s wide-echoing Frith, 
Where erst Agricola’s fierce legions stay’d 

The Roman eagle’s flight, when they might see, 
For its repose, of barbarous climes no end. 676 
I mark’d the sheltering harbour of Montrose: 
Then view’d Scone’s ancient halls, whose palace holds 
The hallow’d stone, which old tradition tells 


' From the Egyptian land was brought of yore; 


Famed, as the pillow whereon Jacob slept 

Amid the plains of Luz, and dream’d of heaven ; 
From age to age Scotland’s palladium deem’d, 
Whereon the Scottish Kings in long descent 

Have sat, receiving first their country’s crown ; 
On which is this prophetic verse inscribed, 686 
‘“‘ Unless fate err, the Scots, where’er reposed 
They find this stone, shall there be held to reign.” — 
I saw around the insulting monuments 

Of Danish spoil, and foul indignity, 

Within the royal homes of Scotland’s Kings, 

Till my full heart with indignation swell’d, 

Or bled with very pity at the sight. 

Then by Tay’s winding banks I pensive stray’d, 
And in my journeying came, where sainted peace, 
Till late, had hallowed the retired abode 

Of the devoted brethren, the Culdees, 

In the sequester'd valley of Dunkeld ; 

Where nature's beauteous scenes but fix’d the more 
Their admiration upon nature’s God ; 700 
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And led them here to rear a stately fane 701 
To his just honour, and the name of Christ. 

Alas! e’en this still spot, these lovely scenes, 
Could charm no favour from the ruthless foe. 

The holy men in terror were expell'd ; 

Learning, to Scotland dear, had been exiled ; 

The temple plunder'd, and consign’d to flames, 
But, by good Gregory’s care, of late restored. 
Loftily towering o’er Tay’s winding marge 

I traced high Birnam hill, and Birnam wood. 
Then eastward turning, musing I beheld 
Dunsinnan’s watchful hill, and castled steep, 712 
W hose height o’erlooks afar the region round. 
Then into Angus passing, I survey’d 

The fertile hills of Glamis, and proud fort, 

And mark’'d the hill of castle-crown’d Denoon. 
Thence wandering on I visited the seat 

Of ancient Brechin, where sublime it stands 

Upon the rocky banks of southern Esk, 

And mark’d the circling watch -tower, vast and high, 
Here built in triumph by the invading Danes: 
And view’d the scenes,which here their spareless rage 
In quest of rapine late had visited. 723 
Then through wild woods, by caves, and ancient hills, 
I pass’d, on which the hardy Mountaineers 

Speak but their native Erse, and Gaelic tongue; 
Where their cross’d Tartan-plaid, and twisted hose, 
Their tufted bonnet, and loose-hanging kilt, 
Bespeak their ancient Scythian origin. 

After, through many a rocky narrow pass, 

And solemn glen, through whose wild precipices 
Roar rapid rivers at dread depths below, 

I urged my weary way, until I reachd 
Blair-Athole’s tract, and sylvan-rich expanse, 
That like a new world burst upon the view. 

These proud domains I traversed, and survey'd 736 
With wonder and delight the impetuous falls 

Of Bruar’s river, through impendent rocks 

Urging its tortuous and loud-roaring flood, 

Down precipices huge, mid clouds of spray, 

Into a gulfy chasm, deep-sunk below ; 

Where all the torrent-waters boiling rage, 

Till through the vale their lengthen’d current rolls. 
Thence eastward by the banks of winding Dee, 
(River, to song and quiet dear) I pass'd 

And reach’d the sea-ward towers of Aberdeen, 
Late beautified by royal Gregory. 

Then tracing upward Don’s meandering stream, 743 
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I reach’d, in Moray, Elgin’s antique seat, 749 

And mark’d the site of its magnific fane, 

Much injured by the desolating foe, 

Who from the north had hither found his way, 

And traversed late, for spoil, these princely bounds. 

Near Forres I beheld the hoary moor, 

And blasted heath, where (as old fame reports) 

Witches and weird sisters keep their haunts, 

Who hurl strange charms amid the poison'd air, 

And chant wild orgies to the ghastly moon. 

With awe these lonely scenes I visited ; 

Then, feeling by a strong desire impell'd 760 

To travel, and thus learn fair Scotia's state, 

Passing by Nairn’s protected port I came 

Along the coast of Moray, ravaged late 

By the despoiling foe, to the deep haven 

Of Inverness, beside whose sheltering walls 

Ships from the northern main in safety ride: 

Close by whose cheerful vill, I pleased beheld 

The Fairies’ hill, whose length, embower’d with trees, 

Like an inverted keel, lies stretch'd along. 

Thence down the long continuous chain of lakes, 

That severs Scotland from her northern shores, 

E’en to the western main, I urged my course, 772 

Aud on my anxious, but delighted, way 

Pass’d many a circling Danish fort, and track 

First found through wild scenes by invasive bands, 

O’er highland mountains, and deep-shadowing glens, 

Aud by the borders of the woody lakes, 

Which, edged with pasture, gave the hope of spoil. 

Thus wandering on, Ben Nevis’ mighty hill, 

That lifts his snowy head amid the clouds, 

I pass’d admiring, till the fishy shores 

And lakes, and heath-clad hills, and rocky bays, 

And varied isles I reach’d, of wild Argyle. 

With sorrow deep I mark’d, that not alone = 784 

The eastern, and mid bounds of Scotland's realm 

Had felt the fury of the invading Dane, 

But e’en these western shores, and isles retired, 

Alike their pirate-bands had late assail’d. 

Smit with revenge, the kingly Regner’s sons, 

To ocean-storms and scenes of blood inured, 

With roving fleets had vex’d the northern main, 

Till these fair isles, and hills, and streams beloved, 

Too oft were reddened with the gallant blood 

Of their own native, highland, harmless sons, 

Slain in their country’s and their chiefs’ defence. 

Vain was their emulous fidelity 796 
VOL. U1. Z 
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To their old clans, and hospitable chiefs, 797 
Each blest with service of a numerous train, 

By kindness only bound, and ready still 

At the known call of his wide-echoing shield, 

To start to duty, for the battle arm’d, 

With target, dirk, or spear, or huge claymore: 
When by their chieftain’s ancient banner rank’d, 
Each holds life cheap, or but possess’d to save 
Their clan, their quiet homes, and native hills : 
Till from their awful presence danger flies, 

As o’er the mountain speeds the passing cloud. 
Yet mocking e’en such gallant bravery, 808 
The warrior Danes from their incursive ships 

Had landed on these coasts, and by the shores 

Or of these islets, or the shelter’d lakes, 

(After hard conflicts with the native race,) 
Constructed camps, with fosses deep inclosed, 

Or forts, and stony watch-towers, round and high, 
With hollow walls, on many a dun and hill, 
Ascending from one portal sunk below. 

The subject region thus they hold in awe, 

Along the mighty chain of sounding lakes, 

A sea-like wide expanse, extending far 

And o’er the highland clime, across the land, 820 
E’en to the eastward ports of Inverness. 

Nor through this favour’d track alone they raged, 
But all along the coasts of wide Argyle, 

Her numerous islands, and indented bays, 

And chief in Morvern, in those ballow’d scenes, 
(Still the loved haunts of roes and bounding deer,) 
Where erst Fingal and heroes, doom’d to live 

For ever in old Ossian’s moving song, 

Met their invading foes, in proud array 

Of their peculiar tribes and martial clans, 

And for their threaten’d country fought and died. 
Scenes where their brave descendants yet survive : 
Scenes now by foes profaned, but where of old 
The light of beauty from the hills of mist 

Beam’d on the warrior, and consoled his toil ; 
And from the clouds (so sung the ancient bard) 
The ghosts of their brave fathers eyed their decds 
And spoke in music of their airy harps; 

Till piety and awe sublimed the soul 

Of valour, into more than earthly mood. 

From where Ben-Nevis rears his giant-bulk 

O’er Morvern’s wide, and promontory-tract, 
Along Mull’s sound, embay’d with rocky-cliffs, 
And Lismore’s central island, fertile-fresh, 644 
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And Appin’s fruitful region, and the wild 8.15 
And pastoral valley of secure Glencoe, 

Up to the King’s house, which, tradition tells, 
Was erst frequented hy the great Fingal. 

Nor spared the savage Danes to seize and hold 
The castle of Ardtornish, awful pile, 

Crowning impendent rocks, that front the Sound, 
Which severs Morvern from Mull’s spacious isle. 
In which old fort, (so antique fame reveals) 
Fingal, the lord of these the western isles 

Was wont to keep his princely residence, 

And held of yore the councils of his state; 856 
Where chiefs of these green isles each proudly form’d 
Leagues of alliance fond, and strict defence. 

These classic scenes, all-charm’d, I visited, 

And saw the district of romantic Lorn, 

And pass’d the castle and the echoing bounds 

Of old Dunstaffnage, erst the royal seat 

Of Scotland’s monarchs many an age, and where 
Was kept of yore the famed primeval stone, 
Scotland’s palladium deem’d, whereon her Kings 
Were crown’'d from age to age, from Egypt brought, 
There used as elder patriarchs’ justice-seat : 

After from hence removed to regal Scone. 868 
In my far journey every hallow’d spot 

I found despoil’d by the remorseless foe. 

Nor these alone, but of the western isles 

The peace invaded, and the still repose 

Of their retired inhabitants, before 

Lull’d by the murmuring cadence of the main, 
And sea-maids’ music from their coral caves ; 
Unused to sounds of war, that seldom reach’d, 

Of old, these islands of the distant west. 

But late the trumpet’s horrid clang has roar’d 
Along the western, as the northern shores, 879 
Even to Caithness, the utmost northward-strand. 
Where, (as of late I heard,) dispersed remains 
Among the sea-ward vills, and cavern’d shores 
Full many a Danish name, and monument, 
Devoted to their gods and favour’d chiefs, 

Far as the Orcades, and Zetland isles.” 


So as he said, and named so wide advance 
Of his enquiring progress, with desire 
Inflamed to hear of scenes, full dear to thought, 
Edred, the bishop of the sainted north, 
Late speeding hither from the Holy isle, 
To the far travell’d sage these words address’d. - 
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‘“‘ Say, valued Erigen, since now I learn 892 
Thy devious steps approach’d the western isles, 
Did’st thou, amidst thy journeying fond, aught note 
Or learn of venerable Columb’s cell ; 

That holy name, whom all the north adores ? 
What doom has that all-sacred spot befallen ?” 


To whom the watchful Erigen replied. 
‘‘ Among the varied western isles I sail‘d, 
Smit with desire peculiar to behold 
Saint Columb’s famed retreat, here ever named 
With reverence, as the isle of Columb’s cell. 902 
Here, passing rocks, that stud the cerule sea, 
And the wide cliffs of Mull, our bird-like bark 
Ere long was wafted to that sacred isle, 
Where Columb, pious saint, the active friend 
And early patron of Christ’s heavenly truth, 
Hither from Ireland coming, fix’d his home, 
And founded an abode for holy men; 
Which afterward became the far-famed seat 
Of true religion, and sound learning, known 
Through every region as their place of rest. 
For while all Europe’s wasted kingdoms pined 
In darkness and benighted ignorance, 914 
Christ’s blest religion and true knowledge found 
Within this little isle an unthought home, 
And quiet shelter from pursuing foes ; 
As the sole ark, whereon the dove of peace, 
Like a preserving angel sent from heaven, 
Could find repose mid an o’erwhelmed world. 
Whence this small spot became the nursery 
And seed-plot, that preserved for other lands 
The heavenly fruits of genuine piety 
And wisdom true, to bloom from age to age. 
Wherefore this favour’d spot has ever been 
In after-time deem’d holy ; and within 926 
Its hallow’d soil, the line of Scotland’s Kings, 
In long descent from ancient Fergus’ self, 
Lie sepulchred : here Scotland’s archives rest, 
Preserved within its holiest tutelage. 
Here too repose the race of Ireland’s Kings, 
Buried in tombs that bear their honour’d names; 
And at meet distance sleep the princely race, 
In long succession of their genuine line, 
Lords of the isles, that grace the western deep. 
Within this sainted isle, the highland chiefs 
Wont from their native hills to meet, and swear 
Contracts and leagues of faith and amity ; 938 
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Which, if infringed, thus holily confirm’d, 939 
Branded the impious slighter of the vow, 

For ever infamous among mankind. 

I saw the black stone, o’er whose mystic form, 
As at the altar of some power divine, 

The chiefs were used to plight their mutual truth ; 
Vow seldom, save by desperate crime, impugn’d. 
The tombs I saw of all the mighty Kings, 

Whose glory in their sons’ remembrance lives, 
And wakes to virtue each succeeding age. 
Sharing the tender grief that fill’d the heart 

Of the sad natives in this sacred isle, 950 
O’er its dread waste I shed the duteous tear. 

For this famed spot had Hubba’s bands profane 
Eagerly sought; despoil’d its sainted fanes ; 
Exiled, or slain, its peaceful holy men ; 

Nor spared from foul indignity the tombs, 

Where Kings repose in unoffending sleep. 

E’en Columb’s marble altar, snowy-white, 

Was red with stains of his true servants’ blood, 
And his own honour’d cell all-black with fires. 
But even yet the pious native race 

Hope (as foretold in antique prophecy,) 

That their blest isle shall flourish, as before, 962 
And lift its glory oe’r the wrecks of time.— 
Then, longing the condition to behold 

Of other lovely islands of the west, 

Our airy pinnace o’er the sea-green waves 

Steer’d to the mermaid-grots of Colonsay, 

And eyed its coral banks, and heathy hills, 

And mark’d the ruins of its rural fanes; 

The tombs of Oransay ; Coll’s streamlet-isle, 
Loved of the heath-cock and the ptarmigan, 
Diversified with spots of loveliest green, 

Rich too in number of her peopled lakes, 

As in the wealth of her fish-haunted sands. _— 974 
Then Staffa’s wondrous isle, whose side displays 
That mighty range of columns, nature’s sport, 
Here lifted in sublime magnificence, 

Mocking the rivalry of human art. 

On whose strange shore, with like enraptured awe, 
We saw the matchless cave of famed Fingal, 
Whose entrance, high and vast, on either side 
Nature’s own pillars guard; whose arching roof 

. Glitters with mighty crystals of the main, 

And in whose hall the Grecian bards might feign 
Neptune himself to hold his kingly court, 

While to his throne within, o’er many a tide, 986 
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The Tritons, borne upon their shelly cars, 987 
And sea-nymphs, hung with coral gems and pearls, 
Should rise, and bring their duteous offerings here, 
O’er the calm surface of the azure deep. 

This cavern’d cell we enter’'d, which the sea 
Pierces to its extreme, and as we stay’d, 
Embosom’d there in yellow-soften'd light, 

We thought, how oft within this wild retreat, 
Fingal, the kingly hero, or the chief, 

To tender virtue as to valour dear, 

Gaul, son of Morni, amiable heart, 

The Hector of his age, or other chiefs, 998 
Surviving still in Ossian’s various song, 

Might shelter, screen’d from their pursuing foes ; 
Or safe concert for their invaded land 

Wise councils, and brave deeds of deathless fame. 
In Ila’s heart-like isle, I saw the stone 

Whereon of old their haughty princes stood, 

On hollows, purposed to receive their feet ; 
Crown’'d here, as wont lords of the western isles, 
Before Argyle’s high bishop, and his priests, 
Each arm‘d, in presence of his vassal chiefs 
Vowing to reign as did his princely sire, 

Yet as a father o’er his children rules : 1010 
When, too, in turn, the listening people swore 
Him to obey, as sons observe their sire. 

I mark’'d its antique forts and battle-scenes, 
Where from old time contending clans have fought; 
Then Jura, stretching from the coast of Lorn, 
Rugged in aspect, whose huge rocks up- piled 

In wild disorder to the wondering gaze 

Shew nature’s awful power and endless change. 
Its cones of ridgy mountains I beheld, 

Novel and strange to sight, that towering high, 
Uplift their swelling bulk amid the clouds, 

And mock the tempests of the western main. 1022 
Then round Kintyre’s long-jutting promontory 

We sail’d, and entering Clyde’s broad Frith, ere long 
Pass'd Arran’s Alpine isle, and mark’d with awe 
Its mighty cairns, and ruin’d druid-fanes : 

And Ranza’s castle, and the pirate-caves, 
Sculptured within with ancient figures rude : 
Then, higher, Bute’s fair isle, indented deep 

With spacious bays, and rich in ports secure. 

Its coast we pass’d, and coral-scatter’d cliffs, 
And up the sounding Clyde, advancing, came 

To high Dunbreton’s mighty castled rock, 

An ancient fortress of the Britons old, 1034 
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Thence named, and deem’d the eldest, strongest fort 
Scotland can boast, whose keeping warriors still 
Esteem the key of all these western isles. 

I mark’d where in its cradled height it lies, 

And from its eagle-station overlooks 

The rivers of the Leven, and the Clyde, 
Conjoining their majestic floods ere yet 

They hail the union of the salt sea-waves. 

From off these craggy heights, amazed, I look’d 
Over the vast expanse diflused below, 

Clyde’s estuary wide, and mountains huge, 
Soften’d in distance, Leven’s verdant vale, —1046 
And winding river, and beyond, the tract 

Of wild Lochlomond, and its sylvan lake, 
Bosom’d in mountains vast, o’er whose long range 
Ben-lomond high extols his pointed head, 

Soaring with regal pride among the clouds. 

Then, northward, from this fort impregnable, 
Urging my way, my curious steps explored 

Full many a highland pass, which (as I deem) 
The Roman legions in their conquering course 
Visited never; yet the pirate-Danes, 

Versed in the dangers of their ruder clime, 

Their piny forests, and their ice-clad hills, 1058 
Methought, had pierced, in quest of pillaged spoil. 
For oft I deem’d, their wasting paths I traced 

In wildest scenes, beyond the Grampian hills ; 
Among the savage Trosachs, and retreats, 

Dwelt but by robbers, scorning human ties: 
Scenes, where the eagle, unmolested, deems 

All his own empire, as he proudly sails 

O’er nature’s rude magnificence below ; 

Or, towering, soars above the cloudy top 

Of Benvenue; or where Benledi rears 

His rival front amid the misty air, 

And eyes the sun, whose early morning beam 1070 
Crowns his high-peering head with streamy gold, 
Long ere his light has touch’d the lesser hills. 

Or where, embosom’d amid closing cliffs 

And wild recesses of the Trosach woods, 

Beyond the waters of the winding Teith, 
Loch-Kettrin lies, in sweet variety 

Broke into many a cape and turning bay, 

And pastures green, and sandy-shelving shores, 
Or edged with rocks, precipitous and high, 
Plunging their marble sides amid the deep ; 

Upon whose verdurous marge wild cattle graze, 
By none disturb’d, and o’er the silvery breast lusz 
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Of the clear waters, silent soars the hern, 1083 
As o’er her own domain, and wild-fowl cry 

From mid their reedy haunts, whose echoing call 
Breaks the strange stillness of these solitudes ; 
And from the forest heights, the peeping stag 
Eyes the lone stranger, as he steals below, 

Nor draws his spreading antlers from the view, 
But sternly looks, and scans invading feet.” 


He paused awhile; for Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
Fair Ethelfleda, here her grateful voice 
Soft interposes: with such mention smit, 1093 
Thus to the travell’d Scot she adds in few. 


‘* Oft at our Mercian court, in happier days, 
The beauty of the Scottish climes has reach’d 
My charmed ear ; both from my gracious spouse 
The royal Burthred, who in youth had joy’d 
To visit them, and fire his opening mind ; 
And from the nobles too of Mercia’s realm, 
Whoe’er had thither journey’d and survey’d 
(In fashion not unwont,) the Scottish court, 1102 
Some on improvement, some on pleasure bent : 
Then beyond Stirling, where such court was held, 
Pass’d among lakes, vales, mountains, dear to song. 
Full oft the ladies of our court their bowers 
Enchanted with the sweetly-warbling lute, 
Touch’d to wild Scottish lays and pastoral songs, 
Drawn from the lovely scenes, to Scotland dear. 
Nor wonder ’tis, that scenes so richly fair, 
And manners suited to proud nature's gifts, 
Are, and (I deem) hereafter still shall be, 
The theme of bards, and charm from age to age.— 
But pardon—I impede the story’s course— 
Proceed, good Erigen; with journeyings wild 
In Scotia’s varied clime delight our ear.”,—- 1116 


Then thus the learned Erigen pursues. 


‘< Soon by the rural vill of Callander, 
Southward I came to Stirling’s castled steep, 
Of old a royal seat of Scotland’s Kings, 
Full oft the scene of tierce and bloody strife 
Between the Romans and the native race, 
And since,’twixt Scottish and Northumbrian, tribes ; 
Deem'd by each people, as the chiefest pass 
Into the highland, and the northward climes. 
I saw the bridge, which the Northumbrian King 
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Osbert far-famed, late built of stately stone, 1127 
Over Forth’s narrow’d flood; and saw the cross, 
Whose pillar rear’'d upon the central arch, 

Told to the passenger with verse inscribed, 

‘That here the English, Scotch, and Pictish race 
Might safely stand, in bound debateable, 

Being their territory's several end.’ 

Here the same Osbert, when in bloody fight 

He had defeated Kenneth’s wanton son, 

Who after died imprison’d, having lost 

His people’s love, (sole pillar of a throne,) 

Coin’d money, and his mint establish’d here: 1138 
W hereafter came, (as current fame reports,) 

The name of Sterling coin, throughout the realm. 
But this old royal seat of Scotland’s realm 

Brave Gregory from the Northumbrian King 
Recover’d, and to Scotia’s rule restored. 

From the proud summit of this regal steep, 
Crown’d with the antique castle's lofty towers, 

I gazed, admiring, round. Where’er [ turn’d, 
Delight and wonder mark’d the noble scene: 

The long meandering of majestic Forth, 

And rural Teith’s fair tributary stream, 

Urging their silvery course through level meads 1150 
Far on, till glimmering near the Grampian hills: 
Beyond, far-seen, Ben-lomond’s misty head : 
Southward the wide and fertile champain tract, 
Long by the Roman legions held in sway ; 

Whose care erected here, by strict command 

Of their great leader, prudent Antonine, 

A mighty wall and mound, extending far 

From east to west across the Scottish land, 

From Forth’s wide Frith to Clyde’s broad-rolling bay ; 
And rear’d full many a fort, whose strength might 
From southern lands the Scottish mountaineer : [ward 
And near assign’d a temple to the God, 1162 
Terminus, as their conquest’s willing end. 

Its circling ruins in my course I saw. 

Thence on I pass’d to Glasgow’s pious seat, 
Whose hallow’d walls and see episcopal, 
Founded, ’tis said, by holy Kentigern, 

Are yet devoted to his sainted name, 

And ask his patron care, who spake the word, 

‘ Let Glasgow flourish,’ to remotest time. 

Her cells, where erst I. pass’d my studious hours, 
Pleased I revisited, and saw again 

Her spacious streets, and spiry-fronting roofs, 

Her Clyde’s fair river, and her pleasant green. 1174 
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Nor fail’d my steps, besought, to turn awhile 1175 
Amid the charmed peace and stately home 

Of neighbouring Hamilton, whose princely chief 
With hospitable dignity adorns 

His ancient line, and yielded cheering rest. 

Then by the varied marge of sounding Clyde, 

Its wooded banks, and rocky precipices, 

I stray’d, and saw its mighty cataracts, 

And dashing torrent of famed Corra-Linn : 

Which mark’d awhile with wonder and delight, 
Onward I pass’d into the province wide 

Of Ayr, diversified with hills and vales, 1186 
And winding streams, and rocks, and sandy shores. 
South of fair Irwine’s course, I enter’d then 

The forest-tract of Coilus, ancient King. 

Passing Muirkirk’s bleak hills, the sylvan banks 
Of winding Ayr my charmed wandering drew 

To Lorn’s proud castle, from whose lofty height 

I view’d o’erjoy’d, the sweetly various scene, 

And musing, roved by Catrine’s woods, and vill, 
Sacred to peace; then saw the champain green 

Of Mauchline, water’d by meandering Ayr, 

And rested glad within its abbey-fane : 

Then, high Tarbolton’s swelling ridge, where late 1198 
Insulting Hubba and his victor- Danes, 

Prowling the region from Ayr’s tempting coast, 
Fix’d their proud camp, and from their mounded fort, 
(Yet seen beside Tarbolton’s rural vill,) 

In fearful awe held all the subject plains. 

Ayr’s haven-town I visited, and here, 

Resting awhile among her active sons, 

Intelligent and bold, I found, well-pleased, 

A hospitable home; and traced with them 

The curved bay, where late the Danish fleet 

Lay anchoring, while their pirate-crews assail’d 
The frighted country. With Ayr’s gallant sons 1210 
I mark’d their station, and the vestiges 

Of the foe’s conquering steps; their camp, their fort, 
And sad memorials of their wasteful march. 

Then, with the thoughtful Scots, the fervent wish 
I fondly breathed, that soon the British isles, 

To their own honour and their safety true, 

In union meet would form a naval power, 

Equal their sea-encircled shores to shield 

From hostile feet; and to this favour’d isle, 

The ark of safety rising o’er the deep, 

Secure her native empire of the main. 

That sacred hope, to thee, my gracious liege, 1222 
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Not strange nor vainly cherish’d, well I knew, 1223 
But deeply planted in thy princely breast. 

So to Ayr’s gallant sons thy royal wish 

I told, thy dearest purpose, and I found 

Their hearts beat high for such united power, 

And league of amity that might defend 

From foreign foes their much-loved native land. 
Domesticated thus, awhile at ease 

I mused beside Ayr's sylvan banks; I stray’d 
Among her bowery dells, and still retreats, 

Or roved at times along her pebbled shore, 

Or winding Irwine’s side, or visited 1234 
Kilmarnock’s ancient town, and hermit-cells. 

Then quitting Ayr’s full streets and antique towers, 
I pass’d her old bridge, o’er Ayr’s widen'd stream 
Blending her walls, ere yet the ampler flood 

Meets the wild main. Thence in my southward 
At leisure all the tract of woody Kyle, [course 
Pleased, I beheld; her fair green-spreading meads, 
Her champain rich, and vales, and pastured hills, 
A lovely scene: Kirk-Alloway’s quiet cells, 

And rustic fane, where pensive solitude 

Might deem perhaps, some native bard may wake 
Immortal song: then Coilton’s sainted home 1246 
I saw, and Pictish tomb of ancient Coil, 

Uprear’d beside the mouldering castle old, 

Where hallow’d sleeps his venerable shade, 

The King and father of a distant age. 

By Lugar’s winding stream I roved and pass’d 
The groves of Auchinlech and woody grace 

Of Ochiltree, and Cumnock’s shelter’d vill, 

Or southward by the side of silvery Doon 

My devious feet would wander, while my heart, 
Absorb’d in pleasing ecstasy, enjoy’d 

Fair Scotia's beauty, and the lavish hand 

Of nature in her varied scenes admired. 1258 
Then charm’d I saw the homes of rural peace, 
And witb the gallant sons and daughters fair, 
Down Girvan’s pastoral river, pleased I talk’d, 
And mark’d their native strains, and simple lite ; 
The dear abodes of innocence and joy. 

Then, from the shore, steep Ailsa’s island-rock, 
Amazed I view’d; the fort of Solitude. 

Then by the marge of Stinchar’s winding stream 
Turning enrapt, I saw the wondrous caves, 
Whence mermaids pour sweet music o’er the tides, 
And court sweet Echo to their sea-green couch. 
Fondly I gazed upon the dashing waves, 1270 
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Whose severing tide ere long I meant to cross, 1271 
Hence passing to my native Erin’s shore. 

But Carrick’s princely tract I long’d to note, 

Of old pertaining to the Scottish crown ; 

Through whose proud region and the western shores 
Of Ayr’s wide province, I not fail’d to mark 

Fresh monuments of battle, tower’d forts, 

And mounded camps, and cairns innumerable: 
Memorials true of many a noble death, 

That testified the steps of foreign foes, 

Not by the valiant natives unopposed. 

Beside these tombs, and many a vestige old, 1282 
That spoke the honour of these ancient realms, 
The fading tower, or frequent druid-fane, 

I paused and gave the rein to pensive thought, 
That look’d with eye intent on ages past; 

Yet threw fresh light upon the present scene, 
With hope prophetic for the future’s weal.” 


So as the observant Erigen remark’d, 
And paused a moment, with an equal wish 
At such his words enflamed, the attentive King 
Thus his own patriot aspiration breathes. 1292 


“‘ Nor, learned tutor, does that dearest hope 
Cease ever in my anxious heart to burn. 
And I too prophesy, with favour deign’d 
Of gracious heaven, that by united care 
Of our Britannia’s brave and active sons, — 
Valour no less than commerce, arts and arms, 
Shall dignify and yet exalt our isle 
Above the nations; that our native race 
Shall yet achieve and still maintain the height, 
To them most fit, and of my soul the food : 
When with a native navy their blent power 
Shall from Britannia’s happy isles defend 1304 
Hereafter all assault of foreign foes, 
And fearlessly defy the world in arms, 
Still vainly envying nature’s own decree, 
Who bids her rule the empress of the main.”’ 


He said, and seem’d with feelings proud enrapt, 
Until recovering soon, he fond entreats : 
The learned Scot his various tale renews. 


To whom then Erigen, endear’d, replies. 
*« Little of Scotia more, my honour’d liege, 
Remains to tell; for thence I anxious sought 1314 
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To cross the waves, and visit Erin’s isle, 1315 
Dear to my heart, as of my birth the home. 
Thence, eastward on, my curious course I bent, 
To the rich haven of the famed Dumfries, 

Where Nith’s majestic river his fair waves, 

From far meandering through expansive dales, 
Wild glens and hilly straths and valleys deep, 
Leads on to join the Solway’s sounding flood, 
And faves the feet of this fair regal port, 

Proud Scotia’s southern Queen. Within her homes, 
The seat of plenty and of festive grace, 

Awhile my wearied spirit I refresh’d, 1326 
And mark’d its rising state, and flowing wealth. 
Her princely merchants and her letter’d sons, 

1 knew, and honour’d ; in my turn received 

With kindness, and with honour, more than due. 
Thence to the banks of Esk I fondly turn’d, 

And saw its sylvan shaws and glens embower’d ; 
Soon Annan’s level coast, and Langholm’s woods, 
Mid the fair scenes that mark its sylvan tract.— 
Thus having traversed Scotland’s various realm, 
Myself have witness'd now with deep regret, 

That royal Gregory the great and good, 

Of Fergus’ line a worthy follower, 1338 
In vain his utmost strength and wisdom bends 

To save from outrage his afflicted land ; 

That studious learning owns no wish’d repose, 
Though still to Scotia dear: that all her seats 

Of piety and peace in ruin mourn, 

And e’en the hallow’d fane of good Saint Rule, 
Though sacred held of all, from ancient time, 

And holy Columb’s cell, alike have been 

By hands of Pagan enemies profaned : 

That bands of roving Pagans prowl at will 

The helpless country, from their sudden ships 
Escaping unawares o’er all the coast, 1350 
Thus ruthless persecuting Christ’s true faith 

And holy ministers, with rage no less 

Than late they did o’er England’s southern clime ; 
Whose various woes, yourself, my gracious liege, 
In piteous tale have erst to me reveal’d. 
Despairing, to the western point I came 

Of Scotland’s realm: next to the opposing shores 
Of the loved Erin, my own native isle.” 


A moment paused the excursive Erigen : 
For soon as Alfred, watchful, hears him name 
Erin’s fair isle, the sovereign thus exclaims. —_ 1361 
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‘“‘Oh! Now of Erin let thy voice rchearse : 1362 
Now burns my soul anew to learn whate’er 
Of this so favoured isle, thy filial love 
Will there have mark’d; not useless to our ear, 
But teaching, while it charms, our pensive thought. 
More of a country yet I long to know, 
The gifted beauty of whose isle retired 
Is nature’s seat of peace and innocence. 
Whose generous, brave, enthusiastic race, 
Ready in action, hospitable, kind, 
Dauntless in war, yet peaceful, witty, gay, 
Pious, and still of arts and learning fond, 1873 
Myself have mark’d, and as a nation, glow 
To link with honour ’mong Britannia’s sons. 
For Erin cordially I love; with pride 
Acknowledging her right and sister-claim, 
As a proud portion of the British isles, 
A radiant gem in Britain’s tri-une crown ; 
Whence, as a sovereign, duty binds me still 
In natural union and endearing love 
To join the members of one family. 
But as a man, the single heart-felt debt 
Of gratitude I owe to Erin’s isle, 
For that her healing art, and healthful scenes, 1395 
My sickly youth to happier ease restored. 
My life she fostered: still, in part, ’tis hers. 
Speak then, learn’d tutor, of that happy bower, 
The sea-set emerald of the sacred west.” 


So as he said, such sentiments reveal’d 
Pleased much the native, pilgrim-wanderer : 
Nor less were grateful to the listening ear 
Of British Asser, and the bard Geraint, 
Both to the land akin, pupils alike 
Of spots, by holy Patrick visited ' 
In early time, who wander’d Britain o'er 1396 
Intent to stablish there Christ’s dawning faith. 
Glad too, the bishops of the sainted north 
Fleard the fond sovereign praise the peaceful isle, 
Religion’s home, where late their course had steer’d. 
All wait intent to hear the courted theme. 
But Mercia’s lovely Queen, of female cares, 
Domestic, mindful, as beside the King 
She sat, and mark’d with smiles the endearing scene, 
What interest, e’en amid a fall so low, 
Such interchange of kindred minds could yield, 
Engaged on subjects dearest to each heart, 
Dares interpose her ever-pleasing voice. 1408 
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And though herself (not erst to themes of state 
And counsell’d musings for a people’s weal 
Unused) joys equally their talk to hear, 

Yet now with thought, becomingly her own, 
Graceful, the spell-bound audience she accosts. 


‘‘ Here pause awhile, ere on so loved a theme 
You enter, for, meseems, that now the hour 
Approaches, when the wonted noon-tide meal 
Myself should on our humble board address, 

Now soon prepared, (for the poor’s cates are few,) 
Yet ne’ertheless, healthy as richer fare. 1419 
After refreshment of our lowly hall, 

Sweeter, perhaps, may be the varied tale, 

And from such meet repast, we shall, perhaps, 
Enliven’d, to the mental feast return.” 


So as she said, her unexpected hint 
Drew pleased assent, for straight the gallant King, 
Turning, from off its rude-carved tripod took, 
Beside him where it stood, the lantern, fenced 
With thin transparent horn, wherein still blazed, 
Shielded thus evenly from changeful blasts, 
A waxen taper, gradual wasting down, 1430 
Witb equal inches mark’d, (sole time-piece here) 
The produce of his own inventive art ; 
Which as he oped, and eyed its faded course, 
He sees already that the sunken flame 
Has low descended past the wonted sign. 
Then Alfred thus exclaims. ‘‘ My gentle friends, 
Such of your converse is the witching charm, 
It lulls the sense of pain, and cheats the time, 
Which, unperceived, glides by on fairy-wings, 
Chasing all note of other thoughts away. 
Thanks to the Queen for such her genial care ! 
Ever to kind, domestic order thanks, 1443 
Dear to my heart, but still from female love 
When it proceeds, aptest, and sweetest too. 
We will awhile retire: and while the Queen 
(As is her kind and voluntary charge) 
Will neatly spread our simple, rustic board 
With what our care can pluck or art can win, 
(Yet varied as this lonely isle may yield) 
A walk around our homelet’s bowery groves 
Shall cheer us, while we breathe the health-fresh air; 
Nor mid the thickets hid, as slow we pick 
Our cautious tread, much need we (as I hope) . 
Yet fear surprise ; but through each opening glade 
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We may look out afar, ourselves unseen, 1455 
And watch, if o’er the waste, or on the hills, 

We can observe aught of the wish’d approach 

Of our young chieftains, absent now too long !” 


So said, the inmates of the lowly cell, 
(All save the gentle Queen, on household thoughts 
Busied,) its covert leave, and venture forth 
Within the precincts of the wooded isle. 
For a companion too, the sportive King 
Opes now the wicket of an osier-pale, 1464 
Construct hard by, whose narrow fence contains 
A little fawn, which his own hands had caught 
And from the net had spared unhurt. This late, 
For pleased amusement of an idler hour, 
Himself had loved to feed, and fondling tamed, 
Until it knew its master and its friend, 
And joy’d to follow oft his vagrant steps, 
Amusing by its presence, with scarce less 
Of shewn affection than the faithful dog, 
Such as in earlier youth the King well knew 
To rear and train, meet for the sylvan chase, 
The sport of nobles, which alike he loved, 
Their education’s chiefest exercise. 1477 
With ready joy, the playful fawn pursued 
Their devious feet, not seeking then to leave 
The friend it knew, but often in their path 
Seizing his mantle’s skirt, or down-bent hand, 
With upward gaze, as asking food or play, 
Some word, or sign of wont acknowledgment: 
A pleasing spectacle, that to the heart 
Bespoke the man, by kindness thus endear’d 
E’en to the brute creation, claiming so 
Indulgence to its harmless innocence,— 
Ah! exercised ere now on tenderer ties, 
Since lost, and absent here: in vain supplied 1489 
By the pet lamb, or gambols of the fawn, 
Yet by their sport to memory recall’d. 


*T was now spring season. W inter’s gloom had past 
In varied journeyings of the younger chiefs 
And pilgrim-bard, or frequent bold emprise; 
Who, each on several quest, had many a day 
Fill’d thus the favouring time, bent all to glean 
Tidings of use, and seize each gleam of hope. 
While mid retirement of the sheltering isle, 
In single company of Mercia’s Queen, 
Or in the solace of domestic task, 1500 
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The King had worn the darksome hours away. 1501 

Led thus to the reviving vernal tide, 

The sovereign and the strangers, new-arrived, 

Walk o’er the borders of the verdurous isle, 

Opening new beauty to the virgin-year 

At every turn of their delighted feet. 

Sometimes by fragrant and romantic spots 

They stray of shelter’d dingles and wild glades, 

Where o’er the thickets of brown alder-groves, 

Or willows green whose palmy-flowering buds 

Greet the pleased eye, or juicy sycamores 

That spread their fresh leaves o'er the scented air, 

Old oaks of massive trunk their ivied arms —1513 

Outstretch afar with stately canopy, 

Over whose curling and moss-crusted boughs 

Scarce yet the later foliage ’gins to peep. 

Amid such thick and long-continuing shade 

The wild goats, haunting this sequester’d scene, 

Love most to lurk, or the shy deer retire, 

And hid repose; or browse around, unseen, 

On flowering heath or verdant juniper, 

Wild nature’s growth, that decorates these bowers, 

And untrod turf of the suspectless isle : 

Small in its limit, yet in beauty rich, 1524 

And to its few inhabitants, ah! now 

How valued, and beyond all other dear, 

Yielding a home and shielding menaced life. 

The various grace scapes not each stranger’s eye ; 

All willing praise, and oft each stops to gaze. 

Sometimes through alleys dim and hazelly shaws, 

Clear’d somewhat by the labour of the chiefs, 

Or of the King himself, in colder hours 

Of winter's frost to cheer the lonely time, 

As well for pleasure as for exercise, 

And ever thus by vigorous health repaid, 

The novel party glide ’mong arborous cells —1536 

And opening vistas, (Fancy’s willing task) 

O’er holts, and shadowy glens, or hillock slopes, 

Scatter’d with tangled tufts to the isle’s last verge, 

Where osier-twigs and waving sedge bespeak 

The river’s flood or marshy waters near. 

Perhaps, by some lone spot, or moss-green bank, 

Of more enticing beauty, where hush’d Peace 

Might seem to choose her seat, the startled eye 

Discern’d the semblance of a garden, decked 

With more than nature’s care, where many a flower 

Collected shew’d as all her vernal wealth 

Were here concentrate, and the scented air 1548 
VOL. II. AA 
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Spoke many an odorous shrub and fragrant herb, 
Sumwm’d here, to charm the sense of sight or smell. 
Nor vain such thought: for now their steps had 
A lovely slope, ope to the southern sun, [reach’'d 
Bower’d round by native groves and sweet-briar tufts, 
Where Athelard’s happy thought and fondest task 
Had with his own hands wrought a hort-yard new, 
Unask’d, for Mercia’s fair and widow’d Queen, 
To please her solitary hours, and lure 

Her steps abroad for health or various charm. 

His choice had here assembled many a flower, 
Cull’d from recesses of the hermit-isle, 1560 
By culture flourishing with unwont grace, 

Near many a scented plant, or rarer shrub 

Of glossy leaf, and fadeless constancy. 

Here the wild myrtle rear’d her modest stem, 

The shrub to Venus sacred, nor refused 

Its glittering verdure to the sunny air. 

The musk-rose here was wanting, yet the buds 

Of the wild virgin-rose, transplanted here, 

Not meanly shone, with beauty scarcely less. 
Smiling, the King, (yet not with thought reveal'd,) 
Perceived too flowers, not vacant of a sign 

Or meaning, which the gentle fair might read; 1572 
Pansies for thoughts, for memory rose-marine, 
Heart’s ease, that in one single quarter peer’d ; 
And from the lowly mead selected too, 

The little humble flower, ‘‘ Forget-me-not.” 

Here too wild thyme and mints perfume the gale 
In ampler beds, and where the smooth ascent 

Of the screen’d bank disclosed a grotto-bower, 
O’er whose pleach’d shade aspiring woodbines curl’d, 
And growing moss its softest carpet spread. 
Before, and all around, and o’er its seat, 

Blue violets gleam'd with softly-languid eye, 

And golden oxlips paled their lovesick hue 1584 
Beside the modest lily of the vale, 
Soft-bowing its chaste head, with meekest grace, 
In tender’d homage unto beauty’s Queen. 

These deck’d an arbour that might seem a throne 
For dreamy fancy, or fond-musing love. 

Nor were not here, to woo the attracted hand 

Of the loved mistress of this fairy dell, 

Fruits such as desert solitudes like these [brought, 
By search could yield. From woodland coverts 
Wild strawberries profusely blossom’d here, 

With scarlet ripeness in maturer hour 

To tempt lips fresh and rosy as themselves. 1596 
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Here planted too, pluck'd from the neighb’ring moors, 
May shine cool cranberries, refreshing prize, 

Blue winberries, or raspis-berries wild, 

Found in their native haunts, of moist or dry. 
Here too the wild sheld-apples bloom, that glow 
In rich luxuriance over grafted stocks, 

Train’d here in mingled range along; or buds 

Of the wild cherry, sprent o’er flowering trees, 

Not native here, save with the care of art, 

Give promise of the ripening summer’s wealth, 
And speak no meanly cultivating hand. 1607 


Leaving which charmed spot, with pleased remark, 
Soon entering mid recesses of a wood, 
The King points out the place which erst himself 
And the young chieftains had, in vacant hour, 
Destined with fondly consecrated vow 
To be their humble chapel; at fix’d hour 
Still to recal their blest religion’s name. 
Mid the deep groves, its pillars only trees, 
Its arches meeting boughs, its spiry shafts 
The smoother saplings that aspired to light 
And left their glossy trunks unbranch’d below, 
Here, by the chiefs with reverential care 1619 
Clear’d in the figure of the holy cross, 
Rose nature’s sylvan temple, where, agreed, 
The lowly tenants of this hermit-isle, 
Pay due devotion, and meek vows prefer 
To that just heaven, which marks them even here. 
Bowing, the monarch leads the way : the priests, 
And pensive bards, with equal reverent awe, 
Enter the sacred place, and gaze around 
With fondly eager curiosity, 
And in pleased wonder much the work admire. 
Pursuing from the west the seeming aisle, 1630 
They come (oft casting ’mong the cloister’d bowers 
On either hand a glad-approving gaze) 
Through the mark’d transept, till the lessen’d choir 
Gains the screen’d shelter of the hallow’d east. [art 
Thick groves here check’d the view, yet thoughtful 
Had smooth’d their boughs likest a verdurous wall. 
Through opening vistas, carved with mimic grace, 
The sun-beams shone, "mong ever-quivering leaves, 
From slenderer twigs and rarer branches hung, 
That with no slight skill imitated here 
The storied windows of some statelier fane: 
A fond memorial now of times by-past. 
Form’d below which, high at the farthest east, 1643 
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An altar rose; a simple mound of earth, 1644 
Deck’d with fresh flowers and living moss, sole gems 
With which its votaries might its state adorn. 

Yet o’er its lowly mount, with holy look 

Bow’d all the reverent band, and humbly knelt, 
While all, (but chief religion’s ministers, 

Used to such sacred theme,) their grateful thanks 
Pour to the God of heaven, for life preserved, 

For shelter in this lonely islet deign’d, 

Nor less, for that within its friendly peace, 

Thus, all-unlook’d, a bless’d asylum rests, 

Where scared Religion finds her single home. 1655 
All too for heaven's good blessing fondly ask 
With heart-felt prayer and whisper’d orison, 

Yet with religious feeling, deep, sincere, 

Nor less devout than erst in splendid fanes, 

O’er marble arks and shrines of porphyry, 

Rich with the proffer'd gifts of gems and gold, 
Mid high cathedral seats, the boast of art 

And work of ages, throng’d with stately pomp, 
They oft display’d before admiring eyes. 

For not the place, but sole the humble heart, 
Favour attracts, and wins the granted meed 

From the Omniscient, all-observing, eye 1667 
Of that pure Being, man’s and nature's God. 


They rise: the King, such due devotion done, 
Tells to the listening priesthood, as they pass, 
That in their absence, “sole to this hush’d grove 
Have we done shrift: and through its stillest ear 
Breathed but to heaven alone our penitence, 

And ask’d its pardon for remember’d faults. 

These vaulted shades have heard our voice subdued 
Mingle our matins with the warbling birds, 

Who love these cells, (our only choristers) 
Answering the summons of the early lark, 1678 
Or tune our vespers to their evening song. 

But since yourselves are come, we may resume 
More aptly wont religion’s offices 

And the loved service of our holy church, 

Dear to my heart, in beauty unexcell’d, 

From inspired prophets drawn, and pious Kings, 
And saints of old, for soundest wisdom famed, 
Descending honour’d down from age to age.” 


Moved at such mention then, the sacred priests 
Bow fond attention to their pious King, 
Uttering his thoughts of unaffected truth 1689 
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With genuine English frankness, hating change. 


' Quitting which sacred scene, thro’ deeper glades 
They pierce, until from out the sylvan bowers 
They issue more amid the open air 

Beside their islet’s verge, whence, scarce conceal'd 
By stunted alder-bushes, whose low growth 

Not loftier rose than their own stature’s height, 
Far they look’d out across the level marsh, 

And fenny waste, and dim-extending moor, 

A dreary scene, yet not itself devoid 

Of beauty, or use, for o’er such bleak expanse 1700 
Spring-breezes freshly blew, that on their wings 
Bore the sweet fragrance of new-flowering heaths, 
Which oped their purple riches far to sight, 
Tinging the ground with gleam of softest blue, 
And charging every gale with health and joy. 
Nearer, by plashy spots or deep sunk pools, 

That in the sun like silver shone afar, 

They mark the solitary heron stalk 

In silence waiting for his fishy prey, 

Here undisturb’d ; or list the bittern’s cry, 

Not unamusive here to lonely thought. 711 
W hich fragrance breathed awhile, and o’er the waste 
Or on the distant hills no footsteps mark’d, 

More toward the interior of their little isle 

The party turns, and mid more vacuous space 

Of short-grass’d sward, bower’d round with varying 
They pause, and seated on some turfy knoll, [groves 
Repose awhile, and mark how all things now 

In this sweet season charm the eye, the ear. 

Clear o’er their heads the sky of watchet hue, 

Yet palely delicate, itself announced 

The balmy airs that wait on virgin spring. 

March winds were whist, and A pril’s odorous breath 
Awoke fresh zephyrs that upon their wings = 1724 
Bore music blended with the hawthorn’s scent. 
Calm in the sunshine dropp’d a sparkling shower, 
Thro’ whose mild radiance o’er the fronting groves 
A vivid rainbow shone, at either end 

Painting the verdure of the moisten’d grass, 

And seeming on such dewy couch to sleep. 

O’er the furr’d ground enchanting grace and wealth 
Here broke at once on the delighted gaze, 

As erst in Eden’s bowers: rathe primroses, 

Or gold-eyed mary-buds, woo’d all around 

The charmed eye: oft blue convolvulus 

Peep’d through the chaplet of the sweet-briar bush, 
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And columbines their pendent purple bells —-1787 
Shook to the gale, each with a glittering pearl 
Tipt, the bright present of each passing shower. 
The meadow-orchis rear’d her bee-like buds, 

And in some shelter’d spot, the islet’s pride, 
Blue-tufted lark-spur, pink-hued cuckoo-flowers, 
Marsh-mallows, or the gold-edged foxglove, gleam’d 
Through thicker green, most where the honey-stalks 
Of purple-blossom’d clover spoke the growth 

Of juicy wealth, and waste fertility. 

Nor the wild poppy’s deep and scarlet cup 

Fail’d here to lend variety of grace: 1748 
Where fairy ringlets token’d the retreat 

Iu which the tiny revellers delight 

To dance by moonlight or the glow-worm’s lamp. 
By the grove’s verge, enwreathed with eglantine, 
And where the winding honey-suckle crept, 

The nimble squirrel built his airy nest 

Of sticks and moss in the gloss’d beech-tree’s height, 
Nor e’er disturb’d, sought more secluded shade. 
Pertly he utters oft his shrill-voiced cry, 
Responsive to the ring-dove’s note withia. 

Here too the busy rooks their pensile homes 
Construct aloft, and fluttering wing the air = 1760 
With still-repeated caw, and mingled noise 

Of no unpleasing tone: which hush’d at times, 
Hark! from recesses of yon inner grove 

The chary cuckoo tunes her magic lay: 

Music, whose strain man loves to imitate. 

Perch’d high on some tall tree, the shercock loud 
Makes ring the air, and with defiance shrill 

Calls to a concert wild the rival birds. 

The mavis too his amorous descant sings ; 

Nor less the black-bird’s orange-tawny bill 

Pipes liquid melody: the dusky merle 1771 
Pours his sweet throat with answering ecstasy. 
While sudden from his grassy nest upsprings 

The mounting lark, and mid the sunny sky 

His tirra-lirra trills with breath untired, 

Nor scorns his part amid the general song. 
Distinguish’d too by note, and flitting grace, 

The bird of Devon, the gold-crested wren, 

Stray'd to this quiet spot, its twitter blends. 

Nor upharmonious, o’er the marshy waste 

From distance borne, at times the mingling cry 

Of the shrill plover, or the pewet’s call, 

Floats on the ear, thus varying other pause. 

Rich nature teems with life: o’er sunshine rays 
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Skims the gay butterfly on golden wings, 1795 
Or crimson-plume, bedropt with dusky spots. 

The dragon-fly his green and gilded fans 

Spreads on the gale, or flutters o’er the stream. 

In grassy spots the ants their prudent nests 

Begin to rear already, and for hours 

Of chill and distant winter to provide, 

Teaching a lesson to more careless man. 

While on like forethought task, the humming bees 
Buzz, borne from flower to flower, their honey’d 
Lifting on waxy thighs amid their nest, [wealth 
Deep-graved in some dry bank or faded tree. 1796 
Nor in such momentary still repose, 

Seem’d it, amid so full activity, 

Unpleasing to the watchful strangers’ eye 

To mark not distant from their startled feet, 

The blind mole work, and toss the crumbling soil 
In idle heaps, that mark his burrow’d track, 

In search of earth-nuts, or of choicer rest. 


With such observance touch’d of nature’s rich 
And wild variety, assign’d their own, 
Yet so unlook’d amid their strange distress, 
The sovereign his associates thus consoled. _1807 


‘‘ Delicious sure, my gentle friends, are these 
So artless beauties ; this our seignory 
In bound indeed is small; and though no plough 
Has torn our shelter’d leas, nor can we boast 
Leasowes, or pastures, fields with seeded corn 
Heaping the treasures of the full-barn’d grange, 
Yet bounteous nature her fresh foison here 
Yields untestrain’d, and sure her every look 
Smiles wooingly upon us. Here no toil 
Of ours her voluntary boon may claim ; 1817 
The work is all her own; ours but to choose, 
And cull her offer’d gifts with liberal hand. 
Enough for us to answer nature’s wants. 
Can aught of happiest art or human skill 
Excel the native charms, which still she opes 
Here to our courted love and fellowship, 
And like an eastern beauty, from her face 
Throws, to our favour’d sight and consort-kiss, 
The veil which hides her from all other eyes ? 
While every sound we hear, and sight we view, 
Breathes health and freshness, and to every sense 
Comes dancing, redolent of youth and joy. 
Thanks to the gracious Providence, which here 
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Vouchsafes us shelter: and to those brave chiefs, 
(Its instrument), now absent on their quest, 
Remembrance meet and fervent gratitude 

For this discovery, as for all their care. 

By their fidelity in this poor spot 

Is something to amuse, or e’en to teach, 

And call the pensive and once-erring mind 

Back to composure sweet and homely truth, 

Best learnt in trial and misfortune’s school.” 


Nor by such varied charms of nature waked 
To rapt attention, soothing every sense, 1841 
Fail’d in such pensive mood the grateful King 
To visit in their walk, and fond remark 
To his delighted friends, the hallow’d spot, 

Where Providence the vision’d scene reveal’d, 
Sure by good angels deign’d, whose peerless joys 
(As far as human words might these express) 
The sovereign tries in few to memorize, 

And tells of glories, and rich hopes inspired 

By what he saw ; heaven’s own conceded gift. 
Struck with the wondrous tale, the holy men 
Deem it a miracle, some tranced dream, 
Vouchsafed by happy spirits, guardians good, 1853 
Assign’d to man; who joy to cheer the soul 

Of fainting virtue, and new strength awake 

And courage, answering to trial’s scope: 

Not task’d to man above his natural power, 

Nor wanting ready aid from watchful heaven. 


Then musing on the chiefs, their absent friends, 
W hom (sure it seems) some perilous chance detains, 
Toward the low tangled quarter of the isle, 
Which sole admits scant entrance on its turf, 
Unhabitable deem’d, and all unknown, 
From off the rising croft that over-brows 1864 
A sunken slope, their cautious feet descend 
Mid the close covert of a pathless wood, 
To scenes unhaunted save by sylvan game. 
Mid alleys green, and briary-tangled glades 
A small brook wound along, whose course thick trees 
Soon left untraced, nor could the feet or eye, 
Save with strict care in this shut labyrinth, 
Pursue its secret bank : scarce use might teach, 
Which way to turn without bewilder’d fault. 
Thoughtful the sovereign sole, with many a stop, 
And keen observance of each varying tree, 
Mark’'d by some bush, or bole, or burrow’d rout, 
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Guides toward the outer pass ; intent, there hid, 
To mark if toward that single avenue, 

O’er the long waste along the Parret’s brink, 

Or creeping Thone, the expected friends approach. 


The stranger priests, and British bard, while thus 
Amid the trackless scene they pass, unware, 
Admire the strangeness of the hid retreat ; 

And closely following, fearful to be left 

Or lose the conduct of their warier guide, 

Soon miss’d amid this maze, oft bid awhile —_1886 
His footsteps pause, till they observe the scene : 
Whom kind the King indulges, and at turns 

Of many a sylvan nook, or shadowy bank, 

O’er whose bower’d copse the roots of ancient oaks, 
Or yellow alder, or the willow’s veil, 

Pendent o’erhang, upon some mossy knoll 

Would rest a moment and remark the spot 

In curious pleasure, as for knowledge meet. 

Or tired with rushing among tangled brakes, 
Beneath some spreading beecb-tree laid along, 
Glad they repose, and as they gaze around, 

Or upward throw a passing look to gain 

A glimpse of azure sky, or breathe more free 1899 
The close and thicken’d air, or lean beside 

Some moss’d elm’s trunk, they mark the objects wild, 
To this lone scene peculiar. Scarce a breath 
Disturbs the gurgles of the pittering stream, 
Whose runnels of brown water from the moor 
Again into the lower marish glide, 

With not unpleasing music, which alone 

Talks to the solitude of this still wood. 

’Less on the bank the springing grasshopper 
Chirps a shrill sound that draws the startled ear ; 
Or when at times the hid wood-turtle coos —_—1910 
From her sole nest, not distant, though unseen, 

So tells the note breathed o’er the drowsy air. 
Perhaps on some near oak, o’er its curl’d boughs 
Hoary with age, the fresh-green mistletoe 

Swings from its airy root, depending low 

And waving pendulous to every breeze 

That gently murmurs through the quivering leaves. 
Here the green woodpecker they spy at work, 
Whose snapping bill tacks with unwonted sound. 
Then conscious of the strangers’ sight, alarm’d, 
Floats the blue jay from off her neighbouring nest ; 
Or from some ivied, hollow-faded tree, 

Whose venerable horns a moment draw 1928 
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A fixed look, or call the pointing hand, 1924 
Sudden, unmark’d, the lonely owl, abash’d, 

Skims from her silent seat, and mid the glade 
Spreads her white wings, with ululating hoot. 
Stirr’d by which cry, the flitting rear-mouse wheels 
Mid the dim alleys of the gloomier glades. 

Nor witness’d thus, while in some thicket cell 
The intruders shroud, deeming themselves unseen, 
Seems this lone scenery wanting peopled life. 

Of their retreat aware, the wily fox, 

With ears erect and eye back-turn’d, away 

Slinks to his earthy lair; while from yon brake 
Of juniper, the green-scaled lizard glides 1936 
To bask awhile amid the noon-tide beams, 

Yet seeing man, retires. And farther on, 

Beside yon mossy clear fresh-water fount, 
Slow-welling from its deep and gravell’d nook, 
The dark-furr'd badger creeps, avoiding view, 

(If so he may) of unaccustom’d man, 

To seek still shelter in his burrow’d cell. 

Far at the brook’s extreme, mark ! where yon herd 
Of dappled deer, led by one antler’d guide, 

Walk unsuspicious, following one by one, 

And to the streamlet’s marge approach to drink. 
From out the lawnd, where ancient hollies yield 
Ever-green shelter of their glossy leaves, 1949 
By coral chaplets made more beautiful, 

And back’d by groves of silver-rinded birch, 

They browse elate the young and juicy twigs, 
And upward toss with joy their outstretch’d necks, 
And snuff the woodland air; then sudden throw 
On every side their wildly-peeping looks, 

From full black eyes that seem to flash with fire. 
When seen afar the strangers stretch’d at rest, 
With hasty start, alarm’d, o’er bank and brake 
And blossom’d furze, and brush-wood thickets green, 
They dart, till lonely coverts they regain. | 1960 
Wild goats too here their white and shaggy coats 
Of silvery hair shew sparkling in the sun, 

Mark’d for a moment, bounding o’er the vert. 


When thus the King, amused: ‘“‘ You see, my 
E’en in these unthought solitudes we own (friends, 
Some subjects, nor innumerous habitants. 

These are untutar’d nature’s foresters, 

And to none other power allegiance own; 

Yet in these wild-wood haunts if long we dwell, 
Their untamed tenantry (such is the right 1970 
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Of man’s necessity, creation’s Lord) 1971 
Must lend to us their leathern coats, and serve 
Our use of clothing, or of needful food. 

Enough of venison for our wintry board 

Lurks in these lairs, to chase all fear of want. 

You here must learn to hunt: our younger chiefs 
(As in my earlier youth myself have joy’d) 
Already are expert, and in the sport 

Delight, the nobles’ pride and chiefest art. 

These know by careful watch and lure to toil 

The wild deer in his covert lodge, or trap 

The goat in pit-falls in his footed walk : 1962 
Or with lope-staff bounding o’er marshy spots, 
Decoy shy water-fowl, or brooding fish. 

All is our own domain: like greater lords, 
Nought do we seek beyond our proper bounds. 
And we must learn too, to be happy here: 
Charm’d peace invites us e’en in this lone spot. 
Not on a throne rest most delights to dwell, 

But oftener seeks on reeded beds to sleep 

Sweeter than on the gilded couch of care. 

Here all is simple nature, pure, and free 

From worldly strife, from riches far removed, 

But yet no less from pinching poverty. 1994 
Nature but little needs: we find it so: 

And in our own state, by example’s proof, 

And true experience learn how use can smooth 

All to one equal level of content, 

Which forms, with innocence, the utmost height 
Of human happiness. These solitudes 

Teach us reflection, and by actual sense 

We learn the just reality of things, 

Their sum of worth, and trace the web of life 
With clearer ken than through the glass of books. — 
But hold! while musing o’er this wilder’d scene, 
Almost our destined object we forget : 2006 
At yon near vista’s end we must explore, 

If we may there discern our friends approach, 
Absent so long on dangerous enterprise. 

Tf not, ere to the waiting Queen we turn, 

We will ourselves visit our nets and lair, 

And bring her thence what sylvan game we may.” 


So as he said, and from the vista’s aisle 
No trace discern’d along the misty waste 
Of their wish’d friends approach, responsive then 
To many an anxious and enquiring look, 
The party turns beside the islet’s marge 2017 
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To seek in covert spots the custom’d haunts 2018 
Of fish, or fowl, or green-wood venison. 

Such to their solitary home now yields 

Its sole supply of daily sustenance. 

Nor now indeed the fallen sovereign finds 

His youthful sports and studies void of use, 

But by strange chance of sad misfortune brought 
Here into valued test and exercise. 

Proof, that all knowledge is at some meet time, 
Through various changes of unstable life, 

Not lost, or unimportant: such the worth 

Of the mind’s culture, man’s sole lasting part. 2029 
In spots embay’d and easiest of access, 

Or of the river or the marshy lake, 

Among thick reeds and sedge, or on some bank 
Of mossy slope down to the water's brink, 

From whence the lurking otter at their view 
Suddenly plunges in the fishy deep, 

They lift their secret nets; a regal work, 

Woven by the King himself, or by the hands 

Of Mercia’s Queen, of fibres pick’d from sedge, 
Perhaps with mesh of rushes or dried grass, 

A rude and artless fabric, for were here 

But scant materials ; ‘less at times their care 2041 
Could twist from goats’ hair, or the wool of sheep, 
A subtler web; yet even these sufficed 

From the still stream and water’s brooding haunts 
To bring rich plenty of entangled fish, 

Allured by baits of food, or gather’d flowers, 
Glittering unwonted in the nether flood. 

Such prize in hasks and baskets, (his own frame, 
Or fond assisted by the attendant chiefs) 

Of willow twined, and lying near conceal’d, 

The sovereign o’er his shoulder throws, with ease 
And joy of an experienced fisherman: 

Nor less each stranger joys to imitate 2053 
His happy task, each smiling at the act, 

And with the new employ amused and pleased. 
Thus ample stock both for sufficing food, 

Or daintier fare, they win: the healthful tench, 
The speckled trout, firm perch, and luscious eels, 
Till the green bank, that brows the roots below, 
Spread with their treasure, seems a mine of wealth. 


Which sport achieved, at such inspiring hour, 
The King in playful mood (while with a smile 
He to the bishops near connives aside) 
Addresses thus the witty Erigen. 2064 
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‘« Most learned tutor, travell’d Erigen, 2065 
Have you, amid the vast and various range 
Of art and science, which your studious mind 
Has in its progress ponder’d and amass‘d, 
Through its strict reading both of ages gone 
And present, or your observation keen 
Of men and manners mark’d in many a clime, 
Yet ever learnt the valuable art—?” 


He paused, but with the unfinish’d question struck, 
In eager expectation held awhile, 
Ere long the travell’d Erigen enquires. 2075 


‘*Whatart,my liege?”—Towhom the sportive King 
(Suppressing scarce a smile, yet while to him 
Still his own look its gravity retain’d, 
But back to Asser and the conscious bards 
Marking some sly intention with a nod) 
Replies—* The art of milking, learned friend, 
And wise philosopher! in arts most skill’d.”— 


‘* The art of milking!” Erigen returns, 
With momentary look of smit surprise, 2084 
And added soon : ‘‘ What means my gracious liege 
By the strange question, gravely thus address’d ?” 


To whom the King: ‘‘ Most witty Erigen, 
Turn not on me thy shafts of raillery, 
For this my ventured banter, but forbear 
The unequal weapon of thy keenest wit, 
Such as you shew’d, when in gay Gallia’s court, 
Admitted to the table and converse, 
Daily familiar, of the royal Charles, 
You sat; and he one day in sportive mood 
Indulging, played on you this question’d jest: 
‘What difference divides a Scot and sot?’ 2096 
When soon with keen retort (not in offence) 
You gave this witty answer to the King : 
‘Only the table’s length, my gracious liege.’ 
Spare me, and save me from some keen reply.” 


To whom then Erigen: ‘“‘ My honour’d liege, 
His taunts were constant, smart, sometimes severe, 
Yours rarer, and though cheerful, and express’d 
With playful pleasantry, not tart, or rude, 

Nor ever meant to wound the humblest mind. 
He in the splendour of his royal court 
Often would wantonly effuse his wit 2107 
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At the expense or ridicule of most 2108 
His courtiers, or of men below their rank. 

But here, more happy, I admiring mark 

Your temper and that spirit undepress’d 

Which amid lone distress, almost unheard, 

Can yet in fond forgetfulness admit 

Such playful gaiety, in which myself 

Cordially join, and feel my heart from yours 
Instructed, and relieved, and steel’d to bear. 

But tell, my gracious liege, I fain would know, 
What was the lively purpose and the aim 

Induced the recent question from your lips?’ 2119 


To whom the King. ‘‘ Thanks, generous Erigen, 
For the kind courteous air, with which you take 
My accidental jest, not rudely meant. 

The cause why I presumed to offer thus 

An idle whim of passing playfulness, 

Was but a thought, that if so valued art, 

As that I ventured to thyself to name, 

Be not already (as I deem) set down 

In the long list of thy accomplishments, 

I am in this at least (but be it spoke 

With modesty) become, since last we met, = 2130 
E’en a more learned and more skilful man ; 

And though my tutor’s merits I must own 

For rich instruction never duly prized, 

(The dear delight of our more happy hours) 

In this surpass my master. ‘Tis an art 

Which strangest chance hath made me, tho’ a King, 
(I was so once, perhaps may yet be such) 

Not above learning. Smile not, when I say, 

Not only well I know the aft to milk, 

But all the dairy’s charge: how to prepare, 

And for the table fit, the curdled cheese. 

For both these arts (believe me when I tell) 2142 
With no mean pleasure and delight I learnt 
(Though sure her pupil’s true condition still 
Remain’d to her unknown, her servant deem’d) 
From an old dame in her poor cottage-home : 

Ah! in my utmost need and low distress, 

In that dread time of loss and general flight, 

How dear, that gave me shelter and preserved ! 

A home to me it proved, though dwelt indeed 

By a poor neat-herd, an old servant erst 

At our past court; but Fortune turn’d her wheel, 
And as his servant, then myself appear’d. 

Faithful and kind he was to me and kept 2154 
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My dangerous secret, saving thus the life 2135 
Of his wont master. When myself forget, 

Or with due gratitude not feel his love, 
Unworthy should I be of England’s throne, 

Of the society, or name, of man. 

Nor at such season fail’d I then of him 

To learn full many rural, household cares; 

New and unknown before, nor ever dream’d 
As in my course of knowledge to befal. 

For poverty and sunk misfortune teach 

Much of strange art and circumstance to man. 
Yet none I fiad now useless to myself, 2166 
And gladly I recal the pains I took. 

With him I learn’d amid the fields, or woods, 
To sow, to reap; fell trees, or prune the groves ; 
To graft, and rear the fresh fruits in the sun, 
With all the labours of the husbandman : 

Arts, that myself before but slight esteem’d, 
Yet to myself perhaps by Providence 

Thus strangely taught in my benighted way, 
Which I have practised since in life’s defence, 
Not less for pleasure, than conveniency. 

Nor these alone: for I have thus become 

A hunter, fowler, fisher more expert 2178 
Than ever in my youth I was esteem’d, 

When I was thought our nobles to excel ; 

Such was my eager and intense delight 

In such employ, which at such age I deem’d 
Scarce as a sport, but as life’s business made; 
Neglecting then more high affairs of state, 

For which much suffering after I endured.— 
But come; all now must in these sylvan cares 
Assist, and ere we seek the attending Queen, 
Visit some other sources of supply.” 


The smiling strangers promise each to learn 2189 
The arts proposed. Then among whistling reeds, 
Or where o’er waving sedge tall bulrushes | 
Lift their brown heads like spears, by artful toils, 
Or hooked baits to secret lines attach’d, 

They snare the water-hen, and timid coot 
Abounding here; the teal, and juicy snipe, 

Or sheldrake wild, of green and gilded plume. 
Then in moist glades, and marshy spots, they find 
Amid their wonted tracks, by nooses caught 

Of twisted hair, the woodcock (rarer prize) 

Or the field-fow], the partridge and the quail, 

Or the shrill land-rail, check’d amid the grass. 2201 
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In netted thickets too, or pit-falls dug 23202 
By night with cunning care, they haply seize 

The dappled stag, caught by his branching horns, 
Or in lone hollows sunk, a fawn, or goat, 

Or sheep, here straying from adjacent hills; 
Through narrow passes too in toils secured 

The large-eyed hare, or roving rabbit, held 

Until arrival of expectant search. 

If living, some for use they lead along 

To be enclosed and fed in wattled pens 

With flowering heath, or moss, and gather’d vert. 
The goats they save, and willing bear away: 2213 
Chiefly the females, to be soon preserved 

In bowery cages, or green coverts raised 

Of earthy mound, and pleach’d around with trees, 
Whence thie rich’d family they may regale 

At intervals with store of luscious milk, 

And in their turf-hut store the labour’d cheese. 
Whence lacks not thus a stock of various food, 
Or for the season, or for changeful taste. 

The weazel too they snare, from whose sleek skin 
To trim their caps with costly minever. 

Nor such alone their arts; for pleased the King 
Relates the adroit skill of the younger chiefs 2225 
By forked arrows, or with hawks well-train’d, 
(The sport to nobles dear) from airy heights 

To bring the flying game, an easy prey, 

Haunting this shelter’d isle; nor less they know 
(Yet here more rarely used, lest it betray) 

With sound of low-bell, or the reeded pipe, 
Marking the wonted call of many a bird, 

To force the fowl slink under shrouding nets 
Drawn o’er the covey, or the feeding flock ; 

Or by the viscous hollies’ pounded bark, 

Assisted by a train-bird’s call, to lure 

On many a limed twig the feather’d throng, = 2237 
And seize with greedy hand the fluttering prize : 
Expertness, which the strangers may observe 

And learn themselves, though time admits not now. 


Such pleasiug yet not vain employment oer, 
Now toward their bowery home they draw, and lead 
Hither their various wealth : to proper holds 
The living they distribute, and the dead 
Yield to the thankful Queen for early use. 

She, glad and ready, at their open door 
Receives them, welcoming her loaded guests, 
With fond enquiry and amused surprise. 2248 
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No scant she finds e’en here of nature’s gifts, 2249 
Which in her cells she hides for future store. 


Pleased then within an inner chamber met, 
Whose humble rafters were o’erhung with boughs 
And ivy-leaves peeping through thatch of straw, 
Fenced only with green heath and bundled reeds, 
The party sit beside their humble board 
O’er their wild meal, already here prepared. 

To add more light, o’er their moss’d table hung 

A lamp, depending in green rushy chain, 2258 

Not wanting graceful shape, though but of horn, 

And by the Queen’s hand circled with a wreath 

Of fresh spring-flowers, wild violets, and the cups 

Of yellow crocus, set like studs of gold 

’Mong snow-drop bells, and lilies of the vale. 

With melted wax it glow’d, won from wild bees 

In their own islet by the chieftains’ care, 

Or with the white lard of slain venison, 

Wherein stripp’d bulrush-pith, together tied, 

Form’d a broad taper: all the inventive art 

Of the still-musing King, by the Queen’s thought 

Fond-aided, and the chiefs’ attendant care. 2270 

Pleased they see spread their rustic board, and all 

Sit grateful to it down, o’er the rush’d room, 

Mercia's fair princess at its head; for she 

(To honour as she might the simple feast) 

Had in their absence, her slight labour done, 

Attired in silken samite, yet preserved, 

Her graceful form: a velvet mantle too 

Hung o’er her outer vest, with bordured hood 

Of costly ermine, or of minever, 

After the fashion of the English court. 

As thus she sat in beauty’s majesty, 

She look’d a Queen: nor wanted female dress 

E’en here to mark the lady: precious pearls 2283 

Hung from each ear; a sparkling jewel deck’d 

Her bosom, and around her ivory neck 

Depended low a costly carkanet. 

Though circled with a simple wreath of flowers, 

Her twisted tresses were inwove with gold, 

And on her forehead beam’d a star of gems. 

Thrown loosely back o’er one side of her hair, 

Her long black cyprus veil yet left disclosed 

Such her array, and bosom’s heaving grace. 

Soon smiling with attractive gentle mien, 

Her guests she welcomes to their humble fare, 

With soft voice uttering: Gentles, now we learn 
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Our low cell’s worth, and value of our hands: 2296 
Nor now to scorn the poor; for though they may 
Somewhat excel us, yet with meet content, 

Our feast, enjoy’d, is not Jess good than theirs. 

In this inferior even to the poor, 

For they have arts, and in accustom’d use 

Own little comforts, drawn from other men, 

The thought of ages, and old mysteries. 

But in this rafter’d hut, and lonely waste, 

Such things alone are ours as nature yields, 

Found to our hand; or we ourselves invent, 

Or chance affords in dangerous enterprise. 2807 
Ours is in this like to the poor man’s feast, 

Not, because homely, healthy less: no need 

Of wealth is here, where there is nought to buy. 
Yet have we all we want: e’en more than hope 
Could in these wilds have deem’d. Bless heaven; 
And satisfy expecting appetite. [fall to, 
Myself will lead, and serve our rural fare.” 


The northern bishops add meek act of grace 
With look devout, and pious thanks to heaven. 
When thus the King, with cheering, playful air. 


‘‘ Pardon, my gentle Queen ; for ours is still 
A royal feast, though differing, perchance, 
From such as erst in Mercia’s splendid court 
Was wont to grace your palace; yet if you 
Can be content, a King is present still, 
Or one who dream’d him such in time by-past: 
Certes, a Queen, bishops, and courtly bards : 
And nobles too would this our feast adorn, 
Had valour’s call, as wont, not drawn them hence. 
(Oh! may they soon to our fond hopes return !) 
You shew us here a feast, though small its cost, 
Still dear as ever: though we here discern 2329 
Nought, save our own acquiring, yet we see 
Ample variety to tempt the taste 
Of appetites, less ready than our own: 
Deck’d and prepared with elegance itself, 
Making whate’er so homely or so low 
Seem rare and delicate. Nor is our feast 
Given with less grace or welcome, or less prized 
By all, than were you seated at the head 
Of the most gorgeous banquet of your court. 
Sure this our fare is not less sweet, or ta’en 
_ With relish less than ate in loftier halls. 
Hope yet revives, and though we once have known 
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Splendour, befitting more our regal state 2342 
And birthright’s claim, yet while this cloud obscures 
Our rank’s observances, our duty done 

Each to the best, how can we more enjoy 

Or where be happier than in this low cell ?” 


So as he said, and with meet courtesy 
Thank’d the fair author of the genial feast, 
(A tribute due to female care and skill, 
Not on so daily and familiar task 
Uselessly here employ’d ; her proper part, 
Nor unbecoming even to a Queen, 2352 
As within woman’s sphere, who though she be 
Of e’er so lofty rank is woman still, 
And may not therefore scorn or hold as slight 
The genial duties of her gentle sex) 
The sovereign, and the graceful Queen, alike 
Serve the pleased stranger guests, and courteous press 
Each to the dainties of the festive board. 
Each on his bow! of beech-wood, or carved plate 
Of white and polish’d willow, or sliced bough 
Of poplar, or of yellow alder, scoop’d 
To serve such purpose by the King’s own hand, 
(His own contriving work in jonely hours) 2364 
And served with spoons of hollow’d horn, or knife 
Framed of light bark, wherein was singly tied 
A sharp and polish’d shell, cull’d from the brook, 
To use converted now, (for at such time 
Inventive thought turn’d many things, howe’er 
Mean and despised, to purpose, and he finds 
Poverty a strange sharpener of the wit) 
Feasts daintily. Nor slight the various fare ; 
Nor without order and attractive grace, 
Ranged by the Queen’s own hand: such as bespoke 
To what herself had erst been used and bred, 
Whose neat array, perhaps might e’en remind 2376 
Some wont refection of her palace-hall, 
Though here with viands simpler and more wild 
Set, the sole product of the islet’s bound. 
Yet not unpleasing plenty smiled e’en here. 
Fresh milk of goats, in maple bow! display’d, 
Allured the taste : simnels of beaten grain, 
Grown wild i'the isle, or ground in artless quern 
Of pebbles, gather’d from the running brook ; 
The plover’s eggs in moss; fresh roots, all carved 
In stars, or fancy’s playful charactery, 
Shewing the hand of taste; green cresses too 
From the clear stream ; with sallad of warm mint, 
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Endive, and thyme, and sperage, native here, 2389 
Still loving marshy ground near the sea’s breeze ; 
The young hops’ tender buds, or mushrooms, pick’d 
From the warm glades, steaming with savory juice, 
When seethed by fire; light truffles from the woods, 
With pulse of lentils, or of native beans, 

Or the split pods of the more humble vetch, 

From summer kept low in the cover’d ground. 

Nor the romantic meal yet to complete, 

Was wanting here more solid food, to fill 

And satisfy the manly appetence : 

- For in neat vessels stood of polish’d horn 2400 
Fish from the brook, new, or with care preserved 
In cool acescent mead, by the Queen’s hand 
Prepared from honey of wild bees, erst driven 
From their mark’d haunt within some hollow oak: 
Flavorous venison, or nutritious flesh 

Of the toil’d hare; the partridge round, or quail, 
Or mallard, in some watery glen entrapp’d 

By springes ; or the pheasant’s comely breadth, 
Graced with his feathery train that swept the grove. 
Then flawns of custard, by small cates enticed 
And manchets new; cheese ofthe tamed goat’s milk, 
Creamy, or press’d before with juice of sage, 2412 
Here wild and native to the moister woods. 


So as they sat, and of the fare partook 
With lively gaiety and cheerful talk, 
The little favourite fawn attended near, 
And patient sat; or walking round, return’d 
Still to the King; which thus observing, oft 
He smiling handed to its quivering head 
Milk in a deep broad bow, or to it held 
Leaves of cool endive and the herbs it loved. 


All are refresh’d as with more costly fare. 2422 
Nor from their feast are mirth and converse kind 
Absent, or ceremony, fitting well 
The courtly bred, with many a gay remark, 

And pleasantry from each in character. 

While with pleased welcome and attention meet, 
Delicate here exchanged, of each to each, 

They recommend and praise whate’er they taste, 
Or pledge the passing cup, which to the health 

Of all, of each the graceful Queen too sips : 

Or the charm’d King his token’d friendship adds, 
To each select in turn. Each from the bowl 

Of rustic beech (no costlier cups were here) 2434 
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With lively glee pledges the cheering drink 2435 
Of hydromel made by the Queen’s own hand, 

Her pleased employment of the wintry time: 

Or juice of seethed grain, sweeten’d with flowers ; 
Or homely wine of honey, mix’d with taste 

Of fragrant cowslips; or the sap that flows 

From out the wounded birch-tree’s silvery riod, 
Collected by her care; or liquor rich 

Press’d from wild strawberries, or elder’s fryit. 
Perhaps not e’en a rarer cup of wine 

Was wanting here, in venturous enterprise 

Of nightly quest won from assaulted halls, 2446 
Once of their friends, but now usurp’d by foes. 


Thus as they drink, and with reviving food 
Regale their frames, the King in joyous tone 
Utters: ‘‘ Enjoy yourselves, my gentle friends, 
Here we must make the most of what is ours. 
Labour is pleasant here, when crown’d at last 
With mild and genial comforts such as these. 
Goblets of silver or of costly glass, 

Vases of gold, or ivory chalices, 

The splendid ornaments that deck a court, 
Possess we none; yet here we may discern, 2457 
That friendship, and sincerity, true faith, ; 
And honest welcome, though to low repast, 

E’en on our humble floor, with rushes strown 
Pick’d from the neighbouring marsh, (yet not in this 
Unlike to nobler halls) can well impart 

Some taste of cordial joy and happiness. 

These not consist in pomp: a feast of herbs, 

With welcome, is more sweet than Treason’s board 
With dainties heap’d. Here we indeed perceive 
The comforts of the poor: not pomp gives health, 
Nor yields that dear content which innocence 
Embosoms ever, blest, though ne’er so low: 2469 
If humble, honest, and still prompt to act 

The part of duty its own sphere demands. 

Should we regain our former state, these hours 
Will teach us lessons of unvalued price 

’Gainst halcyon time of peace, (if e’er it come) 
When shouts of battle shall be heard no more, 
Nor shrieks of murder, or of robbery. 

Here in Misfortune’s presence, greatness learns 
Practical wisdom, and to know itself, 

While she, most true, tho’ stern, instructress, holds 
The unflattering mirror up, which to the view 

Of puff'd and thoughtless pride presents at large 
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Its faithful image, never seen before 2182 
In time of wanton loose prosperity. 

Pride shrinks, abash’d: while native modesty 
Smiles upon simple truth, alone admired. 

Life’s picture in just colours so we mark, 

And learn the worth of all: that nought deserves 
Solid esteem, but the soul’s qualities 

Of truth, and wisdom, and simplicity, 

And patient virtue, soon by habit taught 

And reconciled, till practised then with ease. 
These in the meanest hut more splendid shine 
Than idle pomp in gorgeous palaces. 2498 
While on the scantiest board God’s blessing falls 
Equal, as on the banquet’s silvery load ; 

As beam heaven's rays from the equal-shining sun. 
Here do we realize what erst we dream’d 

Io happier days in Woodstock’s shelter’d bowers, 
(The ancient palace of our ancestors) __ 

What time, learn’d Erigen, beneath thy care 
Together we the loved Boetius conn’d 

And ‘ Consolations of philosophy ;’ 

Needed for practice now amid distress, 

To teach the value of adversity. 2504 
This homely board, we see, yields us enough. 

The rest is sophistry, invented most 

By pamper’d pride and cumbrous luxury. 

Here too we learn divine affection’s proof : 

True friendship thrives in an unkindly soil, 

And in distress with added beauty smiles, 
Water’d with tears, and nursed by mutual cares.”’ 


He said ; and all seem satisfied and bless’d. 
Nor aow the earlier viands borne aside, 
Wants here to crown their rural table’s change 
(While to the eye it adds a pleased surprise, 
Perceiving with how little, female skill 2616 
Can decorate its tasteful elegance) 
A gay dessert: for now the attentive Queen, 
Ministering to the pleasure and delight 
Of her admiring guests, from out her stores 
Of treasured household wealth, spreads o’er the 
Dainties, late hidden in a coigne of the cell; [board 
Ripe filberts, shaled, through wintry hours secured, 
And earth-nuts white, (of kernel not despised) 
In osier-maunds, with primrose chaplets bound, 
Spring’s early gift, her own amusive work ; 
Aud in a bowl, with flowers adorn’d, or leaves 
Of vernal sycamore, wild cherries saved 2528 
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In juice of honey’d mead ; the golden quince ; 2529 
Sheld-apples, boasting still a ruddy tint; 

W ood-strawberries of scarlet dye, though seen 
Through candid sweets, and every fruit of the isle. 
Nor wanted here the beaker bright composed 

Of polish’d horn, with rich metheglin fill'd : 

Nor the fair cruise of clotted cream, to add 
Delicious flavour to the mellow’d fruits : 

Nor plates of horn, spread out, and join’d with art; 
Or in the midst of the wild banquet set, 

A goblet, lofty-raised of glossy beech, 

Replete with fragrant mead, by juice of sloes 2540 
Acidulated from the dusky thorn, 

Thus yielding to the palate grateful taste. 


Then, at request, the fascinating Queen 
Sings to her golden lute (which late she bore 
From the lorn abbey’s cell) a Mercian song, 
That plains in soothing lay the woes of war, 
Or whispers soft the grief of sever'd love: 
Some roundelay, or melting madrigal, 
Such as at court the Mercian ladies wont 
Attune to music in their summer-bowers. 2550 
The listening guests admire, and add their praise, 
Owning with fervour from the solaced heart 
The enchanting potence of the female voice, 
Sweetest of music: to the human ear, 
More soothing than the tone of breathing flute, 
Or stringed lyre: these simply strike the ear, 
But that with rapture joins instructive sense. 
From the chief British bard, the famed Geraint, 
The Queen then claims responsive song in turn, 
As from the stranger, owning honour’s claim. 
Nor he denies, but to the sounding harp, 
Struck by a master’s skill’d and practised hand, 
Echoes some antique British rhyme, or saw = 2563 
Of early triads, from old Druids sprung ; 
Or themes of bards renown’d, exploits of war, 
By Taliessin sung, or Merlin famed, 
Or Llywarch’s harp, or which Aneurin wont 
To chant at feasts to Britain’s warrior-sires. 
His song to musing rapture lifts the soul. 
Then to his countryman, with challenge meet, 
And fellow-Briton turning, famed Geraint 
To the good Asser hands the glittering harp, 
As wontin mountain Wales. The pledge he takes, 
And with no skill’d hand, yet with practised voice, 
In answering cadence and alternate strain, 2575 
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Tunes to the varying note Penyllion sweet. 2576 
Then to the King, as to a son of song, 

Wilfred, the prime bard of the English court, 
Bears his own harp, and with respectful mien 
Solicits from his hand an English air. 

Nor does the King disdain, but so besought, 

His meed of music blends, which or resounds 

In tone of deep commanding majesty 

The war-song’s patriot and inspiring claim; 

Or with soft change some sweet love-ditty trills, 
That breathes some storied chance of English love, 
And gently utters lovely woman’s praise. 2587 
All with delight attend the charming strain. 

To Wilfred then the sovereign with a smile 

Yields the due harp in turn, who tunes alike 

The strain he loves the best. The old man’s voice, 
Devoid of guile, still to his favourite theme 
Relapsing, sings some grave and moral song; 
That tells the constant care of Providence, 

And angels’ guardian-watch, who still the good 
Protect, or cheer the soul in vision’d sleep. 

Lapt in which mood, next to the pious men, 

The sainted pilgrims of the distant north, 

The harp proceeds; nor even these refuse 2599 
The genuine claim, but blend the choral verse, 
Such as resounds amid the practised choirs 

Of Lindisfarne, with notes of anthem depth, 

Likest the sacred dirge, or matin hymn, 

Or cheering raptures, meet for David's lvre. 

Nor was o’erlook’d, although in number last, 

Not lowest in esteem, one songster more, 

The travell’d Erigen. Him now the King 
Intreats to honour with his added lay 

The social board : who so besought, and fired 
With dear remembrance of his native scenes, 
Delays not to recal the pastoral airs, 2611 
That echo o’er old Scotia’s shepherd-hills, 

Or storied lay of border minstrelsy. 

Then, with sweet change, requested, trills some air 
Of Erin’s native melodies, admired 

For wild and plaintive beauty, or with gay 
Suddenly blent, like her own native race ; 

Glowing with passion, as with humour rich. 

Nor fails the charmed King again to press 

The fond request, but asks a further boon. 

Thus adding: ‘ Learn’d and travell’d Erigen, 
Tutor revered, whose various steps have trod 

So many regions, both in Europe’s climes 2623 
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And Asia’s sacred land; to whom the tongues 
Of polish'd France, and classic Italy, 

Alike are known, familiar in thy mouth ; 

Nor less the sounding language that conveys 

To every age Homer’s immortal song; 

And Syria’s voice, by elder patriarchs used : 
Indulge our curious ear, and from thy choice 
Give us a taste of music and the lays, 

That please these foreign countries, native there: 
Strains, in thy various travels surely learn’d, 
And well remember’d by thy tasteful ear.” — 2634 


Intreated thus, and by the company 
(Curious to list the strains, unheard before) 
Persuaded too with fresh preferr’d request, 
The travell’d Erigen a touch imparts 
Of Gallic airs, such as on Seine’s gay banks, 
Or the green borders of the pastoral Loire, 

The Troubadour sings to his wild guitar: 

Then breathes some sweetly cadent Tuscan air, 
That pours the soul of amorous pensiveness, 

In notes of ecstasy, Italia’s boast, 

The land of Music. Nor here rests the boon, 
For by the King intreated yet, (who knows 2646 
His tutor’s genius more extensive still) 

Skill’d in the tongue of the Mzonian bard, 

The travell’d man attunes some Greekish song, 
That still the ancient classic verse recals : 
Then warbles some strange antique Syrian air, 
Erst learn’d in Palestine, while far his feet 
Journey’d, on pilgrim-errand, to observe 

And glean instruction for his country’s good. 


These snatches listen’d of remoter songs 
With new delight by all the attentive band, 2666 
The sovereign adds: “‘ Loved Erigen, ourselves 
Have not forgot your ancient promised debt, 
That at fit time to our expecting ear 
You would your foreign travels full impart, 
Which oft we long’d to listen, and began 
Somewhat to know, but never season meet 
Admitted, for continual state-affairs 
Of war, or urgent danger, intervened, 
And interrupted still the fond design. 
Yet here I hope, ere long, the varied tale 
May well be deign’d, for the relation now 
Of travels, which thy kindness undertook 
For this our kingdom’s good, may surely serve 2669 
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Both to instruct us, as is meet, nor less 2670 
To charm with pleasing use the vacuous hour. 
But chief (since nature’s claims are now refresh’d 
By food and drink, and the calm evening tide 
Scarce yet approaches) satisfy at first 

Our strong impatience of a nearer theme ; 

Not for amusement sole, but lasting worth : 

Of chief concernment to our proper throne : 

Dear too to thee; since now I fain would hear 
Thy full relation of the country’s state, 

Thy own loved Erin: country to my heart 

Still bound, there holding on our prime regard 2681 
And deep attention a perennial claim. 

After, for our improvement as delight, 

We can attend the tale of other climes, 

Visited for our kingdom’s benefit, 

With briefer note, yet to thy purpose true, 

And from the theme elicit patriot-use, 

Though it seem only to amuse the time, 

Amid this dreary waste and hush’d retreat. 
Resume thy story then, from where thou told’st 
Thy feet were forced to quit dear Scotia’s shore.” 
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Ericen continues and completes his narration, descriptive of the 
state of Ireland, and of the part of Wales, through which he 
passed on his return. Designs formed by the King for the paci- 
fication and union of the kingdoms. Edgar returns from an ex- 
cursion, bringing news of a Danish fleet being now in the Bristol 
Channel, with apparent intentions of invading this quarter. He 
also announces the destruction of the cottaze in which Aljred had 
been concealed. He communicates other information obtained 
as to the active search now going on to discover the King’s retreat, 
not only by the Danes, but by Hianfrid, who is reported to have 
lately gained possession, under a league with the enemy, of Ray- 
ner's castle and domains in Somersetshire. These being not far 
Srom Athelney, a narrower search is apprehended in its immediate 
neighbourhood, and great alarm is excited. Scene turns to 
Hianfrid, who makes a compact with the Danes to seek out and 
give up to themthe King and concealed nobles on condition of cn- 
joying their estates. He determines to visit Kenwulph at War- 
wick Castle, and engage him to assist in the search. 
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O such request preferr’d, the graceful Queen, 
The British Asser, and the bard Geraint, 

Nor less the holy pilgrims of the north, 
Add their fond claim, anxious alike to hear: 
The last intending erst themselves to have sought 
The expected shelter of the sister-isle. 
Nor deaf to such desire of friends so dear, 
Delays the travell’d scholar to begin 
The sought relation; not, perhaps, himself 
Delighted less with such occasion lent 
To think, and tell afresh, of scenes he loved. 
Thus then the various Erigen resumed. 12 


‘¢ Embarking in a ready ship I cross’d 
The parting waves, and in my course beheld 
Man’s lesser isle, and pass’d her opening bays. 
Then northward driven, the curious sailors told 
With wonder of the Giant’s causeway near, 
Whose shining pillars jut into the deep. 
Yet there we landed not, but southward steer’d 
Our tacking bark to Antrim’s nearer coast, 
And anchor’d soon within its deepening bay. 
In Erin’s shelter’d isle, I hoped to find 22 
The peace I sought: whence with delight I hail’d 
This western land, loved Erin’s emerald fields, 
The shield of Britain, ocean’s paradise, 
The isle of saints, of old the famed retreat 
Of studious piety, and learning’s light, 
Long fed and cherish’d in this farthest spot 
From early time, when Europe’s nations lay 
In clouds of Gothic darkness overwhelm’d. 
But Science, like Astrea, to this heaven 
Fled for a home, and from the hermit-cells 
Of Erin o’er the world her beamy light 
Shot, like some new sun rising from the west 
To bless mankind, as if by miracle. 35 
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“* Dear isle, old Scotland’s kin, and named alike 
Scotia, (though mighty Czsar’s pen of yore 
Ierne, and Hibernia, writes thee too,) 
Thy worth I prize, and as a mother love, 
Renown’d for many ages as the nurse 
Of heroes, and bright spirits : primal root 
Of Scotland’s Kings, and order’d government ; 
Whence ancient Fergus drew his origin, 
Who took of yore by choice the Scottish crown, 
And from thy Cashel’s sainted seat removed 
The fated stone of Egypt, used of old 
For coronation of thy Munster Kings : 47 
Till Fergus, seated on the Scottish throne, 
Following the antique prophecy, that told, 
Wherever should be kept that wondrous stone, 
The old Milesian line of Kings should reign 
In peaceful monarchy, its fate withdrew 
To Scotland’s realm, and tribes, in race the same. 
Ia thy maternal soil I look’d to meet 
Comfort and rest: but o’er thy hallow’d earth 
Not long I wander’d, ere, alas! I found 
That hopes so fondly form’d, must prove a dream. 
From Antrim’s rocky coast my downward steps 
Roved thro’ Belfast’s proud haven, toward the meads 
Of Lisburn, and upon these hallow’d grounds, 60 
T mark’d religion’s ancient vestiges, 
The cromlech, and rude altar, where of old 
Our darkling sires adored heaven’s unknown King. 
Country which some have deem’d with fond surmise 
The scene of Ossian’s wars, who point the site 
Of brave exploits, themes of his deathless song. 
By Logan’s banks, my dubious steps attain’d 
The ample track of fertile Castlereagh, 
And Moira’s vill, and Durgan’s still recess, 
And the fair borders of Neagh’s gelid lake. 
Whence, turning soon, my eager course I bent 71 
Toward royal Armagh’s hospitable cells, 
And old cathedral seat, the famed abode 
Of learned men, and nurse of piety. 
Within its abbey’s fane I hoped to find 
A shelter and a home, (in earlier youth 
Dear, and stillloved) with men erst known and prized. 
Musing I went, nor did it then escape 
My busied thought, what dangers might assail 
My purposed course; but hope still fondly told 
That former perils here would find their end, 
No more renew’d. Then in my native land, 
Sad I recall’d, that many a time and oft, 83 
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Through the long course of fifty passing years, 84 
Fierce roving bands of Pagan foreigners, 

Borne in throng’d navies from the peopled north, 
(But known in Erin by the dreaded name, 
Ostmen, or Easterlings, or black Duffgalls,) 

Had harass’d and invaded Erin’s shores. 

I knew that erst successive Danish chiefs, 
Sea-Kings, inured to storms, and spoil, and war, 
Had sought the sceptre of our western isle. 

I knew, that Regner, the famed Pirate-King, 

He, whose wild death-song I so oft have heard 
Chanted with fearful awe, as stern it boasts 95 
That its fierce bard will laugh in death’s last pangs, 
Had, with Berserkic fury, oft assail’d 

The ample circuit of the Scottish bays : 

That, glutting the dark ravens of his host 

With bloody slaughter, Dublin’s city old 

He took in storm, and slew with spareless brand 
Melbruch, the Irish King, long, long deplored !— 
I knew, that after him, the tyrant dread, 

Turges, the Dane, with rapine, sword, and fire 
Conquer’d our wasted country, and in league 
Uniting all the invaders, was proclaim’d 

Monarch of all the isle; methinks, few years, 107 
Ere you, my gracious liege, first saw the light. 
The sway by power invincible he held, 

Till you yourself were near to manhood grown, 
And of your brother’s kingdom were assign’d 

The prime lieutenant, second but in arms; 

Ere you had scarce attain’d your twentieth year.” 


Him then, the English sovereign, with delight 
Listening his varied tale, thus interrupts. 
‘‘True: I remember well the odious name 
Of Turges, daring tyrant; and recal, 
What sorrow oft my youthful heart endured, 118 
When I have learn’d the miserable woes 
His rage inflicted on our sister-isle. 
How often have I felt the ardent wish 
Glow in my heart, (though time the act denied) 
To heal her sufferings; and in natural league 
Of friendly union join our English powers, 
To curb the invader’s foreign insolence. 
But other nearer troubles then delay’d 
My anxious purpose, till at last I heard 
The welcome tidings of the tyrant’s death, 
Slain by Melachlin’s worthy stratagem, 
Meath’s regal prince, who then his power regain’d, 
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And for the deed was crown'd fair Erin’s King ; 
A wise and prudent chief, whose worthy name, 
By Ireland loved, myself alike revere, 

Aud felt, like him, the mutual strong desire 

To found, and stablish ’twixt the sister-isles 
Union, and amity, and mutual aid. 

But now, my Erigen, uncheck’d, resume 

Thy travel’s story, and my longing ear 

Fill with relation of thy Erin’s state, 

By thee late witness’d in thy native isle; 

Land, worthy all our honour and our love.” — 141 


To whom then Erigen, well-pleased, return’d. 
‘* After the cruel Turges’ punishment, 
Methought I justly might indulge the hope, 
That peace at last would bless my native land; 
That only some weak bands of pirate-foes, 
Whom the brave nations soon might overpower, 
W ould harass and disturb the sainted isle. 
Lapt in which pleasing hope, I fond advanced 
To Armagh’s high cathedral seat, of old 
The far-famed nurse of learned piety, 
Erst founded by our holy Patrick’s self, 
Our patron-saint ; where too, since he retired 153 
To his own heaven, Saint Columb, honouring well 
The chosen station, fix’d another fane ; 
Scenes, ever dear to Erin’s thoughtful sons : 
Both where her chiefs their synods held of old, 
And whose collegiate halls could proudly boast 
Seven thousand studious sons of letter’d lore; 
Renown’d throughout the world, till hands profane 
Of Pagan foreigners, its sacred walls 
Invading sack’d with sacrilegious fires. 
Its treasured wealth they plunder’d, and to flames 
Consign’d the stores of learning, brought from far ; 
Expell'd, or slew, the pious habitants, 165 
And wreck’d at once its old magnificence. 
But not its glory, nor its honour’d name, 
They e’er could banish from the grateful earth, 
Still fondly visited by pilgrim feet, 
And ever dear to Erin’s memory. 
With lesser state, by pious hands repair’d, 
To these loved cells I came, and found again 
Their ruin'd homes, yet black with recent fires, 
Again late wasted by the roving Dane. 
And on the neighbour hill, alike I saw, 
Ruin’d by vengeful fires, the castled height 
Of Owen Maugh, erst dwelt by Ulster’s Kings. 
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The Danish footsteps sorrowing I retraced; — 178 

And from a musing son of piety, 

Among the ruins of loved Armagh’s cells 

Lingering with fond affection, I obtain’d 

Some mournful tidings of my country’s state. 

While sighs and tears oft check’d his faltering tongue, 

He sadly told, that Turges, savage spirit, 

(While Danish hosts possess’d the conquer’d land,) 

For well nigh thirty years with iron yoke 

Oppress’d fair Erin’s isle with tyranny, 

More terrible than language might reveal. 

With persecution, and relentless hate 189 

Of Christ’s true faith and sacred ministers, 

He plunder’d abbeys and monastic fanes, 

And tearing thence their consecrated wealth, 

Soon made a desert of each holy spot, 

Or hallow’d site of ancient reverence. 

Fierce he invaded Armagh’s college halls, 

Its books and charters made the sport of winds, 

And the rude laugh of Pagan mockery. 

He too expell’d old Erin’s native bards, 

With impious fury and incensed scorn, 

Whose dear-loved harp, now idly from her hand 

Torn, was hurl’d stringless on her blood-stain‘d 
ground, 201 

Remember’d but with tears. Then not a song 

Might rise to cheer delighted Erin’s ear, 

Amid one waste of gloom and misery ; 

But murder, rapine, and the dogs of war, 

With famine in their train, by horror led, 

Rage uncontroll’d, and choke the lurid air. 

While Turges’ self with haughty wrong possess’d 

Dublin’s fair city, and her ancient walls 

Enlarged, and named her seat,‘ the Stranger’s home.” 

There with insulting pomp he sat, enthroned 

As Erin’s sovereign lord, or pass’d at times 

To triumph to her Tara's ancient halls ; 213 

Where in the temples of her native Kings, 

And reverend castle peering o'er her town, 

The lordly Dane would mock at Erin’s fall, 

With rival state, and foreign majesty. 

But yet not unopposed, for many a time 

Valiant Melachlin, honour’d prince of Meath, 

Led Erin’s native sons to many a field 

Of bloody onset, yet of various fate, 

That cost the life of many a noble Dane, 

And check’d the inroad of the invading foe ; 

Till the stern Pagans, with recruited powers, 
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O’er all the tract of Erin’s harass’d isle, 225 
Built raths, and mounded camps, and circling forts, 
And bow’d her sons to their detested sway. 

But brave Melachlin, by concerted will, 

Aided by chosen youths of noble birth, 

Freed our lost country from the yoke at last, 

And hurl’d the tyrant to his death, condign. 

For when the ruthless Turges, idly stung 

With burning passion for the matchless charms 
That graced Melachlin’s daughter, (then deposed 
And tributary to the Danish sway,) 

Besought her as a captive concubine, 236 
The prudent father, seemingly, not dared 

Oppose the victor Turges’ sovereign will. 
Apparently assenting, he engaged 

To send his daughter, with a courtly train 

Of chosen maidens, at appointed hour, 

To a lone isle, amid a lake retired, 

Within Meath’s princely bounds ; where, unobserved 
He might possess secure his peerless prize, 

And spare the virgin’s untaught modesty. 

But brooding o’er this insult, and inflamed 

With resolution of a just revenge, 

In place of maids, the injured father sent 

A train of bold and noble youths, disguised 249 
In feminine attire, who near their hearts 

Bore each a dagger, hid beneath his robe. 

These, at the stated time of dusky eve, 

Met the rude tyrant, with his lessen’d court, 

Bent and instructed on his base design ; 

Whom overpowering, instantly they slew, 

With merited cqntempt and mockery. 

After the tidings of whose worthy death, 

Hearing from such fell scourge the land was freed, 
The Irish people, rapt in grateful joy, 

Threw off the foreign yoke, resumed the reins 

Of their own government, and hail’d elate 261 
Their dear deliverer, as their lawful King. 

Royal Melachlin then, in Tara’s halls, 

Crown’d and proclaim’d their rightful sovereign, 
By just and ancient laws of Tanistry, 

With pomp, and feasts, and court of Erin’s bards, 
Seem'd, like some angel, on his native throne. 
Two happy years, the virtuous monarch, sprung 
Of the true line of old Milesian Kings, 

The race of Heber, and of Heremon, 

Sway’d Erin’s land with prosperous event, 

And to her isle restored long-banish’d peace.— 
But ah! how fleeting was this dream of bliss! 273 
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For soon fresh hosts of Ostmen, not dismay’d 274 
By Turges’ just-o’erwhelming fate, renew’d 

Their fierce invasion of our native land. 

Scarce had two transient years, on wings of joy, 
Follow’d the tyrant’s doom, ere on the coast 

Of Erin’s isle, a mighty fleet appear’d, 

Fill’d all with troops, whom three renowned chiefs, 
All sons of kingly Regner, famed in song, 
Anlaffe, and Sytric, and stern Hinguar led. 

That very Hinguar, the proud Danish chief, 

Who erst to England’s eastern coasts had come 
With sovereign Guthrun and associate Kings, 285 
To avenge great Regner’s death, his honour’d sire ; 
And with the arm of victory usurp’d 
Northumbria’s sceptre, conquering all her realm, 
(Which his stern sires long sought in vain to win,) 
From Humber’s flood, up to the northern Tyne. 
This mighty chief, as Erin’s annals tell, 

After from forth Northumbria he had led 

His puissant hosts amid the Scottish plains, 

To aid his brother, the great Ocean-King, 
Insatiate Hubba, there in war embroil’d, 

When victory there alike his arms had crown’d, 
He then, from Scotland, with two hundred ships, 
Join’d in his expedition by the chiefs, 298 
Anlaffe and Sytric, pass’d triumphant o'er 

The parting main, to conquer Erin’s isle, 

And with her sceptre grace his victories. 
Approaching Dublin’s town, they thither brought 
Vast booty, and a helpless multitude 

Of English, Welsh, and Pictish prisoners. 

I then in distant regions was abroad, 

Perhaps, in happy isles of Greece, employed 

In learning’s dear pursuit; nor aught I knew, 
What grievous woes assail'd our Erin’s land. 

But from my friend, fallen Armagh’s pious son, 

I gather’d, now, the melancholy tale. 310 
He told, that Hinguar, and his brother-chiefs, 
Partly by force, in part by treacherous guile, 

Had won the realm; for not at once they came 

In martial guise, but first the cloked pretence 

Of trade and commerce speciously proposed. 

By which pretext, upon the weaken’d coasts 

With general assent they were received : 

For Erin’s sons, by nature indolent, 

Esteem’'d it right, and to the common weal 
Conducive, that some people, by whose aid 

The products and the wealth of other lands, —3z! 
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Needful to Erin, might be hither brought, 322 
Along some coasts and portions of the isle 

Should be allow’d to settle and to dwell. 

Upon which plea, the wary chieftains soon 
Possess’d three cities, fairest of the realm, 

On various portions of her circling shores: 

Keys of the region, and dividing thus 

Their power and sway. To Anlaffe was assign’d, 
As his fair station, Dublin’s ample bay : 

The princely Sytric, as his portion, took 

The port, and shores, of southern Waterford: 
The stately Hinguar had his envied lot «833 
Along the regal Shannon’s spacious shores, 

And fix’d his seat in western Limerick. 

Admitted thus, the restless warriors soon 
Unmask’d their true designs. Each fortified 

The city, so acquired, and still his power 
Extended, seizing further territory : 

Altering the native bounds, till, acting still 

In settled concert, (as their arms acquired 

New land and limits with incroaching power) 
They founded cities, introducing first 

Buildings of stone, yet new to Erin’s isle ; $44 
And every where, as thus their sway advanced, 
Erected mounded forts, and Danish raths; 

And, on their track of conquest, still they used 
High-circling towers, for watch and for defence, 
Now numerous scatter’d over Erin’s isle. 

Till the whole realm, by slow degrees, they made 
Subject to their sole sway; her government 
Usurpingly they seized, and, as the crown 

Of their sure triumph, lordly Hinguar then 

Was, by the Pagan race, proclaim’d the King 
Of all the Ostmen within Erin’s isle.” 


So as he said, the attentive Alfred thus 356 
A moment interposed :—‘‘ Alas! such fate 
I long have fear’d, and deem’d must come at last! 
Grief, deep regret, and e’en indignant shame 
Rend my own labouring bosom at the thonght 
Of Erin’s-dread affliction and her fall: 
Preceding but a little England’s doom. 
Oh! that by early union both had known 
To join their power in sister amity, 
And with united arms, resistless then, 
Hurl'd back invasion from Britannia’s shores ! ”— 


- He ceased: the sadden’d Erigen resumes: 367 
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‘* From that dread period to the present hour, 368 
They hold possession of the afflicted land ; 

And exercise more lordly tyranny, 

Than branded Turges in his mightiest day. 

Silent again is Erin’s tuneful barp, 

And sunk in death her native sons of song: 

The triple-leaved shamrock, Erin’s badge, 

Saint Patrick’s holy emblem, every where 
Insulted and profaned: Christ’s heavenly faith 
Expell’d, and mock’d, by Pagans’ ruthless rage. 
And almost from a land, so dear to fame, 

Now groaning prostrate, is each vestige old $79 
Of well-earn’d honour, torn by bloody hands. 
Alas! in vain destruction’s full career 

Erin’s successive princes sought to oppose ; 

Both Hugh Dorndighe, and Connor, noble name ; 
And brave Neil-Cail; and great Melachlin, all 

OF true Milesian line, to Erin dear, 

Traced down from Heber and from Heremon : 

All proud of their nobility of birth; 

Spaniards in look; distinguish’d by their eyes, 
Aad hair of jet; owning successive right, 

By ancient law of Tanistry, to rule 

The native Irish with due love of all. sor 
Full often was the stubborn fight renew’d 

By Erin’s sons, by their brave princes led, 

With desperate valour and contempt of death. 

But all their bravery not avail’d to check 

Fate’s desolating inroad; when the flower 

Of Ireland’s youth in tedious warfare fell. 

Full many fly, and seek, in forced exile, 
Precarious sustenance on foreign lands : 

While the fierce Pagans all their loosen’d rage 
Bend, to extirpate from fair Erin's isle 

Christ’s faith, the constant object of their hate, 
And turn their gory arms upon the seats 103 
Of learning and religion, sainted cells, 

That lifted Erin’s name to just renown. 

Again on Armagh’s high cathedral seat 

The infuriate Anlaffe rush’d; and meeting there 
Her native race, opposed in war's array,’ 

Bent to defend her altars or to die, 

The hideous conflict eagerly essay’d. 

Ah! fatal in its end: for on the spot 

A thousand dauntless sons of Erin fell ; 

But martyr’d as they lay, their pious souls 
Disdaining pain and death in such a cause, 
Wing’d from that bloody turf their flight to heaven ! 
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Nor aught could then prevent the Danish arm 416 
From visiting again with impious fire, 

And madden’d ruin, Armagh’s honour’d cells. 

O’er all the isle high earthy tombs proclaim 

Some place of fight to every wandering foot; 

And monuments of mighty stones uprear’d, 
Carnedds, and Cromlechs, to the awe-struck eye 
Bespeak the scene of death, or victory. 

Seeing that Erin’s native power alone 

Proved unavailing to protect herself, 

Royal Melachlin, wise as valiant, 

To the sad remnant of the Irish race, 427 
Earnest, and like a prophet, recommends, 

With dying voice, and as his last bequest, 

Strict friendly union with the sister-isle 

Of Britain; that by lending mutual aid, 

All as one people might defend their homes 

From foreign war, and keep the world at bay.— 
Oh! that such holy wish of one, who loved 

So well his country, Erin’s father-King, 

Her brave deliverer, and her rightful chief, 

These eyes might, ere I die, behold attain’d ! 
Counsel deserving deathless memory ! 

Yourself, my gracious liege, as yet a youth, 489 
Were then scarce entering on your kingdom's sway. 
But oh! if heaven, in pity (as my soul 

Prophetic tells me, yet it will) should deign 

You to restore to England's rightful throne, 

Need I entreat you then, benignant prince, 

To call to mind fallen Erin’s mournful state ; 

To lend the aid of noble Englishmen, 

Rescue distress, and save your sister-isle; [prove 
Whose gallant friendship, warm and brave, would 
Alike the strength and grace of England’s throne? 
Oh! that the good Melachlin’s pious hope 

Of friendly league, and endless union 451 
’"Twixt lesser Erin and Britannia’s isle, 

Allies by nature, were at length fulfill’d !— 

How would the shamrock, twined with England’s 
And Scotland’s thistle to the world present [rose, 
A badge and emblem of united power, 

Pure, proof against decay, or rude assault, 

A talisman resistless, a bright wreath, 

Still blooming fresh, with beauty ever new !” 


Touch’d then by Erigen’s expression warm 
Of patriot feeling, thus the English King, 
With meeken’d air, to him he loved return’d. 462 
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‘¢ Deem not, dear son of Erin, that the state 463 
Of thy prized land, so bound by every tie, 
As the just friend of Britain’s sovereign throne, 
Can ever be to me indifferent, 
Or overlook’d by my protecting care. 
With meet attention, as its import claims, 
My ears have listen’d to thy varied tale, 
Fraught with much matter for reflection’s hour. 
Nor only with due sympathy renew’d 
Now do I hear her latest sufferings, 
But I recal, that ever, while a youth, 
I fondly sought to learn thy country’s state; 474 
Isle that I love, and where in early years 
I bow’d before Modwenna’s healing shrine. 
Thus, from my younger age, I knew the name 
Of the foul tyrant Turges, and the course 
That mark’d with horror his detested reign ; 
Enduring, uncontrol’d, until, methinks, 
Myself had well-nigh reach’d my twentieth year. 
Still at my father’s court I would enquire 
From any stranger, who such news might bear, 
Of his procedure, and with sorrow deep, 
Oft heard disclosed his dread atrocity. 
What raptured feelings of intense delight, 486 
(Not to this hour forgotten,) swell’d my heart, 
When first the tidings, all-unlook’d, I heard, 
Of brave Melachlin’s happy deed, that hurl’d 
The proud usurper from his guilty throne, 
Then seating in his place the lawful prince ; 
Himself, the great deliverer, Erin’s sire ! 
With veneration, to his wisdom due, 
I after heard the dying testament, 
Which to the Irish people he bequeath’d, 
Counselling union with the sister-isle: 
Bequest, that might for its high worth alone, 
As father of his country, rank his name. 498 
Nor sole regarding Erin’s sons, but well 
Claiming observance of Britannia’s isle : 
That justly each instructs, how best to ward, 
By mutual aid and friendly unity, 
Each hostile blow, that would their peace invade. 
Heaven knows, how early, and how long, my heart 
Cherish’d the sacred wish, the fervent hope, 
Sometime to Erin’s persecuted isle 
To bring the gallant aid of England’s sons, 
And guard her safe beneath Britannia’s shield. 
I should have deem’d her love and gratitude 
The fairest gem, adorning England’s crown. _—510 
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Such hope yet lives within my sadden’d heart, 511 
And never must be yielded, but with life, 

Though long by near calamity restrain’d. 

Alas! that such a land, the generous nurse 

Of hearts, as bold in war, as warm in peace, 

The home of piety and saintly faith, 

Dear to the muse, and fraught with vivid fire 

Of native genius, as with female truth, 

Should groan, as now, beneath a foreign yoke ! 
Her altars overthrown by Pagan hands, 

Fierce foreign lords possessing every home !— 
Yet heaven may deign me yet to lend due aid; 622 
To break the chains of Pagan tyranny, 

Aud prove thee, Erin, object of my care.— 

Yet tell me, honour’d Erigen, what more 

Of Erin’s isle thou know’st ; and, if thy steps 
Proceeded o'er the land, whatever drew 

Thy quick remark. I long to hear the state 

Of thy loved country, scarce less dear to me; 

Of scenes, perhaps, I once have visited ; 

Some now, I fear, by desolation changed ; 
Anxious to learn, if any yet have scaped 

The savage rage of the remorseless fue.” 533 


To whom the learn’d and travell’d Erigen, 
Pleased with such mention of his native land, 
Thus to the listening sovereign replied. 


“‘ My pensive friend in Armagh’s ruin’d walls 
Told me, while sighs oppress’d his throbbing breast, 
I should not know my country’s face again : 

Such was the general scene of hideous waste. 

(er all her fertile fields, and verdant hills, 

Forts, rathes, and mounded camps, and signs of war, 
Detorm'd the lovely, native haunts of peace, 

And holy cells, where erst Saint Patrick, sent 544 
To Erin’s isle by holy Celestine, 

And Columb, sacred name, and many a son 

Of Christian truth, had fix’d his honour’d seat: 
That all her antique crosses, rear’d on high 

By pious bands, and capp’d with circling stone, 
Were in the dust by Pagan foes o’erturn’d ; 

Her seats of learning, and collegiate halls, 
Whither, for rich instruction, not alone 

The natives throng’d, but foreign nations sent, 
(The nursery of many learned men) 

Robb'‘d and despoil'd; her abbeys, and her fanes, 
And gorgeous shrines, and seats episcopal, 556 
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Plunder'd, and sack’d by foreign soldiery. 557 
Even the loved Modwenna’s shrine o’erturn’d, 
Which you in early youth had visited ; 

Nor could so holy scenes avail to save.” 


To whom the King: ‘* Alas! and is the shrine 
Of good Modwenna fallen in sacrilege ! 
Scenes that in early youth my feebler steps 
Admiring wander’d o'er, and fondly paid 
In duteous love the meed of gratitude! 
Peace to its ashes: to its memory peace!” 566 


Thus then the Queen. ‘‘ Well I remember too, 
When erst a boy to Erin’s isle you went, 
Sent by the sage physicians of the court, 
With the assent of our revered sire. 
I was myself then young: in nuptial tie 
As yet scarce link’d to my consorted spouse: 
And pleased I yet recal the grateful sense 
Both of our sire, and nobles of the court, 
To Erin's happy isle, for England’s prince 
Thus to their longing arms in health restored.” 


She paused: when thus loved Erigen resumed. 
‘* Suorrowing, I listen’d; and myself resolved 578 
To traverse o’er some parts of Erin’s isle, 
And be a witness of her grievous woes. 
Then from my sad and lonely friend I learn’d, 
What fortune, mid so general grief, befel 
The northern and the eastern provinces, 
To Armagh near, thence to himself best known. 
With an affecting eloquence he told 
Of the relentless foemen’s ravages, 
Which, speeding on from Armagh, had defaced 
Loch Erne’s fair borders, and the numerous fanes, 
That decorate its green and sylvan shores, 589 
Vainly in deep sequester'd dells retired ; 
And Devenish island, like a swan reposed 
Upon the peaceful bosom of the lake: 
Within whose hallow’d soil, still-honour’d, sleeps, 
Beside his chapel and high-circling tower, 
The hermit-saint Morlaise, whose pious care 
Here to the Virgin rear'd a lonely fane, 
Plunder’d alike by spareless Pagan hands. 
Nor did like fatal destiny o’erpass 
Fair Inniskillen’s town, that seems to rise 
From out the waters, as by magic power. 
Avoiding then the western track, I pass'‘d 601 
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In mute despair through Armagh’s southern bounds : 
Then thro’ the midst of Louth’s fair province roved, 
Where many a Danish fort, alarm’d, I view'd. 
Then enter’d Meath: and on the banks of Boyne, 
Musing, I wander’d; late so richly graced 

With antique forts, and stately abbeys fair ; 

Now but presenting to the fixed eye, 

Disfigured ruins, black with hostile fires. 

Then Slane’s majestic castle I survey’d, 
Admiring ; as o’er lofty rocks it towers, 

That start abrupt above Boyne’s ampler flood ; 
Whose height defies approach, and proud commands 
The subject champain, and fair-sloping dales, 614 
That decorate afar its loved domain. 

Near which clear river and romantic town, 

Slane’s abbey-fane I visited, that crowns 

The neighbour-bills, and mourn’d, as I beheld 

Its glory desolate by Pagan rage. 

T thought how different was its happier lot, 

When kindly nurtured in its sheltering walls 
Dwelt Dagobert of old, Austrasia’s King, 

Erst in his years of helpless infancy 

Supplanted by the traitor Grimoald, 

Then ruler of his palace, who ’tis said, 625 
Upon the throne his own son, Childebert, 

Set, gnd the true heir, shorn in monkish guise, 
Sent to this spot in distant banishment ; 

Where he abided well nigh twenty years, 
Instructed studiously by holy men, 

In the just art of virtuous government, 

And principles becoming best a throne ; 

Till back to France he was with honour call’d, 
And to his rightful throne with joy restored. 
Beside Boyne’s rural river, I survey’d 

Saint Eirc’s lone hermitage, there honouring 
Slane’s earliest bishop; to that office high 637 
Worthily by Saint Patrick’s self ordain’d. 

Then visiting the vill of Grange, I saw 

The wondrous mound of earth, with mighty stones 
Encircled, rear'd in rude and artless state, 

Whose hollow vault, beneath its surface green 

A strange and subterraneous temple hides, 

The work of elder and primeval time. 

Entering its long and narrow avenue, 

I reach’d at last its farther sanctuary, 

Bosom’d within the earth, and like a cross, 

Form’d with recesses deep on either hand : 

Whose holier dexter cell, with rudest art 6419 
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Sculptured and dight, beneath its stone-topt roof, 
Guards the strange vase, or bason of the rock, 
Ever with awe beheld; by some esteem’d 

A vessel] wild of antique sacrifice. 

Eld work of pious hands; the temple old 

Where Ireland’s pristine race, perhaps, have paid 
Their untaught homage to the Deity, 

(Here honouring, perchance, the parent earth) 
And here gave holy meditation way, 

Shut from the tumult of the busy world. 

Or else some lonely hermit’s dwelling dark, 
Scoop'd from the limits of an ancient tomb, 661 
Who here inhumed might find a living grave : 
Devotion not to Erin’s isle unknown. 


“Thence on I pass’d to Fore’s collegiate halls, 
And letter’'d town; in Erin’s tongue surnamed, 
The town of Books; and bordering on the lake, 
Loch Lene, whose title the same tongue imports, 
The lake of Learning; on whose silvery breast 
Rests a fair isle, still learning’s loved retreat. 

In Fore’s hush’d vill, with anxious eye I view d 
Her stately churches, and her abbey-towers, 

And cell of her religious anchorite : 672 
And in her hallow’d and sequester’d vale, 

I mark’d with awe the spacious monastery, 

Here by the good Saint Fechin built of old, 
Whose eastward site a hoary castle guards. 
Then, devious, to the sacred vill I stray’d, 
Monaster-boyce ; and with deep awe beheld 

Its beauteous crosses, graced with sculpture rich, 
Its lofty-circling tower, and frequent fanes. 
Before Saint Boyne’s tall cross I knelt, whereon 
Engraved I mark’d the royal Muredach’s name, 
Erst Ireland’s King; and mark’d with honour due 
This precious-wrought and sacred monument, 681 
Unmatch’d in beauty through fair Erin's isle. 
Thence on I came to Tara’s palace-halls, 

Where, from old time, the Irish nation wont, 

In full assembly of the realm’s estates, 

There to consult upon the public weal ; 

To frame good laws, justice to all dispense, 

And pure maintain the archives of the isle. 
Sorrowing I mused upon those happier times, 
When at high feast and solemn festival, 

Within these sacred seats, from years remote, 
The King and all the nobles of the land, 

The flower of knighthood, and archbishops twain 
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Of Erin’s isle, from Armagh, and Cashel, 697 
The holy bishops, and the priestly train, 

With all the wise and learned of the isle, 

And gifted bards, and antiquaries sage, 

Skill’d in the kingdom’s ancient usages, 

At stated interval, assembling met: 

While the shield-bearers, at the trumpet’s blast, 
From all the nobles to the marshal gave, 

Or waiting herald, each the scutcheon’d shield, 
That mark’d his lord’s precedency and place ; 

Till in due order by the court arranged, 

Beside the crowded table’s long array, 708 
Beneath the glittering roof, each noble sat 

Under his own bright shield, with emblems rich 
Of deeds renown’d, that graced his line and name. 
Religion’s sons here found an honour'd place, 
And station meet adorn’d the learn’d and wise. 

At one end sat the fame-conferring bards, 

Aod fronting these, the court’s high ministers. 

In midst of all, the sovereign sat, enthroned, 
Under a rich and gorgeous canopy ; 

And near him, representing Erin’s isle, 

The princes of her four great provinces ; 

On one hand Ulster, on the other side, 720 
Munster: before him, Leinster’s mighty head, 
And Connaught’s chief, behind his pillar’d throne. 
Gazing on these so sacred walls, I thought 

With deep but vain regret, that rent my heart, 
Upon the glories of my country fled : 

All wrested now by foreign conquerors. 

Our King and native princes all deposed ; 

Our nobles exiled, or in slavery sunk ; 

Religion’s ministers, the learn’d, the wise, 

All mock’d and persecuted ; Erin’s bards 
Insulted, and no station sacred deem’d; 

But every ancient rite o’erthrown, disdain’d.” 732 


When thus the King, affected, interposed. 
‘‘ Loved Erigen, with sympathy sincere 
Myself perceive thy feelings, and partake. 
Like our own England’s state is Erin’s fall; 
And the dread change thy pictured words disclose 
Resembles sure the miserable doom 
Which our own Winchester presents e’en now. | 
One is our sorrow: one our suffering : 
But Hope still lives, our triumph shall be one.— 
Yet soft—thy story’s course I interrupt.” 742 
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Soon then the sighing Erigen resumed. 743 
‘‘ Hence passing on, enrapt in thoughts like these, 
I mark’d near Tara, on a hill uprear’d 
With mighty mounds, the tyrant Turges’ fort; 
From whence, ’twas said, the oppressor insolent 
O’erawed these royal and revered domains, 
And bent the subject country to his will, 
Thence, sick with grief, 1 bent my sorrowing steps 
Toward Dublin’s city; for I long’d to see 
Her stately walls, and know her present state. 
Observing ever, as I pass’d along, 
Vestiges of the Pagan’s wasteful course ; 754 
Raths, mounds, and camps, and lofty tombs of earth, 
Frequent beside the wondering traveller’s way. 
In these I recognised memorials plain 
Of many a conflict near the regal town, 
Disputing here her proud possession’s claim. 
Yet all too plainly told, that victory still 
Favour’d the Danish power; where’er I went, 
The country waste, some village sack’d with flames, 
Some fane destroy’d, or sculptured cross o’erthrown, 
With desolating monuments of war, 
Bespoke the conquering foe’s predominance. 
All, all, I found, possess’d by Pagan lords: 766 
And, as my pious friend had told, I now 
With my own eyes was witness of the truth, 
Yet with more full afflicting circumstance. 
Endanger’d, pensive, and in solitude, 
T wander’d on, till my tired feet attain’d 
Dublin’s wide town, Dublana famed of old, 
As Erin’s eastern fair metropolis. 
But ah! how changed! for wheresoe’er the eye 
Address’d its view, some melancholy scene 
Shew’d of her conquest a distressful trace. 
Erin’s renowned city, the resort, 
And haven of her sons for many an age, 778 
Sorrowing I found in stern subjection held 
By the fierce Anlaffe, the proud Ocean-King, 
Who here, in token of bis sovereignty, 
Coin’d money, with his image stamp'd and name. 
With what o’erpower’d feeling did I gaze 
On her insulted beauty, as her towers, 
Majestic, rise above the sea-green lake, 
Bent in vast crescent o’er her curved bay, 
While I beheld beside her guarded shores 
Upon the buoyant flood at anchor ride 
The Danish fleet, which hither thronging bore 
Her Pagan conquerors; and now at ease 790 
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With its loathed presence mock’d Ierne’s sons. 791 
My heart indignantly within me swell’d, 

As I survey’d my country’s hopeless fall, 

And on the means of her oppression gazed. 

Nor less within the city’s self I saw, 

At every cautious step, heart-rending proofs 

Of Danish tyranny; her government 

In foreign hands: her ancient laws o’erthrowa: 
Religion banish’d: and her altars pure 

Polluted with the worship, wild and strange, 

Of Odin and his fabled deities : 

Learning, and rich instruction in the lore 802 
Of solid wisdom, drawn from ages past, 
(Proverbially to studious Erin dear,) 

From her expecting people shut and seal’d. 

But with rude hand the treasures of her books, 
And precious writings, with unvalued cost 

And spareless labour brought from every clime, 
Burnt, or hurl’d piecemeal, fluttering in the winds ; 
The scoff of brute and Pagan ignorance. 

These dear possessions, whose collected means 
Approved our Erin’s name throughout the world, 
No longer grace the still and saintly isle. 

No more her pious sons from these pure founts 814 
Shall draw civility, and noblest thoughts ; 

And from their erowded schools, at suit of Kings, 
To every court dispersing learned men, 

Fill Europe with her wisdom and her fame. 

Blind ignorance, and Pagan darkness, now 

Must wrap dead Erin in empoison’d pall 

Of thickest night, broke by no beam of hope. - 
Oh! my loved country, when my soul recals 

Thy sorrows and thy fate, I o’er thee bend 

With filial duty; and with bleeding heart, 

Mourn o’er thy doom, thou parent of the brave, 
Nurse of the boldest as the tenderest hearts, 826 
Piety’s refuge, and instructress fond, 

Pattern of truth, virtue’s chief ornament, 

Thee I deplore, by foreign hands assail’d, 
Mangled and torn, that now thy fondest son 

Can of thy beauty scarce one feature trace ; 

And knows thee not, while only ghastly wounds 
Make him, convulsed with terror, start away 
From sight of such a piteous spectacle. 

Yet heaven will not disdain, nor overlook 

The natural tear, that o’er thy memory drops, 

And honours worth like thine, bereaved and fled !” 
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He paused a moment, while a gushing tear 38 
Fell o’er his cheek : awhile were wanting words, 
For swelling sorrow choked his utterance. 

The King with gentle sympathy consoles; 
Nor less the pious men, and melted Queen.— 
At length sad Erin’s son the tale renews. 


‘* But whither does my woe-struck fancy rove ?— 
Quitting my country’s royal seat, whose view 
Oppress’d my heart, yet strongly bent to know 
The true condition of the general realm, 

I cross’d the isle, and pass’d with devious feet 848 
Along the spacious Curragh of Kildare, 

Whose verdant turf was spread with bleating flocks 
Of nibbling sheep. The mighty plain, bestrown 
With earthy tombs, in high-raised mounds, bespoke 
The scene of war, or population’s grave. 

Nor without reverence could I pass these plains, 
Where stood of old the far-famed monument, 

The Giants’ dance, by Merlin’s wondrous art 

(So tell the British bards and druids old) 

Borne thence to awe the plains of English Wilts, 
And memorize the fallen Ambrosius’ doom. 

Then, with amaze and horror, I survey'd 80 
Kildare’s cathedral-seat, in ruins spread 
Magnificent, by Pagan hands despoil’d. 

Thro’ these, with sorrowing steps, I roved, and saw 
The circling tower, now kept by watchful foes: 
But sought in vain Saint Brigid’s shrine renown’d, 
Foundress of this so stately monastery ; 

The honour’d daughter of an Irish chief, 

And pupil true of Ireland’s guardian-saint ; 
Receiving from his hands the sacred veil. 

Upon whose shrine, still fed by holy hands, 
Burn’d the famed lamp of unextinguish’d fire, 
Preserved with constant care from age to age; 872 
Fit emblem of religion’s deathless flame ; 

Cherish’d in Erin’s lone and saintly isle, 

With hope forlorn, yet destined thence to shed 
Light o’er the world, while Europe’s realms beside 
Lay lost in clouds of darkness and despair. 
Thence, devious, to the hallow’d lake I stray’d, 
Where brave Melachlin the fell Turges slew, 

And o’er its peace I pour’d the thankful prayer. 
Soon crossing through the plains of fair Westmeath, 
In Longford’s province, pleased, I visited, 

Amid a still sequester'd isle, that decks 
Loch-garon’s silvery breast, the rural fane, B84 
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There fondly rear'd by holy Columb’s hands, 835 
Aod here refresh'd at ease my weary way. 
Thence, downward roving, in my course I mark’d 
The rich, but desolated pass, Athlone ; 

Thy rural vill, Clonfert; and on the banks 

Of winding Shannon, shuddering, I beheld 

The relics rich of wasted Clonmacnoise, 

Late Erin’s boast, the venerated bounds 

Of whose superb and far-famed monastery 

Held in their sway full many a distant fane, 
Throughout the isle, and in whose hallow’d earth 
Ireland's successive Kings for ages slept. 896 
But not these sacred precincts might avail 

To hope exemption from the general doom ; 
Profaned and wasted now by Pagan bands, 

Who still, exulting, held its circling tower. 

In progress due, my westering steps attain'd 
Athenry’s castled fort, and walled town, 

And sainted Tuam’s seat episcopal, 

Where erst great Patrick, Erin’s guardian saint, 
Taught to her listening race Christ's heavenly faith ; 
And many an abbot of exalted name, 

(Shrined in its fane in sacred memory,) 

Has lived to grace its annals’ just renown. 908 
These too I found by Pagan hands defiled, 

And o’er their ruin shed the pitying tear. 

Thence to Lake Corrib’s wooded marge I stray’d, 
Whose bright expanse is sprent with hermit-isles, 
Serenely bosom’d mid surrounding hills ; 

And whose lone quiet Menlogh’s castled towers 
Frowningly guard, with antique sovereignty. 
Thence on I sped to Galway’s crowded town, 
Whose sea-ward coast beholds the Atlantic waves 
Pour their green waters mid her spacious bay. 
Enguiring fond in these frequented homes, 

Of Connaught’s state I heard, and what befel 920 
The northern tract, and Ulster’s farther climes ; 
Alike the prey of Danish victory. 

Nor was the story of their sorrow strange, 

But deeply in their grief my heart condoled. 

The bay’s expanse I cross‘d, and in my course 
Discerning Arran’s southern isles, far-seen, 

That lift their blue tops o’er the misty main, 

By sandy coast or rocky promontory 

My varying voyage led, until I reach’d 
Thomond’s wild province. Over her miny hills 
And shelter’d vales, and by her sylvan lakes 
Slowly I pass’d, and oft my steps delay’d 932 
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Among the generous habitants, though rude, 933 

Who kindly cheer’d the lonely traveller. 

Eager my steps I hasten’d, till I gain’d 

Fair Ennis’ rural vill, that various spreads 

Its rising grace o’er Fergus’ ancient stream. 

Then Clare’s loved town I visited, and mark’d 

The native wealth that deck’d her plenteous streets: 

Delighted here I roved, while nature’s scenes, 

Wide spread in happy prodigality, 

O’erlooking far the Shannon’s princely flood, 

Soothed for a space my melancholy thoughts. 

Eastward, beyond Clare’s lovely haunts, I stray’d, 

And visited Killaloe’s holy vill, 945 

Rear’d o’er the swift-meandering Shannon’s stream, 

And saw the fane, and hermit-oratory 

Of her high founder, sprung from Munster’s Kings ; 

Saint Flaonan’s after-home, still visited 

By pilgrim-feet with pious reverence. 

I mark’d the stone-roof’d chapel’s structure old, 

Rear’d from the ground in one high-pointed ridge, 

That spoke the hand of Erin’s elder sons. 

Thence to the verge of fair Loch-Dergh I pass’d, 

And on an isle that studs its quiet breast, 

With awe that well became his sacred haunt, 956 

I visited Saint Patrick’s penance-cell. 

Then tracing back proud Shannon’s winding banks, 

Enflamed with curious eagerness, I reach’d 

Proud Limerick’s fortress, and commercial seat; 

Where then great Hinguar, the famed Danish chief, 

With royal state and haughty sovereignty 

Held his fix’d residence. Her spacious streets, 

By the fierce Pagans of the northern clime 

I found possess’d; who with wont insolence 

Now o’er the subject natives ruled as lords. 

Silent the town I traversed, whose sole view 

Did but renew the grief, that late bewail'd 968 

Erin’s oppression in the vanquish’d west. 

Nor could I long endure that vain regret, 

But southward went, till pensive I approach’d 

Adair’s steep castle, whose majestic towers 

In awful pomp o’er Maig’s dark waters rise. 

Within her cloister’d fane my feet awhile 

Found rest and shelter, willingly detain’d: 

For round this favour’d spot had nature’s hand 

Revell’d in playful beauty, and combined 

Scenes, meet alone for peace and happiness. 

O’er her rich pastures, and romantic hills, 

I wander’d wrapt in fond and new delight, 980 
VOL, ITI. DD 
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And contemplating nature's loveliness, 981 
Soothed for awhile my bosom’s sadden’d gloom. 
Thence, roving toward the Shannon’s flood, I pass'd 
Mungret’s old abbey, by Saint Patrick loved, 
Where early too of Thomond’s royal line 

An abbot ruled, of honour’d memory, 

The good Saint Manchin, Limerick’s bishop prime ; 
Since too the throng’d resort of learned men, 

And favour’d with regard of Munster’s King. 
Thence to Askeyton’s hospitable cells, 

My due feet roved, till in serene delight, 

Coasting proud Shannon’s widely-varied banks, 

I visited, amid its regal flood, 008 
Lone Scattery’s fair and hermit-isle, of old 

The throng’d resort of many pilgrim-feet, 

On solemn days to wonted festivals. 

Led by its round and lofty tower, that rose 
Conspicuous on the green, sequester’d isle, 

Our pausing bark approach’d the sacred spot, 
Where in old time Senanus’ pious hands 

Rear’d a fair abbey, and, aware in youth 

Of beauty’s power, forbade the magic feet 

Of woman to approach his lonely cell, 

Or check his thoughts, sole rapt in heavenly things. 
I saw the relics of his hermit home 1005 
And humble fane, alike by Pagan hands 

Profaned ; who spared not Senan’s monument, 
Through many an age by piety revered.” 


So as he said, the northern holy men 
A moment interrupt, and fond enquire. 


‘* Not to ourselves is Saint Senanus’ name 
Unknown; and tell us, native Erigen, 
Is it not deem’d his holy memory 
To after ages still descends, preserved 1014 
In the great river's name, from his derived ; 
That long as mighty Shannon’s flood shall roll, 
So long shall dure its saint's renown and praise?” 


To whom the learned Erigen returns: 
‘It may be so: perhaps, in after-time 
To be the bright theme of some gifted bard, 
Native to Erin, who shall bid her songs 
Sound through the world with renovated fame.— 
Thence, downward roving by the southern strand, 
I pass’d the kingly Shannon’s entrance vast, 
Where parting wide the land, its mighty flood 1025 
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Meets in its course the broad Atlantic tide. 1026 
Piled on a rock immense, by dashing waves 

Split from the main-land with a hideous gulf, 
Through which the sea-waves drive, I mark’d with 
Wild Belingary’s fort. With fix’d amaze [awe 
I view’d stupendous cliffs, on every hand 
Hollow’d by waters of the Atlantic deep, 

Within whose strangely-arch’d and cavern’d depths 
The furious ocean-waves for ever roar; 

Or roll in surges vast, that o'er the rocks 

Here dashing break in dread and foamy clouds. 
Then journeying southward, I aspired to see 1037 
Ardfert’s fair monastery, where of old 

The good Saint Brendan rear’d a splendid fane, 
And hall collegiate, native to renown ; 

Of Kerry’s province now the chiefest seat: 

Alas! all plunder’d by the victor foe ! 

Pursuing then my purposed way, I pass’d 
Tralee’s fair town, that decorates the verge 

Of an extended, richly-various, bay, 

In lofty mountains bosom’d all around. 

Then leaving on the right the rocky coast 

Of Castlemain, and Dingle’s spacious bay, 

Far stretching westward to Valentia’s isle 1049 
Oft-haunted (as I heard) by Danish ships, 
Eastward, my course I turn’d; and rather chose 
To soothe my hurt mind in the stiller scenes, 

That with unrivall’d beauty make renown’d 
Killarney’s quiet lake, and calm retreat; 

Dear to the muse, and sainted sons of peace. 

In meditative transport rapt, I pass’d 

The hill, and abbey-fane, of Aghadoe, 

And the round tower, that on the summit rear’d 
Of its high eminence its pomp announced. 

Then visiting the pass of wild Dunloe, 1060 
Whose strange detile divides the sever’d hills, 

Ere long, my eager footsteps haste to trace 
Killarney’s famed terrestrial paradise ; 

Arcady’s rival; Tempe of the west. 

On its smooth waters I embark’d, and sail’d, 

Past the enchanting borders of Ross-isle, 

To sylvan Inis’ fallen, shelvy, shores; 

And bosom’d fair within its ashen groves, 

Beheld the fane, Saint Finnan’s pious work, 

Its clouister’d cells, and sculptured oratory. 

Here, charm’d, I wander’d thro’ the shadowy woods, 
O’er swelling hills, and fair expanded lawns, 

And mossy rocks, from whence at times the eye, 
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Through opening vistas, caught the glistening lake, 
And the blue summits of the distant hills ; 

That the delighted fancy, resting here, 

Might deem this spot an Eden upon earth. 
Thence, sailing o’er the lake, our shadowy bark 
Pass’d in its course an echoing waterfall, 

That through a lofty forest, dashing, rolls: 

Then gliding under sky-capt Tomie’s hill 

Clothed with rich woods, and by the jutting point 
Of wild Glenaa, with wonder I survey’d 

The vast expansive crescent, stretch’d afar 1084 
Of mountains, waters, woods, and rocks, and isles. 
Then slowly coasting through Glenaa’s fair bay 
From narrowing shores we gain’d the lovely lake, 
Whose southern coast Turk’s awful mountain bounds, 
Abruptly rising from the water’s verge ; 

And saw with strange delight the cavern’d rocks 
And varied foliage of the bending woods. 

Amid these various and romantic scenes, 
Enwrapt, I stay’d in peace, and was refresh’d. 
Then wandering o’er the rising ground at times 
Dwelt with transported vision on the scene; 

The gently-circling bays of either lake, 

And distant hills that close the charmed view. 1097 
Then down the rapid river urged my course 

From Dinis isle, whose verdant sides are fringed 
With arbutus,—until, amazed, we saw 

The lofty rock, whereon the bird of Jove 

Builds his high nest amid the misty clouds, 

And eyes undauntedly the noontide sun. 

Passing whose steep precipitous, that towers 
Straight from the water’s edge, wondering we steer’d 
Along the varied river’s narrowing pass; 

Now in deep chasm sunk in its stony bounds ; 

Oft swell’d expansive into sylvan bays, 

With rocky banks, and verdant isles adorn’d. 1109 
Entering within the southern lake, embay’d 
Magnificent among high-sheltering hills, 

Whose wildly-varying shores present around 
Delicious visions to the enchanted eye, 

I linger’d fond, nor wish’d a sweeter home. 
Besought then to ascend the summit high 

Of Mangerton’s commanding eminence, 

Our wandering gaze was ravish’d with the sight 
Of all this varied wild magnificence, 

Outspread below, of mountains, lakes, and vales ; 
And stretching to the horizon’s verge away, 

Erin’s strange bays, that join the Atlantic main, 
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Admitted far within her curved shores, 1122 
Kenmare’s vast river and o’ershadowing banks ; 
Indenting wildly Ireland’s sylvan strand, 

With many a winding creek and sheltering cove.” 


So as he said, with interposing voice 
And pleased remark, that well herself became, 
Thus the fair Queen a moment check’d the tale. 


‘¢ Oft have I heard Killarney’s charmed lake 

Praised as an earthly paradise, and long’d 
-_Myself to witness grace so rich and rare ; 1181 
Hoping to journey thither, and attend 
Thither my dear-loved Burthred, whose deep gloom 
And melancholy bodings o’er the fate 

Of our dear Mercia, I at times have deem’d, 
Perhaps, such cheering visit might divert. 

But state-affairs, and duties of the court, 
Permitted never; and to pining grief 

He fell at last the victim and the prey. 

Now whether e’er so proud a meed as this 

May yet be mine, time yields no glimpse of hope, 
And but of scenes, fair nature’s paragon, 1142 

From you, our travell’d guest, we glean a thought.” 


To whom the King. ‘ Despair not, gentle Queen; 
All may e’en yet be well: ourselves alike 
To our wont state restored, and Erin’s isle 
Rescued to peace and native loveliness, 
Then may we both, I hope, so fair a part 
Of the loved British Isles ourselves behold, 
And memorize with pride what now we hear.— 
But, gentle Erigen, thy course pursue.” 


Then thus the travell’d stranger answer’d soon. 
‘¢ Directing thus my wondering gaze, I heard 1158 
Surnamed with awe, the distant Skelig rocks, 
Whose crescent top (bent as the horned moon 
Gleams in mid heaven) hangs o’er the Atlantic deep; 
To whose tall-pointed summit, pilgrim-feet 
Ascend, on hard-appointed penance sent, 
By narrow steps, carved through the solid rock, 
And there in awful peril scarce maintain 
The desperate path, and scant-admitted seat; 
Precipitous uprear‘d amid the clouds, 
And fearful jutting o’er the raging waves. 
Thence on I roved to Cork’s commercial town, 
Dwelt and augmented by the pirate Danes; - 1165 
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Whose spacious streets adorn the peopled shores 

Of a wide-circling bay, and harbour-cove ; 

Chequer’d with many fair romantic isles. 

Here fond I view’d her famed cathedral-fane, , 
In early days by good Saint Finbar built, | 
Whose name is still by Erin’s sons revered, 

Alas! now wasted by the Pagan foe: 
Its circling tower with much regret I view’d, | 
And o’er the ruins pour'd my fervent prayer. 

Then wandering o’er the cove’s encircling coast, 

My journey led to Cloyne’s romantic town, 

Reposing calm within a verdant vale. 1177 
I saw its fane, by good Saint Colman rear’d, 

And mark’d with solemn awe Cloyne’s circling 

And wide-extending subterranean cave:  [tower, 

A wondrous scene; perhaps, in early time, 

Abode of Erin’s first inhabitants, 

Their secret refuge from invading harm : 

Whence from long memory this cavern’d tract 

The faithful natives name, the field of caves. 

Thence to the swift Blackwater’s river-stream | 
I roam’d, and sailing on its varied flood, 

Saw o’er its haunted surface frequent glide 

The native fisher’s wicker-coracle. 1189 
Thence passing rude and castled heights, I reach’d 
Dar-Inis fair, Molana’s sylvan isle; 

Aud saw the ruins of her abbey-fane, 

That not escaped the searching Pagan’s hand. 

By fern-clad rocks I sped in sorrowing mood, 
And near the river’s marge the scene arrived, 
Where the sequester'd vill of Cappoquin 

Lies bosom’d in a woody theatre, 

In shelter calm of half-surrounding hills. 

Thence, charm’d to still delight, our willing bark 
Linger’d amid these hospitable dells, 

With fond delay ; until, my course renew’d, 1201 
Our eager eyes discern’d the lofty rock, 

Abrupt ascending from the water’s verge, 

Upon whose fearful top sublimely towers, 
(Bosom’d in woods that clothe the headlong steep) 
The venerable fort of famed Lismore. 

Straight I recall’d to mind this honour’d scene, 

To grateful Erin, as the refuge dear 

Of good Saint Carthagh, who from Ratheny’s fane 
Escaping from the stern King Blathmac’s rage, 
Here fix’d an abbey fair, and cells retired ; 

In after time, by Saint Mocluda’s care, 

Enlarged with schools, and fair collegiate halls; 
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Which then became thro’ Europe’s climes renown’d, 
Known as the throng’d resort of holy men, 

And learned teachers of philosophy ; 

Met not alone from Erin's pious isle, 

But mingling in one friendly studious home 

The sons of Britain, or of Scottish race, 

Or the choice flower of England's noblest birth, 
Not e’en this guarded, still retreat had scaped 

The desolation of the spoiler’s hand : 

But, wrapt in lonely musing, long my steps 

Paced o’er the mouldering choirs, and ruin’d halls, 
The fallen cloisters, and forsaken cells. 1225 
Thence, upward turn’d, my anxious course attain’d 
Cashel, the royal seat of Munster’s Kings, 

And fondly linger’d in this holy spot ; 

Where in old time the fated Scottish stone 

Was kept, whereon her royal line was crown’d, 

_ To his new realm by Fergus borne away. 

Saint Cormac’s stone-roof’d chapel here I view’d, 
Adumiring; whose fair fabric, sculptured rich, 
Excels each kindred frame through Erin’s isle. 

I visited its circling tower, that rear’d 

On a high rock, by passage subterrene 
Communicates with its defended fane.” 1287 


Then thus the King: ‘‘ Thanks to the saintly isle; 
For by hier pious and continued care, 
Religion to Britannia’s favour’d lands 
Was erst preserved and saved: such vestiges, 
Fondly I hope, not yet will plead in vain.— 
But on—good Erigen—I check the tale.” 


Then thus again spoke Erin’s travell’d son: 
‘* Little of Erin’s isle yet rests to tell. 
Thence on my fondly speeding way I pass’d 1246 
Clonmell’s fair town, and by Suir’s fertile banks, 
Carrick’s proud fort, and well defended walls ; 
And following soon the devious stream, I reach’d 
Waterford’s princely haven. Her wide port 
With sad reluctance now I found possess’d 
By the fierce Ostmen and insulting Danes ; 
Who to great Hinguar’s boasted name had rear’d 
Within this favour’d seat a mighty tower, 
In proud memorial of their victory : 
While, settled here, o’er all the adjacent clime 
With lordly sway the warrior Sytric reigns, 
And bends the natives to his iron yoke. 
Disturb’d, distress’d, by dangers too beset, 1259 
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I hasted from the melancholy scene, 1260 
And following Barrow’s winding river, came 

To the serene and rural port of Ross. 

Then crossing hill and plain, I glad beheld 
Wexford’s fair harbour, and wide-circling bay : 
Alas! by pirate ships full oft assail’d, 

Nor screen’d from search of their enquiring ken. 
Fond o’er its calm and varied coast I stray’d ; 
And by its sylvan creeks, and hush’d retreats, 
Refresh’d as if by stealth my wearied feet. 

Then traversing, with curious eagerness, 
Wicklow’s high miny hills, and water’d vales, 1271 
And passing in her wild and sylvan tracts 

The wonders of her awful cataract, 

In Erin named, the fall of Powerscourt, 

Whose awful view awhile my steps detain’d, 
Methought, again to gain the outer skirts 

Of Dublin’s bay: from thence in some lone skiff 
To quit the desolated Erin’s isle, 

And seek in some less harass’d clime a home. 

For wheresoe’er I turn’d my wilder’d steps, 

With sight of only varied misery, 

And stern oppression of relentless foes, 

That on my dear, but helpless, country prey’d, 1283 
My full heart sunk within me, and o’erpower’d 
With melting grief, life seem’d a burden’d load ; 
Till all my thoughts were clouded with despair. 
Ere yet I reach’d the coast, but having pass’d 

In my wild course the valleys, and dark glyns, 
Whose awful chasm, there named the Scalp, detain’d 
My steps awhile in solitude profound, 

Absorb’d in gloom of melancholy thought, 

Mid scenes that suited well my pensive mind ; 

My purpose changed, I thence reversed my way, 
Resolving not again my heart to wound 

With the sad sight of Dublin’s captive doom: 1295 
Proof, too o’erwhelming of my country’s fall ! 

Yet ere I left for aye my native bounds, 

Intent to take a fond and last adieu, 

I turn’d aside to view that lovely vale, 

Amid whose sylvan dells meandering wild 

The greater and the lesser Avon, roll 

The Meeting of their waters; and awhile 

Feasted my senses in romantic peace. 

Then, wandering on in calm delight, approach’d 
Glendalough’s many fanes, and circling towers, 
And in this holy vale, with dear regret, 

To my lost country pour'd my heart’s adieu. 1307 
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Then hasting back to Wexford’s stiller port, 
Scarce fix’d in my design, with many a sigh, 
I now prepared to quit my native land : 
Oppress’d with rising doubts, if ever more 

I should revisit Erin’s sylvan isle ; 

Or join again its generous native race, 

Fiery in temper and in feeling quick, 

But harmless, pious, kind, affectionate, 

Aad ever friendly to the English race.— 
Oh! let me then the fervent hope repeat, 
That England's King will to my native isle, 
‘In happy time, extend his friendly aid; 
Succour, that, as a part of Britain’s isle, 
Nature herself asserts her right to claim.— 
Oh! may he break the yoke of foreign foes, 
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And shield her safe beneath bis guardian hand !”— 


Touch’d with the fond appeal, the sovereign then 
To its dear claim responds, and stretching forth 


With warmth his hand to Erin’s patriot son, 


Thus adds in few his prompt and sacred pledge. 


** Doubt not, loved Erigen, but thy request 


Finds in my soul deep and entire assent. 
Cordially in thy thoughts myself partake. 


Time must mature our hopes, and Providence 


Yet work the alliance nature’s self decrees.” 


1329 


_ Then thus the pensive traveller closed the tale. 


“¢ Finding no safety then in Erin’s isle, 
And my poor hapless country so distress’d, 


That e’en a change some kind of refuge seem’d, 


Quitting the greater for a lesser woe, 
Since I had heard that some tranquillity 


‘Prevail’d in England’s realm, and that the Dane, 
Composed, was settled in his southern camp, 1340 


I cross’d the main, by some few holy men, 


(Sad sons of learning, found at Wexford’s port,) 


Anxious to quit the isle, accompanied ; 
With fellowship in sorrow, as in fate. 

On our distressful voyage, then we came 
To the opposing western shore of Wales ; 


In whose far coigne, Saint David’s still retreat 


Invited most our unrestrain’d abode ;__ 
A justly famed resort of learned men, 
Not yet assail’d. There too I knew before, 


That my dear friend, good Asser, had retired, 


Whom much I loved, and with intense desire 1352 
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Long’d to behold once more, and join again. 1868 
Resolving, if no place might yield repose 

From Pagan insolence, with him to die. 

On then we sped; and in Saint David’s cells 
Found the good bishop, and of learned men 

A goodly company in order’d peace. 

Wherefore in these secluded cells I stay’d, 
Devote to studious lore, a passing space ; 

And here we strove together to promote, 

My gracious liege, your good and high designs, 
Which we before in part had heard reveal’d. 

Here too we found the British bard supreme, 1364 
Geraint, and of the bards a splendid throng, 
Skill’d in antique traditionary lays, 

Who charm’d our hours with music of the harp, 
And bardic songs that traced the high descent 

Of ancient Britons, who could boast their line 
From Trojan Brutus, or famed Latin sires, 
Derived from climes I erst had visited. 

These in their strains recall’d the lore I loved, 
And moral lessons which I joy’d to hear. 

Happy indeed should I have deem’d myself, 

If 1 might only here have stay’d secure 

And peaceful in Saint David’s honour’d seat. 1376 
But fate denied: e’en this secluded spot 

Was menaced with approach of Pagan foes. 

The savage Hubba, fresh from ruthless prey, 
Through the wide-wasted tract of northern Wales, 
Not satiated with blood, toward this lone spot, 

In a vast fleet all fill’d with armed men, 
Advanced. At terror of his dreaded name, 

The quiet habitants their homes forsook. 

Myself, with Asser, and the bard Geraint, 

Fled to famed Glastonbury’s abbey-fane, 

Far in the bosom of the stiller south ; 1387 
That hallow’d spot, beloved of heaven, where, erst 
Arimathean Joseph, with a train, 

Of twelve disciples, by Saint Philip taught, 

Came, as old fame reports, from Palestine, 

Not many years after our Saviour’s death. 

A spot, in honour held in every age: 

To which the British King, Arviragus, 

Bestow’d, of old, twelve hides of Glaston’s land ; 
The Avallonian, or by some surnamed, 

The glassy isle, from colour of its stream ; 

Where first in Britain’s distant realm was rear’d 
An oratory to the Virgin Queen: 

Where too, in after time, Saint Patrick dwelt, 1400 
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And following him, Saint David, friend of Wales, 
(After the Synod, styled, of Victory) 

Retired, with other good and pious men; 

And on the east side of the favour’d isle, 

Rear’d a new shrine to Mary’s peerless name; 
And, to the altar’s deathless honour, gave 

A sapphire of inestimable worth. 

Nor did his nephew, the renowned King, 

Arthur, of high and glorious memory, 

Honour the sacred station less; but gave, 

To its increase, both Brent’s and Poulden’s tracts ; 
And after in its confines, was himself 1412 
Buried, amidst a little world of saints, 

As old and faithful British songs record. 

In this serene retreat I surely deem’d, 

My life might pass in studies fondly dear; 

But soon the dread intelligence we heard 

That Pagan bands, the country ranging far, 
Endanger’d even the sequester’d peace 

Of Glastonbury’s famed and wealthy seat. 

We fled; and sure by ruling Providence, 
Through unlook’d guidance of the English bard, 
Good Wilfred, faithful to his sovereign hid 

In lone distress, were led, my liege, to you: 1424 
Happy to share with you the worst of fate. 

For where so nobly (if it be our doom 

To perish) can we die, as with our King ?— 

Yet hope inspires, and whispers to me still, 

That we shall live, for our loved country’s aid.— 
Amid this scene of strange adversity 

A practical philosophy we learn, 

Wiser than taught by schools of Greece or Rome, 
And bring to use their precepts; not unknown 

To the observance high of noble minds, 

And hearts of steel, on history’s page enroll’d, 

As high examples to succeeding time : 1486 
Potent to bear misfortune’s keenest shafts, 

And, by superior patience, conquer fate. 

So may we hope that happier time at last 

Will to ourselves effect deliverance, 

And for our country work the needful peace. 

If heaven at last vouchsafe that happy change, 
Oh! then remember Erin’s fondest hope : 

Being in misery equal, let her share 

Her equal portion of redeeming joy, 

And guard her safe beneath Britannia’s shield. 

So shall not then my varied pilgrimage 

Have been, or spent, or now rehearsed, in vain ; 
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Nor shall it grieve me then, if I recal 1449 
The wish’d-for tale that cheer’d these lonely hours, 
To deem, that under your protective care 

It may have profited my native land. 

But ere I die, I may behold the seeds 

Implanted of those high and dear designs, 

Which all my busy life has joy’d to frame 

For our loved country’s weal, to latest time.” 


Ceased then the learn’d and travell’d Erigen ; 
To whom the sovereign his fond thanks repeats, 
For such relation of his journeyings wide, 1459 
And patriot wishes fervently express’d, 

Still centering in his country ; proving still 
Britain’s improvement his sole end and aim. 


Nor fails the instructed sovereign then to add 
His own fix’d purpose and assured hope, 
If heaven’s high doom a happier fortune deign, 
Hereafter to restore, (whate’er he may,) 
Britannia’s ruin’d state, to bear in mind 
The rich instruction of so worthy friends, 
And to his power their blest designs fulfil. 
Chief with unceasing labour will he strive 1470 
In one firm bond of union to unite 
Britannia’s people, whether Britons old, 
Of English, Scottish, or of Irish race ; 
Alike still members of one family ; 
Unconquer'd if united; each a part 
Of nature’s island-empire in the west, 
Each needful to support Britannia’s throne, 
And shield from foreign war her happy lands. 


Whom answering soon, the learned Erigen, 
The British Asser, and the holy men, 
The pride of Lindisfarne, and sacred bards, 1431 
Here the King’s only counsellors of state, 
Advise, as best they may, Britannia’s weal ; 
All good and virtuous men, and politic, 
With various purpose for the public good: 
Each favouring objects that lie loved the best.— 
Chiefly the learned Erigen recals 
The sovereign’s visit in his early youth 
To Rome’s imperial seat; and fond applauds 
The wish, long-cherish’d in the Monarch’s breast, 
To found at last in his own favour’d land 
Rome’s ancient splendour; to make Britain vie 
With her renowned name in arts and arms, _—:1493 
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And be the envy of the admiring world. 1494 
To which high aim the observant Erigen 

Counsels the King, with ceaseless diligence 

To study, and select from her proud page, 
Whate’er may tend to dignify and raise 

The glory of his own united realm: 

With noble rivalry to plant the seeds 

Of order, peace, and worthy government, 

Of power and wealth, and just magnificence ; 
And by religion’s golden chain connect 

Its earthly bliss with heaven’s eternal joys. 

The pious Asser tenderly promotes 1505 
Fond union with his suffering country, Wales : 
And chiefly at fit time solicits still 

Remembrance of Saint David’s ruin’d shrine. 

The northern bishops of the holy isle 

Meditate, and with counsel fond devise, 

Due restoration of Saint Cuthbert’s right ; 

And the return of piety to bless 

The wide dominions of the regal north. 

The gifted bards inspire the monarch’s mind 

With memory of his high descent and deeds 

Of his illustrious ancestry, whose fame 

His care must be to equal and excel: 1517 
And in prophetic vision they descry 

Britannia’s future glory, which at last, 

- With more than hoped success, thro’ many an age, 
Shall bless the labours of her patriot King.— 

So fled their hours: the sovereign pleased assents, 
And lofty hopes now swell in every breast ; 

While many a prayer for prompt deliverance 

Is breathed in secret from each glowing heart. 


Thus, from relation of his stranger guests, 
The thoughtful Alfred, in his hush’d retreat, 
By due degrees, attains to know the state 1528 
Of all Britannia’s climes, and satisfies, 
With knowledge meet, his large and regal mind. 
In such serene delight and converse dear 
Successive evenings glide, unthought, away. 
While reminiscence of the happy past 
Renews like joy, and with oblivion’s veil 
Quite hides perception of their present fall. 
Nor fail at times the sons of song besought, 
With timid touch of the chastised harp, 
Over the wounded mind to pour the balm 
Of soothing music, and compose the sense 
In waking dream and tender ecstasy : 1540 
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Till fancy rests, and feeds on visions rich 1541 
Of hope’s full joy and happiness restored. 

With needful care the rural hermit-cell 

Their hands enlarge; though from their secret home 
Absent the roving chieftains yet remain, 

Young Edgar, and the noble Athelard, 

The sovereign’s faithful friends: not yet return’d 
From their late purposed quest, both bent to watch 
And to the King thence certainly report, 

What dangers threat; how near: what fatal woes 
Affiict the alarm’d and hapless country round ; 
Perhaps e’en make unsafe this lone abode. _—1552 
Surprise, not void of some uncertain fear 

For the loved chieftains’ safety, now remarks 

The unlook’d delay of their proposed return. 

With anxious wonder every bosom thrills, 

To learn what strange events so long detain 

Their quick observance, and pursuing steps. 

For that some chance of moment has evened 
Which thus prolongs their stay, each surely deems. 
Fond hopes and prayers too eagerly await 

Their presence, needful to relieve each heart, 

And every hour with expectation teems. 1568 


The sun had set; the golden purpling clouds, 
That hovering linger’d o’er his western throne, 
Had vanish’d, while gray twilight’s fragrant dews 
Breathed incense to the meek-advancing feet 
Of fairest eve; and soon her modest star, 

Set in the tresses of her dusky hair, 

Bent its coy glance upon the lonely isle. 

Then gradual brightening o’er the blue serene, 

The perfect moon with hand alternate took 

Light’s sceptre, and in radiant state through heaven 
Calm-glided o’er the earth with looks of love. 

Her yellow-quivering beams made gleam afar 1575 
The marshy wastes around ; and as they play’d 
O’er frequent waters, dimly seen by day, 

Now sparkling in long lines of wavy light, 

Deck’d the drear landscape with unwonted grace. 
The sullen Thone and Parret’s creeping stream 
Visible now amid the mellow rays 

Shew’d, softly winding through the greener meads, 
Till they retired, in shadowy distance lost. 

All was so still and fair, that this lone scene 
Might seem the sole asylum, whither Peace 

Had fied, and chosen here a genial home. 

Not unaware, and by the soothing calm 1587 


BOOK XV. 415 


Allured, the tenants of the hermit-isle 1688 
Quit their low-rafted cell, and o'er the marge 

Of their emerging acres, by the banks 

With alders tufted, pleased walk forth to share 
Refreshing influence from hush’d nature’s rest. 
Loitering with devious footsteps, they admire 

The circling scene in mutual friendly talk, 

And fond beguile the time, while arm on arm 
Leaning in grateful intercourse, they mark 

Each various object. They discern their isle 
Lifting its green and shrubby head amid 

Low, watery fens, and long impervious wilds, 1599 
Cross’d only by one secret-winding track. 
Dim-stretch’d afar beyond the moory waste, 
Peering o’er shadows, by the moon unpierced, 
They trace Blackdown’s high steep, and neighbour 
And nearer, skirting round the fenny plain, (hills; 
Dim rural fanes, aud sylvan-bosom’d towers. 

- Grateful to heaven for such assign’d retreat, 

All bless their humble, yet secure, abode : 

The King, atilicted England’s dearest hope, 
Mercia’s fair widow’d Queen, the holy priests, 
Fled from the murderous rage of Pagan swords, 
And with these, fond compeers, the gifted bards. 
A hallow’d company ! while as the moon 1612 
Disclosed their features bright with lively hope, 
Or touch’d the fair face of the pensive Queen, 
Moving in robes of white, charm’d fancy then 
Might deem such strangers, at so solemn hour 
Gliding through these unbaunted solitudes, 

No mortal visitants, but angel-shapes, 

Descended from some high crystalline sphere, 

On watchful embassy for England's weal ; 

The guardian spirits of her Christian cause. 

Yet e’en amid this sacred quietude, 

An anxious apprehension touch’d each heart; 1628 
Most, lest some sudden danger had befallen 

The late associates of their lonely cell, 

Whom now so long and unwont absence held 

On their importing and adventurous quest. 

Each hoped their safety ; yet unused alarm 
Awoke new dread, lest some infuriate stir 

Of the still restless foe might have surprised 

The gallant youths, unwares; and even now, 
Perhaps, on fierce invasive search intent, 
Approach’d this undiscoverd residence. 

Night’s chiller dews descended: their low cell 
Re-entering, underneath its bowery roof 1685 
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Of wattled reeds o’erhung with sheltering trees, 
Its thankful tenants meet for due repose. 

And now, as wont, ere yet to early rest 

Retiring, each, on rushy pallet laid, 

Seeks the sweet solace of refreshing sleep, 

Here not unvisited by angel-dreams, 

All bend before the saved religious sbrine, 1642 
O’er which the fluttering taper dimly fades, 

Aod meek prefer their pious orison ; 

Which soon sweet music from the soften'd harp, 
Touch’d by the bards with blended symphony, 
Wafts heaven-ward thro’ the still, enraptured air. 
Till the strange sound, from these deserted wilds 
Arising, might far off to wondering ears 

Seem a celestial concert, deign’d to earth; 

Or the rich echo of the Fairies’ shells, 

While on some greener spot, all prankt with flowers, 
Their jewell’d Queen reclines, and, listening, eyes 
The play of her light subjects, as with song 

And airy dance they grace her moon-loved state. 


At such calm hour, hark! on the buoyant turf 
Of the green islet, footsteps echoing faint 1657 
Thro’ the hist silence speak some near approach. 
Sudden the inmates of the sylvan cell 
Start, and ere well they reach its humble door, 
Lo! to their eager hope, in certain view, 

By moonlight seen, in spite of bid disguise, 
Brave Edgar, from his late emprize return’d, 

Has oped the wicker latch, and with known voice 
Of fervent welcome hails his former friends. 
Mutual delight and joy pervade the hearts 

Both of the chief and his rejoin’d compeers : 
While added pleasure holds in like surprise 

The noble Edgar, seeing thus arrived, 

To share the fortune of their exiled hearth, 1670 
The sacred bishops and the honour’d bards. 

The happy sovereign long his heart-felt joy 
Indulges, to regain the youth he loved: 

To whom, not sole as to a trusty friend, 

He paid pleased gratitude, but as allied 

By ancient birth, felt nature’s nearer claim: 

Since the King’s parent-stock, his mother dear, 
Osburga, was from noble Oslac sprung, 

To whose bold ancestors King Cerdic gave 

Of old the envied sway of Vecta’s isle. 

Kind gratulation, oft express‘d, then paused : 

For the home-dwellers of the rustic cell 1682 
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In eager expectation burn to hear 1683 
What new events engage the world abroad ; 

Since, shut in this scant spot and lone confine, 

To them the limits of no distant tract 

Of country, rarely pass’d, are now the world. 

His late adventures from the stranger chief 

All fond enquire, and urge the strict request, 

That he will all his wanderings relate ; 

And most, whatever he may deem concerns 

Their proper safety, or the general weal. 

To whose intreaty the young hero soon 

The story of his absence thus reveals. 1694 


‘* When on our last excursive range intent, 
We left the peace of this sequester’d home, 
The noble Athelard, in peasant garb, 
Join’d by myself, together took our way ; 
Anxious to know the country’s real state, 
Not by fame only, but by actual view. 
Northward we turn’d our steps, with fix’d design 
To traverse and survey the menaced shores 
Of Severn’s broadening flood, from the near coast 
Of Somerset, until his waters meet 
By Cornish rocks.the rough Vergivian tide. 1705 
Still as we went, rife rumour every where 
Proclaim'd, that Hubba, the stern Pirate-King, 
He, who o’er Scotland’s region, and the realm 
Of castled Wales, had late unconquer’d led 
His Raven-standard, rioting in blood, 
Quitting his hideous desolation there, 
Now toward England’s southern shores approach’d : 
That with collected ships and powers renew’d, 
He late had enter’d Severn’s flood, and sail’d 
With awful pomp o’er her insulted waves: 
While from his variously dispersing fleet 
Arm’d bands descending, with invasion wild, 1717 
Vex’d each opposing coast, and every spot 
Held in strange terror and confused alarm 
From Devon’s strand e’en to old Bristow’s port ; 
Uncertain all, where death’s next stroke must fall. 
Too true we found that fame, for as we pass’d, 
Noting each object, we discern’d alone 
Continued vestiges of bloody spoil : 
Villages burning still, and wasted farms, 
Razed to the ground, or black with smouldering fires : 
Distracted peasants, some yet lingering near, 
Absorb’d in grief and tears of mute despair: 
Some, fired with fury at the loss of all, 1729 
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From righteous heaven invoking just revenge; 1730 
Some lifeless by the threshold stretch’d along ; 
But chief the natives from the ravaged plains 

All fled, or by the foe in mingled throng 
Sparelessly borne away as captive slaves. 
Wherever turn’d our devious feet, we found 

All in commotion wild: in dread alarm 

The general country raised ; one scene of fright, 
Confusion, and despair: priests, shepherds, swains, 
Mothers and trembling babes; or nobler dames 

In pilgrim garb and hid disguise ; or driven 

From cloister’d cells the abbess, and her throng 1741 
Of young noviciate virgins, flying all 

Unconscious where, for shelter and for life. 

These in blent groupes proclaim the common woe. 
Nor sole from fury of the invading Dane 

The country trembled, and in terror fled ; 

For more we learn’d: that treason here had rear’d 
Its hideous front, and with more fatal plague 
Beset the precincts of these victim-shores. 

For still we heard it famed by every tongue, 

That the disloyal traitor (basest name) 

The vain Hianfrid now, by gift, possess’d 

(From the rewarding bounty of the foe) 1758 
All the rich castles and the seized estates 

Through the wide province of fair Somerset, 

With power and name of new-created Earl, 

The ancient heritage of its loved chief, 

The noble Rayner: granted as a meed, 

For that (‘twas told) the traitor had besought 

And won a promise from the victor foe, 

Him to invest with all the forfeit lands 

Of any English chief, call’d renegade, 

Who fugitive not own’d the Danish sway : 1768 
Whome’er his active search, thus bribed, could seize. 
Enflamed with which ambitious hope, and swoln 
With mad cupidity, the traitor vain 

(‘Twas famed) had captured in some lone retreat 
Somerset’s lawful Earl, good Rayner’s self; 

And him remorseless, either to the foe 

Yielded as prey, or in some prison’d cell 

Held bound; unless the traitors murderous hand 
Had e’en assail’d the hero’s valued life, 

For of good Rayner’s fate nought sure was known. 
Then went the dismal rumour on to tell, 

That of such new possessions proud, and fired 
With hope yet more his couquest to extend, 

The vain Hianfrid, all elate, retains 1777 


BOOK XV. 419 


In his own hand, or to some vassal friend 1778 
Base as himself, (some vile assassin tool, 

Who works for promised bribes his lawless will,) 
Assigns the noble Rayner’s rich domains : 
Somerton’s ancient and high-castled fort, 

And Castle-Carey’s state, and sylvan heights 

Of princely Enmore and the neighbour seat 

Of rural Spaxton; Goathurst’s lordly hill, 

And lofty Dunster’s vale-commanding towers. 
Thence frequent issuing o’er the subject land 

In person, or by parties to his will 

Instructed, minions of his bad designs, 1789 
He Somerset's fair province ranges still, 

Or Devon’s vales, and Cornwall's hermit-cells, 
On active quest to seek the vanish’d King, 

And chiefs, supposed yet faithful to bis cause, 
With him deem’d hid in some obscure retreat. 
Nor sole they seek the sovereign and the chiefs, 

W hose late possessions thus they hope to gain, 
But all the loyal English they insult, 

With cruel mockery, (alas! in vain 

Their countrymen) and with remorseless taunts 
Pry into every humble cottage home ; 

Pillage their little wealth, and captivelead —1801 
Their innocent, suspected habitants : 

Or likest robbers, prowl the country round 

With blood-bhounds, burning eagerly to seize 

The lives of whom they seek, and every where 
Proclaiming that a price is on the head 

Set of the lost and outlaw’d King, and ‘those 

Fled chiefs, not yet submissive to the Dane. 

With such report alarm’d and terrified, 

Yet anxious most (if so we might) to trace 
Hubba’s invasive course, and to yourself, 

My honour’d liege, before our home-return, 

To bring the needful tidings of whate’er 1818 
Seem’d thus your valued safety to concern, 

All peril braved, we ventured on; to track 

Both mad invasion, and base treason’s steps,” — 


Then thus the King the gallant hero’s words 
A moment check’d. ‘‘ Thanks, noble Edgar; still 
The active valour and the faithful zeal 
Both of thyself and generous Athelard 
Claim from my heart the meed of gratitude. 
How different indeed your honest truth, 
And dauntless loyalty, in this our fall, 
From the progressive pride and treachery, 1824 
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By dreams of pomp and vain ambition puff'd, 1825 
Which thus mislead the weak and wretched chief, 
Whom last you name—aAlas ! that e’er myself 
Must on an English heart fix treason’s badge ! 
Time yet will work its due, and fated end.— 

Yet let us strive the danger best to meet, 

And as we may, repel; perhaps, o’ercome— 
Such purpose, if I can, 1 would forget— 

But say, of Hubba’s course what learn’d ye more ?”’ 


Thus then the gallant Edgar soon return’d. 
‘¢ We came to Quantock’s lofty eminence, 1835 
Whence we beheld, in prospect vast below 
And far on each hand, the cerulean flood 
Of mighty Severn, and the fronting coast 
Of dim Demetia. The wide, liquid plain 
We could discern, speck’d o’er with numerous ships; 
Whose form, alike, or at whose haughty head 
The raven-ensign waving, spoke too well 
The naval powers of the triumphant Dane. 
Then passing by the hermit-cell, far-famed, 
Of good Saint Decuman, with venturous feet, 
Doubting, we enter’d Watchet’s valley-port, 
There eager (if perchance we safely might) 1847 
To learn the progress of the invasive foe. 
Nor did such entrance to the wave-wash'd town, 
Though perilous, deny the use we sought. 
For here we learn’d, that late a numerous band 
Of these insatiate spoilers had assail’d 
This haven-vill in hope of ample prey. 
But that, aroused to unaccustom’d rage, 
The native habitants in bloody fight 
Had met the rushing pirates, and at last, 
After hard conflict and too fatal close, 
Bravely defending their insulted homes, 1858 
Repell’d the astonish’d foes, whose corses heap’d 
In lofty mounds o’er the town’s upland meads, 
Proclaim to every eye the work of death. 
These, with meet awe, myself beheld; and bless’d 
With grateful thanks that Providence, which deign’d 
Our friends’ deliverance from the Pagan hands.” 


A moment then the gladden’d sovereign 
Thus interposed. ‘‘ Happy myself too feel, 
Brave cousin, that our gallant countrymen 
Dared meet, and thus achieve the embattled field. 
Repulsed they then the invader, and subdued ?””— 
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To whom then thus the chief of Vecta’s isle. 
‘* Repulse they did: ah! would they had subdued ! 
But, not so check’d, or with their loss dismay’d, 
Here with fresh-added grief we learn’d, that soon 
The routed Danes, escaping hence, had join’d 
Other audacious bands, and fierce attack’d 
Fair Porlock’s royal port, whose cavern’d bay, 
High-frowning hills, steep glens, and woody vales, 
Could yield ’gainst these no let, nor wont defence; 
But with the brandish’d sword and fiery torch, 
Crowding they sallied from their anchor’d ships ; 
Till on the echoing shores her native sons 1881 
Dared the stern battle, and in shouting storm, 
Drove back the robbers to their element ; 
Plunging their corses mid the blood-red waves. 
Still not dishearten’d or deterr'd, ere long 
Another daring troop with equal rage 
Invaded Minehead’s hill-protected cells, 
And low-built port. Swift-fled her sons o’erpower’d, 
Leaving their homes to rapine’s lawless ire. 
Nor did the Pagans, io their wasteful course, 
Shrink from high-castled Dunster’s frowning towers, 
But hurl’d defiance to its antique walls. 
Here too we learn’d, that many parted bands 1893 
Of roving Danes, on ruthless plunder bent, 
Had far within the bosom of the land 
Advanced their hated and victorious steps, 
And oft-dispersing, ravaged far around, 
Uncheck’d the rich and fertile provinces 
Untouch’d till now, that border these fair shores, 
Where choice or fortune might their crews debark. 
Whence now no place might dare of safety dream, 
Or to itself ensure uncertain peace.— 
But here we heard, that Devon’s valiant earl, 
The noble Oddune, worthy of his sires, 
In his forefathers’ ancient castled seat 1905 
Of walled Kinwith, unappall’d remain’d, 
Where inland o’er the rising hills, beyond 
Taw’s sandy mouth and the smooth Torridge stream, 
Above the ford, its stately turrets rise. 
Which native fortress he with added strength 
Of lofty mural ramparts had enclosed ; 
And whither in collected throngs, (so fame 
Reported) numbers of the alarmed sons 
Of Somerset and Devon late had fled 
For refuge; not unmingled (as was told) 
With some of noble birth, and holy priests, 
Bards, and sad female crowds, and trembling babes. 
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Nor was it deem’d, that such escape itself 1918 
Would prove secure from danger and attack. 

For full and general rumour now prevail'd, 

That the proud Hubba, of resistance all 
Indignant, and still hoping blood and spoil, 

Had to that crowded castle dared approach, 

And now with strict and leaguer’d siege begirt; 
To the bold English and assembled train 
Menacing dread destruction ; though ’tis famed, 
That still brave Oddune, Devon’s dauntless earl, 
Holds out, unvanquish’d, and the threat defies.” — 


So as he said, the King, as if inspired, 1929 
Sudden breaks forth into expression proud 
Of hope and joy; and for a while retards 
The tale, with this exulting prophecy. 


‘‘ Now bursts a gleam of hope: from this small 
This single, little root, methinks, I see [seed, 
Bloom on the view the flower of full success. 
Opes the glad dawn of day; and I behold 
Progressive splendour gild heaven’s glorious path, 
While one bright sun holds on his cloudless course, 
Blessing the nations with enlivening rays, 1939 
Unto a peaceful and admired close. 

Methinks! I feel the soul of prophecy. 

Let but success this single effort crown, 

Then shall the native English spirit revive, 

And still bold on, by dangers unappall'd, 

Check’d by no obstacle or dull delay, 

Till all together work one happy end.— 

Tell then, brave Edgar, what of Hubba’s course, 
And Devon’s bold resistance, more thou knowest.” 


To whom the noble Edgar soon return’d. _—1949 
‘* More than the rumour’< siege of Kinwith’s towers 
I know not, nor has yet the event transpired : 
For here with purpose nobly to improve 
Our travel’s use, the noble Athelard, 
My bold companion, and myself, proposed 
Henceforward to disjoin our steps; and each 
To range the country on a several quest. 
The gallant Athelard determined now 
To track the Danish course, and ascertain 
By proof the rumour’d siege of Kinwith’s fort 
And Oddune’s brave defence. Anxious to mark 
The motions of the Pagans and their fleet, 
He purposed to proceed along the coast ; 1962 
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Intending thus in order best to reach [towers ; 
Taw’s sandy shore and Kinwith’s neighbouring 
There, if he might, perhaps to add some aid, 

Or bring the tidings of the country’s fate. 

Myself, in lonely guise and humble garb, 

*Twas fix’d, should rather watch base treason’s 
Engaged in quest of the devoted King; [course, 
And mark the tracks of any roving bands, 
Prowling the inner country ; to discern 

The course they took ; how near our islet-home ; 
Whence in due season I perhaps might warn 

Our little household, and from ruin save. 1974 
Nor less too, then, I own, I long’d again 

To visit Denulph’s cottage, and protect, 

Whate’er I might by my advice and care, 

Its loved inhabitants, to all our hearts 

Dear ; the preservers of our homeless King. 

I therefore from the friendly Athelard 

Here parted, and assumed my southward way : 
Yet ere he quitted, with injunction fond 

He then besought me, if my steps should reach 
The cottage, hid on Otter’s sheltering banks, 

On to extend my path, and by the shores 

Of sylvan Devon seek again the spot 1986 
Where he his noble father lost, and where 

From the lone fisherman a dubious gleam 

Of hope we learn’d that still perhaps he lived, 
Visiting that sad scene in lorn disguise.— 

My promise to affection’s claim I pledged.— 

W hat boots it to relate the perils scaped, 

My nightly vigils, my continued search; 

Why sadly iterate accustom’d woes, 

Which still I witness’d; one afflicting scene 

Of desolation, ruin, spoil, and death; 

That, as I traced the Danish steps, deform’d 

Our victim country, and, where’er I turn’d, —_1998 
Assured the Pagan tyrants’ bloody yoke ?— 
Vigilant o’er the plains of Somerset 

I roam’d, and still of treason’s progress heard, 
Questing the King, and England's chiefs proscribed, 
Not yet submissive to the Danish reign. 

Then into Devon’s lovely vales I pass’d, 
Journeying intent, until my southward steps 
Approach’d the waody confines, which contain’d 
The rural cottage, where in earlier day 

Of our distress, yourself, my honour’d liege, 

Had found a happy shelter in the home 

Of rustic Denulph’s cottage-family ; 2010 
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The blest abode of innocence and peace.” 2011 


He paused ; for at such name, the conscious King 
Smiled with a meaniug look, that gently told 
He saw, amid the delicate disguise 
That from the speaker’s self the cause would veil, 
What chiefest object of unutter’d charm 
Thither bad most allured young Edgar’s steps. 
But soon he bids the various tale proceed, 
When thus the gallant chief its course resumed. 


‘* Fearful of roving plunderers, and to guard 2020 
Our kind protectors from unseen surprise, 
Anxious indeed once more to see and talk 
With our preservers, to whose faithful care 
We owed your safety and a grateful debt, 
I visited their peaceful dell, and sought 
The bumble cottage, whose loved site I knew. 
But oh! what shock of horror and alarm, 
Unspeakable, unfelt before, usurp’d 
My shuddering senses, when, as 1 approach’d 
The lovely spot, I could discern no more 
The white and bowery mansion, but instead 
Saw only broken, roofless, crumbling walls, 2032 
Black ruins, monuments of spareless fire! 
For of the dear retreat now scarce a trace 
Remain’d, to mark its vestige, e’en to me. 
All vacant of its wont inhabitants, 
It stood; and ghastly gleam’d upon the sight, 
O’erhung by scorch’d and blasted trees. The dell 
Was mute as death.—I, as a statue fix’d, 
Stood gazing long: my limbs their use refused ; 
And when at last my powerless voice could leave 
My tongue, I faintly utter’d Emma’s name,— 
And Denulph’s—or I know not what.— Amaze 
Held me distracted—often I renew’d 2044 
My sad despairing call—but none replied. 
All the loved dwellers of this scene of peace, 
So late its guardian angels, meekly good, 
Were lost, nor here might bless my vision more. 
What, to myself I deem’d, has been their fate ?— 
Are all then perish’d in their lowly home, 
Assail’d by prowling Danes with sword and fire; 
Or else by treason’s direr cruelty ? [thrown 
Perhaps (oh! heaven! )— insulted —murder’d — 
Mid the devouring element—or (worse 
E’en than such death) torn hence, perhaps, away 
Captives and slaves to some dread tyrant’s will!” 
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He paused a moment, for o’erpowering grief 2057 
Restrain'd bis faltering utterance ; nor awhile 
Sunk in like sorrow and amaze, could then 
The trembling auditors with words console 
The sufferer’s pangs of unrevealed woe : 

Till thus at last the King his heart express’d. 


‘‘ Oh! dismal tidings! after other grief, 
This sorrow was not wanting to complete 
The measure of our full calamity. 
Alas! poor country! England’s doom what heart 
But mourns, when it reflects that of her race 2067 
Innocent humble cottagers like these 
May not be safe! To whom too, from myself, 
What tribute of respect and grateful love 
Is still their due! What bound of deep lament 
From me enough can sanctify their loss ? 
If once I was their King, or fancied such, 
Late I was but their equal and compeer, 
Or e’en their servant.—Sure what little aid 
I could afford was but a weak return, 
For so much kindness ever shewn to me 
In their low home; when other 1 had none.— 
Yet these are now bereaved : e’en these poor friends 
Follow, meseems, our evil destiny. 2080 
Perhaps e’en they were victims for my sake, 
Either suspicious treason’s prey, or else 
Fallen by the fury of the questing Dane— 
Peace to their sufferings, whatsoe’er their doom, 
And heaven’s due blessing hover o’er them still ! 
Low is indeed the abyss of misery, 
In which we groan; nor farther can we fall.— 
Oh! may the valiant Oddune’s hoped success 
Banish awhile the country’s sunk despair, 
And give an earnest of inspiring hope. 
On that fond stay we lean: fain would I dream 2091 
That of our sorrows now the worst is past.— 
But, noble Edgar, with the rest proceed.” 


He paused ; and soon the gallant youth resumed. 
‘¢ O’erwhelm'd with agony at such a scene, 
(Oh! miserable task!) I there perform’d 
The last sad duty, and with trembling hands 
Sought the heap’d ashes of that ruin’d home, 
If haply, among these, I might discern 
The last remains of those whom we hed loved. 
That so, with sacred care, I might convey 
Their hallow’d relics to a decent grave, 2102 
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And o’er them (while the throbbing bosom found . 
Relief from tears of love and gratitude) 

Mark to enquiring feet the sainted spot 

By some memorial raised of flowery turf, 

And stones collected from the neighbouring brook. 
But not a vestige could my anxious search 
Perceive, confused amid that ashy heap. 

The shapes and limits of the humble rooms, 

Still visible, to my sick soul recall d 

The happy hours, which in their blest abode 
Myself had spent: the little garden spot, 

As yet untouch’'d, unchanged, I wander’d o'er, 2114 
And saw the very flowers which Emma’s hand 
Had planted, her musk-roses, and the bed 

Of myrtles edged with violets; aud the bush 

Of sweet-briar, which she loved to visit oft, 

At morn or evening, rich with fragrant dews. 

I saw the wood-bine bower, whose tassels still 
Hung o’er its latticed entrance, aud around 

The circled arbour curling, playful threw 

Their rival buds among white jasmine stars. 
Within, upon the very bank I sat 

Musing in silence, hid in shadowy leaves, 

Where lost in shelter cool, she oft was wont, 2126 
(After her little garden tasks were done,) 

To spend a placid hour, and or unroll’d 

Some storied page select, or touch'd at times 

Her lute, whose tones soft-floating through the air, 
' Surprised to vying strains the charmed birds. 

Oh! spot too happy once!—Alas! where now 
Are those who late so cherish'd your dear peace, 
Haunting your various grace with frequent feet ? 
A dead and awful silence o’er the scene 

Reigns, where but late the voice of cheerfulness 
And sylvan music soothed the enchanted dell, 

Till its green shelter seem d a paradise. 2138 
The bower, once tended by care’s nicest hand 
Was run to straggling waste, and its recess 
Bestrown with rude shower of decaying leaves. 
The little garden walks, grown o’er with weeds, 
Told the sad absence of domestic steps, 

And the rank grass, deforming every spot, 
Uprear’d its head among the sweetest flowers. 
What fate, I thought, prevents your owner’s eye? 
Why lies yon cottage sunk in fiery heap, 

While none the frightful injury repairs ?— 

Too plain indeed the single dreadful truth 

Bursts on the shuddering fancy, and proclaims 2150 
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That nought but death, or worse captivity 2151 
Could the beloved possessors else detain. 

Dear scenes of beauty, innocence, and peace, 

Ye only saw and know their doom: no voice 
Here lives to ease by mournful certainty 

The tortured heart, this dread suspense to end; 

Or with unfolded circumstance reveal, 

W hat these dumb vestiges too clearly tell.” 


The youthful hero’s fainter voice awhile 
Paused here, as if with heartfelt pain oppress’d. 
A sympathetic awe and sorrow touch'd 2161 
With like emotion every listening friend : 
But most the King, whose generous bosom felt 
For his preservers lost the tender throb 
Of gratitude and due responsive grief. 
Silence yet paused, for now a trickling tear 
Gush’d sudden from the dark and speaking eye 
Of the brave Edgar, swiftly turn’d aside ; 
While, not unmark’d, a deep and labouring sigh 
From his full breast somewhat his heart relieved. 
Soon fondly-eager question, still renew’d, 
Entreats to hear his story’s sequel told; | 
And his eventful journey’s history ; 2173 
Which soon recall’d, the noble youth unfolds. 


‘“* O’erpower’d, confused, I could not for a while 
Quit the loved spot, for stupor and amaze 
Possess’d me so, that scarce could I believe 
What myself truly saw :—nor could I think 
My vision aught but an illusive dream. 

Amid the vacant woods I wander’d long, 

And by the margent of the freshet brook 

I traced its wooded, shelvy banks: at times, 
Mid thicker shades its stony track I cross’d 2188 
To sylvan spots bower’d o’er with branching oak 
And twisted roots, where oft to lonely haunts 
Emma retired, and heard the gurgling stream 
Warble beneath her feet melodious talk. 

Whom too in watchful guise I have observed, 
Delaying by her pensive absence there 

Our cottage meal, at noon’s accustom’d hour; 
Forgotten of herself, yet without her 

Insipid, who best graced the pastoral board. 
Scenes, which yourself, my honour’d sovereign, 
Have in your varied walks so oft admired.— 
All now were mute and desolate ; where’er 

I turn’d, death seem’d to haunt each lonely spot, 
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And where before I witness’d only grace, 2197 
Terrific images my fancy woke, 

And threw a fearful aspect over all. 

At every louder murmur of the brook 

I started, and within the gloomy woods 
Trembled at sight of every object new. 

Then deep despair absorb’d me all: forlorn 

I linger’d long in this sequester’d dell, 

And from the nearest vill, or lonely farm, 
Cross’d by my steps, I fondly ask’d whate’er 
Methought might our preservers’ fate disclose, 
Or what sad chance their happy home o’erthrew. 
No tidings could I learn: all search was vain, 2208 
Till, when alone discovery and proof 

Of such sad loss usurp’d my every thought, 

No longer fitted to pursue my quest, 

All dangers else (however near) I then 

Forgot; and recollected not, that now 

Scarce any spot was safe from roving foes. 

Long near I hover’d, anxious (if I might) 

Some news of our protectors’ fate to bear ; 

Until restored reflection urged me back 

Hither to warn you also, and to watch, 

If any peril menaced this our home. 

Yet ere I hither journey’d, I recall'd 2220 
My promise pledged to noble Athelard 

That I would visit Devon’s southern shore, 

And learn some tidings of his long-lost sire. 
Therefore, obeisant, to the coast marine 

I bent my steps, and in the same lone spot 
Found still the solitary fisher’s hut. 

Him too I saw, and ask’d whate’er I might 
That could my errand’s object ascertain : 

But nought I learn’d that better could assure 
Aught of dim hope, or likelihood remote 

To trace the unknown doom of Osmund lost. 2232 
Nor had the seeming hermit these still rocks 
Visited for some by-past time; (so told 

The son of Ocean) chiefly since the day 

When rumour floated o’er the affrighted land 

Of Danish ships haunting these southern shores.” 


He ceased a moment: for while such his words 
To the sad King recail’d his former friend, 
A sigh that spoke the bosom’s tender fraught 
Honour’d such memory and lamented loss. 
Then thus awhile the sovereign interposed. = 2242 


BOOK XV. 429 


‘‘ Ah! would that to such filial piety 2243 
Of generous Athelard, as to my own 
Fond friendship, and our time-cemented love, 
Heaven yet may deign good Osmund to restore ! 
But fortune seems on that dear hope to frown.— 
What in these parts, brave Edgar, learn’d ye more?” 


To whom the noble chieftain soon replied. 
‘« Not sole (the fisher told) himself had heard 
Of English traitors ’gainst their country’s breast 
Turning their viper-stings, but joining too 
One general quest for England’s fallen King; 2253 
For every chief, yet faithful to his cause. 
The fisher too to my surprised ear 
Told, that e’en his lone hut an English chief, 
Accompanied by an attendant train, 
Has late examined with minutest search 
To find if e’en its cell contain’d the King, 
Rumour’d in some retreat to lurk conceal’d 
With some few followers, all proscribed, proclaim’d. 
The fisher tells too, that such English chief 
Boasts of high power sole from the victor- Dane 
To be acquired by needful fealty, 
And mocks the King’s cause, as of hopeforlorn. 2266 
Myself I not disclosed, but what I might, 
Ask’d of the humble fisher questions apt, 
That might the traitor’s person best assure. 
From whence I gather’d, (nor does after-thought 
Lessen my first suspicion) such false spy 
None but the vain Hianfrid well can prove; 
In such detested embassy employ’d, 
From lucre and ambition sunk so low. 
In this too I, methought, was more confirm’d, 
For that returning then from Devon’s shores 
Into the homeward bounds of Somerset, 2276 
As thro’ known Crewkerne’s vill and fair demesnes 
(Erst noble Rayner’s heritage) I pass’d, 
There full I heard their noble master’s loss 
Lamented, and the base Hianfrid’s power 
(Assign’d as tributary from the foe) 
In moving terms by faithful hearts reveal’d. 
Nor this alone fell treason’s base designs 
Sufficed to assure; since e’en yet more occurr’d 
To rouse my near alarm, and fix belief. 
For after various perils, as I came 
Near to this fen-built hut, on Aller’s hill, 
In the dusk glimmer of declining eve, 
I found myself with danger new beset. 2289 
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A band of roving men (such as I heard 2290 
The questing train described) prowl’d all around, 
With blood-hounds fierce in corded leashes led, 
And seeming to obey one ruling voice, 

Whose tone thro’ the dim air methought I knew, 
And deem’d Hiantrid’s. In a thicket near 
Closely I lurk’d awhile with waked alarm, 

And somewhat thro’ the dubious gloom might scan 
The forms of each, him too who seem’d their chief ; 
Whon, far as such obscurity allow’d, 

I recognised to be the traitor’s self. 

Yet can I not with truth pronounce it so. 2301 
Darkness forbade : the moon had not yet risen: 

I hoped to ’scape, unseen; but when methought 
That all had pass’d, as from my lair I drew, 

And turn’d, some motion by the straggling train 
Discern’d, I deem’d I was with clamour wild 
Pursued, till sudden down a secret track 

Hasting with all my power, I breathless reach’d 
The watery marshes, into which [ plunged, 

And amid miry bogs and stunted trees 

Hid; nor until the brightening moon arose 

That to my recollective eye recall'd 

Each spot remark'd before, could I regain 2318 
The single path that led to this drear isle. 

Here then at last, yet safe, I welcome came, 

Not having well perform’d the purposed task 

That drew my prompt feet from this still recess.— 
Near danger threatens: more increased alarm 
Now from us all demands fresh vigilance, 

Closer retirement, caution more awake. 

Yet here our troubled thoughts we may compose, 
And soothe sad fancy in the passing hour.” 


His sad relation ended, sympathy 
Holds the wrapt audience for awhile absorb’d 2324 
In silent pause of pensive, fix'd suspense.— 
Until the King, whose heart throughout the tale 
Responsive beat to Edgar’s tenderness, 
In gentle words once more his own regret 
Iterates for his loved protectors’ loss; 
Lost now to thought, since every search was vain. 
He mourns the fall of his late rural home, 
Where he had found so long a shelter safe 
From the fell grasp of fierce pursuing foes : 
And all unknown, in peaceful innocence 
Had shared through adverse hours the purest bliss, 
Ere fortune lent him yet this islet-cell. 2836 
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Then with hush’d tone and tender air the King, 
Turning, addresses thus his gallant friend : 
‘* Believe me, noble youth, in former hours 
I could not be, (familiar as we lived,) 
Strange to thy passion for the cottage maid. 
I knew it manly, honourable, true ; 
Thy willing steps it naturally led 
On thy late wandering, to the spot best-loved. 
Nor was I then unware, while yet I dwelt 
Conceal’d amid that low, yet kind retreat, 
Of the pure love for thee, well-answering thine, 
Tenderly fluttering in her virgin-breast. 2318 
This crown’d those once so happy scenes to thee 
With love’s enchanting, golden radiance; 
Beyond due gratitude’s endearing claim, 
Adding a sweeter and unutter’d charm. 
I do not blame thy passion, but applaud, 
As well becoming thee, a generous chief, 
And gallant soldier. Amiable and good 
I deem’d thy love, and worthily bestow’d ; 
Which, if I err not, truth-revealing time 
Would in maturer hour have amply shewn: 
Since the sweet maid, who graced that cottage-home, 
I deem’d, in every valued quality 2360 
Was meet to have become thy loved compeer, 
And to have reign’d the mistress of thy heart, 
The spouse and solace of thy peaceful hours. 
Oh! may some unknown prosperous chance deny 
That her suspected fate prove ever true !”— 


So as the sovereign said, renew’d distress, ° 
O’er which mute patience strove her balm to draw, 
Again o’ercame thc noble youth: till thus 
Melted with thoughts of brooding memory, 

That his own trials past awhile recall’d, 
In fond consoling tone, the King renews. 2371 


‘‘Oh! state of thine! alas! too like mine own! 
My own heart’s feeling thou hast spoke too well, 
And by thy soft regrets hast memory waked 
Which to myself must still be sacred here. 

Thy fond lamentings are not strange to me. 

My woes were greater; more substantial-true. 

An angel-wife’s possession once was mine, 

My comforter, my help, companion, friend. 

Alas! with all our cherub infant flock 

By unknown miserable chance bereaved ! 

To thee but hope, and expcctation's ray 2382 
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Was granted: mine was bliss itself possess’d. 2383 
Deeper was then my wound, and as less full 

Thy cup of grief, so gentler too its pang. 

Though scarce I may enough with woes like thine 
Condole, or scarce the tender theme forego ; 
Though unavailing be the grief, and vain, 

Yet now be comforted. E’en from myself 
Receive, who have in evil hour endured 

An agony of sorrow, known to few, 

Just consolation. Providence in time - 
Shall with a father’s gentlest hand bind up 

And close thy heart’s immedicable wound. —2394 
Till fond reflection, secretly indulged, 

Shall o’er the memory of thy beloved 

Throw a celestial light, that can exalt 

Thy contemplation to those radiant climes, 

Where after pain of this brief life is past, 

(If fancy’s worst fear be her doom on earth) 

Thou shalt behold her in a happier sphere, 

Where no mischance shall ever part you more ; 
But all be love, and ecstasy, and peace.— 

Thy watch, thy anxious caution for myself 

And these the relics of our lessen’d house, 

Claim all our thanks: thy zeal and loyalty 2406 
Deeply I feel, though I may ne’er repay. 

Still let us for our suffering’ country’s sake 
Endure; still bear our bark above the storm, 
Single and shatter’d, but not yet quite wreck’d : 
For heaven ere long its calming voice may deign, 
And to the haven lead of joy at last.” 


So as he said, the King young Edgar’s hand 
Took tenderly and with endearing grasp 
Held fondly in his own: affection’s sign, 
Uniting kindred hearts in friendship’s trust, 2416 


Nor then did Vecta’s chieftain (silently 
Absorb’d, as seem’d, in reverent gratitude) 
Deny, or his imputed love conceal. 

Lapp’d in a soothing pensiveness he heard 

In war his captain, ever his liege lord, 

Dear to him too as a paternal friend, 

Impart such comfort, and his faith approve. 
While with such solace and kind courtesy 
Melted, in spite of tried restraint, a tear 
Sprang into either eye, and glistening there 
Plainlier than words each bosom’s feeling told. 
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P ty and sweet infectious tenderness 2428 
Usurps awhile each watchful auditor : 
Till all the tenants of that lowly cell 
Console in turn young Edgar’s decent grief, 
And blend their gentler sorrow o’er the fate 
Of friends so dear, the King’s preservers lost. 


Alas ! they knew not that by rebel hands 
Seized and insulted, these now pine away 
Their hopeless life in lone captivity, 
Not in the grasp of the remorseless Dane, 
Or murder’d (such the likeliest chance might seem) 
But in the distant castle of the vain 2439 
Disloyal traitor, who now held the sway, 
As tributary vassal to the foe, 
Of Berks’ fair province, and (of his revolt 
The price) usurp’d good Edric’s forfeit towers.— 


The sacred priests and bards in turn repeat 
Their fond enquiries, urged by hope to add 
Some soothing word, and solace of their own. 
Then Mercia’s widow’d Queen, attractive, lends 
Her soothing voice; and last, with faltering mien, 
And deepening blush that mantled o’er her cheek 
In sweet confusion, ventures to relieve 2450 
Her heart’s solicitude, enquiring meek 
From the bold Edgar (late return’d) if aught 
Of further tidings he perchance had heard 
Regarding his so late associate friend, . 
Still absent hence, the noble Athelard ; 
Not to herself (as seem’d) indifferent now, 
For strange concern disturb’d her bosom’s peace 
And anxious hope for his desired return. 
Perhaps a tenderer passion flutter’d there, 
With earliest flame, e’en to herself unknown ; 
Whose progress gradual o’er the heart might steal, 
As when the morning-star’s first dewy ray 2462 
Glitters amid the twilight o’er the verge 
Of a smooth quiet lake, ere yet the dawn 
Disclosing through the clouds her opening light 
Of purple, crimson, saffron, last unfolds 
The eastern portals and lets forth the sun 
In radiant glory throned, till all the lake 
Seems one bright mirror of expansive gold, 
Within its lucid breast reflecting heaven. 


Soon to the attending Queen does Vecta’s chief 
With reverent courtesy responding tell, 2472 
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That of the noble Athelard no more 2478 
His journeying search discover’d, since their course 
They parted upon Watchet’s ravaged shore ; 
When anxiously he purposed to pursue 

The invasive foe to Kinwith’s leaguer’d towers. 
Such the meek pensive Queen’s unused request 
To learn whate’er befel the chief he loved 
Escaped not the pleased sovereign’s willing note, 
Who omen’d thence a future fonder tie. 


And now succeeds in each expecting breast 
Redoubled hope for the deferr’d return 2488 
Of Athelard, still absent; and as oft 
Young Edgar’s dread relation they recal 
Of roving bands and perils wild abroad, 
Increased alarm possesses every heart, 

Lest some fierce troop discover and surprise 
This islet home, and its lone peace invade. 
Whence none now dares to quit the bowery cell, 
Or past its green verge trace the daylight walk ; 
But all on narrow’d liberty resolve. 

Tender reflection and religious trust 

Still gently cheer their solitary hours: 

While in this sylvan shelter each intends 2195 
Hush’d to remain, till noble Athelard 

Returning may some happier tidings bear. 
Deeming more close retirement needful now, 

The gallant Edgar purposes to watch 

As sentinel, while of the lonely isle 

The other habitants at times may seek 

The deeper covert of their earthy cave. 

Nor was such caution and augmented fear 

Of the poor sufferers at the lonely isle 

Vain now, or causeless; since not now alone 
The foreign foe was busied ’gainst their lives, 
But treason, fatal more, had been at work, 2507 
Ranging with nearer quest around their home, 
With deadly aim, ere they were yet aware. 


For in the mean time, since the traitor base, 
The vain Hianfrid, on his busy search 
Yielding to flames old Denulph’s cottage-home, 
Had seized the tenants of the rustic cell, 
And captive borne to Windsor’s stately towers ; 
He, ruminating on the hope inspired, 
That this a prelude and new step would prove 
To full discovery of the hidden King 
And chiefs proscribed (yet faithful to his cause) 
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Thence with ambition swelling more and more, 
(After his prisoners, spite of all their prayers, 
Had been for safety shut in grated towers) 
Speeds, all elate, and of such message full, 
Amid the plains of Wilts, there to inform 

The foe, encamp’d on Bratton’s mounded hill 
And o’er the slopes of sylvan Eddington, 

Of such his boasted feat. What earnest thus 
Of proud success to his unwearied search 
Dawns on his hope! Since from this clue obtain’d, 
He deems he shall ere long by threats, or lure, 
Of tempting boon, draw from the peasant slaves, 
(Lock'd for that purpose in his prison’d cells) 
Mature disclosure, where the lurking King 

And disobedient comrades hide, unknown; 
Whon, ere long time, he trusts he shall present 
In bonds, the token of their vanquish’d fall, 

As a due offering to the victor- Danes. 

Such errand told, new joy and hope inspire 

The Danes, that soon possession of the King 
And chieftains fled, who yet disdain their power, 
(Now the prime object of their fondest wish) 
Shall sum their glory, and full triumph crown. 
Whence more to spur their wicked instrument 2542 
And him in unremitting quest engage, 

At his own base suggestion, the chief Danes, 
The kingly Guthrun, Amund, Oskital, 

Swear by their swords a vow and solemn pledge, 
That should Hianfrid in such quest succeed, 

He (as his rich but meet reward) shall own 

The lands, the titles, and collected wealth 

Of every English chief he so may seize, 
Whome’er now renegade, nor to the Dane 

As yet submiss, but plotting secret harm, 

He may destroy, or captive yield, or hold. 

And if his happier fortune him should lead =. 2554 
E’en to detect and seize the lurking King, 
Wessex’ own kingdom and the wide domains 

Of Alfred’s royal house, shall be the meed, 

Not to Hianfrid’s merit deem’d too much, 
Whose well-won title shall be then a King: 
While he no less in power and regal sway 

Than Mercian Kenwulph’s envied self, shall reign, 
With tribute only to the Danish name. 


Terms base as these by the vain traitor’s league 
Accepted from the foe, with eager haste _ 
Soon on his guilty journey he proceeds, 2565 
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Inflated with mad hope, to seek the abode 2566 
Of Mercian Kenwulph, where with royal pomp 
He held his court in Warwick's castled towers. 
For the base traitor long’d with certain note 

To tell of his success, the promised pledge ; 

And in the work of search, whate’er he might, 

To gain the active, or permissive, aid 

Of Mercia’s sovereign, through his wide domains. 


So as Hianfrid on his northward way 
Pass’d along Oxford’s province fair, and came 
Near where its borders join the ample shire 2576 
Of Warwick, on a sylvan height, he saw, 
Rear’d mid the grand and measureless expanse, 
The wondrous circling ring of mighty stones 
That mark'd great Rollo’s kingdom; purposed such, 
What time, the Danish chieftain, England’s soil 
Invading with his several subject power, 
(After King Guthrun’s host by Wareham’s walls 
Had sworn to Alfred sacred vows of peace) 
Pass’d hitherward, and wintering in the land 
Upon the solemn monument was crown’d, 
After the manner of the Danish Kings, 
Surrounded by his chiefs on stately seats, 2588 
Amid his people, in full congress met. 
Approaching toward the loftier regal stone, 
Hianfrid, rapt awhile in swelling thought, 
Leans on the proud memorial; seats him then 
Upon the siege of purposed royalty. 
Lost in high dreams of sovereignty, he stays 
Musing upon this far-famed circumstance : 
Still as he gazes o'er the wide-spread scene, 
With eye that for a kingdom seem’d to yearn, 
His mind recals the past event, o’er which 
Absorb'd and pensive to himself he said. —.2599 


‘* Do I not mark, that mighty Rollo’s self, 
After such high investiture was past, 
Could not, while Alfred lived, remain secure, 
Or here complete his hope to reign a King? 
That only by removal hence, e’en he, 
Back’'d with such power, while England’s King sur- 
Knew that a diadem could rest his own ?— [vived 
Till he, in such belief, his powers withdrew 
Of hardy northmen, and in venturous ships 
Bent hence his course to gain a province wide 
Of sea-ward France, wash'd by meandering Scine ; 
A glorious realm; which won by northern arms, 
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Past Rouen’s walls,and Seine’s wide harbour-mouth, 
Bears to posterity the Norman name. 

There (as ’tis famed,) he purposes to found 

A sceptred Dukedom ; whence in future time 

Of happier attempt, when Alfred’s day 

Is past, his bold descendants may invade 
England, and win the realm, to him denied. 

See I not then, that for myself no hope 

Of royalty, while Alfred lives, can dure ? 

Down, fixed lesson !—my own course is plain ; 
And whether Kenwulph still may pause, or dare 
To join me in the destined enterprise, 

Proof and example point my single way :— 

Else no promotion can remain for me. 

Onward then let me haste, nor shall delay 

Or aught retard my fate’s accomplishment.” 2627 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XV1. 


ConreRence Of Hianfrid with Kenwulph at Warwick Castle. 
Narration, and remorse of the Mercian King for his treason, and 
his usurpation of the domains of Rohan, Earl of Warwick. Re- 
grets for his daughter, supposed by him to be dead. Hianfrid 
tries in vain to console him, and obtains from him a clue to the 
hiding place of Rayner, meditating at the same time, to supplant 
Kenwulph himself. On his departure, he commences a search 
for Rayner, whom he detects in the garb of a peasant, in the 
Park of Charlecot, seizes, and conreys as a prisoner to his 
castle at Windsor. Discontent of sereral of Hianfrid'’s minions. 
Hianfrid endeavours to obtain from his captives, Emma and 
Denulph, the secret of the King’s retreat, by threats and blan- 
dishments, but without effect. Emma rejects his offered love 
with horror. Disturbance of Hianfrid’s mind, and nightly 
terrors. He confesses his fears and the dreadful apparitions by 
which he is haunted, to his vassal Rodolph ; but hardens himself 
to accomplish his guilty designs. 
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E said, and thence, with full ambition fired 

And stern resolve, impetuously pursues 
His way direct to Warwick’s stately towers. 
Here, soon announced, admitted he proceeds 
To the sought presence of the Mercian King. 
Swift he declares his embassy, and tells, 
With every circumstance, how he has found, 
And captive led, the cottagers obscure, 
Who, as he deems, (but sure the cottage-maid,) 
Know, and can well disclose, the hid retreat 
Of the proscribed King, late harbour’d there, 
(As he must think) and yet he hopes, ere long, 
From these, but chiefest from the virgin’s lips, 
Either by menaces and dint of fear, NE 
Or by temptation of preferr’d reward, 
To win the important secret, or extort ; 
On which intent he deems it best to hold 
The peasants lock’d within a lonely tower. 
Nor (as he tells) have duty and prompt zeal 
Already fail’d by journey to the camp 
At Eddington, to apprize the expectant Dane, 
From whom he has obtain’d the promise high 
Of proud rewards, surpassing even hope, 
On seizure of the fallen fugitives.— 24 
Whence glowing hope now animates his breast 
Soon to o’ertake the King and recreant chiefs. 
Then he intreats the Mercian King himself 
To lend his counsel and promotive aid, 
And e’en himself, visiting Windsor’s tower, 
(Eonour he shall esteem) in person see 
The captive cottagers ; from them to glean 
By various question, and exacting note, 
The mighty secret’s wish’d discovery. 


At such report, the Mercian sovereign soon, 
As if in struck surprise, yet void of joy, 
Scarce hides his genuine heart; for disinclined 36 
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He seems, with colder ceremony waves 37 
The visit sought to Windsor’s distant towers ; 
Reluctant seems to hear, while darkening gloom 
Deep-saddens in his look. Yet some advice 

He does not all deny: by fear impell’d, 

Lest such his pause, reported to the Dane 

By vain Hianfrid, (whom he fear’d to trust,) 
Would on him draw suspicion and revenge. 

Ah! little did the unhappy vice-roy deem, 

What of such visit ta’en had been the event !— 
That the poor cottage-maid of whom he heard, 47 
Was his own long-lost daughter, so much loved, 
And mourn’d in vain! As little did he dream 

By what mysterious courses Providence, 
Unthought of man, works its own righteous ends !— 


Almost the wretched Mercian (as it seems,) 
With sorrowing and repentant memory 
O’ercome, Hianfrid’s embassy dissuades, 
Or scarce encourages; but in its stead 
Into a sad, and melancholy mood 
Himself unconscious slides, and yields its way 
To feeling penitence in deep lament. 58 


‘‘ Alas! what miseries have on my head 
Fallen, since that hapless time when I forsook 
Burthred, my royal master, Mercia’s true, 

And lawful prince !—Sovereign, how good and kind! 
So clear in his great office, that no voice 

Against him rear’d just murmur of complaint. 

But whom, beneficent, for his mild sway 

All ranks still joy’d to honour and to serve. 

The prince too, who to me so gracious proved, 
E’er since a willing soldier in his wars 

(But chief at Nottingham’s remember’d siege) 

I drew his partial notice—since which time 70 
He heap’d his favours on me, gave me trust, 
Dignified me with friendship ; raised my name 
And title from a thane by property, 

Own’d but at first from my paternal lands, 
Bell-house, and Burgh-seat, which along the banks 
Of Avon, winding through our Warwick fields, 
Near Stratford’s rural vill, my sires possess’d. 

My sovereign by his voluntary grace 

Exalted me with title of King’s-thane : 

To be a nobleman and Atheling : 

Till growing still in favour, on affairs 

Of state and sway admitted to a seat Q2 
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Anid his councils, by degrees I took 83 

The palm from others, chosen before all 

In matters of his sovereignty to advise 

And guide, as his most favour’d minister. 

Till I drew on me thus notice of all, 

Envy of many, and of some, perhaps, 

Conceded love: for when, so elevate, 

Admitted thus familiar at-the court, 

Smit with the gentle unaffected charms 

Of one, a noble, honourable maid, 

Good Rayner’s sister, (Somerset’s high earl,) 

Attending then in state on Mercia’s Queen 94 

(Alfred’s loved sister, Burthred’s consort dear) 

Her, whom I sought, in marriage high I won ; 

(Alas! what sorrow on her memory waits !—) 

Pleased with my choice, and by the wish approved 

Of her own royal spouse, the generous Queen 

Heap’d on me then at court, ’bove all my peers, 

Distinguish’d favour; and with bounteous grace 

Conferr’d on me, in honour of my bride, 

Rich gifts of lands; and shower’d new dignity 

To grace the marriage of the friend she loved. 

Ah! could I kindness such as this forget ! 

Then too !—” 106 
He paused : forsome o’erwhelming thought 

Seem’d, as he gasp’d, to choke his labouring breath, 

Until a long-drawn sigh his heart relieved. 

When thus, in lower tone, subdued with awe, 

Unhappy Kenwulph former hours recall’d. 


‘‘ Ah! then (proud prize and chiefest of my life) 
I won, and for some happy years possess’d, 
The perfect friendship too of him, the good 
And noble brother of my gentle spouse, 
The peerless Rayner, Somerset’s loved earl: 
Who joy'd to visit oft our court, and loved = =—.117 
Our Warwick’s sylvan bounds, and these proud 
Wherein myself now hold my courtly state, [towers, 
(Own’d then by noble Rohand, Warwick’s earl; 
The sire of the far-famed Felicia, 
Whose hand from every quarter suitors sought, 
Yet none so favour’d as the youthful Guy,) 
And Avon’s fairy banks, and ancient parks, 
Fill’d with romantic oaks, and herded deer, 
Mid which together still we joy’d to roam, 
Or in the chase, or else in converse rapt 
Of stately theme, and thoughts of public weal. 
In my own Fulbrook’s park, and haunted woods 
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Of Charlecot, where my old bell-house seat 130 
Towering recall’d the ancient heritage 

Of my dead sires near Stratford’s peopled burgh, 
How did we pass the dreamy time away, 

In unmix’d happiness ! For at my house 

Still the good Rayner would delight to stay, 

And or with me pursued the flying deer 

In our own pale, through venerable woods 

By Avon’s sylvan dells; or else at times 

Alone he stray’d, and in a thoughtful vein 
Peculiar to himself, he loved to waste 

The sunny day, admiring nature’s charms 141 
Mid scenes, which he remark’d were to the muse 
Dear, and to contemplation native seem’d : 
Haunts, which he said, perhaps, might well beseem 
The birth congenial of some future bard, 

Who, born and nursed amid these fairy dells, 
Might here from unreserved Nature’s hand 
Receive her own wild lyre, and with her power 
Unfolding every passion, every theme, 

Live England’s teacher, and immortal boast. 
Pleased then my friend return’d, and in my house 
Cheer’d it with his blest friendship, charming all 
With his sweet converse, grave, or sportive too, 153 
Instructive ever, whatsoe’er the theme. 

Nor here alone my happiness had bounds: 

For by such visits soothed himself, nor less 

By his mild manners known and much endear’d 
To all our neighbouring friends, good Rayner’s self 
Scaped not the dart of love; but by the charms 
Of Rohand’s sister smit, (great Warwick’s earl,) 
Alike a favour’d friend of Mercia’s Queen, 

Won her in marriage, solemnized with pomp 

Mid Warwick’s venerable castle-halls, 

In presence of our Mercia’s royal pair, 

And the proud regions’ met nobility. 165 
Whence thus affined by nearer marriage-ties, 
(Since I before had Rayner’s sister spoused) 

I gain’d the noble Rohand’s friendship more, 

Nor less the favour of his graceful wife, 

And their young daughter too, the far-renown’d, 
Charming Felicia; and the noble train 

Of suitors brave, aspiring to her hand, 

Though yet so young, and now the happy mate 

In mutual play and friendship to my own 

Loved daughter, Emma ;—ah ! too soon bereaved ! — 
Still, still must I bewail her timeless fate !— 

But let me think no more: that dreadful theme 177 
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Appals, unnerves me quite; stung but the more 178 
When I recal (as thus at times I do, 
Unconscious, and in spite e’en of myself,) 

The fleeting years of joy for ever past: 

Fled like some vision’d dream, when I compare 
What now [I am, and in dread truth perceive 
What I have lost, from what proud summit sunk, 
To this low depth of misery and despair,— 

And oh! (reflection, bitterer far than all !) 

That all is of my guilt the just reward !— 

Such of ambition is the dreadful doom.” 188 


He paused, as with emotion overcome ; 
Hianfrid then, whom musings such as these 
Not pleased, the subject sought to change, and thus 
In few the grieving Kenwulph mild address’d. 


‘* Think not of times by-past, my royal sire, 
Nor fret your fancy with the destined course 
Of such events, as fate, not you, controll’d. 
To sovereignty yourself were born; which sure, 
Though you not sought it, to yourself had fallen 
In the progressive roll of opening doom. 198 
Fix but your thoughts on what’s to come, the days 
Of brightening glory, in fate’s book presaged 
In glistering characters; glories, which still 
With richer hopes shall decorate your crown, 
Yet in reserve for you, with me, to achieve. 
Press to that radiant prize.— You know the rest ; 
My proud designs I long before have told.— 
Dream not of friendships past; of princes dead. 
Accept the living, and the brilliant aim 
My purpose prompts to seize, embrace with joy.” 


To whom, not so consoled, the Mercian King: 
‘‘ Me miserable! how my sicken’d heart 210 
Upbraids me with the pangs of deep remorse, 
While I, unwilling, yet unconscious, thus 
Recal the kindness of my former friends ! 
Alas! how fatal too; since heap’d on me, 
Unworthy ! who could not such favour high 
Turn to due use, but to a wicked end 
Perverted, while my dazzled soul could not 
Bear such proud elevation, nor myself 
Know, as I ought.— Listening at first to base, 
Perfidious natures, who my towering pride 
Beheld, and crouch’d before it, (only bent 
On lucre for their private ends,) to me 222 
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Such lofty benefits became alone 223 
The instrument of guilt and wretchedness. 

After long conduct of affairs of state, 

Thus imperceptibly become of power 

Too fond, inured to sway, possessing too 

The boundless confidence of Mercia’s King, 

This seen, while artful, servile wretches bow’d 
Before the golden idol which they made, 

(Ah! shall I say it?) wild ambition’s dreams 
Then first inflamed my soul; till tempted so, 

By dazzling glare of greatness all-misled, 

Myself forgot my maker. I aspired 234 
To be the very King, and in the stead 

Of one so much more qualified to rule, 

From every just and kingly property, 

The sceptre thought within my proper hand 

To hold, uncheck’d; forgot my duty’s vow, 
Allegiance meet and promised fealty ; 

And deeming opposition hopeless now 

Against the o’er-wasting and victorious foe, 

- Who rush’d from Eastern and Northumbrian realms, 
In fatal hour [ pledged my base assent 

To serve the invading Dane, and under him 
Attain the guilty sovereignty to which 246 
My false inflated dreams had long aspired.” 


He paused again, and for a moment check’d 
His voice, as if half-doubting to proceed, 
Or as some sudden thought his words restrain’d, 
While on Hianfrid’s look he fix’d his own. 
Yet varying then his tone, he thus resumed. 


‘« But the sad truth I needs must awn, nor hide, 
Fatal ambition ! to what state of woe, 
From former happiness, has thy pursuit 
Still led me, wretched !--Truly may I say, 256 
That never since that time, one hour of peace 
Has blest this bosom, nor admitted sleep, 
Sound as was once, in happy innocence: 
When, ere I slept, I still with cheerful mind 
Utter’d the prayers I learnt in infancy ! 
Which, since, my guilty lips have never dared 
To speak, or offer to offended heaven! 
Oh! gulf of sorrow, in which now I groan ;— 
From bad to worse, (guilt’s bitter destiny) 
From little on to more, till worst be past. 
Oh! fatal progress of temptation’s power ! 
Having admitted once the guilty hope, 268 
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And let the viper nestle in my heart, 269 
By fell degrees no means appear’d too much, 

That could my guilty purpose full achieve, 
Though such, as once would sure have shock’d my 
And made me start, even to hear, and curse [soul, 
The wretch, who to such baseness could be driven. 
Alas! my own state now !—Fallen, fallen the pride 
Of innocence and conscious virtue’s right !— 
Puff'd with false pride and mean ambition’s glare, 
My own loved daughter, Emma, bred, alas ! 

To other hopes, good Rayner’s favour'd niece, 
Whom equal with Felicia, Rohand’s child, 280 
(His other niece; both such by marriage-ties) 
Himself had loved and taught, I then betroth’d 

To be the wife of a fierce Danish King, 

A Pagan pirate, nursed in spoil and storms, 
Secretly as the price of my own rise 

To a subservient tributary throne, 

In place of Burthred, Mercia’s worthy King, 
Then by the Pagans doom’d to be deposed. 
Nuptials, detested by my honour’d wife, 

Who plain’d in vain her hapless daughter's doom. 
Ah! as I fear, the cause of both their end: 

One dying soon by fear, one by revenge.’— 292 


So as he said, Hianfrid suddenly, 
(For other hope now shot across his soul, 
Tending to other purpose) thus enquired. 


‘* What then of Rohand, (Warwick’s noble earl,) 
And his fair child Felicia, know ye now ? 
For a strange interest moves me, as it seems, 
Of them, though yet but strangers, to enquire ?” 


To whom the Mercian Vice-roy answer’d soon. 
‘¢ Alas! e’en they through my misconduct sad, 301 
Are hence expell’d. Under the fatal league 
Which with the Dane I made, the forfeit lands 
Of Warwick’s earl were thenceforth to be mine, 
The price of treason, and deep treachery ! 
Which soon were seized, as pledged, and given to me. 
The noble Rohand and his family 
Turn’d out of doors, homeless, and stripp’d of all, 
Wander, I know not where; happy, perhaps, 
If they can only save their menaced lives. 
Their yast domains where Rohand’s noble sires 
So long had own’d their titled heritage, 
And where myself had erst, by Rohand led, 13 
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Accompanied by Rayner and his spouse, 314 
Ranged o’er the pleasant fields with hawk or hound, 
Whose sylvan beauties, oft ere then admired, 

We knew so well, became at last my own: 
Extending from old Warwick’s castled town, 
Along meandering Avon’s poet-banks, 

Until they join my own paternal woods 

Of Fulbrook and the pale of Charlecot. 

Alas! vain dream! these vast possessions now 
Yield me no pleasure : fancy’s rays are fled ; 

I taste but now the bitter cup of truth; 

And now their ownership but adds to pain, 325 
Mocking me with a hollow shew of joy. 

For surely ever since that hour accursed, 

When I the hanker’d sovereignty attain’d, 
Misfortune, punishment, successive woes, 

Still haunt my treachery, and ambition’s height. 
My lawful sovereign, Mercia’s worthy chief, 
Exiled, a martyr died in foreign lands: 

His widow, since a wanderer; she, the friend 

Of my loved consort; after, of myself ; 

Our gentle benefactress, now unknown, 

Whether as yet she lives, or pining died. , 
The very foe, whom I had vow’d to serve, 337 
Not faithful to me, but my own blest wife 

Soon made a victim to their ruthless rage 

And stern revenge; imagined to my league 
Averse, and hindering promised marriage-ties. 

My only daughter dying, seen no more, 

While I was absent on some bad employ ; 

For heaven in this my guilty league denied: 
Rayner, my friend, estranged ; his dear esteem 
Withdrawn, ere he in helpless ruin sank, 
O’erwhelm’d alike with England’s few chiefs, left 
‘Yet faithful to her cause ; and England's throne 
Itself at last usurp’d by foreign foes, 319 
Ruling o’er all with tyranny unheard. 

Myself too, as their tributary slave 

Compell’d to reign with cruelty I hate ; 

To force hard tribute from my former friends ; 
Plunder our merchants, who in every burgh 

(E’en our own Stratford might not scape the doom) 
Fear now to meet, or in the arched halls 

To vend their merchandize, deem’d all unsafe : 
Then with rapacious hand of sacrilege, 

To rob the treasured wealth of every fane, 

Abbey, and holy monastery, spread 

Throughout our pious Mercia’s ample realm: 361 
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Not e’en to spare our Stratford’s spiry fane, — 862 
The temple of my sires, where they have knelt, 
And taught by them I bow’d from early youth, 
Call’d by its cheerful bells, whose welcome sound 
Echoed rich music o’er our neighbour-park 

In sabbath hours of former innocence. 

Once there I strove to worship heaven aright; 
Now bid to strip religion’s peaceful sons 

Quite bare, most hated of the Pagan Dane : 
Forced too, to feed the Danish avarice 

And stern demands of quenchless Oskital, $72 
To stretch abroad my plundering hand; to sack 
Conventry’s stately fane, fair Lichfield’s aisles, 
And Stonley’s abbey-wealth ; and sacred seats, 
Already by the Pagan rage devourd, 

To seek anew ; Medehamstede’s rising grace, 
And Croyland’s fallen pomp, and Ely’s towers, 
Torn all with ruins of their former spoil, 

Yet by poor fugitives with pious care 

Sought to be fresh restored, as trampled bees, 

The danger past, repair their ruin’d nests: 

Poor, peasant hinds, e’en my own followers, 

Mid my old parks and rural villages, 

To pillage of their hard-earn’d sustenance, 385 
That pone can now reap his own labour’s fruit, 
And yet not glut exactions of the foe ! 

Alas ! what hideous sorrow thus amass’d 

Weighs on my soul and presses down lost hope ! 
Till all the wish’d possessions, now my own, 

My titled royalty, exerted power, 

Seem only monuments of my misrule, 

And but with fresh, and more extensive charge 
Accuse and deep condemn deeds vile as mine. 
And such, believe me too, aspiring youth ! 

Will be your painful feeling, your sad state, 

If not in time you check the phantom-dream, 397 
That lures you on to long’d-for sovereignty, 

Still but the servant of a ruthless foe.” 


To whom, with art, Hianfrid soon replied. 
‘¢ You take these thoughts too deeply, gracious sire: 
Dwell not on fancies thus of settled gloom, 
Consuming in vain grief the burden’d heart. 
I hoped, when last I visited these towers, 
That sorrow, deep as yours, would yield to time, 
And you admit the better claims of hope: 
That we ourselves under the friendly league, 
Which on my former journey I proposed, 408 
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And which I then deem’d you accepted too, 409 
Perhaps might, e’en ere this, have found some means, 
The sole now left, (although I grant it true, 

By giving our ambition e’en a scope 

More high) to do our suffering country good : 

Such as, by means circuitous indeed, 

Seems yet reserved for us alone to achieve. 

Banish these gloomier thoughts, and strive to yield 
To happier prospects such as mine indulged. 

No hope seems left but from our blended care. 
None but ourselves can work the happy change. 
All else is sunk in ruin and despair. 420 
Only by extirpation, as meseems, 

Of every obstacle which yet remains 

To prospects great as ours, we yet can hope 

To accomplish aught of good, or sought relief. 
Ours be the glory then, while both combined 

In willing friendship, cultivate alike 

The radiant prize, to our sole easy grasp 

Held out by fate and present circumstance. 

Not otherwise may either trust to keep 

The lasting royalty, to which I deem 

We both are born, by nature so decreed, 

Against our early thought, or likelihood ; 482 
But this first won and held, then, as we may, 
Serve each our country, as to each seems best.” 


So spoke the sly and glozing traitor vain, 
And by such specious accents, pour’d at will 
Into the sadly brooding heart, that once 
Had yielded to ambition’s call before, 
And was not to such bad temptation strange, 
Yet lit some faded spark of dying hope. 
To whom then Mercia’s wretched King once more 
Unfolds his bursting heart, and tells the soul. 442 


‘‘ Alas! not time my sorrow heals, but more, 
Meseems, it rankles, festering in my breast, 
As more I see my guilt’s dire consequence. 
Rather, of late, my feelings have revived, 
And the whole train of my wrong deeds, and course 
Of infamy, stands fresh before my view, 
That my sad heart seems more oppress’d than wont. 
For (would you dream it?) after all my base 
Relapse from duty, gratitude, and faith, 
And dereliction of my former friends, 
It chanced of late, one day, as in the woods 
By Avon’s banks I urged the sylvan chase, 454 
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Seeking awhile thus to divert sad thoughts, 455 
While by my vassals’ company awhile 

(For none will else associate with me now) 

Left in the course alone, I on my steed 

Sought through a thicker covert to regain 

The deer’s lost track, I was accosted then 

By what to me a vision’d spirit seem’d ; 

That had, ere now, imagination’s mood 

Long haunted. From a lonely forest-lodge, 

Or bushy thicket near, (I knew not which) 
Rush’d a man’s form, in low and peasant garb, 
Who seized my horse’s rein. I drew my sword, 466 
Deeming it was some outlaw here who lurk’d, 

Or desperate robber who assail’d my life.— 
Judge my amaze, when as with bold command 
The figure bade me halt, and hear himself, 

I recognised at once the voice, the face, 

Of noble Rayner, my wont former friend. 

I thought that from my steed I should have dropp’d, 
So powerless then my limbs all strength forsook. 
Almost I fainted; so my spirits fled ; 

And my heart sunk within me, cold as death. 

My sword fell trembling from my nerveless hand, 
And speech was gone; along my steed I bow’d: 
But he I saw, with eager, ready strength 479 
Supported me, in tender tone address’d, 

Bade me descend, fear no intended harm, 

But in the lonely hovel, while my steed 

He tied within the holly-thicket near, 

Hear him reveal his mind. What might I do? 
Powerless, and reckless of whate’er befel, 

I to my best obey’d, and follow’d, led, 

E’en as he bade. Here when by slow degrees 

My flutter’d spirits had to sense revived, 

The good and noble stranger, who in spite 

Of such disguise, seem’d still in act a prince, 490 
Told me, that hither, having now no home, 
Friendless and destitute, himself had roam’d, 
With purpose, more than one, and sought again 
These sylvan haunts, which he before had known, 
Not sole in hope to learn and to observe 

My present state, but even as he deem’d, 

To see me and a secret interview 

Obtain, and if he might, from guilt reclaim— 

A visit, which a friendship, not forgot, 

And deep regard, not dead, though not deserved, 
Seem’d ever from himself to claim, forlorn 

And poor, as such seen state (his best) assured. 
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Nor less (the noble Rayner told) his hope 503 
Was haply iu these well-known scenes to find 

His own lost wife, sister of Warwick’s earl, 

Lost, since with England’s Queen she had retired 
From scenes of war to Anselm’s sheltering towers, 
If likeliest, as he deem’d, she wander’d here 

Mid these her native bowers, and sought, perhaps, 
Some friendly cottage, mid the favour’d walks 

Of his own courtship ; the paternal fields 

Of his loved spouse, where often with herself, 
And noble Rohand, often too with me, 

And lovely Emma, and Felicia fair, 514 
His peerless nieces, he had loved to stray 

In happier days, to love and friendship dear— 
Though now amid the self-same scenes become 

A wretched outcast, such as 1 beheld: 

My treason, (as he said) in part the cause.” 


Thus as sad Kenwulph utter’d, suddenly 
Hianfrid then, thus eager interposed. 


‘¢ Well I remember now, good Rayner’s spouse 
Was of the Queen’s attendant train, what time 
With honour’d embassy myself was sent 624 
By England’s King on escort high to lead 
The endanger’d females, from the approach of war, 
To shelter safe in Anselm’s friendly towers.— 
Strange is indeed your tale, which wonder claims. 
Oh! haste, for with expectance I am rack’d 
To know, what chances strange have since befall’n 
Somerset’s chief, seen in so unlook’d state, 

His beauteous consort, and with her, the Queen.” 


Soon, with emotion, Kenwulph thus pursued : 
‘* How did the noble Rayner then, amid 
The solitary hut, retired, unseen, 535 
Expostulate with me! words fail to tell 
How to my very soul in all its forms 
Of ghastly horror he exposed and held 
The mirror of my hideous treachery, 
Before me painted all its dread result ; 
And while deep treason’s consequence he shew’d, 
And rent with agony my breaking heart, 
Changing to tenderer tone, he then besought 
My late return to loyalty and peace.— 
Alas ! impossible!—I could not speak— 
My heart, before, long brooding o’er that thought 
Could in it find no gleam of hope yet left, 547 
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No prospect but of shame and deeper woe.— 548 
We wept together: spite of manly check, 

Some soldier’s tears fell, mute, o’er either’s cheek, 
Kind drops of kinsmen once, and former friends. 
Yet oh! that moment! When I saw for me 
Good Rayner melt, and for my sake e’en yet 
Such tears roll trickling from his fixed eye,— 
And felt my own heart soften’d into sense 

That led me back in memory to times 

Of innocence and peace, it seem’d at once 

To dart a gleam of former happiness ;— 558 
Oh! that sole moment, (through my inmost soul) 
Was happier, richer sure, a thousand times, 

Than all the years of vain and empty pomp, 
Which through dark treason I have sadly worn.— 
Soon as my voice could faltering utterance lend, 
The noble Rayner humbly I besought 

Straight with me to return to Warwick’s towers ; 
And there awhile to be my guest, in state 
Becoming more himself than guise so low, 

Where, as I dared express, we might again, 

At leisure more, discuss this mournful theme. 

But he denied, my guilty state disdain’d, 

And said he rather would continue still 571 
A houseless wanderer such as now he was, 

His castles and domains of Somerset 

Seized by the insulting foe, and to himself 

Left but the common air, in sheltering woods 

To herd among wild deer or beasts of the field, 
Seeking a pittance or a nightly rest 

From poorest swains within low cottage-cells, 
Than with his presence sanction, even now, 
Loath’d treason in my proud-polluted halls : 

‘That me to my reflections he would leave 

Awhile, and purposed that he would ere long 
Revisit me; he hoped, in happier time, 583 
When he should find me to just sense reclaim’d. — 
After which, without more, without adieu, 

And while I yet was in confusion lost 

And mute astonishment, the lonely hut 

He left, and glided among neighbouring woods, 
Likest a spirit, or e’en still a dream, 

(For scarce I deem it other, though myself 

Saw whom I knew and heard such colloquy) 

But of him from that hour I saw no more. 

Nor (truth to tell) could [, so was I then 

Struck with strange awe, remorse, and memory 
Of my past guilt, with admiration too 595 
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Of him, my former friend, who sought me thus, 596 
Attempt to follow: yet his presence since 

Seems still to haunt me, like a ghost; my dream 
By night, and startling vision of the day, 

Before me ever placing all my guilt 

And my own lost condition, full to view.” 


He paused, as if with agony oppress’d. 
To whom Hianfrid soon, not offering then 
Consolement, but as smit by other thought, 
With eager quickness, earnestly enquires. 605 


‘¢ But where is Rayner now? Have ye not since 
Learn’d aught of him from others? And beside, 
Told he not something to you, if he found 
Or tidings heard of his own honour’d spouse, 

Lost, as you said, e’er since on Alfred’s Queen 
Attendant, she to Anselm’s towers retired ? 

Well I recal, ere I that escort led, 

The tender and affectionate adieu 

Of the kind Rayner and his graceful spouse ; 

And with her fond attentions to the Queen 

On our sped journey, I myself was pleased.— 
Nought since I know of either; but a fame 617 
Had reach’d my ear, that from his princely home 
The noble Rayner was a wanderer; 

And that old Anselm’s castle was surprised, 
While of its habitants none knew the fate. 

A distant rumour too was breathed abroad, 
Importing that somewhere in Mercia’s clime, 

It was surmised the Queen herself, escaped, 

Had (if deem’d likeness err’d not) by some few 
Been seen, lone wandering with her infant babes, 
Disguised, and unprotected; ‘less at times 

Some fearful women might pursue her steps, 
Seeming alike in search of some they sought; 629 
Resting in cots, or lonely villages, 

But no where long, owning no other home.— 

Has not this vague fame to yourself transpired ? 
And of it did not Rayner breathe some word, 

Or likelihood of such his errand here ? 

Of his own search too what has proved the end? 
Oh! say; and where you deem, not Rayner’s self 
Rests only, but these objects of his care ?”— 


Such questions urged with eagerness so strict 
And full repeated, while Hianfrid’s eye 
Was keenly fix’d on Kenwulph’s countenance, 640 
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Suddenly in the mind of Mercia’s chief G41 
Awoke a strange suspicion, and then first 
As in awaked alarm, he faltering said. 


‘‘ Ah! to what erring and unconscious lapse 
Has my full heart, for ever brooding thus 
On its own griefs, led my too careless tongue ! 
Alas! I had forgot your recent league 
With the fierce Dane, and fatal promise pledged, 
As the condition of your bidden task, 
Should you hereafter any English chief, 
Not yet submissive, seize, and captive yield, 651 
Or in your power detain.— W hat means, I pray ye, 
This eagerness extreme to learn where stays 
The noble Rayner, or whom else he seeks? 
(If he do seek,) for nought of this I know. 
Sure not ’gainst him, or objects of his love 
So near and dear, intend you aught of harm, 
Friend as he was to me, and as I hope, 
E’en yet remains. Oh! I intreat, that he, 
Whate’er befal, may still by you be spared ! 
And that against his life or liberty 
You will lift never an offending hand. 
Pledge me that promise: swear it on your sword. 
In lieu of that, power greater from myself, 664 
Ampler possessions, nobler retinue, 
Shall be your rich reward, so they become 
The gage of his protection, and of those 
To him so dear: for my remembrance sake, 
Spare him; his consort too, if yet she lives, 
And the poor Queen, perhaps a wanderer too. 
Purpose to these, I do implore, no ill: 
Promise me this: it is my friendship’s price.” 


To whom Hianfrid then, not promising, 
But false e’en to the man whose league he sought, 
And knowing too, that howsoe’er be pause 675 
Or hesitate reluctant, Mercia’s King 
Dared but comply, nor disobey the will 
Of the o’erruling foe; or, if betray’d, 
Would find his own life then endanger’d too, 
Gives answer none; evasive else, and brief. 
For now a fuller and expanding hope 
Fills his ambitious mind, and secretly 
In his dark soul he harbours deep resolve 
To speed on search for Somerset’s lost earl: 
Whom soon he deems within his grasp to hold ; 
And sees in this the pledge ere long to gain — 686 
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Somerset's castles proud, and rich domains, 687 
The noble Rayner’s heritage. Nor him 

Alone to seize, but soon, perhaps, his wife, 

Haply from her the wish’d for clue to gain 

Of more; obtaining next from her the fate 

Of whom he led to Anselm’s sheltering towers. 
Perhaps, from her to hear of England's Queen, 
Thither with her retired, if yet she live; 

And from the Queen, or through her means, to hear 
Some tidings of the long-lost King himself, 

So wondrously escaping all pursuit. 

All seems before him clear in vision’d trance 698 
To dawn and beam upon his ravish’d gaze, 

While Wessex’ throne and sceptre, gradual, float 
Upon his strong imagination’s dream. 

The means seein as presented to his hand 

By fate, too plain and close to be refused. 

Nor iu such rapturous flight could he concede 

A promise, fatal to his swelling hope, 

While such aspiring ecstasy alone 

Absorb’d his soul and led him reckless on. 

Nor even here, lost in such wildering dream 

Of sovereignty, now deem’d at hand, could stop, 
In aspiration to an utmost bound, 710 
Reaching ambition, which outgrew itself 

And salient seem'd e’en beyond Wessex’ throne 

- To spy another crown. On Kenwulph’s self 

The traitor fix’d his look, that vacant seem’d, 
And, mute, yet spoke as passing in the soul 
Thoughts which its meditation all usurp’d, 
Holding the gazer thus out of himself. 

For with half-envying wish a sudden thought 
Glanced o’er his mind, that in some after hour 
Perhaps himself might Kenwulph’s place supplant 
And add to Wessex Mercia’s diadem. 

Yet marking soon Kenwulph’s impatient look 722 
Upon him bent, the traitor, as recall’d 

Then to himself, checks for a while his trance, 
And seems to answer with some specious words 
And cold, which yet to Mercia’s King might wear 
Some shew of consolation and assent, 

While thus he drew the subject sovereign’s ear. 


*« My liege, still entertain good hope: rely 
That nought shall e’er be done, save what may well 
Forward our league: all for the best shall hap. 
Compose your mind: trust much to me: myself 
Will answer, all hereafter shall prove right.” 733 
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So said, he asks not longer stay, but seeks 734 
Instant departure, as by haste compell’d. 
Then, with short ceremony paid, he leaves 
The Mercian King, in doubt and strange suspense, 
Lost in uncertainty and anxious thought ; 
Reluctant at his seeming league, which yet 
He could not, nor had dared, entire reject 
In shew, however hated and abhorr’d. 
But e’en in this, the unhappy Kenwulph sole 
(In whose torn bosom still, perhaps, some sparks 
Of sunk ambition, which once there was rife, 
E’en unsuspected of himself, survived) 745 
Discern’d a prospect of reviving hope. 


Not so Hianfrid: he, who had not yet 
Attain’d to full fruition of his dream, 
No sooner quits the hapless Mercian King, 
Than fired with thoughts of sovereignty and power, 
Glowing with wildest hope, to falsehood urged, 
‘He thinks alone Somerset’s banish’d earl 
How soonest he may seize; for this he deems 
The first step of his proud-aspiring rise. 
Attended by some few hired vassal-friends, 
The associate instruments of his designs, 756 
From Warwick’s princely towers they journey on 
Near Avon's sylvan banks, on several quest, 
By many a vill, and cot, and lonely grange, 
Stratford’s old merchant-burgh and guiding fane 
The point assign’d of meeting. Various ways 
All on instructed aim their course diverge. 
Some northward penetrate, until they reach 
Fair Stonleigh’s woody park, and abbey cells: 
Some speeding thence with flight excursive seek 
Kenilworth’s forest-chase, and haunted site 
Of her old castle, and the hundred’s oaks: 767 
Some prowl o’er Wooton’s hill, or through the dells 
Of Wedgenock’s spacious park and spread domains, 
While others search, by Avon’s brink, the rock 
And cave of famed Dubritius, where of old 
Within a grotto green, mid hoary cliffs, 
The hermit scoop’d his lonely oratory 
Beside pure waters of a mossy spring : 
Romantic cliffs, round which curved Avon glides: 
Scenes where the parents of the valiant Guy 
(Himself a youthful thane, and warrior too, 
Not even now to fame unknown) had lived, 
And mid these native glens of witching grace, 
Smit with her beauty and surpassing fame, 780 
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Had hoped to win the fair Felicia’s hand ; 781 
The neighbour-fair, daughter of Warwick’s earl. 
She mid these haunts had loved to wander too 
And drawn, unware, the charmed warrior’s eye. 
Spot, which the fell pursuers likely deem’d 

As Rayner’s hoped retreat, whence, (as they talk’d) 
Easily he might hover near the towers 

Of Warwick’s neighbouring castle, and observe, 
Himself secluded, Mercia’s pensive King. 

These scenes not answering their expectant search, 
Passing the sylvan banks, where Leam’s fair flood 
Has quitted Leamington’s hush’d priory cells 792 
And joins, enamour’d, Avon’s fairy stream, 

They rove again by Warwick’s castled site, 
Whose stately towers high on a mighty rock 

Rise o’er the deep flood’s verge, of olden time 
Here rear’d by British Cymbeline ; and since 
Graced by the tower of Roman Cesar’s hand : 
The princeliest seat of all the midland realm. 

Bent thus on eager quest, they wind along 

Its spacious park, through which the waters glide 
Of Avon, rolling o’er its gravelly bed, 

Through many a scene of ever-varying grace, 808 
Deep woods, that fringe its steeply shelving marge, 
Or sloping lawnds, with flowery verdure rich, 
Stag-haunted glens, and dim sequester’d glades, 
Or where, above the crooked river, peeps 

The keeper’s forest lodge, alike explored : 

Whence back the eye o’er the past castle-towers 
Gleams, and far ranges o’er the opening view 

Mid a wide amphitheatre of hills. 

Thence mid wild dingles in the shelter’d vales 
Below proud Welcome’s heights and hollow’d caves 
And mounded tombs of earth, they urge their course. 
Some around Stratford’s valley-bosom’d town 
Roam, and incursive thread the sacred groves 816 
Near her hush’d fane, and spirit-haunted stream. 
Others by Clopton’s cells, and bounteous seat: 
Some active stray mid Shottery’s rural cots, 

The sweet retirement of enamour’d peace: 

Others, pursuing Avon’s winding verge 

Seek Bidford’s lively mart, from elder time 
Demesne pertaining to the Mercian crown. 

Some, Evesham’s cheerful revels, sadden’d now, 
Her dreamy shades and sylvan-sheltering bowers ; 
Some Wincot’s plenteous board and flowing cups, 
Or Burton’s rival mirth, and rural wealth: 

Some Pebworth’s pipe and pastoral minstrelsy, 828 
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Or Hillborough’s haunted glades and musing groves. 
So as they went, each fail’d not to enquire 

With strictest scrutiny, in every cot, 

Lone cell, and rustic home, however poor, 

If hereabout late wandering had been seen 

Any, the objects of their studious quest. 


Enquiry such the vain Hianfrid’s self 
Strictest pursued, inflamed with ardent hope. 
By a select few of his vassal train 
Follow’d, he sped along his destined way. 
Nor fail’d he in such search, ere long, to hear 839 
Of such a one, as was his question’s theme: 
A strange, and wandering man, in tatter’d garb, 
Who, though his dress speaks a poor peasant hind, 
Asks no employ, yet not disdains to share, 
At times, their meal with humblest cottagers ; 
Lurks in the woods at night, and in the day 
Falls into talk with working peasantry, 
Seeming oft lost in melancholy thought; 
And sometimes asks, if here has late been seen 
The noble Rohand, once proud Warwick’s earl, 
Or any of his honour’d family ; 
Chiefly, his worthy sister, to the poor B51 
Dear still for acts of gentle charity : 
Oft too enquires of Kenwulph’s state usurp’d; 
What woes attend his tributary reign. 


Response agreeing thus, Hianfrid deems, 
Doubtless, such stranger is the prize he seeks ; 
Then, tracing every scent and gather’d clue, 
Enters mid Fulbrook’s deep and lofty woods, 
Scenes which, the Mercian sovereign late had told, 
Somerset’s banish’d chief before had loved. 

*Mong coverts and recesses dim he glides, 861 
Until he gains the keeper's bough-screen’d hut, 
From whom, besought, when to his wish he learns, 
Tidings of such a lonely wanderer seen, 

He rests not following Avon’s current stream 
Through scenes to beauty and the sylvan muse 
Sacred; ah! worthy of a happier use 

Than thus by treason’s prowl to be profaned. 

Till now his indefatigable steps, 

Within the parked pale of Charlecot, 

Pass, silent, the old hall and bell-house seat 

Of which the Mercian King had spoke, his own 

In former day, when here a happy thane 


He lived, ere mounted to a wretched throne. s74 
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Soon, with a few instructed followers 875 
The wary traitor, mid concealing glades 

Of ancient woods, pierces unseen, and steals 
Through opening aisles, where spiral trunks of trees, 
High-branching overhead, resemble most 

The columns of some proud cathedral-fane, 

And every where shed down a solemn awe; 
Unhaunted, save of deer and lonely game, 

That bounding rush along the mossy sward. 

Thus, hush’d, he comes where ’twixt the stately 
That spring from cliffy banks on either side, [groves 
The swift and shelvy river, deep-engulf’d, 886 
With wild-sweet music fleeting through the wood, 
Makes a dividing space; yet overhead 

The meeting boughs kiss in mid air, and form 

A dusk o’ershadowing arch, broke but at times 
By intervening spots of heaven’s bright blue. 

Here on a slope, whose verd’rous carpet hung 
O’er thickly dangling roots that dropp’d below, 
And jutting o’er the flood from its raised site 
O’erlook’d the rippling waters, thus afar 
Commanding on each hand the vista’d scene, 
Here, half conceal’d beneath a spreading elm 
That form’d a green and wavy canopy, 898 
The traitorous spy (almost himself enclosed 

In covert of a holly-thicket near) 

Spies, laid along, a solitary man 

In peasant garb, whose face half-turn’d aside, 
Seem’d on the gadding brook below to pore, 

Or gaze in silence o’er the sylvan depths. 

These, thence beheld, appear’d the shelter’d haunts 
Of deer, some crouching in their stilly lair 

Under huge oaks, the growth of centuries, 

That far diffuse their gray and massive arms, 
And thrust their hoar tops high above the groves : 
Some, herded, among dark-green bushes browse, 
Seen, playful, glancing o’er the vert: some low 
Bending their branched heads beside the marge 
Of the plash’d river taste the limpid wave. 

The traitor listens, and more still, observes ! 
Himself unmark’d: a moment he might doubt 
Whether the form on which he gazed might prove 
The keeper of these sylvan wilds on watch, 

Or the tired woodman from his noontide meal 
Reposed awhile from his laborious task 

Amid these dreamy shades. But soon the voice 
Of the couch’d stranger, to himself alone 

Deem’d utter’d mid so tranquil solitude, 922 
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Suddenly drew the traitor’s labouring ear. y23 


‘“‘ Alas! ’tis vain:—vain all my anxious search :— 
I find her not, mid scenes which fondest hope 
Beckon’d as those she loved the best, where chief, 
Methought, her steps would look for sheltering peace, 
(Should she but live) where ’mong her native fields 
Her gentle charity drew many a friend, 
Not sought alone ’mong nobles of her rank 
(Ab! now alike themselves in flight dispersed !) 
But ’mong the lowly poor, here least disturb’d, 
As having least to lose, whose honest hearts, 933 
Unused to flattery, are more grateful too. 
In every cot and cell I ask in vain, 
Till wilder’d fancy almost now confirms 
The dread surmise that in this world again 
I ne’er must see her more. Alas! what heap 
Of undream'd sorrow I survive to bear! 
My consort lost: the heads of her high race 
Banish’d, I know not where: my former friend, 
Unhappy Kenwulph, (once, heaven knows, how 
In treason sunk, slave of a Pagan foe. [dear !) 
In spite of my expostulating plea, 
For which so long I sought him, still I fear 945 
Lost past redemption : childless as I am, 
The cherish’d props of my once-honour’d line 
All fallen and ruin’d: dear relations gone, 
My once-loved nieces, one in timeless death 
(Oh! dearest Emma, what a fate was thine !) 
The other in lamented exile fled. 
Myself all friendless thus, and destitute, 
Wandering, without a home, forlorn, disguised, 
My own possessions by a foreign foe 
Seized and confiscate, e’en my life assail’d, 
Chased as an outlaw from my native fields 
With price of fix’d reward upon my head. 957 
Oh! dread effects of treason! fatal end 
Of base temptation, and ambition’s lure ! 
To what a fall has hideous treachery led, 
Involving thus all kindred’s native ties, 
Our country’s hope, all duty’s tender claims, 
And last himself engulf’d in deep despair !” 


He ceased, for as he spoke, a sob of grief 
Burst from his burden’d heart in heaving sighs, 
Audible loud: across his face he drew 
His lifted hand, and seem’d in silent woe 
Absorb’d, till hark ! his faltering voice resumes. 
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‘‘Yet oh! not mine alone the spreading loss. 
For my poor country bleeds: my griefs, tho’ keen, 
Are but a portion of the general woe. 

England’s liege sovereign from his throne too hurl’d, 
Lost, and a fugitive : his faithful chiefs 

Outcasts alike, powerless; none left to save: 

All victims of one common misery. 

Till but in lone unbaunted woods like these 

We may a momentary shelter find, 

Or in some low and unsuspected cot 

Intreat a brief condolence from the poor; 
Themselves unsafe. We fearing treachery 980 
At every step, and slinking thence away, 

Among the forest’s native habitants, 

(Ionocent, yet as fearful as ourselves) 

Seek consolation there, which dangerous man 

To any of superior rank denies. 

These, faithful more, are our companions now. 
See! where below, amid the crooked glade, 
Under the shiver’d oaks, whose giant arms 
Stretch o’er the pattering brook, the crowded deer 
Recline, or unoffending blend in play | 

Their forky horns, or crop the sprouting green. 

Ah me! scenes peaceful e’en as these not cure 992 
My sadden’d soul, nor change its fixed gloom. 
Yet sure this peace, if other settled grief 
O’erwhelm’d it not, might charm, as erst it did. 
E’en here, in solitude, methinks, I find 

No vain, nor uninstructive company. 

Here amid scenes I loved and knew before, 
Banish’d from home, an outcast to the world, 

I seem not altogether desolate. 

At times, among the once-acquainted poor, 

I gain some sustenance and sheltering rest; 

And in the day, imagination soothe 

In woods, among wild nature's foresters. 1004 
Ambition dwells not here, but nature boon 

To all her children freely gives enough. 

These break not fellowship: ’tis but alone 

When traitor man invades their native peace, 

And on some single prize inflicts the wound, 

That then the rest fly from the stricken deer. 

Is it not thus (my bosom tells it is) 

That when misfortune’s shaft, or treason’s blow, 
O’ertakes the wretched man, he too is left 

In thoughtful misery to pine alone ? 

From his scared presence all his fellows fly, 

As from infection and the pestilence. 1016 
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Well, be it so: I cannot hope to change 1017 
Their nature, and the habitual course of things. 
My share of suffering I have surely known, 

And ’tis my part of duty to submit. 

Suffice it, that e’en this disorder’d life 

Owns some poor comfort yet: these unpath’d woods 
Shall yield me rest, for treason lurks not here.” — 


So as he said, the listening traitor marks, 
Amazed, elate: his doubts are now dispell’d. 
He knows the voice; cautious he gazes round 
To note, if any wanderer else be near 1027 
Who may o’erwatch his desperate intent ; 
Cowardly, e’en so near his purposed prey. 
So as he turn’d among the rustling leaves, 
And faintly utter’d—* Shall I speak at this? 
Or needs there more determined certainty ?”— 
The stranger lifted up his dusky face 
To look whence came the sound; which gesture 

mark’d, 

Hianfrid who perceived himself was seen, 
With lowly bow approaching straight accosts 
In accents meek Somerset’s banish’d Lord. 
And says—‘‘ That face I surely know: most sure 
One that my anxious search has long explored.” — 


The stranger then drew back, and to his feet 
Springing, assumed a posture of defence. 
Unarm’d he seem’d, yet from his bosom drew 
A sudden dagger: but the traitor, down 
Bending, alarm'd, hides his own base design 
In words of masked treachery, and thus 
Proffers false friendship to the houseless chief : 


‘Ts it not noble Rayner ?—once the lord 
Of princely Somerset, though now thus hid _1048 
In garb of poor disguise ?— Why roam ye thus ?— 
Is it on errand answering to my own ?— 
Sure I am not forgot—My search has strove 
To find your once-loved consort, and the Queen, 
Whom once myself to Anselm’s friendly towers 
In happier day escorted ; by the King 
Chosen, and despatch’d on that proud embassy. 
And though since then, unlook’d and strange events 
Have much the circumstances of us all 
Changed, yet myself the same regard retain 
For those, whose friendship in such escort glad, 
Methinks, I drew, and seek to merit still.”"— 1060 
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So as he said, the subtle hypocrite 1061 
Paused, and with keen inspection eyed the looks 
Of whom he sought, addressing, to beguile. 

For marking such his words to wake surprise 
And sympathetic tendence, he resumed. 


‘‘Since that sad time I cannot learn their fate. 
Know you aught of them ?—Can I or to them, 
Or to yourself, my willing service yield ?— 
Ah! hide that useless blade,—my thoughts are kind.” 


So as he said the stranger dropp’d his hand : 1070 
When thus the treacherous spy his words renew’d. 


‘‘ Desolate as are now our England's chiefs, 
Yet still ’tis mine to offer and afford 
A shelter safe in Windsor’s stately towers. 
Which now are (under tribute to the Dane 
On promised fealty for surety’s sake) 
Become mine own, in due succession past 
From my dead benefactor, Berks’ good earl, 
Edric, our foster-sire, whom erst you knew.— 
Accept my home: in such asylum find 
Both for your consort, and the Queen, retreat; 1031 
Since sure, methinks, of these you can report.” 


Thus spake the glozing traitor. Long ere yet 
His voice had ceased, Somerset’s exiled chief 
Knew him, and though the hero’s bosom heaved 
With secret scorn, recalling whom he knew, 

Yet now, thus strangely met, such deep disdain 
The sad and solitary wanderer sought 

To check, nor needlessly with words affront 

One whom he could not love; yet sdeign’d accept 
The proffer'd aid. Mute, gravely pensive, stood 
The chief disguised, and with his look alone 1092 
O’eraw’d the conscious traitor, whom in part 
Rayner had known, but not the progress since 

Of his vain treachery ; his ambitious aims ; 

His secret concert with the victor- Dane, 

Or e’en his tempting lure of Mercia’s King. 

But soon, by hope impell’d, the dangerous spy 
Question adjoins; endeavouring sly to gain 
Intelligence of whom he further sought. 

When sadly Rayner tells,—‘‘ You ask in vain.” — 
Hianfrid quick replies :—‘‘ But say, good chief, 
Why stray ye here ?— Why dwell ye not, I pray, 
Amid your castles in fair Somerset ?— 1104 
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Tell me, resolve my anxious eagerness— 1108 
Have ye not in those southern vales, (your own) 
Or in some varying journey fond-pursued, 

Aught heard of your loved spouse, or England's 
Or what opine ye of their dubious fate?” [Queen, 


To whom then, with suspecting look, return’d 
Somerset’s earl; ‘Alas! their hapless doom 
I cannot learn.. -Of neither do I know 
Aught certain since the fatal time, when last 
Fondly we parted in the endanger’d camp.” 1114 


Then thus Hianfrid—‘ Has not then vague fame 
Reach'd yet yourear, that England’s Queen, long-lost 
With her young princely offspring, (as ’tis said) 
Attended by some lady in disguise, 

(Whom doubtless I your own loved consort deem, 
As the most favour’d lady of her train) 

Yetlives; conceal’d, ’tis thought, in Mercia’s bounds, 
There lately wandering seen, without a home ?”’ 


To whom then thus Somerset’s chief replied. 
‘‘ T heard such doubtful fame: but having sought 
Vainly in many a cot, and rural vill, 1126 
And abbey-cell, through Mercia’s ample space, 
Bent to recover objects dear as these, 
Losing all hope, I deem such rumour errs; 
That fancied likeness strangers’ thought deceives, 
Not in this quarter, where at least my spouse 
Among her native fields was known, I find 
Such rumour rife, where likeliest it would prove, 
If true; nor has she, since her sorrow’d loss, 
By any in these neighbour parts been seen. 
Yet since yourself so interested seem 
And anxious, on the subject near’st my heart, 
Oh! say, learn you aught which my search has 

scaped ?” 1137 


To whom Hianfrid: ‘‘ Not as yet, though ’tis, 
(Believe me, noble earl,) a theme which much 
My thought engages, and inspires my hope.” 


Then Rayner thus, as in surprise, enquires. 
‘¢ May I then ask your errand in these woods ?” 
When straight, Hianfrid thus: ‘‘ I have of late 
Visited Kenwulph, Mercia’s present King, 
And now return to Windsor’s southern towers. 
From him I heard of you: of you he spoke, 
In terms of friendship and a deep regret, 1147 
VOL. II. H H 
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As seen of late in his paternal woods. 1148 
Here then I hoped with you to meet: success 
Crowns thus my wish, and I intreat you now 
Accept a home with me in Windsor-towers.” 


To whom then, with yet more increased surprise, 
Somerset’s earl, after brief pause, returns. 
‘*‘ Alas; unhappy Kenwulph, once my friend, 

Sad victim now of hopeless tyranny, 

Nor less of penitence and keen remorse !— 

Partly such visit’s object I surmise : 

For deem not altogether to myself 1158 
Unknown, by rumour and the country’s talk, 
Your own condition in the subject south, 

And how you won, and hold, proud Windsor’s towers, 
Subservient, and with tribute to the foe. 

Alas! to Kenwulph yours I fear has been 

Some message from the victor-Danes, compell’d, 
Perhaps, on some tyrannic embassy, 

Doom’d more our hapless country to enslave. 

But for myself, your offer, kind soe’er, 

I must decline. I cannot join the part 
Submissive to the hated foreign yoke. 

Homeless, I sought no shelter e’en from him, 1170 
Kenwulph, my friend and kin, nor take from you. 
No: rather I prefer the common air, 

These woods my canopy, and to endure 

Poverty, hunger, and to roam abroad, 

An outcast, or dependent on the poor 

For nightly rest, and needful sustenance. 

Leave me: pursue your course, as best you deem, 
Time yet may come, when you, young chief, tho’ now 
Misled by vain ambition, may repent 

And think that thus I rightly act, reserved, 

I hope, for happier chance; perhaps e’en yet 

To succour and support my lawful King, 1182 
To heal my bleeding country’s wounds, and raise 
Her drooping head to renovated life. 

If you can yet in sentiments like these 

Partake, and lead the hapless Kenwulph back 

To truth and loyalty, I yield you thanks, 

And hail you both as brothers, and as friends. 

Till then forbear, and leave me to myself.” 


To whom Hianfrid, wondering much, replies. 
‘*Think not, good chief, that I can leave you thus : 
We have much more together: I too hope | 
A happier day will on our England dawn.” _1198 
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He paused a moment, eyeing with keen look 1194 
Somerset's banish’d earl, ere yet he adds 
The question, chiefest labouring in his thought, 
As the first object of his burning hope, 
But which sly caution, or occasion’s time 
Scarce yet had led to name. Embolden’d then, 
The conscious traitor ventures thus to ask. 


‘You seem, good chief, for England's fallen King 
Still to retain your love. Beseech you then, 
Tell me, adventurous wanderer, have you aught 
Learn’d in your journeying of our former Lord? 1204 
Of him as anxious as yourself am I 
To learn the fate, and if I may, for him 
Find an asylum safer than he owns, 
Poor fugitive! where’er he harbours now. 
In your own Somerset’s wild, varied bounds, 
"Tis said, that nightly depredations oft 
Are on the Danes committed, from what source 
None has discover'd yet, but as ’tis famed, 
Led by some secret-lurking English chiefs. 
So runs the strange suspicion: for of late 
Was Ordmer’s wrested castle thus surprised 
By seeming warriors, who escaped pursuit. 1216 
Know ye ought of such mystery? Does the King 
Lurk in your quarter, deem ye, and at times 
Start from his hiding place, to lead thus on 
Some band of followers in dark enterprise? 
What may this mean ?—Not elsewhere, as I hear, 
Boldness like this awakes the foe’s alarm. 
Tell me then, faithful Somerset, whate’er 
Of the lost King thou know’st, or hear’st by fame, 
That I, like thee, may seek to do him good.” 


He paused, and eager waited for reply. 
But noble Rayner, prudent, felt awake 1227 
Renew’d suspicion, and reluctant adds. 


‘‘It may be so. May such intent prove true ! 
But for myself, nought of the King I know. 
Would that I did! that to his misery 
I might bring balm of comfort, and with him, 
Where’er he be, find solace for my own. 

But cease, mistaken youth : forbear discourse ; 
Disturb me not, but leave me to my thoughts.” 


So as he said, Somerset’s banish’d earl 
Turn’d, as to shun a longer interview. _ 1237 
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Which when the traitor mark’d, and saw no hope 
Remain’d aught further from his prey to learn, 
He, from his bosom snatching where it lurk’d, 
Blows a shrill whistle, at whose signal call 

His waiting vassals by his side appear. 

These sudden at their master’s stero command 
Rush on astonish’d Rayner; instant seize 

His person; of his dagger, swiftly drawn, 

Disarm him, and with ready pinions bind. 

Then, thus insulted, brighter bursts to view 
Somerset’s earl in native dignity. 

Though now with perils such as these beset, 1249 
When vain against so many is defence, 

And, overpower’d, he finds the certain truth, 
Steadfast he stood, and on the villain bent 

A look of deep disdain, who shrunk, abash’d, 
Confounded more, as noble Rayner thus 

From his full bosom with a voice of awe 

Hurls this reproach, pregnant with conscious stings, 
And tells the assailant now his genuine mind. 


‘* Poor, grovelling traitor, is the mask thrown off? 
Shewest thou thyself in black reality ? 
Yet deem not that I fear: unbind these arms: 1260 
Poor I, a feebler, elder, bow’d with woe, 
Could well, methinks, were other weapon reft, 
With thine own sword startle thy coward soul, 
And ’gainst a ruffian my own life defend. 
I call not thee to combat: thou, I know, 
Darest not unloose these fetters: only then 
My tongue must tell thee what I think of thee. 
Dream’st thou that in my course I fail’d to learn, 
Base recreant, thy submission to the foe? 
Of noble Edric’s death, poor, good, old man! 
In sorrow dying, struck by thy neglect? 
Of thy usurping sway in Windsor’s towers? 1272 
And think’st thou, I could e’er consort with thee _— 
No! rather this poor state, forlorn and bare, 
Bereaved of all, and thus in captive bands, 
E’en all this hideous ruin, that might well 
Daunt the stern’st heart, by conscious innocence 
Supported, I prefer ’fore all thy pomp, 
And on the base of suffering virtue lean 
Serene, disdaining guilty treachery. 
Almost I scorn myself, that I so long 
With thee held converse, but I was allured 
By thy false gloze and artful questions on, 
Hoping, perhaps, even from thee to glean 1284 
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Some news of my loved wife, or of the Queen, 
Or some distressful note of England’s King: 
But for thyself, thee and thy treason’s aid 

I sdeign alike, and mock thy shew of power.” 


So as he said, intrepid, by his mien 
Smit with strange awe, the base Hianfrid soon — 
Answer'’d. ‘‘ Thy life is in my power: does then 
No drtad to lose it, or no hope to save, 
Awake thy soul from wearied apathy ?— 
Hear but the price on which I grant thee life. 
Instant reveal to us whate’er thou knowest —1295 
Of England’s outlaw’d sovereign, of his Queen, 
And princely race; of thy own consort too. 
Nor doubt, that spite of all thy peevish taunts, 
My care for each can, as is best, provide ; 
E’en for thyself too, when in softer mood.” 


To whom then noble Rayner, truly brave: 
‘¢ Dream’st thou then, traitor, that if aught I knew 
Of these the dearest objects of my heart, 
I would, for promised life, these innocent lambs 
Betray to fangs of the remorseless wolf? 
Oh! weak as mean! coward no less than vain! 
No! such thy poor temptation I defy. 1307 
Do as ye list: life on such boon I scorn, 
Nor ask it at thy hands.— It is grown old, 
Worthless, and wretched; to my humble best, 
My little course of duty has been run, 
And I can die, unshrinking, and content. 
Yet oh! that it had pleased indulgent heaven, 
I might have better lost this life, and fallen 
Gloriously in my country’s dear defence, 
In fields of former battle, by the side 
Of dying princes, and our noblest brave, 
And not by treason’s base assassin stroke! 1318 
Such meed had better soothed death’s welcome pang!” 


He said, and fix’d his lifted eyes on heaven, 
Silent, resign’d: so as he stood, his look 
The traitor mark’d, and almost seem’d to feel 
A transient and controlling reverence. 
Yet soon recovering he resumes his threats, 
And deems by vain display of boasted power, 
And blazon of high purpose, to o’erawe 
Whom creeping false deceit had fail’d to move. 
Puff'd with conceit, the infatuate recreant now 
No longer hides false glory’s wicked glare, 1829 
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But dares reveal ambition’s wildest hope. 13380 
Cruel, he tells of Kenwulph’s promised league, 
Whate’er may wake the captive’s worst alarm, 

Or can extort confession from despair. 

Thus then the sly insulting traitor adds. 


‘* Such talk can do no good, but serves alone 
Me to incense, your captor: for now hark ! 
Tn answer to these taunts, outlaw proscribed, 
You are my slave: from henceforth do I claim 
Your lands, possessions, titles, as my own, 
Derived by gift of the true-pledging Dane; —_1340 
Promised as the reward of happy search 
For any English chief of titled name, 
Who yet rebellious scorns the victor’s sway. | 
And why not thus ?—Tell me, did any hope 
Live of deliverance under Alfred's reign, 
Who poorly knew to mark and favour worth, 
Or lift aspiring merit to renown ?— 
Hereafter too the other English chiefs, 
Wanderers alike ;—e’en England’s lurking King, 
I hope to meet, and win superber meeds. 
Nor here my high ambition rests: for know, 
(And let such knowledge gall thine insolence) 1352 
I have with Mercian Kenwulph form’d a league 
To be joint Kings ourselves o’er England’s realm; 
Myself o’er Wessex ruling, while he holds 
The central throne, till our joint arms expel 
The invaders from the east and northern realms, 
Then make the wide and fertile isle our own. 
W hatsay younow ?—How touches this our slave ?— 
Survives, save under us, a single hope ? 
Be wise in time: cherish my boon, if deign’d: 
Under my auspices and banner now 
Sole safety rests. Mark the condition then; 
Reveal to me (for still I deem you know) 1364 
Where hides the outlaw’d Alfred, with the Queen, 
And princely brood (if yet perhaps they live) 
And thine own consort, whom I long to meet. 
Protection then to all I may accord, 
Passing your vaunts and empty scorn of death : 
Although such haughty iusolence might well 
Draw down my vengeance now ;—but I forbear.” 


He paused awhile, as waiting some reply. 
But him with look of scorn and mix’d amaze 
To hear such base and treasonous thoughts express’d, 
Somerset’s earl, of indignation full, 1376 
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Eyeing askance, not deign’d to answer, sole 1376 
Murmuring to himself in accents low. 


‘‘ What hideous purpose do I hear avow’d ?— 
What base temptation offer’d to myself, 
Unblushingly ?—On such detested terms, 

What would avail my life? worthless e’en now, 
Since nought remains to me to make it dear: 
Wife, friends, relations, home, my lawful King, 
His faithful chiefs, my bleeding country, lost !”— 


Thus then the impatient traitor straight resumed. 
“Think on my words: though you the terms deny, 
Not yet I take your life: it is to me 
Needful awhile for other purposes. 

I must reserve you for awhile to live, 

In proof of my commission’s first success, 

To satisfy the Dane, and be the step 

To my own rise; the pledge by which I gain 
Your forfeit and confiscate dignities. 

Hence you must now be taken, safely bound, 
And kept awhile within a lofty tower 

In my own Windsor’s stately castle, there 

Held as my captive, and within my watch, 1397 
Till I have fully won the promised prize. 

You know already what sole chance remains 

Of future favour and protection deign’d. 
Confession of the intelligence I seek 

Opes yet a door to my considerate care : 

And should you, entering on a better league 
Than e’er you did in Alfred’s hopeless cause, 
Join with the royal Kenwulph and myself 

In hopes so lofty as I have disclosed, 

From misery such as overwhelms you now 

You too may rise to guard a surer throne, 
Raised by our toil from ruin and despair. 1409 
But if you still pursue a headstrong course, 

And the sole terms of favour idly scorm, 

(My primal object answer’d) only then 

Look for meet vengeance; whether from myself, 
Or the stern foe, whose power you vainly brave.” 


To whom then Somerset’s undaunted earl 
These bitter words of proud defiance threw. 


‘‘ Perfidious craven, ignominious spy, 
Darest thou then yet to deem thy heaviest threat 
Can shake my soul, or tempt from duty’s path ? 
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To thy base heart take back contempt and shame. 
Well do I know, unarm’d as thus I am, 

Thy sole assassin hand may reave my life, 

Or yield to torture of the cruel Dane. 

Either may mangling rive this aged trunk, 

But not thy power nor theirs can touch my spirit. 
That in the very act will scape and fly 

(So humbly it aspires to hope) where thine, 

Till it be penitent, can never come. 

I through an arduous and a troubled life 

Have in my country’s service to my best 

Still strove to act my duty’s little part. 1431 
Would it had more been deign’d or more avail’d ! 
My death o’ertakes me, unalarm’d: my name 
Will not, I hope, disgrace mine ancestry, 

But win, like them, my country’s love, while thou 
Shalt rush to thy confusion blindly on. 

The proffer'd gifts of the contriving foe 

(The gloss’d temptations that seduce thyself) 
Who aim their power to strengthen and confirm, 

I well believe, fit but for such as thee 

To hear, or take on so disloyal terms. 

But deem all won; my capture as the pledge. 
Thy gain from me, by such a mean, of all 1443 
Thou seek’st, my lands, possessions, dignities, 
And titles of my noble ancestry, 

(Alas! that ere they should be so profaned) 

Will but disgrace thyself: thou hast nor heart, 
Spirit, nor courage, faith, nobility, 

Benevolence, or dignity of soul, 

To do them right, or fit thee e’er to wear 

The glories due to valour and to worth ; 

Won by desert of my illustrious sires. [breasts 
Oh! heaven! I know, how much their generous 
W ould have disdain’d each base unworthy deed, 
Though vice had tempted them with proffer’d gifts 
Of gold and pearl in heaps, or earth’s whole orb, 
Had it been of one priceless ruby made. 

Thou canst not, with their jewell’d coronet, 

Take too their honour, and a people’s love. 
Honour befits alone the noble mind : 

To the base man ’tis splendid infamy.” 


He paused a moment, for almost he seem’d 
As choked with indignation at the thought. 
Then, ere he waited answer, thus again 
He pour’d the excited feelings of his soul. —1465 
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‘« But since, perhaps, my end is not far off, 1466 
Thine own I now divine: as if inspired, 
Methinks, with sudden prophecy, I see 
And here presage thy fall and punishment. 
Mark well my words: shrink not, nor taunt with 
Though to thy inexperience for awhile [mocks. 
Ambition’s bad career may seem full bright, 
The false and fleeting fire but leads thee on, 
Dazed, to destruction’s gulf, where laugh the fiends. 
Or nature’s frame and law err sole in thee, 
Holding exception from her constant course, 
Or sure thine end will be most miserable.— 1177 
When such thy time shall come, then shall thyself 
(If I err not) deem these injurious bonds, 
That thus disgrace and check these powerless arms, 
Bracelets of honour (a King’s gift) compared 
With ignominy such as shall be thine.— 
Yet still one favour e’en from thee 1 ask, 
And thus confined will beg it on my knee. 
Ere these loved scenes I quit, and part perhaps 
To certain death, whether by violence 
Or lingering pain, I know not, yet (be moved,) 
Grant me one last request: ’tis all I wish: 
That I once more,—alone, but not unwatch’d, 1489 
Not purposing escape; or if that hope 
Be not indulged, then, even with thyself,— - 
That I may once more see, ere we depart, 
Kenwulph, my former friend, and kin affined. 
My purpose is to warn him, and impart 
Some sad truths from my farewell dying voice. 
I seek not, no! that he should save my life, 
And rob thee thus of thy expected meed 
For the high merit of my person seized. 
No !—leagues with either, until each repent, 
I ne’er can make, and only seek to pour 
My warning, like a screech-owl’s augury, 1501 
Into his ears whom I may see no more.” — 


To him the incensed Hianfrid answer’d soon. 
‘¢ Dreaming old man! think’st thou me so bestraught, 
As yield thee such a dangerous desire ?— - 
That interview would mar my richest hopes. 
Content thyself.— Kenwulph no more thou seest; 
One interview with him has been thy last— 
And this thy capture must from him be hid. 
In my last visit of thyself he spoke, 
And will’d me to refrain the quest of thee. | 
But could I, at his bidding, think ye, stop 1612 


474 KING ALFRED. 


The tide of splendour which such capture yields ?— 
No more of this.— Parley no more I bear, 

Nor list the bold revilings of a slave.— 

Rodolph, and Urra, faithful followers, 

To you, with strictest caution, I commit 

Charge of this banish’d rebel fugitive, 

Knowing the penal price upon his head. 

That price be ours: and not alone for me, 

But you partake. Who shares my fortune, gains 
Alike a portion of my won rewards. 

Bear him away fast to our Windsor towers, 
There in a grated turret, all apart 1524 
From other prisoners, whom there ye know, 

Let him be held, till to the expecting Dane 

The proof be clear of our achieved prize, 

Whose doom’d captivity, or e’en his death 

(I care not which,) if nothing at our hands 

He will deserve, shall be the instrument 

Of glorious meeds, and lead, perhaps, to more.” 


So as he said, immediate at his hest 
All issue from the wood : in thickets tied, 
Upon a fleet and ready steed they bind 
The captive chief; then mounting each his own, 
They scour away, Hianfrid leading on. 1536 
Soon crossing Avon’s ancient ford, they meet 
In Stratford’s burgh collected (as devised,) 
The waiting retinue. Stops no delay, 
But without pause, its street they leave, and on 
Urge their swift journey toward Windsor’s towers. 
Diverging from the general track, to scape 
Remark or hindrance, from the Watling street 
They turn, and through more infrequented ways 
Passing through Oxford’s province, they incline 
By Woodstock’s palace old, and sylvan bowers ; 
Which left all unobserved, they quit the bounds 
Of Mercia, entering Wessex’ realm, and soon 1548 
The province fair of Berks; Hianfrid’s own, 
Gift of the Dane, with title of its earl, 
Since noble Edric, worthier chief, had died. 


Thus as they ride, Hianfrid much in front 
Holds on, alone, enrapt in brooding thought. 
For dreams of hope and visions of false pride 
Crowd on his fancy, and he sees arise 
As in succession to his ready grasp 
The prize of other chiefs like whom he brings ; 
Nor purposes to stop till he achieve 1558 
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Seizure of many another earl who yet 1559 
Disdainiog Danish sovereignty, is deem’d 

To aid in secret England’s fallen King. 

The neighbour province of subjected Wilts 

He hopes, by Aylwin’s equal fate, may swell 

His spread domains and his wide power extend, 
Gracing his titles with yet ampler name, 

Soon added to the dignity and wealth 

Of Somerset, the prize already won. 

Nor here shall rest high pomp and bound of gain, 
For fertile Hants and Vecta's beauteous isle 
Seem as his own in hated Edgar’s doom, 1570 
(If him too like good fortune can surprise) 

Known to be fled, and deem’d still near the King. 
Dorset, since Herbert's death, has scaped such 
But Devon yet obeys its former Lord, _[pledge. 
The haughty Oddune, who but (as he deems) 
Feigns a submission to the Danish yoke; 

Yet his roused rage the traitor dares not tempt. 
Cornwall too yields a hope, for Osmund still 
Friended the King, nor less his active son 

Was train’d to imitate the father’s steps, 

And both unheard of rest, since Alfred’s flight. 
Scope for ambition’s proudest dream seems thus 
Oped to the reach of ceaseless diligence, 1583 
And his big soul swells to achieve his thought. 
The means he recks not, so the end he gain; 

So much the gorgeous meed inflates him all. 
While these proud musings fill their leading lord, 
And leave his vassal train but to pursue, 

They, near the captive prize, at times confer 

In talk by secret snatches : chiefly one, 

Who in Hianfrid’s favour seem’d the prime 

And oftest near his person, Rodolph; he 

To Urra, next in place, remarks the mood 

That holds their master rapt in reverie, 1594 
Keeping him thus so silent and aloof. 
Nor only this : for journeying, Rodolph more 
(Beguiling thus fatigue and length of way) 
Unfolds his mind, and thus of Urra asks. 


‘‘ Hast thou not, Urra, like myself, observed 
Of late, how much absorb’d and rapt by day, 
By night how restless and disturb'd by dreams, 
How moody and with wayward fancies rack’d 
Capricious, sunk in gloom, then all elate, 
Like one bestraught, our lord has shewn himself ?— 
Oft in the dead of night his startling bell 1605 
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Has roused me from my bed, and to his chamber 
Call’d me to help him, scared as from his wits 

By visions that have haunted him in sleep. 

I see, his new-won rank, and lands, and power, 
Howe’er obtain’d, yield him not happiness, 

Nor make him (as we know,) more bounteous yet. 
He promises, indeed ; and we are held 

On promises: for yet no more we gain 

For all our journeyings, and laborious quest 

By day, by night, in cheerless distant ways, [ farms, 
Bleak heaths, damp moors, lone cots, and pelting 
Where’er he deems to find the lurking prize : 

E’er since the time when amid Devon’s vales 1618 
We found the shelter’d cottage, where ’twas thought 
The King lay hid, whose tenants yet remain 

Our prisoners; an earnest of more hope, 

Which since on us has thrown redoubled search. 
Our services, methinks, deserve rewards 

More than are given. I was the man, thou know’st, 
Who from the door of Windsor’s castle spurn’d 
At our lord’s hest (it went against my heart) 
Edric, its former lord, long lost before, 

But who, when our Hianfrid from the Dane 

Won these domains, appear’d, and sought his aid, 
In his own roof a shelter for his age. 1630 
The stern denial, as I after heard, 

Had broke the old man’s heart, and sure the deed 
E’en to this moment yields e’en me remorse, 

And seems to haunt me sleeping or awake. 

He was my first lord; had to me been kind: 

Yet I was bid to do it and but obey’d 

Command of him I served: be his the blame. 
Urra, I like not altogether this. 

But now for this new prize, with thy consent, 

We will insist to have our full reward, 

Our ample part; not promised, but assign’d.” 1641 


To whom then his companion answer’d soon. 
‘«< Rodolph, for me, I in a troubled life 
So much have seen of rapine in our land, 
Confusion, plunder, murder, tyranny, 
No peasant suffer’d to enjoy his own, 
Myself not seldom robb’d of all I had, 
That but to save and feed myself and babes 
(My wife, thou know’st, was by the ruthless Danes 
Hurried away and soon in grief consumed) 
Once meaning otherwise, I have been forced 
To place myself under some seeming wing 1652 
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Of shelter, to repair what I have lost : 1658 
And now from what I have endured and seen, 

So am I steel’d, I am become almost 

Reckless of any thing, of what I do, 

Or whatsoe’er befal.;—so I but gain. 

That now is all I look to, and will have, | 

Like others : for I cannot change the tide 

And current of events, but swim with these, 
Borne with the eddy on; else sunk and drown’d. 
But yet one’s heart and mind have not quite lost 
All sense and feeling of what’s right and just. 
Perhaps, there is such a distinction still ; 1664 
And we, though poor, can see it like the rest, 

At least in others, if not in ourselves. 

Then I too say, our new lord, to my thought 
Acts not, as should beseem a noble chief. 

He not rewards us as our merit claims; 

Though for his gain he spares not friend or foe. 
Why too still sneaks he to the enemy ? 

My heart is English yet though it be curst.— 
Nor otherwise can I admire the man. 

Witness the way, in which he keeps confined 

The old grey-headed cottager, his wife, 1675 
And beauteous daughter, who all scorn and hate 
The puff'd-up boaster, though he vainly seeks 

To win their favour, visiting at times 

Their cells amid the dungeon-tower and still 
Promises liberty and rich rewards,— 

To the fair too the honour of his love,— 

If they will but reveal the King’s retreat. 

The single hope to gain from them some clue 
Whence he may reap that rich discovery, 

(The proudest scope of his ambitious aim,) 
‘Preserves, I deem, their lives from his revenge, — 
For he is vengeful, where his pride is stung. 

Else I mistake if e’en their meekness, age, 1688 
And harmless innocence would from his ire 
Shield them, or stop from being offered up 

A sacrifice to the remorseless foe. 

Unless the peerless beauty of the maid 

Have not already e’en in his cold heart 

Woke other thoughts that would incline him more 
To keep her for himself, and still reserve 

In misery, to a more polluted doom.” 


To whom then Rodolph speedily replied. 
‘“‘ Aye, so, good Urra; thou hast well express’d 
E’en my own thoughts. Mark, if with this new prize 
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Whom seized and captive here we lead along, 
After the meed of Somerset is won, 

It will not prove alike, that but the hope 

To force from him more full discovery, 

Whether by tempting guile or fearful threats, 

Can save from doom’d destruction him we bring. 
Noticed you not, that our chafed lord himself 
Check’d not avowal, if the captive chief 

Complied not with the terms, (the guerdon gain’d,) 
Then either his captivity or death 

(He cared not which) should answer due revenge. 
I say, I like not this, and not admire. 1711 
Though I no more than thou will change my lot, 
But will obey him to a large extent 

For many a cause, already full-resolved, 
Methinks, we seem not so far gone as he. 

Nor would I wish it, marking what I see, 

And knowing what I know of this new lord, 

The private shudderings of his burden’d mind, 

His days’ abstraction and his nights’ unrest, | 

His conscience gender’d terror, brooding thoughts 
Of guiltiness, that e’en have shook my mind, 

And made me tremble while I stay’d with him. 
Urra, methinks, nay, from my note am sure, 1728 
That all’s not right in him about the heart. 
Dissatisfaction preys there, nor alone 

His wrong corrodes himself and his own peace, 
But it speaks too in our rewards withheld.” 


So talk’d the vassals on their journey’s way, 
And now drew near to Windsor’s stately towers, 
Seen in the horizon through the evening air. 
Hianfrid waits their coming, and directs 
The doom’d disposal of the captive prize. 

While the good Rayner offers no request 1788 
Nor shewn resistance ; but such doom receives 

In silence, gravely stern, that smote with awe. 
The treasonous captor to his followers adds 
Especial charge to lodge their prisoner 

Apart, confined within a several tower, 

Awhile at least, till other change be will’d, 

So that he may not, or by sight or word, 

Ever most slight communication hold 

With the other captives, now in Windsor’s fort. 
This bid for divers weighty reasons, press’d 

In his own bosom, which at fitter time 

Hianfrid tells, perhaps he may reveal. 

But chiefly thus he wills it (so he says) 1746 
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~ Lest the proud insults, rude and unrestrain’d, 1747 
Of this old man may hurt him in the esteem 
Of some, now captive there, and thus prevent 
Their gradual favour, from whose lips he deems 
E’en yet to win discovery of the King ; 
Which this old dotard’s check would sure prevent, 
Marring whatever hopes he there may form. 


The vassals with obedient duty bow: 
When Urra ventures humbly to remind 
His master of the expected due rewards 
Long promised, which he hopes at last will be 
Fully made good, as zealous service claims. 
To whom his lord; ‘‘ Be faithful in this charge, 
And more than ample meeds shall be your own, 
Passing my promise, or your richest hopes. 
To-morrow, with the morning’s earliest dawn, 
I purpose journeying to the Danish camp 1768 
There to make known our capture, to receive 
The wealth and honours pledged to such a prize, 
And know the victor’s pleasure on his doom. 
But of the treasures won, either by this, 
Or other seizure of like outlaw’d strays 
Whom yet we hope to win, be sure, yourselves 
Shall own with me no mean or worthless share, 
Fitting your merits, or myself to give.” 


So said, thro’ Windsor’s forest glades they wend, 
And sylvan depths, embower’d by ancient oaks, 
Mingling abroad their hoar and mossy boughs, 
Through shadowy dells, by ruin’d hovels lone, 
Where the furr’d keeper has in opening lawnds 
Track’d to their harbour’d lair the slotted deer, 
And stain’d their haunches with his sounding bow. 
Soon entering Windsor’s kingly-rising towers, 
Whose sentinels expect the suivant train, 1780 
Their new lord’s hest is done; his stern command, 
However hard, to every point obey’d. 

Then by their deputy the castle-keys 

To Rodolph, as their warder, are resign’d. 

And now the noble chieftain, who so late 

In princely Somerset could boast to rule 

So many stately castles of his own, 

Due heritage from his illustrious sires, 

By each held ever ’gainst his country’s foes, 

Is for his generous loyalty and faith 

Thus in a secret lonely keep immured 

By a bad traitor in his ill-woa home. 1798 
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But though the hero’s virtue for awhile 1798 
Suffer distress for ends inscrutable, 

Yet undismay’d, so sunk, he feels himself 

In soul the base oppressor far above, 

And would not even thus conditions change, 

Nor his clear conscience’ proud serenity 

Barter for all his injurer’s guilty pomp. 


The care of noble Rayner thus disposed, 
Puff’'d with vain fancy of his rising state, 
The bad usurper of these princely halls 
Soon visits, shut within a lonely tower, 1808 
The other captive victims of his quest, 
Old Denulph, and his spouse, and her, their fair 
Imagined daughter. His intent was fraught 
With hope e’en yet from these by dint of fear 
And such duress, or from the beauteous maid 
Even by softer and more specious gloze, 
To win the secret of the King’s retreat, 
Which at their cottage, hid in Devon’s vales, 
Their firmness had to his strict search denied. 
Yet, after past attempts, vain now he deems 
The hope by threats or prayers from wearied age, 
Obdurate, frozen in dull apathy, 1815 
To glean, or force, aught of confession more, 
But from the young and timid virgin yet, 
He deems, some means will gain his wish at last: 
The mind of one so tender flexible 
He hopes to bend to his persistive thoughts, 
And, to say all, her beauty, in the heart 
Even of one so selfishly possess’d, 
Had other hopes infused, that harbour’d there. 
For though he had not doom’d, nor ever meant 
To pledge his hand in wedlock’s bond to her 
(Such low alliance he had surely scorn’d) 
Yet much he long’d to win her favouring love, 1827 
And revel in that beauty unrestrain’d. 
Vain wish! he knew not what superior thoughts 
Glow’d in that bosom, noble as ’twas fair, 
Nor what fond passion for a worthier mate 
Made his base-offer’d love seem poor indeed. 


Entering his prisoners’ secluded cell, 
Scarcely old Denulph, or his sickly spouse,. 
Draws his regard, for that alone is bent 
On the young maid who bears them company, 
And to their little wants and wearied grief 
Ministers gently in this last distress. 1888 
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A ray of light that through the grated cell 1839 
Fell on her face, shew’d it more pale than wont, 
Yet with a look of patience, as resign’d 

As on some sculptured alabaster tomb 

A heavenly hovering angel from the cloud 

Leans over dying goodness’ imaged form. 


No slight obeisance paid, nor soft excuse 
For his intrusion offer’d, the proud lord 
Addresses thus the captive family. 


“ Again I visit you, attending still 1848 
Your favour; still your friendship, and your aid, 
Beseeching, where indeed I might command. 

I, who have won at last these princely towers, 
Their lord, submissively the friendship ask 

Of my own prisoners, and indeed of one 

Sue unremitting for a sweeter boon,— 

When I might even force,—but suppliant thus 

I beg her love, and patient persevere. 

A noble asks it of a cottager. 

Will you then, I intreat you, yet consent 

To tell me of the lurking King’s retreat, 

And thus assist my purpose to achieve 1860 
Further projected greatness; winning thus 

Me ever for your friend, protector, lover ? 

For one shall be admitted to the love 

Of Windsor’s lord, and share his heart and power. 
Or will you still be sullen, pule, and pine, 

And make myself your enemy, which fain 

I would not be.—Bethink :—be wise and kind.””— 


To whom then aged Denulph soon replied. 
‘‘ Press us no more, we pray: torment us not; 
We cannot join you, nor our truth betray. 
Leave us to suffer here in misery ; 1871 
While from our keepers, kinder than yourself, 
(For they distress us not with vaunting mocks) 
We may receive our portion’d daily food, 
And here in sickly grief may waste, and die. 
Yet honest, after all: though poor, and lost, 
Comforted yet by conscience; fondly true 
To our loved King, our ruin’d country, still, 
Which you, alas! mid all your power seem not.” 


The conscious traitor, turning then aside 

As if abash’d, and stung with deep rebuke 

To be so taught by humble cottagers 1882 
VOL. I. 11 
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So far beneath the rank to which he soar’d, _—1883 
To lovely Emma thus his voice address’d. 


‘‘ Methought, indeed, that the possessor rich 
Of state and honour such as Windsor’s halls 
And spread domains afford, might well have won 
Your awe, your reverence, and your love besought ; 
And that his condescension so to raise 
To his regard and honour of his love 
Poor cottagers and friendless prisoners, 
Would surely, long ere this, somewhat have sway’d 
Minds born as yours. But if such lofty claim 1893 
Be not sufficient to attract your thoughts, 
Know, that yet further honours wait me now. 
Which soon with a new coronet will deck 
‘These brows, already with adornments thick, 
Waiting but for the Dane to ratify 
His pledge: for the condition’d prize is won. 
The means already own my fortuned hand. 
Somerset’s castles, and rich lands, and name 
Of its high earl, form other added rays 
To gild my havings with more splendid grace. 
And such new power, meseems, must recommend 
And give me title to your favouring love. 1905 
For noble Rayner, Somerset’s proud chief, 
On my late journey into Warwick’s plains 
By me was ta’en, and on the appointed terms 
Of my own rise to all his dignities, 
(Pledged of his capture as the vow’d reward) 
Is now safe lodged in these commanding towers. 
To-morrow to the Dane my journey bends, 
Then to obtain affirmal of the vow, 
And be myself in Rayner’s state install'd.” 


The beauteous Emma, ere his speech he closed, 
Started, as in amaze, while he in turn 1916 
Gazes upon her with attracted look. 

Then sudden thus she speaks: ‘‘ What do I hear? 
The noble Rayner, said you, chief renown’d 

Of princely Somerset, of late by you 

Ta’en captive, and now lodged in Windsor towers? 
His lands, power, title, farfeited to you?” 


Caught by which words, the boaster swift returns: 
‘Tis true: I said it.—Ha!—the splendid news 
Moves you with admiration and surprise, 

And works, I hope, e’en to my fondest wish: 
Since I perceive, that in the eyes of her 1927 
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Whom most I hope to win, I now appear 1928 
Greater than when but lord of Windsor’s towers.” 


Suddenly she exclaims: ‘“‘ Mysterious heaven ! 
W hattidings strange are these?—Can such things be? 
Live I to witness then events like these ?” 


To whom Hianfrid, pleased: ‘‘”Tis so indeed : 
Seem I not grander grown in your esteem, 
My power, my wealth, my rank exalted thus ? 
This moves you then more highly to conceive 
Of me, bespeaking favour for the rest.” 1937 


Instant she adds: ‘“‘ Ah! no! trouble me not: 
I thought not aught of that. Pray you, forbear.” 


He asks: ‘Of what then thought you?—know you 
Of exiled Rayner, which thus wakes surprise [aught 
And this emotion in your flutter’d mien ?” 


When to the startling question she her spirits 
Composed awhile, she adds, confused, alarm’d. 


‘‘T had a female friend who knew him once : 
One who indeed almost with filial love 1946 
And duty tender’d him ; for him she deem’d 
Of every noble quality possess’d, 

For every graceful virtue eminent. 

Say, and oh! tell me truly, heard you him 
Mention, or in your journey did you learn 

Aught of the fair Felicia, daughter loved 

Of Warwick’s earl? and what is now her doom?” 


To whom Hianfrid: ‘‘ Ha!—I find you know 
Also of Rayner’s kin—For as it seems, 
The fair Felicia, of whom you enquire, 1956 
Was Rayner’s niece. That too myself have learnt, 
But not from him. From other source I hear, 
She is a wanderer now, unseen of late 
In Warwick’s plains, but roaming all abroad 
With her poor sire, like other English chiefs, 
All fallen, wreck’d, and sunk in lost despair 
In Alfred’s hopeless cause, outcasts alike.” 


So as he spoke, the lovely Emma’s face 
Was dew’d with tears: her marble arm she raised, 
And on her clear transparent fingers lean’d 
Her polish’d brow: her soft, vermilion lips —_1967 
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Quiver’d, and every gesture plain reveal’d 1968 
The grieved emotion of her labouring heart. 

Such then she seem’d, as when the puainter’s hand 
With magic touch upon the canvas shews 
Cyanean Ceres, while her forehead, gemm’d 

With golden light, she bends, and weeping seeks 
Her vanish’d daughter o’er the darken’d world : 
Or when the raptured chisel on the sight 

From out the breathing marble bids arise 

Beauty, deploring o’er a sister’s urn. 

Such fell her tears, as on some vernal morn, [nests, 
When spring the waked birds from their dawn-peep'd 
The crystal dews, from budding hawthorns dropp’d, 
Roll o’er the blushes of the wild-wood rose. 
Such grace escaped not her proud captor’s eye. 
Her mien, attractive more than wont, he mark’d, 
And thus intrudes: ‘* Knew you Felicia then ?— 
That at the mention of her thus you weep.” 


Then Emma thus: ‘I had a friend who did; 
And cannot now myself through sympathy, 
Refrain from tears, to think what poignant grief 
Must rend her bosom at Felicia’s fate. 

For in time past myself have tended both, 1990 
E’en with such love as I would yield myself.” 


Towhom Berks’ lord: ‘ Kindheart! yet weep no 
Gone, lost she is, while Rayner’s self is here, [more. 
And I am destined to possess ere long 
All his proud tenures, riches, dignities : 

A glory, which it seems, advances me 

In your good will; and must, I hope, ere long 
Induce you, finding me grown worthier thus 

Of your observance,—(may I add?) your love, 
To aid my summ’d hope to its loftiest pitch, 
Which only by disclosure may be won 2001 
Of that hush’d secret, where yet hides the King ; 
Where other English chiefs, alike proscribed, [own. 
Whom seized, their wealth were pledged to be my 
For deem not, that with Rayner’s capture stops 
My proud ambition and aspiring hope. 

Superior greatness hovers yet in view. 

Know, that with Kenwulph, tributary King 

O’er Mercia, I have lately form’d a league 

With all my strict endeavours to detect 

The lurking Alfred, outlaw’d and proclaim’d, 

His Queen, (if yet she lives) and princely brood, 
And these delivering to the grateful Danes, 2013 
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To be joint Kings ourselves, for our reward; 2014 
Then gradual win dominion over all.” 


So as he said, when one mysterious name 
She heard pronounced and with so treasonous acts 
Connected, as with sudden faintness seized 
The lovely maid sank back, all-pale, o’erpower'd. 
He mark’d such act, but when her fluttering breast 
Somewhat its soft composure had regain’d, 
While flushing crimson mantled o’er ber cheeks, 
He to her ear averse his suit renew’d. 2028 


“ Thiak, what a glory then ’twill be to you, 
Once only a poor cottage maid, to be 
Raised to the station of a favourite 
E’en of a King, still to be near a throne; 
To gaze on never-frowning brows impaled 
With roundure of a golden diadem ; 
Repose beside a sceptre, and command 
Riches, delights, and service at your beck. 
In cloth of gold with pearl and diamonds hung, 
Or glittering tissue varied at your will, 
Attended by a virgin train, attired 
In robes of silver, sparkling as they step, 2035 
Along our Windsor’s gorgeous galleries 
Yourself shall walk, superior to them all; 
Or sit in state amid our pennon’d halls 
Hung all around with sumptuous tapestry, 
Under a gold-bright canopy high-raised, 
Yourself beyond all other sight admired, 
The glory of the court, which to be deem’d 
Has ever been the boast of womankind. 
Amid such splendour then your look will shine, 
Likest Aurora, when with golden hand 
She breaks the obedient portals of the morn, 
And compass’d all around with glancing beams 2047 
Shames by her aspect night's retiring stars. 
Yet oh! how sweeter than the morn’s will be 
Your face divine, whene’er it deigns to smile. 
Oh! heaven! methinks, mid that bright galaxy 
That shall adorn the region of our court, 
Fairer than that which zones the evening sky, 
My peerless love will rise, as doth the moon, 
Scaling with majesty the ethereal vault. 
Oh! how could nature in a cottage hide 
Beauty, so rare, made for the world’s delight, 
Fit only to be seen, admired, and famed, 
In place of high resort, and royal state ? 2059 
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Well may I wonder such a matchless rose[spring, 
Should grow, where only hedge-row flowers should 
Wasting its damask sweetness in the shade ! 
Could ever angel-looks like these be doom’d 

To beam alone upon some clownish boor ? 

Or shall the grasp of the rapacious Dane 

Seize on so rich a prize, and wound these charms? 
Forbid it, shame, love, duty, every thought ! 
Ah!—no—I sure may fondly hope and deem 
Such treasure, and such charms, reserved for me, 
Their blest deliverer, and preserver still! 

Whose highest pride ‘twill be, still to exalt 2071 
Wealth rare as this, to splendour but its due. 

Nor, sweetest fair, if you will deign to grant 
Your willing love, and your adorer’s hopes 

Aid by revealing the lost King’s retreat, 

Shall such advancement sole await yourself ; 

But these your cottage-parents shall partake 
Alike my favour, and conceded meeds ; 

No prison, but a place of honour, fit 

For those, so nearly to my love allied. 

Ah! then relent: be not so wilful-fond 

As to reject my offer'd service now.— 

Shall it be said a King can sue in vain?” 2083 


Soon as she all had heard, while by degrees 
Emotion scarce subsided, lifting slow 
Her changing countenance, when faltering breath 
Could yield her utterance, thus she lowly spake. 


‘“‘Ohb! gracious heaven! what more am I to hear ! 
Tidingse’en yet more strange, which with their sound 
Bewilder me, and as of sense bereave. 

Mercia’s ill-fated King so leagued and link’d 

In such dread union, to so fatal end! 

To what will all this lead? what destiny, 2093 
Inscrutable as yet, does Providence, 

O’erruling all for good, design by this ? 

How do I tremble! what wild shudderings shake, 
As to dissolve, my palsied-seeming limbs, 

That thus deny their office !— Mercy, heaven !— 
Spare me awhile. — Let me my flutter’d spirits 
Recal.—Oh ! shed some ray of pity down, 
And breathe some comfort to my troubled soul— 
Else will this agitation sure betray, 

And straight induce worse ruin on us all. 

Yet oh! what sorrow, love, and duty still , 

Must on that name attend !—Stay—sir—my lord! 
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My wilder’d soul has murmur’d to itself 2106 
I know not what.— Mind not, o’erlook, forgive 
This sudden wandering and flurried mien. 

But I beseech you, tell me ;—for your words~ 
Wrap me in anxious eagerness to know— 
Mention’d you not Mercia’s deputed King? 

You said, you saw him late.—Lives he in health ? 
And how in mind, happy or melancholy ?— 

How fares he now ?—Oh! say—for with desire 

I seem to pine, and long indeed to hear.” 


Then Berks’ usurping chief: ‘‘ This is most 
A cottager such interest to feel [strange ! 
For one, a stranger, in so different rank ! 
What!—knew you then of Kenwulph, Mercia’s © 

[King ?” 

Then thus she answers: ‘‘ By report I do— 
Do I not, father ?—Once I knew him well 
From her who knew Felicia. And I know 
That both those maids, in friendship close allied, 
Thought of him kindly, and as one who, then 
At least was worthy of their dearest love. 

Oh! tell me of him all you know, if aught 
You seek to ease my sorrow or relieve.” 2127 


Struck by which words, Hianfrid-soon return‘d. 
‘< Now, by mine honour, this might wonder move ! 
Regard so kind express’d and thus retain’d 
For Kenwulph’s sake, by one of state so low ! 
Scarce deem’d I, such affection could have dwelt 
In breast, so lowly born. It gives you claim 
More to my love. Would yours were fix’d on me ! 
Since then you needs would know, I can inform 
My fair enquirer, he in health is well.” 2136 


Fondly she then rejoins: ‘ In spirits too ?”’— 
To whom Hianfrid: ‘‘ No: that deem I not. 
For he laments with unabated grief 
Wrongs he has suffer’d from the cruel Dane; 
His bonour’d consort’s fate, his daughter’s loss, 
And still himself reproaches as the cause. 

He mourns his forced submission to the Danes, 
Whom much he hates, but still we both agree 
To join in serving them awhile ; to find 

Alfred, the vanquish’d King, outlaw’d, proclaim’d 
With price upon his head, and yield him up, 

As means of our own rise, to the pledged foe, 
Who vows for this honours and proud rewards. 
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And why ?—none other hope we see remain, 2150 
Nor can devise. No other means are left, 

That can a ray or glimpse of safety yield. 

All else is lost and sunk in dark despair, 

At feet of an imperious conqueror, 

Who with a rod of iron sways the land, 

With tyranny, which Kenwulph deeply plains 
And mourns he ever must of such be part.” 


Which heard, the beauteous virgin, in whose looks 
Her various feelings strove, in tone subdued 
Thus gently murmur’d to herself aside. 2160 


‘‘Oh! chequer’d news of joy and grief at once! 
Tissue of mingled colours, such as seem 
Now interwoven with my thread of life. 
Oh! ill-timed union of discordant sounds, 
That thus with my own heart-strings seem to blend, 
Like the shrill tunes of an ill-fretted lute ! 
Tale, like some moving fable in a book, 
Studied mid shadows of a summer-bower, 
That charms the soul with pleasure -giving pain. 
E’en as in spring, while one admires the bloom 
Gracing the garden by some cottage-side, 2171 
Tis snapt on sudden by an icy shower.— 
How does the thought—that Kenwulph still survives, 
Is yet in health, with tender memory thinks 
On those he loved, and hates his country’s foes,— 
Rejoice the heart, and feelings past recal. 
These sure endear him to an English breast, 
That spares the fallen, and still to pardon joys. 
Yet oh! the iotrusive recollection then, 
That he must still live on in sunk despair ; 
That not a ray of bope or comfort seems 
To break upon him through thick clouds of woe, 
Destruction and confusion gathering round; 2183 
That still (seduced, I deem, by others’ wiles,) 
Again he forms treason’s ambitious leagues 
E’en to the ruin of his lawful King ; — 
This brings all back to hopeless misery, 
To poignant agony, that still must brood 
And overhang the doom of him and his. 
Oh! treachery! what is then thy fated curse ! 
Thou canst uot check, nor rein, thy prone career, 
But when once turn’d the fatal precipice, 
All else is fall: no stop, no power, can save. 
Helpless thou sink’st, like fabled Phaeton, 
Till dark destruction’s yawning gulf receive 2195 
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And hide the victim in its mute abysm, 2196 
From whence, like Hades, there is no return. 

*Tis this ip ruip has involved us all, 

For which too our poor country suffering mourns.” — 


She said, and seem’d as lost in pensive thought. 
To whom Hianfrid then: ‘ For Kenwulph’s state 
You seem to sympathize with deep concern. 

But so it is. Yet thence a hope survives, 

We think none other, that from our ascent 
Perhaps ere long the hoped deliverance springs, 
While we, as Kings together, rule the land. 2206 
A destiny, which uncontrolled fate 

Surely intends, to which we each were born. 

But not while Alfred lives: ‘tis our first care 

Him to discover, as the needful step 

To our advancement; as the opening door 

To destiny, and fate’s accomplishment. 

My elevation is, you see, in that 

Alone involved, my glory thus enlarged, 

And with my rise alike proceeds your own. 

All equally to your advantage tends. 

First fate demands, that through your humble means, 
The informing voice of obscure cottagers, 2218 
We learn, where lurks so long the fallen King. 
That sole disclosure is to me the price 

Of Wessex’ crown, and will myself exalt 

Soon to be Kenwulpb’s equal, thus aspiring 

To reach his great example, or excel. 

Grant me your favour then, your due regard, 
Respect, and love. With prospects such in view, 
Oblige me now at last. Reveal, I pray, 

Where shall I first direct my anxious quest. 

Soon in the province wide of Somerset, 

(Where, or in Devon’s borders, I suspect, 2229 
Harbours, conceal’d, the King, and thence at times 
Disturbs the country) I shall straight obtain 
Possession of the castles and domains, 

Late princely Rayner’s; and while ruling there, 

I can that ample country range at will. 

Say, then, in what lone cell, or shelter’d cot, 

Or dreary fastness in these wild precincts, 

Hide the lost King and furtive followers. 

Give me alone the clue, and I will soon 

Rouse him from out his lair; when full success, 
Triumph, and revelling, shall crown the prize.— 
Yet ah! one apprehension is there yet 

Left me to dread? (which I should scarce havedeem'd) 
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That I must fear him e’en my rival too? 2243 
What meant that love-confession I o’erheard 
Utter’d unthought within the leafy bower, 

When late I roam’d in Devon’s cottaged vale? 
What heard I named of prince ?—his princely heart ? 
He, or some noble chief who there had hid, 

Had smit with deep respect, if not with love, 
Your young affection, and unpractised thought. 
Yet oh! forget that dream, baseless, and vain ; 
For lost is all his power, all means, all hope.” 


So as he utter’d, while her languid eyes 2253 
Seem fix’d in reverie upon the ground, 
And o’er her face suffusing blushes flew, 
Thus, pain’d and as indignant, she return’d. 


‘‘ No more of this, I pray you. With requests 
_ Why will you thus insult me? Deem not e’er 

T can accord to you regard or love, 

Respect or favour, or such aims assist. 

Designs so bad express’d but wake the more 
Surprise, and indignation, and alarm, 

And sink you only, while you deem to rise. 

All the possessions won, of which you speak, 2264 
By means so base acquired, but render you 
Viler, and odious more to honest hearts. 

Think ye then, I could be by means so bad 

And worthless tempted to betray the King, 

If even his retreat I knew ?—But that 

Indeed I know not. Then forbear your suit; 
And leave us here in peace, howe’er forlorn; 

To ruminate on what ourselves perceive, 

And, while you spare our lives, we yet may see.— 
Yet one request, e’en from yourself, I ask, 

The first I e’er preferr'd ;—however strange 

Such may to you appear—that you will yield 2276 
Permission for myself alone to see, 

For a few moments only though assign’d, 

The noble Rayner in his prison-tower. 

This, waked by sympathy, I beg: my thought 

Is o’er his sorrows for awhile to shed 

Regard, compassion, and a duteous tear.” 


At which her words, as moved with new surprise, 
Nor less incensed, Berks’ haughty lord replied. 


‘‘ No!—TI the strange-preferr’d request deny.— 
For to what end ?— Why in your breast can rise 


BOOK XVI. 491 


Such curiosity ?—Is it design’d 2287 
Him to infect too with like sentiments 

And obstinacy ?— Ah! believe it not. 

For soon from him, perhaps, (if not from you,) 

By kindness shewn, or else the ponder’d fear 

Of my wreak’d vengeance, I may hope to win 

The mighty secret.—And know too, yourselves, 
If ye will not consent in time, but all 

My proffer’d friendship, favour, love, contemn, 
What else, bethink ye, can ye look at last 

Such wilfulness perverse will overtake, 

But my disfavour and assured revenge’?— = 2298 
Which yet, I hope, more prudence may avert.” 


Then, after pause, old Denulph, at such threats 
Not (as it seem’d) dismay’d, thus interdicts. 


*‘ Cease to disturb her gentle spirit, or ours. 
Solicit us no more.— We know to bear. 
Habitual use will every day intre 
Us more to suffer, till what seem’d at first 
A pain and fearful, will ere long become 
Easy and light, and all you can inflict 
Less terrible and less distressing far 2308 
Than the dire thought would be, that we had e’er 
To treason’s hand betray’d our lawful King, 
And so, beset with guilty minds, to die!” 


At which bold words Hianfrid, swoln with ire, 
Sudden replies. ‘Old dotard! now I see 
"Tis thou that hardenest her. And henceforth thou 
Shalt in a prison’d tower be kept alone 
And separate. She shall be tended well 
And kindly treated; by herself detain’d ; 
But harshly thou, and with severity. 
Thus solitary I will strive to win 2319 
Her kindness and her love. If in meet time 
She not consent, my vengeance too on her ! 
But let her then remember that my power 
Can force, what I.would fain should be her gift.” 


Hearing which stern and fearful words express d, 
The lovely virgin in extreme distress 
Defends her seeming sire, and thus exclaims. 


‘¢Oh! speak not thus: charge not on him the fault. 


Tt is not he: ’tis my own heart alone 
Directs my thoughts, my actions, and my words, 2329 
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And has impell’d me to whate’er offends.” 2330 


So as she said, she on old Denulph turn’d 
A sudden look, and with awaked regard 
Flew toward him, fondly leaning on his neck : 
Then when her heaving heart allow’d, thus spoke. 


‘‘ Fear not, dear father! thou shalt ne’er from me 
Be torn. Thine innocence [ will protect. 
No! let his rage and vengeance on myself 
Heap grief on grief, so near thee I may stay.— 
Hark! proud and cruel traitor, hear me now 
Take all upon myself, while I pour forth 2340 
My’ heart, my full and genuine soul to thee. 
Deem not that all thyself canst say, or do, 
Can tempt my soul, or hire me to thy love. 
Vain all thy proffer’'d pomp, thy tinsel state, 
Thy hollow splendour, thy purloin’d demesnes, 
Tll-tended glory, thy perverted power, 
Thy boasted riches,—should they e’en outsum 
The wealth of England’s realm, were all its rocks 
Of chrysolite, and every sand a pearl.” 


She said, and on him bent a look of scorn: 2350 
Then sudden urged to other thoughts, resumed. 


‘N orshall mean fear, more than bad-founded hope, 
E’er sway my heart, dauntless, while innocent. 
No! sooner than betray the noble King, 

I shudder not at thy assassin-sword, 

But mock its dastard glare. No!—strangling cords, 
Poisons, or lingering death by torture, racks, 
Worse than e’er cruel malice could invent, 

Lose their stripp’d terrors. Patient I can bear 
And deem them pleasure, rather than to thee 

Bow my fix’d will, and serve thy base designs. 2361 
Oh! rather turn me as an outcast forth 

To pine amid yon lonely forest-glooms, 

In hunger, want, bared by the whistling winds, 
By the gaunt wolf startled at every step, 

Or the wild-ranging and sharp-tusked boar ; 

Or dash me from thy Windsor’s loftiest tower, 
Headlong, to perish on the blood-sprent earth, 

Or plunge me in its deepest dungeon cell, 

Where amid darkness and flesh-chilling damps, 
Foul-spotted toads and gliding adders crawl, — 
Ere at thy bidding I will yield to share 

Detested crime, treason, polluted shame, 2373 
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Though call’d to live in honour’s mockery, 2874 
In specious trappings of a worthless throne, 

With canker'd conscience and guilt-haunted mind.— 
Oh! it offends and shocks my inmost soul, 

Pain’d almost, as meseems, with deathy pangs, 
That thus insulting thou shouldst dare assail 

And tempt my spotless truth and purity.— 

Take my defiance. Virtue yet supports 

And as from heaven emboldens me to scorn 

Thee and thy pomp alike, thy lures, thy threats. 
My heart upbraids me to have heard so much 

Of thy bad wiles and aims, but here compell’d 238s 
I could not flee.—For life, for liberty, 

For some low home, shut from the intruding world, 
However poor, yet true and inpocent,— 

For this aged, harmless, unoffending pair, 

And for myself with them, e’en yet I beg: 

My sole boon now: but if it be denied, 

Here we can summon fortitude to die.” 


Atsuch her words, old Denulph’s trembling spouse 
Seized with unwont alarm, could not refrain 
Distressful cries: she shrieks, and to her aid 
Calls with uplifted hands the attentive fair, 2396 
Whom fondly she embraces, and while tears 
Gush o’er her wither’d cheeks, thus faltering says. 


‘‘Oh! Emma, darling hope, forbear, forbear ! 
Lovely as good, sweet child, I see alike 
The danger of us all. But at thy words 
Myself am terrified. ‘Trembling I feel 
Ready to sink into my sudden grave. 
Thou shalt not leave us, nor unseen provoke 
The fury, or the guilt, of this base man.— 
Hold, sir—if you presume to bear the name 
Of man, much more of chief, or hoped-for King, 2407 
Act then at least a manly part. Disdain 
One to insult, a captive in your power, 
And more, a woman, friendless, beauteous, young. 
You had yourself a mother once: learn then 
Her sex to reverence, who surely joy’d 
To nurse and rear you to far better deeds. 
Designs and acts so base were not by her 
Lesson’d to you, but in a bad world caught, 
Sprung of your own uncurb’d and wilful mind.— 
See you not now our agony !—For shame ! 
Leave us, and come no more to fright and wound, 
But to relieve and save us. As youmay, 2419 
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Spare us, release us; in some humble cot 2420 
Let us live harmlessly, as we were wont, 

While we must breathe on earth.—’T will not belong, 
To me at least, nor to this loved old man. 

Divide us not; together while we live, 

(Oh! on my knees I beg,) let us remain, 

With this dear maid, our only comfort now.” 


Then to his spouse the good old peasant stretch’d, 
Affected tenderly, his faithful hand ; 
And tears, mute-streaming from her wrinkled cheek, 
Kiss’d, as they fell; pleased by her constant love. 
Silent he paused awhile, for feelings kind 2431 
- O’erpower’d his sad and long-experienced heart, 
That check’d his speech, less fondly eloquent. 
Till the aged swain these words, consoling, spoke. 


‘* Some gracious end heaven has by this in view, 
Some better hope; though to weak mortal sense 
All undiscern'd. Then with due piety 
Let us in humble resignation wait. 

My bosom seems e’en yet inspired with hope. 

But come the worst, death has for innocence 

A bright reward, that makes earth’s woes a dream. 
For he, not ugly then, nor terrible, 2442 
(Falsely so thought,) bears in his hand a key 
Whose charge it is to ope heaven’s golden gates, 
And lead to visions of immortal joy.” 


So as he said, in solemn reverence 
The gentle maid upon the good old man 
Attracted lean’d, and fondly o’er his neck 
Hung her fair face. Though tenderly she wept, 
(While the moved peasant fain her heart composed) 
She check’d her tears, and quell’d each rising sigh, 
And gradual strove her drooping head to raise. 
Such her bewitching beauty then might seem, 
As bends the fading lily, when at eve 
Rains, or too heavy dew-drops o’er it fall, 
By moon-beams kiss’d thro’ night, till the fresh sun 
Gild its transparent leaves, and once again 
Lift with new vigour the declining flower, 
To smile with added beauty on the day, 
And breathe rich odours through the morning air. 


Hianfrid saw her, and still unrebuked, 
With so much native loveliness o’ercome, 
More only his unhallow’d passion grew. 2463 
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But yet no generous virtue he intends ; 2464 
That was beyond his thought: yet much he wish’d 
To save the maid, and vanity persuades, 
Hereafter he may better favour win. 

If not, more guilty thoughts arise, that prompt 
His wicked purpose at some future time 

To force that beauty, which his utmost art 

Vainly now seeks to tempt or to subdue. 

Thus then the traitor, deeply stung to mark 

His arrogant pretensions justly prized, 

Incensed and disappointed to perceive 

They fail’d to gain him love, abruptly said. 2475 


‘*T leave you then at present, hoping still 
Better reflection soon will work a charfge. 
Fain would I spare you all, and favour too; 
And most this matchless fair, forgetting all 
Her pettish scorn and maiden peevishness. 
Beauty, distress'd as hers, moves me indeed. 
Nor doubt I yet she will in time relent, 
And yield me love. But since the family 
Seem so united as I witness now, 
Remain together. I might lose her else. 
Yet such perverseness (were this maid away) 21386 
Would surely, long ere this, have tempted me 
To bear no longer insolence like yours, 
And contradiction of my generous will. 
A just revenge had surely else ere now 
Fallen on your heads, and punish’d, as was fit, 
The rude scorn of presumptuous cottagers, 
Thus daring to oppose me and offend. 
For this old man and his poor tottering spouse 
Had but provoked disdain and hate; but now 
For the fair daughter’s sake, who thus to both 
Seems loving as beloved, I spare you all, 2497 
In hope more wisdom, better thought, will soon 
Yield me a grateful and more fit return.”’ 


So as he said, indignantly he turn’d, 
And left the cell : baffled, incensed, and stern, 
To his own inner chamber he retires. 


Meanwhile the wretched captives quitted thus, 
Nor longer by his hateful presence pain’d, 
Strong in their conscious innocence and truth, 
Mid perils and distress so imminent 
Feel by degrees their minds composed and calm. 
A secret strength and fortitude sustains 2508 
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Each heart, as if from heaven infused, that still 
Protects the virtuous and the right defends. 

Drew on the enfolding shades of night. While these 
On their straw-pallets sink to hush’d repose, 

E’en o’er the wild gloom of the prison‘d cell, 
Mindful of such their sufferings, guardian spirits 
Might seem to breathe around an influence sweet, 
Till terror vanish’d, and upon their rest 

Floated but happy images and dreams 

That lull’d the soul in pleasing quietude, 
Reminding of the former cottage-peace, 

Its wont serenity and pious hope. 2520 


But not their cruel captor, proud and vain, 
Own’d in his pomp such blest tranquillity. 
He moody, restless, and disturb’d in thought, 
Upon his solitary couch of down 
High-roof’d, and rich with golden tapestry, 
Throughout the prime of discontented night 
Sullenly toss’d ; for not his journey’d limbs 
Sound sleep now visited, nor sweet repose. 
His soul, uneasy and unsettled, raved 
Brooding o’er visions wild and reveries 
Of flush’d ambition ; stung with anger too —_ 2531 
And swelling indignation, which his heart 
Tormented, at the still recall’d disdain 
Of those so much to him inferior deem’d, 
Yet whom vain pride or fear had fail’d to move. 
In struggling conflict thus his loaded breast 
Tells him, he is not loved; and with still voice 
Upon his pillow conscience inly breathes 
Reproaches of his genuine want of claim, 
Whispering of his rise the worthless base. 
Through his dim casement while the quivering stars 
Gleam o’er the neighbour forest’s lengthen’d shades, 
And o’er its sunk glens and impervious wilds 
The pale moon breaks at times thro’ gather’d clouds, 
Heavily moving through the vasty air, 
Vainly he courts calm slumber for awhile, 2546 
Ere the too early dawn shall uorefresh’d 
Call him his purposed journey to renew. 
Then if impatient of the coming day, 
Haply he sink in troubled doze awhile, 
Or listless sleep, strange fearful dreams assail 
His wilder’d soul, and check reluctant rest. 
Till, while the deep o’erruling silence told 
Night’s witch-eye’d car had cross’d its middle course, 
In the hush’d hour, when from their open’d graves 
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Spirits are said again to roam this world, 2556 
And shrouded visit the lone bed of guilt, 

Or haunt eld-towers, or howling forest glooms, 
The haughty lord of these embattled heights, 

After oft-broke and heavy-groaning sleep, 
Suddenly starts, in awful fright awoke, 

And rings, scarce conscious, the loud-scaring bell. 
Alarm’d, he summons Rodolph to his side, 

Who to his master hastes, unwillingly 

Roused from his slumber ere expectant morn. 

The startled warder strives at first to calm 

His chief aghast, with agitation torn, 2567 
And wildly shuddering, his raised hair on end, 
Tells all is well, nor is it yet near dawn. 

Of whom Hianfrid faintly asks—‘* What hour ?” 
Answers the vassal—“ Sure ’tis past midnight : 
But all is still, save that the bleak wind roars 

By fits among yon arching forest-glades; _[caves, 
And gaunt wolves, issuing from their earth-sunk 
Howl at the fading moon, or gnash for prey. 
What frights my lord ?—It is no more but this.” 


To whom Berks’ traitorous chief: ‘‘Oh! would it 
Terrors so weak might never daunt my spirit, [were! 
As thus thou seest, good Rodolph. Oh! my friend, 
Such apparitions dread, such horrid dreams 
Have through the darkness of the haunted night 
Beset the brief hours of ill-courted rest, 

Binding pain’d fancy in so strong a spell, 
That, though awake, methinks I see them still, 
And from such hideous vision feel e’en now 
Ready to hide me in the cavern’d earth.” 


Moved by his solemn tone, Rodolph replies : 


‘“‘ Some terrible imagination seems 2588 
To seize my lord :—may I its import know ?” 


To whom, in tremor, spoke the guilty chief: 
‘Oh! vivid yet before me seems to dwell 
The appalling vision. As turmoil’d I sought 
In vain to rest, while dubious slumbers charged 
At times my wearied sense, methought I saw 
As from the grave a ghost-like form arise, 
With hoary hair and silver-sprinkled beard, 
That to the flitting lustre of the moon 
Glared, as at dawning fades night’s shadowy star. 
The sheeted cerements of inhumed death 2599 
VOL. Il. K K 
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Seem’d, as I gazed in terror, to enclasp 2600 
The dreadful image as it came along, 

Slow-gliding through mid air, toward where I lay: 
For sleep had not such potence, but that still 
Methought I lodged in Windsor’s battlements. 
Soon hovering near my couch, the shrouded spirit 
Upraised through vaporous mist, then o’er me thrice 
Waved slowly to and fro its shrivel’d hand ; 

And bending on myself its livid eyes, 

Soon with a thrilling sad solemnity 

It shook its awful brows, as in reproach. 
Meseem’d, while with intense alarm I pry’d, 2611 
I knew the features : once had better known. 
They were of one whom least of all I wish’d 

Ever in this world to behold again.” 


To whom then Rodolph, with a look of dread: 


‘*‘ Mercy of heaven! the sole relation seems 
To make me tremble. What strange purpose calls 
To this dim turret at such dreary hour 
A form so fearful? Said the spirit aught, 
Or did it aught unfold of its intent ?” 2620 


To whom, with accents wild, the usurper said : 


‘< Obscure, in shadows indistinctly pierced, 
Stood the dread image, hovering near me still, 
But nought it spake. Labouring in agony, 

With speculation stretch’d to all its power, 
Methought, although in sleep, I started back : 

My clay-cold heart seem’d as it were to pant 
Beneath a load that every pulse oppress’d. 

Then as, whate’er I dared, aghast I look’d, 

The fleeting image into deeper gloom, 

As ’twere, retired ; but there its lifted hand, 2631 
Slowly outspreading too its sheety robe, 

Pointed with action, which its stern-fix’d eye 

And prophet air well-answer'd, to a sight 

That in its room before me seem’d to rise. 

With more excited earnestness I strain’d 

Mine eyes, and rapt attention, to discern 

What I seem’d bid to mark: when lo! methought, 
I could perceive a group of shadowy shapes, 

As if in dimness of uncertain night 

In conference mix’d confused, of whom some wore 
What gleam’d like coronets, and on his head 

One seem’d to bear a kingly diadem. 2643 
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To him from out the streaky dark, that hung 2644 
Likest the checquer’d gloom of forest depths, 

I saw a dim hand, from lone shades outraught 

As from a form whose face from me was hid, 
Proffer huge keys, or what to me seem’d such, 
As of a fortress, or which well might fit 

Our Windsor’s castled gates: so vast their size.” 


Thus then the warder, hasty, interposed : 


‘¢ What follow’d on this awful mystery ?— 
Methinks herein disclosed some dread portent, 
That e’en myself in fearful wonder holds!”  — 2654 


Such question answer’d soon the chief, absorb’d: 


‘These when the regal-crowned image held, 
Sudden a sable cloud environ’d him, 
Through which, ere long, methought I saw him rush. 
Follow’d the shadowy train, and round them soon 
In foggy covert of star-twinkling air 
Swords seem’d to wave with dusky-flashing gleam, 
From whose red blades fast-dropping blood in streams 
Flow’d to my feet, and when around me seem’d 
The tumult spreading, soon methought I felt 2664 
All my own form with crimson gore bedew’d, 
While at the feet of him who sovereign seem’d, 
For such I judged him from his crowned brow, 
Methought, the rest appear’d to kneel around. 
Then, as with strong solicitude I strove 
Both to discern, and if I might, to know 
Their forms, and such their acts interpret too, 
All sudden vanish’d from my dazed sight; 
And ’fore mine eyes, when terror and amaze 
Again allow’d their watch, a troop appear’d 
Of griezly hideous fiends, who sole remaining, 2675 
Seem’d on the prone and scapeless edge to stand 
Of a dark vasty gulf. With frightful scorn, 
And fingers pointing through sulphureous air, 
These seem’d to grin at me in mockery, 
And in derision as to beckon me 
Toward that fell precipice and hellish pit. 
Shuddering in wildest horror, and oppress’d 
More than the night-mare’s overpowering weight 
Chokes the swoln heart, with difficulty strange 
In undefined confusion and astound 
At last I woke, scared almost out of life. 
Scarce conscious, suddenly the startling bell 2687 
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I rung, and call’d thyself, when I my sense 2688 
Regain’d in part, but still these horrid sights 

Seem present to my fancy: that my knees 
Tottering deny support, and my mazed hair 
Springs with pain’d motion from my shrinking flesh. 
A death-chill livid sweat yet damps my brow, 
Aud my sunk heart feels in my corse-cold frame 
Like weighted lead, or as ’twere turn’d to stone. 
Go, fetch, I pray thee, to recover me, 

A chalice of hot wine. Upon the hearth 

Rouse, I beseech ye, the decaying fire. 

Help me, good Rodolph, help :—oh! slight me not : 
I swoon with terror and with shivering cold. 2700 
So deep a spell usurps my chained soul, 

That in my shock’d imagination yet 

My dream (if dream it were) is visible. 
Hush!—stay a moment—let me but bethink— 
Sure it was but some phantom of deceit, 

Offspring of discomposed and flutter’d sleep, 
Broke with fatigue of journeying, that o’erweigh’d 
The worn and ruffled spirits. ‘Then avaunt ! 

Vain fancies! superstition’s foolish food ! 

Let me recal myself, and know my state, 

My coming prospects, golden hopes in view. 2711 
Let us awake alone inspiring thoughts.” 


Such purpose so assumed, and sudden change 
Of his scared master, though himself (it seem’d) 
Lost in alarm, the vassal straight approves. 

But soon to him his guilty lord resumes. 


‘‘ Yet hard the attempt.— Rodolph—alas !— 
excuse 

The true confession, strange though it may seem, 
Such is the terror of this ghastly dream, 
I tell thee, friend, I dare not sleep again. 
Sit by me, and whate’er thou can’st, divert 2721 
My brooding thoughts and moody melancholy. 
Talk to me; let me hear thy soothing voice, 
And let thy converse be of themes to both 
Dearest ; what chance of our approaching rise 
Seems probable, and next at hand; what gains 
Wait us; how best we can surprise our prey. 
Where, by what means, achieve each lurking prize : 
The Queen, her princely flock, the outlaw’d King ; 
From whose possession shall the golden round 
That late adorn’d his brow, impale our own. 
Till then, methinks, indeed, no sounder sleep, 2732 
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Disturb’d by our impatience and unrest, 2738 
Will charm our heaviness and crown our couch. 
But then shall come immeasurable content, 

And all be dreams of happiness and joy. . 

For the full splendour of that golden time 

Shall at these idle phantoms in our way, 

That cross us now, besieging every hour, 

Fruit of anxiety and too much toil, 

(Yet the sole means to reach the glorious goal) 
Make us to laugh with scorn, and form our jest; 
While all uneasiness and troublous care 

Shall with a thousand heap’d advantages 

Of honours, and of riches, be repaid. 

Such is my hope: and such I deem ’tis like, 

Nay sure, to prove. Look to it thus, good friend ! 
And see in this thy own supreme reward.” 2748 
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ARGUMENT OF BOOK XVII. 


Hianrrip, in prosecution of his designs, visits the Danish en- 
campment at Eddington in Wiltshire, where he is created a 
Danish earl, and invested with the titles and estates of Rayner, 
duke of Somerset. The danger of discovery being so much tn- 
creased, more close retirement and greater caution are adopted 
by Alfred and his companions. They are joined by Turgar, the 
youthful earl of Lincoln, who haring been spared by Hubba, 
for his beauty, at the suck of Crowland abbey, had escuped from 
the Danes. During this interval of entire seclusion, the King, 
anxious to turn the upportunity to the most useful purposes, and 
to amuse the time, recapitulates his early studies with Erigen, 
Asser, Grimbald, Plegmond, the archbishop of Canterbury, and 
other learned men: alludes to the translation of Boetius, begun 
by him and Erigen. He promises Asser lo renovate the fane of 
St. David, and to place Erigen at the head of the university 
of Oxford. Various conversation, in which their former pursuits 
are developed, and the learning of those times is illustrated. The 
King remarks upon his own education, and favourite occupations 
tn his youth. Hts manual described, which he constantly wore 
in his bosom. Asser takes up the subject, and bears testimony 
to the assiduous studies, and laborious life of the king, in the dis- 
charge of his public duties. 
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O waned with him the restless hours of night ; 

Till when gray dawn had streak’d the eastern 
Sudden, the impatient traitor hies away, [clouds, 
Attended, toward the Danish camp; and soon 
Amid the bounds of Wilts arrives, and heights 
Of castled Eddington; there eager seeks 
The Pagan sovereigns, to whom he bears 
The welcome tidings of his late success, 
Earnest, he hopes, of more. Whose truth ere long 
To kingly Guthrun and fierce Oskital 
By ample tokens proved, remembering well 
The promised pledge, they bid the ambitious chief 
Kneel at their feet, and with full dignity 13 
Of Danish earl advance him; adding then 
Before their host all ceremonies wont 
Of high investiture : the studded belt, 
The massive sword, the conic, pointed helm, 
Wreath’d with the golden coronet. Nor less 
They yield the wealth, the title, and the power 
Of captive Somerset. But him they doom, 
At their new creature’s instance, to remain 
Confined in Windsor’s solitary towers 
Under the watch of tried and trusty men, 
In hope that suffering may at last extort 24 
From him confession of the King’s retreat, 
Or even, as the gradual clue to more, 
At least some tidings of his absent spouse, 
Late the lost Queen’s attendant; and through these 
The hoped discovery of the primal prize. 
Some main conditions to such honour’s grant 
The Danish Kings annex ; that their new peer 
Shall through the region trusted to his care 
Seek with strict quest the vanish’d English King, 
And as their liege-man, still be ready seen 
With tnbute and with service at their beck, 
Opening the way to more exalted meeds. 36 
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Elate, the aspiring traitor seizes soon 37 
Possession of good Rayner’s castled homes, 
And o’er the bounds of sylvan Somerset 
Alternate issues on his treasonous search, 
From Enmore’s princely towers, or lordly heights 
Of Somerton, or Castle-Carey’s state, 
Now by disloyal treachery his own. 
Which won, both by himself, and hired scouts 
Engaged with blood-hounds o’er the land to prowl, 
He hopes ere long amid these forest-tracts, 
Or cottaged dells, or cavern’d, sea-ward coasts, 
To find the hid disturbers of the night, 48 
Such who, ’tis deem’d, late Ordmer’s towers assail’d ; 
No less imagined than the vagrant King, 
Aad followers of his fallen royalty. 
Here too alike he glows ere long to meet 
The hapless Rayner’s spouse, mid scenes that once 
Knew her own gentle influence, tempering sweet 
Her busband’s bonour’d sway : whom if he find, 
Not absent far he deems the wandering Queen, 
(If yet she live) and royal infant race. 
Such wealth and power by means so bad acquired, 
His vow'd companions, vassals of his will, 
Rodolph, and Urra, and the meaner train 60 
Again recal his promise, and expect 
Partition at his hands of pledged rewards. 
Such gift he still defers; but sole their claim 
Acknowledges, and tells in timelier hour 
Of vacant leisure, each shall from himself 
Receive rich meeds, which their continuing faith 
And services shall yet more amply win. 


In such excursions and attended thus, 
The traitor not infrequently approach’d 
O’er Aller’s hill near to the moist retreat, 
Yet unsuspected, where the hidden King 71 
And his few friends their single solace found. 
*Twas while on such bad quest Hianfrid roam’d, 
That noble Edgar, wandering in disguise 
On dangerous enterprize, hears named and sees 
The recreant spy, Somerset’s new-made chief ; 
Himself escaping haply unobserved. 
When soon relating to the expectant King 
And his distress’d companions what he learns, 
Check'd is all exit from their fear-girt home. 
For they, poor exiles, until then not knew 
Aught of the gather’d perils imminent, 
So near advancing to their wild abode ; 83 
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Shut from observance in the watery waste. 84 
But since they hear dangers so strict at hand, 
Chiefly, the thoughtful sovereign with his fair 

And honour'd sister, and those pious friends, 

The learned tutors of his happier hours, 

(Ab! now through dread and unimagined chance 
The doom’d associates of his sorrows too) 

For safety’s sake more deep retirement seek 

Of wicker’d hut, or sylvan-sheltering bower, 

Or sunk subterrene cave, and here indulge, 

To soothe, instruct, and charm the fearful time, 
Converse on days by-past, on themes still dear, 95 
Which mid such woe hope tells shall beam again. 
But the young Edgar on more active task 

(Brave Athelard still away) conceal’d remains 

By the isle’s verge among thick-spreading trees, 
There self-employ'd as watchful sentinel 

To guard and warn approach of hostile feet. 

Nor did long time evene ere in such watch 
Chanced an adventure which his waked alarm 
Attracted ; and in sudden haste he comes 

To the poor tenants of the lonely isle, 

Closed in their stilly cell, to whom the chief 
Instant reveals the occurrence and thus tells: 107 


‘“« Just now, in my lone guard by the islet’s verge, 
I mark’d a youth, of aspect beautiful, 
Who seem’d in flight to wander, all-alarm’d, 
Picking with frequent gaze, thrown back, around, 
His devious way, aghast, from Aller’s hill, 
Till toward our grove’s low boundary he approach’d. 
I deem’d he would have pass’d aside, but soon, 
To my surprise, in such his curious quest, 
Nearer he came even to the water’s marge, 
And next upon the single secret track, 
That o’er the wet and sinking verdure winds 118 
O’er shallow plashes, through entangling shrubs, 
E’en to the shades of our mysterious home, 
I deem’d him then some spy: none else my sight 
Could near discern. Suddenly rushing forth, 
I seized the youth, spite of his piercing cries, 
And bound him, trembling in extreme of fear. 
His cries I still’d by threats; and soon, allured — 
By softer words, i in seeming innocence 
And oft assevering he meant not harm, 
He told a piteous tale that drew my ear: 
That he was English and of noble birth; 
That late in learning’s study and pursuit 130 
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From Crowland’s Mercian abbey he had fled, 131 
Sack’d and destroy'd by Danish Hubba’s rage, 
From whose fell grasp, once captive, he had scap’d, 
' And sought in Glastonbury’s happier walls 

The meditation and the peace he loved. 

But ah! (and while he said, swift-trickling tears 
Chased one another o’er his rosy cheeks) [deem’d 
Now e’en these southern, hallow’d bounds, once 
Safe from such harm beneath their monarch’s care, 
The same fierce bands of Pagan foes invade ; 
And now, within some few dire days by-past, 
Roving the country with insatiate waste, 142 
They have assail’d even the sacred rest 

Of Glastonbury’s self; its treasured wealth 

In maddening plunder seized; the tombs of Kings 
And shrines of ancient saints, beset with gems, 
With honour visited by pilgrim feet, 

Stript of their rich adornments; precious books, 
Wisdom and monuments of ages past, 

With mockery hurl’d in heart-appalling fires ; 
Rasing almost to earth the ghastly walls, 

That hideous flare through yet enduring smoke, 
And scare the people o’er the neighbouring hills 
Driven, commoved: while from their ruin’d homes 
Fly in the last distress the stoled priests, 155 
The pious virgin train, the ministrants, 

Swains, matrons, babes, commingled youth and age, 
None knowing whither; seeking only life. 

E’en as himself, who scaped in sudden fright, 
Had thus far fled alone, and for awhile 

Had thought to lurk in these unhaunted groves.— 
Hearing of Glastonbury thus, and smit 

With story of its fall, recalling too 

That these our holy men had late been there, 

I deem’d (if such relation of the boy 

Were true) themselves would know him, and believe. 
But cautious, ere I led him to their sight, 167 
Or shew’d the secret passage of our isle, 

I bound him hand and foot, and to a tree 

Tied fast, and o’er his mouth (to stop awhile 
Deceptive cries or call) a bandage drew: 

And thus have left bim in the alder grove, 

East of this cell. Come with me then, and see 
The youthful prisoner. If his tale be true, 
Perhaps the King will in our desert home, 

Yield him protection, and more favouring care: 
Nor will the beauteous boy perchance be found 
(Known as a former pupil and a friend) 178 
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Less to these learn’d and pious prelates dear, 179 

Or sacred bards, to studious musing prone; 

And to the gentle Queen he may become 

Useful in thousand little offices 

Domestic, that now ask her single charge. 

He can at times amuse us, or inform 

With varying knowledge of our country’s state 

In his observance: shrewd he seems as fair. 

If he impostor prove (which scarce I deem) 

Sent by the Dane, or traitors, as a spy 

Hired to discover our unknown abode, 

Bound, we caa lead him blindfold to this cell, 190 

Or hide him in the subterranean cave, 

Where as our servant we can force him work 

In needful tasks, teaching him there to frame 

Nets for the brook, darts for the sylvan chase, 

To milk our goats, to strain the curdling cheese, 

To pleach green branches for our wicker cells, 

Or carve utensils for our rural board 

From wood, or polish’d horn, or in rude guise, 

(Yet best perhaps for our wild woody life,) 

To fashion at our will our garments strange 

Of goat-skins tied, or venison’s hairy coats ; 

Or do whate’er the King may best dispose.” 202 

¢. 

Such unlook’d tale the curious wonder wakes 

Of every auditor, and all desire 

To see the captive youth; not solely then 

The holy priests and bards, who late bad come 

From sheltering Glastonbury, but alike 

The attracted King, and Mercia’s gentle Queen. 

Soon thus they haste amid the thicket bowers, 

When lo! as told, they see the graceful boy 

Tied to an over-shadowing alder’s trunk. 

Whom straight approaching, with a strange delight, 

Chastised by sorrow, pity, and alarm, 218 

The venerable priests and watchful bards 

Know, and accost with tenderest kindness due 

The studious Turgar, the same noble youth, | 

Who erst in Crowland’s miserable fall, 

Almost alone spared for his beauty’s sake, 

Had fled from Danish Hubba’s captive hold, 

And sought in Glastonbury’s far-abode 

Repose and safety ; where he dwelt admired, 

Not less for grace of form, than virtue’s claim, 

Boast of the abbey, learning’s votary, 

To song addicted and the warbling harp, 

And whose sweet voice is like an angel’s tuned, 
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What mutual gratulation now awakes ! 226 
With emulous regard the pious priests 

And ready bards his fetters straight unbind 

And from his lips the kerchief’s ties unfold. 

Then, as in gratitude, amaze, and joy 

Lost for awhile, knelt sudden at their feet 

The lovely youth, and by such silent act 

Sole told the feelings of his bursting heart. 

Raised and composed ere long, at urged request, 
From his own mouth the anxious audience hear 
Again confirm’d the melancholy tale 

Of Glastonbury’s fate, e’en as first told 237 
To this his captor, and by him disclosed. 

And to fond questions of the sorrowing priests, 
And pilgrim bards, of learning’s honour’d home, 
Full many a sad and added circumstance 
Pregnant with woe, disaster and dismay, 

The feeling boy unfolds, while natural tears, 
Honouring his heart, dropp’d o’er his angel face. 


He tells: ‘“‘ Brave Leofric, my noble sire, 
In Crowland’s fight was by earl Algar’s side 
Untimely slain, guarding his native fields: 
After whose hapless fall, o’ercome with grief, 248 
My honour’d mother to a convent’s gloom 
Retiring, died, while by the cruel Danes 
My sire’s possessions ruthlessly were seized ; 
Which spoil’d and wasted, then were given in pledge 
Confiscate to proud Kenwulph, rebel King, 
Who still usurps and my lost right detains. 
Escaping from my dreaded captor’s hand, 
O’erwhelm’d in woe, to Crowland’s ruin’d walls 
I first return’d, but scarce had some fond care 
Its cells repair'd, ere by the Dane’s command, 
Insatiate yet, deputed Kenwulph seeks 259 
Fresh plunder thence, and from the sack’d abode 
Expell'd the few, who pious linger’d there. 
My parents dead, no home, no shelter left, 
Still in delicious learning’s loved pursuit, 
With a few students from fallen Crowland’s shrines, 
We, sunk in sorrow, turn’d our outcast steps 
To distant Glastonbury, famed afar 
For piety and peace, where for awhile 
We found repose ;—alas! how soon to end! 
Scarce had we knelt by holy Joseph’s thorn, 
And paid our orisons o’er Arthur’s grave, 
Ere news of the same Hubba’s dread approach 
Frighted this hallow’d seat. From Brent’s high tor 
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That far o’erlooks the subject Severn’s flood, 273 
O’er the shock’d air the deep-appalling bell 
Swung its unwonted signal of alarm: [hills, 
While watch-fires, answering from the neighbour 
Announce from crowding ships the foe’s advance. 
Most fled: but as at Crowland’s former fate, 
Some with myself in crypts and secret cells 
Buried the sacred relics, priceless gems, 

The treasured rolls of learning, matchless books, 
The saintly pixes and high altar’s cross ; 
Memorials all to christian memory dear. 

Ab! vainly :—last almost of all who fled, 284 
I stay'd; nor scaped before these eyes had seen 
Full many of the holy men, who graced 

These hallow’d walls with savage fury slain. 
Gazing in terror from a neighbouring wood, 

I saw the abbey blaze in crashing fires, 

And mid confusion’s shouts, our rolls of books, 
The fond employment of our studious hours, 
Toss’d into flames; our heaps of wealth and gold 
Borne off in loaded burdens toward the coast : 
While toward the interior country bands detach’d 
Unsated sped in quest of plunder new. 
Shuddering, I scarce with difficulty scaped, 296 
O’erpower'd with terror at dread Hubba’s name, 
Bewilder’d, lost : in thickets or in woods 

Lurking where’er I might, I came at last 

Scarce conscious whither, toward these desert groves, 
Alarm’d at every step, lest swift pursuit 

Of prowling foes, or even, as was said, 

Of roaming treason (for such news alarm’d 

The common ear) by Somerset’s new lord 
Fiercely led on, should with destruction reach 

So poor and lorn a sufferer as myself. 

Since hallow'd Glastonbury thus has fallen, —307 
(E’en like our Crowland and famed Mercian fanes, 
Medehamstede’s glory, Ely’s honour’d seat,) 

I now am destitute, no home is mine, 

No friend, no comfort left, and scarce a hope. 

I see myself an orphan’d outcast, stripp’d 

Of all; in ruin my poor country sunk, 

Of foreign foes, nor treason less, the prey ;— 
With not an arm to save; our exiled King 

Fled, none knows whither; hush’d, perhaps, in death. 
That fate, I deem, ere long will be my own; 

For what in this world now remains to make 

Life worth retaining ?—Pagan darkness soon 

Will overspread the land, since learning’s light s20 
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And dear religion sink to rise no more. 321 
Yet for a little, in these unhoused groves, 

Be you my friends: ob succour me and save ! 
Since these kind holy men are all I know, 
Although your purpose here I may not guess, 
With them resign’d, whatever fate befal, 

I will be grateful, true, and whatsoe’er 

Of humble service my poor aid can yield, 

Be sure, as is my duty, ’twill be yours.” 


Melted were all, and at each moving chance 
That mark’d his story, oft the attentive King 331 
Or his kind sister near (to the meek youth 
As yet unknown) question would interpose, 

Or apt remark, what dismal sorrows new 

Affiict their country. Most the pious men, 

And pensive bards, with the lamenting boy 
Grieve, and in lingering sympathy indulge 

©’er Glastonbury’s, o’er religion’s fall, 

Mourning the havoc of their study’s food, 

The fiery doom of all those treasured books, 
Sound learning’s base, high contemplation’s prop, 
Religion’s help, the guide and stay of faith, 342 
Chief nurse of thought, and fount of noble deeds. 
Even too much, with fondness all their own, 

They dwell on this sad theme; and in it lose, 

Or for the time o’erlook, the bitter woes 

That now pursue (yet with a fate more wont, 
Therefore less felt) the people of the land, 

Now destined victims of tyrannic rage. 

But more on these, on human suffering 

. Thus urgent on his country with fresh pang, 
(Though glow’d with learning’s love his bosom too) 
The sovereign thinks, and utters oft his plaints 
Commiserating ; which the experienced heart 

Of Mercia’s widow'd Queen adopting owns, —355 
And o’er them sheds a woman’s tender tears. 

_ Gently she tells, that erst herself had known 

In their own halls, nor less at Mercia’s court, 

His noble parents ; had his father’s fate 
(Illustrious patriot!) and sweet mother’s loss, 
Often with due accorded sorrow mourn’d, 

Both once her loyal friends; that now the son 

She pities too; but as a Mercian youth 

Indeed must love: not for himself alone 

But from remembrance of his worthy house. 

Then to the wondering boy, when the full truth 
Both of his person, worth, and all he told, 367 


BOOK XVI. 11 


Was thus believed, the generous priest, and bards 
(His former friends) reveal the state and name 

Of those, yet strangers, whom he here beholds. 
Amazement and delight absorb his soul; 

And instantly before the royal pair, 

With head low-bent and hand upon bis breast, 

In deep obeisance kneels the graceful youth. 

His native reverence and ingenuous mien 

The King admires; nor Jess the smiling Queen. 
Then on his dark locks for a moment laid 

The patting hand, with kind paternal tone 

The monarch bids the winning boy arise, $79 
And says: ‘Though homeless now, and lost youseem, 
As we ourselves have been, trust me, good youth, 
You shall not want a home, nor friendly care, 

So you deserve it truly at our hands; 

As I not doubt from this your good report, 

You still will do. Nor do ourselves forget 

The noble Leofric (immortal name !) 

Whom in our early war in Mercia’s fields 

We met, and in our visits too recal 

Gracing the splendour of the Mercian court 

With his loved consort; or while we, no less 
Enamour’'d, in fresh youth were wont to seek 391 
Gaine’s Mercian halls, and wooed in marriage-tie 
An angel’s hand. Come then, and with us turn; 
And you shall be, so with it goes your heart, 

Our page of honour, even here elect. 

Though you will lead with us a new wild life, 
Deprived of many comforts, to which all 

Now here have once been used, yet, gentle boy, 
The proof assures us, strange as is our home, 

"Tis not of solace void, safety and peace, 

Or opportunity here to indulge, 

Without alloy, what will to you be dear, 

Study and thought, improvement of the mind, 403 
And of the heart no less, if managed well. 

Nor even here, in this most desert spot, 

Will you, perhaps beyond your hope, e’er want 
What all seem much to love, a store, though small, 
Yet passing price, of books, conceal’d within 

Our tree-built cell; where we can charm the hours, 
Not sole with these, but with sweet converse too, 
Or needful cares of our environ’d life, 

Saved here, we hope, till happier days shall dawn, 
Which now, I fondly deem, are not far off. 

As you may merit, you will win esteem, 

And may ere long to higher favour rise: 415 
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Perhaps recover all you now have lost. 416 
We know not yet on what unwont employ 
Or novel service, we may need your aid.” 


O’ercome with grateful joy, the happy youth 
First in meek recognition to the King, 
Then to his former friends, in words though few 
Yet from the heart, expressive owns his sense 
Of sucb unlook’d-for honour to his lot, 
Howe’er unmerited, such happiness 
From so forlorn condition, sudden fallen, 
Which not his whole life’s tenor can repay: 426 
Yet what he can, he will, with duteous love. 
Then turning from the grove, serene, the King 
Leads on the faithful train mid the green isle, 
And to the wondering stranger shews ere long 
The bowery roof that is to form his home. 
Docile, with mingled pleasure and surprise 
The youth all customs of their wilder’d life 
Soon learns; and with a willing mind, not sole 
Adopts each mode, but even pleased admires, 
And not untruly tells, its novelty 
Both from its use and apt simplicity, 
To nature true, not daunts him but delights; 438 
That he prefers it to all learn’d before. 
Soon he becomes a favourite of all, 
Amused, and with his frank good-nature pleased ; 
Remark’d no less to studious musing prone, 
Than firm in native, modest bravery. 
Admitted thus ere long to confidence 
And general love, the noble-minded youth 
In secret meditates to prove each act 
Worthy such favour and that love retain: 
Nor seldom to such effort fails success. 


The first emotions of bis poignant grief 459 
For his poor subjects’ suffering somewhat soothed, 
(Alas! how oft renew’d) the sovereign now 
Shut with its inmates in their leafy cell 
Yields to the tone of lingering deep regret 
Whose chord best suits the tenor of their souls, 
While by the tidings the young stranger brings 
Moved, and in tender melancholy rapt, 

They plain o’er Glastonbury’s fated doom, 

And mourn loved learning’s and religion’s fall. 
Sunk in affliction’s deepest gloom, to mark 

Such persecution and so hopeless loss, 

All in a grief ineffable absorb’d, 461 
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Condole together, and exchange lament. 462 
Yet from the King some words of comfort drop, 
To cheer their fainting souls; for thus he says. 


‘* Mid all these trials and unequall’d woes, 
Still in my bosom lives conflicting hope. 
I may not deem, but that in spite of all 
Our past demerits, in its own good time 
Providence will not leave this favour’d land 
To be for aye in Pagan darkness whelm’d; 
But yet intends to save, and for awhile 
A filicts us only to make all our time 472 
Happier hereafter, when these sadden’d hours, 
Recall’d to memory, shall but enhance 
And more endear our Prosperous joys to come; 
As the foil’d setting more sets off the gem; 
Or as the storm retiring makes appear 
Sunshine more welcome, more serene the calm. 
For yet are left, e’en in this desert spot, 
Some faithful friends: a few, the genuine sons 
Of learning and religion, still are saved. 
Alas! I grieve that ever such distress 
And sad privations should thus low assail 
Persons so loved and valued; but themselves 4s4 
Have learn’d fit patience and well know to bear. 
For yet, methinks, e’en this poor lonely isle, 
This our mean hovel, and our single cave, 
Shall prove the blest asylum, where awhile 
Our holy faith and learning’s light shall hide, 
But break hereafter, as the morning rays 
Spring from dark caves of ocean, and ascend 
To cheer and renovate a drooping world.” 


With such his words the learn’d and pious men 
Are pleased and much consoled > and in their hearts 
Cherish reviving hope. Then o’er the time 495 
Musing with tender memory, their discourse 
Slides naturally on those former days 
Of transient peace, when with their honour'd King 
Happy amid his court, (his tutors chosen, ) 

Their minds had revell’d in the studies rich 
Of classic theme, or labour’d high designs 
To found o’er Britain’s sacred isle (of each 
The patriot love) learning and useful arts, 
And plant religion on a base eterne. 

For thus the generous King would interpose. 


“Alas! dear Erigen, with what strange charm 
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Of deep regret full oft fond memory broods 507 
Upon those blessed hours of studious peace, 
When with thyself and pious Asser here, 

And polish’d Grimbald, and good Werefrid, 
(Worcester’s loved bishop) and our honour’d head 
Of Canterbury’s see, Plegmond the wise, 

And venerable Adulph too, our kin, 

The prophet-saint ;—oh! then attended too 

By our good Osmund, once so valued friend, 
Now lost ;—we all, enrapt in lofty thoughts, 
Wont read those books, dear to our mutual love, 
Which still I memorize with worthy pride, 518 
The valued monuments of ancient time. 

Nor read alone, but to our native tongue 

Adapting to our country’s common ear, 

Sought to translate the books of chiefest use; 

And to our artless people strove t’ impart 

That knowledge which ourselves by toil acquired : 
The history of our country, as reveal’d’ 

By the learn’d page of venerable Bede; 

Orosius’ treatise on this globe terrene ; 

Portions of holy scripture, and in chief 

The pious songs of Israel’s chosen King, 

That lift the soul upon devotion’s wings, 530 
Consoled and reconciled to willing heaven: 
Amusing tales, to please the people’s mind, 
Which, while they please, some moral use supply, 
The cause why many a long-revolving age 

Has to old A‘sop station high assign’d, 

Teaching, while he delights by fancy's power. 
Then too, as oft I sadly call’d to mind 

That o’er our realm the Pagan hand of war 

Had sack’d and ruin’d learning’s studious homes, 
And (such the general terror and neglect) 

I could not reckon even one learned priest, 541 
Between our Thames and Humber’s northern flood 
Who could translate the daily offices, 

Ourselves began, amid some pause of rest, 

With the kind aid and sanction of thyself, 

Acutest Erigen, my good mass-priest, 

And thee, dear Asser, ever-faithful friend, 

Into our native language to translate, 

For the instruction of our countrymen, 

Great Gregory’s volume on the pastoral care, _ 
To whom our English nation owes so much, 
Converted by his pitying embassy : 

That holy man, who teaches various arts 

To win mankind to virtue; and his rules 554 
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To every various temper wisely suits. 555 
But oh! enforced and fresh with power renew’d, 
The Pagan foe, scorning each solemn league, 
Assail’d us soon with overwhelming rage; 

Ended our dream of peace, and waked our sleep 
With the loud trump of desolating war. 

Alas! too prosperous in their awful course, 

Their bloody race, numberless as the waves 

That urged them hither, soon resistless pass’d, 
Mocking our feebler and unequal arms, 

Like a fell tempest o’er the wither’d land, 

And yet o’ershroud it in enduring night. 566 
But through the gloom break still some gleaming rays. 
Adverse as fortune seem, whate’er we may, 

So heaven will but its gracious favour yield 

(And firm belief still springing in my heart 

Tells me it does) we can again resume 

So cherish’d hours. We are together still: 

Again we meet, although in this lone spot, 

Led by some guardian power. For I believe, 
Your presence is the work of pitying heaven, 

That with a gracious hand bas sent you thus, 

To be my comforters, my friends, my guide, 

Mid this wild solitude and Jorn distress. 578 
What can impede, that till some happier change 
(As shall, I trust, if Edgar’s news prove true) 

Ope the bright way to full deliverance, 

We can pursue designs of happier time, 

Indulge their pleasing memory, and enlarge 
Prospects, ah! once how cheeringly disclosed, 
All tending to our dear-loved country’s weal.” 


Charm’d by such words, that to bis thoughtful mind 
Its fondest recollections soon recall’d, 
Thus then the various Erigen return’d. 588 


“Oh! my loved liege, what were those matchless 
When, with our good and learned Asser, erst [days, 
We strove to satisfy your boundless thirst 
Of knowledge, and (as state affairs allow’d) 

Were used to read to you from morn.to night, 

In too brief peace, the books we loved the most; 
The sacred scriptures, Homer’s ancient song, 
Plato’s divine philosophy, the lays 

Of Maro, great Augustus’ Roman bard. 

Nor mid such classic lore did we forget 

Our native writers, venerable Bede, 

The elder poet Cedmon, Aldhelm too, 600 
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With many a name of moral dignity. 601 
How did we then exult to see our King 

Bless’d with so deep a sense of learning’s power, 
Unsatisfied save while he might acquire 

The wisdom and the thought of ages past! 

With what intense and unalloy’d delight 

Did we observe and aid you to mature 

Designs so worthy for our country’s weal, 

That sought to make our nation good as great, 

To settle true religion, and confirm 

Sound learning amid Oxford’s founded halls ! 
How too we strove together, to our best, 612 
From various nations to collect, compare, 

And for our dearest country institute 

A code of equal laws, retaining still 

The fix’d and ancient customs of the realm; 

Our fallen and ruin’d cities to restore 

And make by care secure and prosperous. 

For aims so great as these, we saw you then 
Aptly divide your time and revenues, 

And live but for the glory of the state, 

To found whose happiness was all your joy. 

Even in such short interval of peace, 623 
What progress was achieved toward ends so good! 
Nor was the passion for these high designs 

Sole to the sovereign at his court confined, 

But the chief English noblemen, who mark’d 
Their prince's disposition, soon partook 

His generous feelings, and with emulous zeal 
Sought to be wise and public-spirited, 

Feeling of vulgar ignorance ashamed. 

While you inveigh’d ’gainst incapacity, 

And for high offices would choose alone 

Men eminent in skill and virtuous life, 

So that all strove to qualify themselves 

For honourable stations and to hold 636 
The dignities pertaining to the state, 

Till learning became courtly, and esteem’d. 

Then all our fondest hopes I deem’d in train, 

And that the knowledge of our ruder sires 

Should in this later age be far excell’d. 

Nor should alone rude songs and infant arts 

(Such as erst satisfied our earlier state) 

Content the liberal sons of Britain’s isle, 

But general knowledge, various and vast, 

. Deep, perfect, as in other happier climes, 

Grafted on Britain’s bold and solid thought, 
Should burst with pleuteous fruits upon the world ; ' 
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And our loved country with each foreign clime 649 
Contend in arts and learning, as in arms. 

But ah! these noble aims were in the bud 
Blasted, and these our toils of dear employ, 
Fraught with so lofty purpose, brought to end. 
The Pagan Danes o’erwhelm’d our suffering land; 
Sack’d all with sword and fire; with blasts of war 
Broke all that happy peace, whose stay had soon 
Seen all our hopes accomplish’d :—which may heaven 
In its great mercy yet again restore !” 


He said, and to his thoughts the patriot heart 
Of England’s monarch tenderly responds ; 660 
Who to his learn’d instructor thus returns. 


‘* Too true: how triumphs now the Pagan foe! 
Whose rage is such that in this wasted isle 
Religion and true learning are well nigh 
Extinct, and every where our holy fanes 
And studious abbey-homes lie sunk in fires: 

The victim priests fly trembling o'er the land : 
E’en our own palace and cathedral seat 

Of Winchester, where pleased we oft have seen 
The sacred bishops of the realm, array’d 670 
In snow-white robes, hung with the purple cross, 
The jewell’d mitre on their brows, their feet 

With golden sandals girt, and in their hands 

The pastoral crosier, decently perform 

Religion’s wonted rites: this hallow’d place 

Is now to Odin’s name and bloody gods 

Devoted by insulting Pagan foes, 

And trod with mocks by foreign soldiery. 

Our libraries, sound learning’s priceless stores, 
Where’er preserved, consign’d to vengeful flames, 
Till general ignorance threats with a cloud 

Of darkness to o’ershade the light of truth. GB2 
E’en my own anxious half-instructed mind 

Is left in sacred wisdom inexpert. 

Yet deem not, friends, that since we parted last, 
Your rich instructions I could e’er forget, 

Or fail in adverse hours by them to know 

The practic use of true philosophy. 

For while secluded in a humble cot, 

Forsaken, and alone, on every side 

Perils and terrors menacing my life, 

My country bleeding in the Pagan yoke, 

Myself without the means or power to aid, 

Even mid woes like these, your dear advice — 64 
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And fond tuition raised my drooping head. 605 
This book in which, beneath your guiding care, 

I had for several years with fondest choice 
Collected many a flower of truth long-proved 
From wisest teachers, sacred or profane, 

(So as he said, he from his bosom drew 

A written book, with gold and gems adorn’d) 
Supported me, and still forbade despair : 

My meditation and my friend by day, 

By night the soothing pillow of my rest. 

Then too, good Erigen, that book, which oft 

I heard thee praise, Boetius, where he tells 706 
The consolations of philosophy, 

And shews how virtue can o’er fortune rise, 
Which at our palace amid Woodstock’s bowers 
Into our native tongue we ’gan to turn, 

Soothed my adversity’s lone hours of gloom, 
While from its precepts I drew hope and aid, 
Then best adapted to my fallen state. 

Much pleased too then, my valued Erigen, 

Thy own most learned books I strove to read, 
Such as in happier days thy friendly hand 
Presented to me (gift most dearly prized) 

Which thou hadst written for imperial Charles, 718 
And the high prelate Hincmar, whom I saw 

In early youth, journeying through polish’d France 
On my state mission to the see of Rome. 

Great was the comfort, which at so sad time 
When most I needed aid, thy books inspired : 
Chiefly the sayings of the wisest men. 

And for their worth, not less than for the sense 
That thy dear friendship ever claim’d from me, 
Fraught with instruction far above all price, 

It shall be hence my care (if e’er I be 

Bless’d with the power) to recompense thy love 
And compensate thy valued services. 780 
Both my kind tutors all my gratitude 

Merit, and shall with my first means obtain. 

For your sakes, more than for myself, I grieve 
That I am now so humble and so poor 

As only to return my barren thanks. 

Some gifts and waiting honours, I intend 

Worthy perhaps the name and due of both. 

If the blest hour arrive, that may again 

Seat me on England’s throne, my earliest thought 
Out of due love and gratitude to thee, 

Dear Asser, for past benefits received, 

Delight and rich instruction at thy hands, 742 
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(After rewards pecaliarly thine own) 743 
Shall be with honour worthy its great name 

To renovate Saint David's fallen fane: 

Promise, I know, to thee most fondly dear. 

Thee, Erigen, our Oxford's founded halls 

With honour’d place attend, where thou shalt live 
Its primal head, its earliest lecturer 

In languages and school'd philosophy. 

To each, to all shall follow duteous meeds: 

To the loved bards tokens of kingly love, 
Pledging what most they prize, immortal fame: 
To these chief sons of Cuthbert's princely see 754 
Their bonours and their ancient state secured.” 


Charm’d with such mention, as by former love 
And admiration of the King endear’d, 
Saint David's bishop his warm thanks repeats : 
And all with cordial reverence inly feel 
The sovereign’s noble and superior soul, 
From whose heroic fortitude they draw 
New consolation and reviving hope. 
Each stranger, shelter’d at this lone retreat, 
The travell’d Erigen, the observing bards, 
The holy men from Cuthbert’s see exiled, 768 
Asser the good, and Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
Vecta’s brave chief, and e’en the captive page, 
In duteous silence all intent admire 
His practised patience and philosophy, 
Visible now amid so strange distress. 
His living presence by example high 
luspires with mutual strength each fainting heart, 
That else, in spite of precepts richly stored, 
Had sunk amid such heap’d adversity, 
O’ercoming boldest spirits with natural fear. 
Each bosom toward him bends with grateful love, 
Seemiog in him to find support and stay. 177 
A smile of peace illumes the countenance 
Of each good pastor, and the lovely face 
Of Mercia’s Queen, not least insensible 
Of virtuous dignity, and long the friend 
fu her own realm of learned piety. 
Attractive then and touching was the sight 
In this sole refuge of good men like these, 
Fallen each from high and honourable state, 
All rich with education, thus prepared 
For their dear country’s sake to yield their lives; 
Resign’d, yet rather, while heaven spares them life, 
Indulging dreams of fature happiness. 789 
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Such consolation and fresh-springing hope 790 
Can virtue give amid severest woe. 

Nor fail’d perhaps, not absent though unseen, 

In time so drear attendant spirits of heaven 

To hover near, well-pleased, and o’er them breathe 
Inspiring solace and celestial peace ; 

The due of merit from superior powers, 

Whose charge divine it is to guard the good, 

Nor leave them to affliction’s shafts exposed 
Beyond man’s strength, but still forebode at hand 
Returning comfort and a prosperous change. 

The royal Alfred with his former friends, 801 
Thus to his moorland solitude induced, 

Cheerful, serene, deceives the passing hour, 

Till former happier time seems here renew’d. 

For in their threaten’d lone asylum shut, 

Fondly they dwell on memory of hours 

(Ah! ever dearest to the sovereign’s heart) 

Spent at the English court in calm employ 

Of learning, friendship, high design, and song; 
When to the closest friendship of the King 
Admitted, intimate and unreserved, 

They saw the constant habits of his life, 

And not the monarch only, but the man. 813 
Nor are they yet unready to forebode 

Happy event to noblest purposes, 

Yet living in their bosoms, though chastised. 
Amid such time of soothing conference, 

The ancient Briton, Alfred’s zealous friend, 
Asser, the honest son of mountain Wales, 
Somewhat indeed o’erweening of himself, 

Not unamusive in garrulity 

Simply sincere, would thus his heart unfold. 


‘‘Ob! hope of Britain! but for your support 
All would be lost in comfortless despair. 824 
Alas! I once had hoped for quiet days, 

And after all your royal father’s care, 

Good Ethelwulph, whose matchless piety 

Might well draw down the favouring eye of heaven,’ 
Himself once of our holy order one, 

(What need I name the memorable deeds 

Of him, dead saint, who pious from his youth 

In others sought like goodness to promote, 

And still continue in his royal race ?) 

And after your three brothers’ toils, who still 
Warr’d with the Pagans, till the last resign’d 

In his dear country’s cause his precious life ;— 836 
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After brief peace too, oft in battle won $37 
By your own arm, or bought by purposed league, 
(Alas ! as oft infringed) I fondly deem’d 

We should at last have earn’d some dear repose.— 
Hating myself the mortal din of war, 

I am alone for heavenly study fit. 

Thus musing, to myself I had proposed 

A long continuance of those happy hours, 

When by your royal embassy besought 

From the far precincts of Saint David's see, 

With you I sojourn’d at your English court 

Of Winchester, where by your favouring love 848 
Admitted to so honour’'d company, 

We gave what hours you snatch’d from cares of state 
To learning’s sweet and ever-various charms. 
Since (quitting Wales) I first, my liege, beheld 
Your presence at the royal vill of Dene, 

Led by my courtly and attendant guides 

To the far region of your pleasant south. 

Can I forget my kind reception there, 

When amid affable converse, you oft 

Earnest desired, I would devote myself 

Entirely to your service, and become 

An inmate of your court, relinquishing 860 
All the possessions which I then enjoy’d 

West of the Severn side, to live with you ?— 

For, as you said, you would with richer meed 
Compensate all I lost: words since made good. 
Cautious, I answer’d then, that hastily 

I might not yield such promise ; for it seem’d 
Unjust Saint David’s fane (where I had been 
Taught, nurtured, and ordain’d,) so soon to leave 
For any earthly meed or proffer’d power. 

To which you said, if then my full request 

You cannot grant, vouchsafe to yield me half 

Of your good service, so as through the year 872 
Six months with me, in Britain six, you dwell.— 
But I replied, that not e’en this request 

I might concede of my own will at once, 

But on due counsel of our holy house. 

Yet when I saw you, though I knew not why, 
Anxious to own my services, at last 

I promised, life permitting, to return 

After six months; this reservation kept, 

That to myself and brethren of my house 

The change proposed expedient should be found, 
And still, as then, be grateful to yourself.” 683 
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Amused and pleased, the King thus interrupts. 
‘‘ Fix’'d in thy memory, good Asser, seems 
Our earliest intercourse; nor then alone 
Thy merits won me, but possess me still.” 


To whom the faithful Briton soon replied. 
*“‘ Well I recal it all; and love to tell. 
Relying on such answer, and my pledge 
Given that I would return at stated time, 
You bade, on the fourth day, a mounted train 
Back toward my native Britain guide my way. 
But as we journey’d, a sharp fever seized 804 
My frame at Winchester, and resting there, 
I linger’d long without the hope of life. 
Whither (when I return’d not at due time) 
You sent me messengers to hasten thence 
My journey and explain the long delay; 
The cause of which a messenger from me 
Laid open, and declared my constant will, 
(Recovering from my sickness) to perform 
My promise given, to every article. 
Freed from which stubborn malady at last 
(As I had promised to my gracious liege) 
With counsel and the licence first obtain'd 006 
Of all our people, for the benefit 
Of holy David’s and vow’d dwellers there, 
I to your service then devoted me, 
On the foregone conditions, varied sole, 
Either to stay six months continued on, 
Or (as myself might will) alternately 
Three months in Wales, three at the English court. 
For prudently the people of our house 
Hoped, if by any means I might attain 
The friendly favour of the English King, 
They should sustain less frequent injury 
From their old foe King Hemeid, who had oft 918 
Plunder’d our monastery and precincts 
Of David, our good saint, expelling thence 
Its high superiors, as he erst had driven 
Archbishop Novis, kin to me in blood, 
And sometimes e’en myself, his deputy. 
For then and long before the regions wide 
Of Britain’s dextral parts belong’d, and yet 
Pertain, to Alfred’s regal sovereignty : 
To whom both Hemeid, and the dwellers all 
Of proud Demetia, forced by Roderic’s sons, 
(With many other lesser Kings of Wales, 
Each o’er his province ruling) had before 930 
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Submitted; and acknowledged, as their head, 981 
The English King, with tribute to his throne. 
Hoping protection from their enemies, 

The neighbour states, (ever in broils engaged) 

All these besought the English sovereign’s shield, 
Nor ever claim’d defence and aid in vain.” 


So as he said, the British bard, Geraint, 
Glad of such mention, few words interposed. 


‘“‘ Grateful we southern Britons sure must feel 
For such defence; and pleased, my countryman, 
Good generous Asser, thus I hear thee own 0941 
Our common obligation to our King, 

For such he is, no less by choice than love.” 


The sovereign bow’'d : with such attention pleased, 
Soon the dear theme loved Asser thus pursued. 


‘¢ When to our honour’d monarch thus I came, 
Led to the royal vill of Leonaford, 
With honour more than my weak merits claim’d, 
Fondly your majesty received me there. 
And there with you, won by your high regard, 950 
Eight months that season at your court I stay’d. 
Oh! then, my gracious liege, (indulge my talk, 
As thus on memory’s fondest food I dwell) 
What were those unmatch’d hours of pure delight, 
When there with you, and this our Erigen, 
In genius most acute, in studies rich, 
Various in knowledge from his travels won, 
In arts, in science, tongues, in classic lore ; 
And courteous Grimbald, pride of polish’d France, 
Most reverend man, a singer excellent, 
In sacred scripture erudite and skill’d 
In all the discipline of holy church ; 902 
With Plegmand too, of Mercian race, ordain’d 
Archbishop high of Canterbury’s see, 
Becoming well that stately dignity, 
A venerable man, by nature wise ; 
And Athelstan and Werulf, Mercians both, 
Chaplains and priests in letters deeply read ; 
And Werfrid, call’d of late from Worcester’s see, 
Its worthy bishop, fill’d with sacred lore; 
All by yourself with honours dignified : 
With them too bards inspired, your England’s pride, 
The gifted Wilfred, and our famed Geraint, 
The blue robed poet of the British chair, 974 
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Soughtfrom your distant realm of southern Wales :— 
Oh! what was then the ever-living time, 

When we wont hea Erigen’s learned talk 

Of Homer and the tale of Troy divine, 

Of Virgil and the later Latian reign, 

And of those climes remote, the Holy land, 

Of Egypt or Chaldee, which in his youth 

His widely wandering feet had visited !” 


So as the peaceful son of learning said, 983 
Charm’d too with like remembrance, thus the King : 


‘¢ Nor deem, loved Asser, but that hours so blest, 
Still in thy musing soul so vivid-fresh, 
May in their happiness be yet renew’d: 
E’en yet pursued our dearest purposes. 
And what shall check but that on such loved themes 
Dearest to thee, nor less, I deem, to all, 
Thou mayst even here at leisure free indulge. 
Yet too from various Erigen, I hope 
To hear such course abroad more amply told, 
Sole undertaken for our kingdom’s use, 
Which though in part we heard, yet never all, 
Since war, or state-distractions, interposed. — 996 
No better time permits: while thus compell’d 
By perils and alarm to close retreat, 
We wait our Athelard’s much-hoped return, 
And thus may charm and teach else gloomier hours.” 


So as they fond conversed, and entering seem’d 
On themes abstruse, to his less tutor’d mind 
Unwont, the young and active Edgar, lapt 
In thoughts to his bold sprightly character 
Congenial more, rises, and modest tells 
He purposes to leave them for awhile 
To their own converse, and himself once more 1007 
Will by their islet’s verge in tangled brakes 
Near the sole entrance to their mossy home 
Resume his watch, since, as he deems, himself 
’T will better suit and please there to remain 
Their guardian sentinel, and be perhaps 
Not void of use (to his own humble power) 

While they on themes, beyond his sphere, yet such 
As they best know and love, dwell as they may ; 
But that ere long he hopes to bring them back 
The noble Athelard, with tidings charged, 

Of which his own late wandering rumours heard, 
That full confirm’d with needful circumstance, 1019 
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Shall be the earnest of unbounded joy, 1020 
And ope the gate to sure deliverance. 


Pleased with such native trait of character, 
To the young chief thus then the sovereign spoke. 


‘‘ Brave, amiable youth! such thy intent 
To thee so natural I must admire, 
Who surely, as I deem, less interest feel’st 
Jo such our mention fond of studies past 
Than in the spirited brave deeds of war, 
Wherein thyself art seen still eminent. 1029 
Forgive me yet, while from my inmost heart 
And sure from deep affection to thyself, 
I say (nor aught as from disparagement 
To thy true worth and gentle qualities, 
But like myself in youth, alas! untaught 
As should beseem an English nobleman) [known! 
Would that of learning’s charms thou more hadst 
But ne’ertheless I hope the time will come, 
When all the noble youth of Britain shall 
Know at thine age whate’er we late have learn’d, 
Which yet I know imperfectly and burn 
Sull to acquire: that all their minds may be 1041 
Hereafter at no distant space, enlarged 
As best becomes Britain’s most generous sons ; 
Men call’d by nature’s self to bear a part 
‘Tn the round world’s affairs, whate’er concerns 
Their fellow man, or general policy ; 
Still, while their country’s interest they promote, 
Bending their thoughts to universal good. 
Go then; pursue thy purpose : tor awhile 
Resume thy secret watch; while we conceal’d 
In this rude cell, (‘less nearer dangers drive 
Ail swift to vanish to our earthy cave,) 
Seek to console the solitary time 1053 
With talk on themes, most dear to all our hearts, 
And I too hope, ere long with thee, still prompt 
To bring good tidings, noble Athelard 
Will hither come and the glad news confirm, 
Which, as thou say’st, shall then become the clue 
To our mazed thoughts, and ope the gate of joy.” 


So as he said, the noble Edgar left 
The branchy cell, and sought the margent groves, 
A willing sentinel: nor sole, perhaps, 2 
Upon that purpose bent, but seeking there 
In solitude congenial, undisturb’d 1064 
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To muse on one, dear to his gallant heart, 1068 
Ah! known with bliss, too heavenly long to last, 
But now mysteriously from sight removed. 


Then the still inmates of the rural bower 
Turn to their darling theme, and with the King 
Enraptured, on the learning of the time 
Descant untired; while Asser thus resumes. 


‘‘ How at your urged request we wont to read 
In your fond presence books in various tongues 
Of classic name, and all their purport ope 1074 
To your rapt sense; since then yourself not knew 
These to translate, yet glow’d with deep desire 
To know the treasured lore of ages past. 

Nor sole from Erigen the choicest stores 

Of ancient wisdom and immortal song 

Daily you glean’d, but with extended range 

From him too, or in sprightly dialogue 

With polish’d Grimbald, later history, 

The true condition and the policy 

Of Europe’s several realms; the church’s state ; 
Rome’s sovereign power; the empire of the west, 
In France first aim’d by kingly Pharamond, 1086 
And settled by the illustrious Charlemagne : 

From Plegmund, and the learned Mercian priests, 
The sacred scriptures oped, or sainted works 

Of venerable Bede, who told the life 

Of holy Cuthbert, and the history 

From early time, of your own English church, 
Dear, christian sovereign, to your pious heart. 
Which works you loved, and purposed to translate 
For general use into the English tongue. 

Then elder Aldhelm’s songs, of princely race, 

(A kinsman of King Ina was bis sire) 

The pupil of renowned Adrian 1098 
Erst sent to England by the church’s head 

With Theodore the Greek, (at Tarsus born, 
Famed city that gave birth to holy Paul) 

Assign’d to illumine England from the seat 

Of early piety in ancient Kent: 

Which Aldhelm too (learning’s chief fount and pride) 
Was erst at Malmsbury the pupil loved 

Of studious Maidulf, Erin’s fondest boast. 

For her calm suinted isle, from elder time, 

(While Britain was with wars and factions torn,) 
Flourish’d in learning, and to ruder climes 

Could send her sons from her own hallow’d cells, 
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Watch’d by the round tower and the sculptured cross, 
To teach rich stores of piety and peace ; 

And yet preserves her high-excelling name. 

This Aldhelm so, my liege, your ear approved, 
That him you deem’d the poet, first and best, 

Yet gracing England; who had not disdain'd 

Of old, like Orpheus, on the bridge to stand 

And teach the wondering people with his lay, 
Charming their brute ears with sweet native song, 
Fraught with instruction, as with fancy fired. 

Then too you heard from Mercia’s letter'd sons, 
Northumbrian Alewin’s writings, who had been 
The tutor erst to famous Charlemagne; 1123 
By Offa sent; much by the pupil loved; 

Which love the tutor equally return’d, 

And, for glad Charlemagne’s instruction, works 
Of honour’d name at his high court composed. 
With the same zeal, at times we heard explain’d 
The pastoral care of holy Gregory; 

His dialogues, and specious miracles ; 

Or good Augustine’s contemplative hours, 
Enogland’s first herald of the Christian truth ; 
Books, that concern’d religion’s stablishment : 
Then meditations of renown’d wise men, 1134 
Their pregnant sayings, and deep sentences ; 
Heard too the comforts of philosophy, 

With the divine mind’s dignity, and power 

O’er the frail temple which she fills on earth, 
Charmingly taught by wise Boetius; 

Or chronicles, and various fate, of Kings 

And nations ; their first rise, and after-fall : 

Or learn'd the earth’s form, and her known confines, 
Unfolded in Orosius’ wondrous book. 

E’en from myself, what learning else my care 
Perhaps had gather'd in a coigne remote 1145 
Of Britain’s isle; sometimes, at your request, 
Whate’er I knew of the story of our isle, 

Her early Druids, or her ancient Kings, 

And warriors old, renown’d in antique songs, 
Learn’d from tradition or from age to age 

In written books preserved with holy care; 

From Brute, of Trojan blood, whose warrior might, 
Led hither by Diana’s oracle, 

Quell'd erst the ancient giants of the land, 

And fix’d his new-Troy’s everlasting reign ; 

Then the long memory of mighty names; 

Great Arthur’s deeds, dear to each British heart; 
Down to these days; our Britain’s present state, 
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Our native customs, and peculiar laws. 1159 
Then too, from Wilfred, and the English bards 
Met at your court, or from our own Geraint, 
Whom (to the stranger and our nation kind) 

With the same honour at the English court 

You had ordain’d pre-eminent, as sprung 

Of elder title, and more ancient fame, 

Our Britain’s pride, the blue-robed bard o' the chair; 
From these you still, delighted, would attend 
Songs, to the harp attuned, and poems sweet, 

Or of divine, or secular, intent, 

Recording in their glory noble deeds, 1170 
That best and quickest virtue teach and truth, 

By pleasing story and example clear, 

With liveliness excelling precept’s power. 

From England’s bards, we listen’d to the songs 
Of your old Ceedmon, who with master-hand 
Unlock’d divine things, and to earthly ears 

Sung of the angels’ fall; creation, sprung 

From eldest darkness, and a formless void; 

The state of our first parents, and their fall ; 

Of Cain’s first crime, and sin’s o’erwhelming reign: 
Then of the universal flood, and earth, 

Peopled again from one preserving ark ; 1182 
Of Abraham’s chosen family, and Kings, 

Sprung from his loins ; to keep twixt heaven and earth 
The everlasting covenant, that once more 

Man from his fallen state should be restored, 

To his first happiness; though not on earth, 

Nor without death, the penalty incurrd, 

But, through a Christ redeem’d and saved, in heaven. 
The legends then we heard of many a saint, 

By various bards in sounding lays rehearsed ; 

And oft we learn’d in song the valiant deeds 

Of English Chieftains told, as sung in halls, 

In castled palaces, or rural bowers, 1194 
Or to the people harp’d in crowded streets, 
Thence cheering popularly every home : 

Lays that preserve soon-fading history, 

And wanting which, the warrior, named in life 
Helm of his people, eagle of the fight, 

The lord of shields, the bracelet-giving King, 
Soon, soon would slumber in an unknown grave. 
Then from our own Geraint, you, varying, heard 
The Triads, sayings of our bards of old, 
Conveying wisdom to rich memory’s cells, 

And taught by sire to son from age to age: 

Then the known distichs of authentic song, 1206 
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Through Britain taught in every family, 1207 
Naming (where’er dispersed) the warrior’s tombs : 
Then the descent of heroes, and the tribes 

Of noble families, you loved to hear, 

Which Britain still in sacred song records, 

And chiefs bear harp’d within their mountain-towers : 
Our Arthur’s deeds, o’er all the world renown’d, 
Name to a British bosom ever dear, 

Nor yet unhoped by Britons to return. 

And oh! heaven grant, that on his sovereign throne, 
The due of virtue, and true patriot-love, 

He yet may sit, and e’en these eyes behold —1218 
Arthur restored, to be his country’s shield, 

As told in song, and cherish’d prophecy ! 

Yet in thy person, Alfred, best of Kings, 

Britain’s sole hope, oh! be that wish revived, 

For thou shalt be our Arthur, come again.” 


To whom the King, affectionate, his hand 
Then stretch’d, while in his eye a sudden tear 
Glisten’d, hy kindness of his valued friend 
Educed, whom soon the sovereign, pleased bespake : 


“1 will not deem, in this adversity, 1228 
Dear Asser, valued friend, that such thy wish, 
(In words, so flattering to myself, express’d) 

Is merely flattery, for I know thy heart, 

Ever to me most tender, kind, and true ; 

But will believe it, as I hope, sincere, 

And may God prosper it, in his good time! 

For comforted by thee, and these, my friends, 
Whom I believe heaven in its mercy sends 

To bring about our late deliverance, 

And without whom, nature, perhaps, o’erpower’d 
By load of many sorrows had expired, 

I trust e’en yet thy bounteous flattering wish 1240 
May prove not wholly vain and idle breath. 

Not in this lowly state for ever sunk, 

Helpless our country to relieve, and bound 

At distance still her suffering groans to hear, 
But arm’d at last with the collected aid 

Of worthy men, who round the English throne 
Shall rally yet, and shine like heavenly stars, 

I still may live to honour Arthur’s name, 

Copy his noble deeds, and thence become, 

(Oh! title dearest to this panting heart) 

The pride of Britain, and my country’s shield.— 
Meantime, until more apt occasion rise, 1252 
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Secluded here in rural privacy, 1253 
We can ourselves a litle court compose, 

And, as at Dene, or quiet Leonaford, 

Of the same company (though fewer) form’d, 
Renew those tranced hours of which thou speak’st. 
Nor want we here the dear and nameless charm, 
That female presence adds; but own e’en yet 

The sweet society of Mercia’s Queen ; 

Fond as a sister, as a woman kind, 

Yet with each royal dignity adoro’d. 

Have we not too the added fellowship 

Of these good prelates of the holy isle, 1264 
Each rich with learning of the pious north ?— 

Can we, with these, be dull? or shall we not 
Almost believe the long-wish’d peace achieved, 
Whose fruits we thus enjoy’d ? So swift each hour 
Seems to glide by on wings of happiness.” 


To whom the friendly Asser thus return’d : 


‘‘ Bless’d was indeed the time, and worthy still 
To be retain’d in fondest memory, 
When at your court, with those same learned men, 
Whom as your tutors you had sought from far, 1274 
During some brief time of endanger’d peace, 
We were admitted to your privacy, 
Saw all your life, and were ourselves a part, 
Till your strong wish for knowledge was supplied ; 
And you indulged, whenever time allow’d, 
Your own peculiar custom, ever wont 
By day, by night, through every obstacle 
And other stop of body or of mind, 
To hear by some one books before you read: 
(For never without one of us still near 
Your own free private presence might be found) 
While yet yourself endeavour'd to recite, 1286 
Though yet imperfectly, the tongues you sought ; 
And in that book, which ever in your breast 
You from your youth had worn, and fondly named 
Your manual, you would bid us write whate’er 
Of wise or memorable, every book 
Treated, that your attentive fancy pleased ; 
A mode by which some knowledge you acquired 
Almost of all books, though as yet yourself 
Could not interpret them, nor singly read. 
Dividing thus our time, at your behest, 
And still in turn repeating to your ear, 
We strove to satisfy with emulous zeal, 1298 


BOOK XVII. 31 


Your thirst of wisdom, though insatiable ; 1299 
For after all, with deep anxiety, 

With sighs by day, by night, to watchful heaven 
Utter’d, and all you honour'd with your love, 

You used to grieve and mournfully complain, 
That you were void of wisdom, ignorant 

Of liberal arts, and felt you nothing knew; 

Aud still with tender air you used to tell, 

That among all the troubles and distress 

Which your distracted life had yet endured, 

This sorrow most you felt with keenest pang, 5 
That in life’s vernal period, while as yet 1310 
Age, leisure, and desire to learn were yours, 

No teachers had inform’d your rising mind. 

For, as you said, through the disturbed realm, 
Such had the horrid persecution been 

Of learning and religion’s ministers, 

That e’en from Humber southward to the Thames, 
Nor through all Wessex, might there once be found 
Any, who could translate the learned tongues, 
Few even, who could read their common prayers 
In their own native Janguage; so that thus 

Your youth had wanted what it most desired.” 


To whom the King: “ Tis true: but by your aid, 
And of those learned men I sought from far, 1228 
Most earnestly I after strove, and hoped 
(If through heaven’s blessing it might yet be done) 
My education’s sad defects to heal, 

And somewhat my own conscious wants repair. 
Since I must ever grieve, and count it still 

My chief misfortune, that in early youth 

I did not learn the liberal sciences 

Sufficiently, and to my full desire. 

For though brought up within the royal court, 
With great love of my parents, and by them 1338 
Before the other brothers of my bouse 

(For causes that [ knew not) much preferr’d; 
Though from my earliest memory, before 

All other pleasures, amid all pursuits 

And various cares of life, a deep desire 

Of knowledge still possess’d my opening mind, 
Yet, through defect of teachers, I remain’d 

E’en to my twelfth year’s date, illiterate, 

Truly, that precious interval I spent 

After the manner of young noblemen, 

(Thus early practised to the toils of war,) 

In hunting and the pleasures of the chase, = 1845 
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Wherein I thoughtless then delighted much, 1346 
And gloried ’mong the nobles to excel. 

Fondly pursuing the delicious sport 

E’en to Cornwall, mid its hermit-scenes 

Saint Guerir’s church I after visited, 

And won from heaven by prayer a hallow’d boon, 
Relief from that confirm’d and keen disease, 
Which from my youth had long infested me; 

Tho’ some disease then to my prayers seem’d sent 
To be my guard from vulgar, low desires.— 
Heaven’s goodness how can I enough adore, 

Or think unmoved on holy Guerir’s cell ! 1357 
Yet much as IT might love the busy chase, 

By habit grown expert and fortunate, 

Still learning’s charms far more delighted me. 
And next to oral lessons I received 

Of the great duties that I owed to heaven, 

My neighbour and myself, which still I heard 
From my good sire, the pious Ethelwulph, 

Or his confessors, (then my tutors sole) 

The sainted Swithun, reverend Helmstan too, 

And bishop Alstan, the wise minister 

Of England's throne for well nigh fifty years, 
Whose active energy his country saved, 1369 
_ (May blessings crown his never-dying name !)— 
After such sacred purposes as these, 

Most I delighted in those English songs, 

And metred poems of our elder bards, 

Which oft I heard recited at the court 

There by our friend, the generous Wilfred, sung, 
Or others of the palace; or at feasts, 

With harp and voice, by nobles tuned in turn ; 
Often by ladies to sweet soothing airs ; 

All whom at my entreaty fond I won 

To sing tome. Attentive still I heard, 

And stored those precious songs in memory, 1381 
That told the worthy deeds of ancient fame 

And valour of our noble ancestors; 

Till my young heart would in my bosom burn 

And all my soul was rapt in ecstasy, 

Panting with emulous hope to equal these, 

Nor sink beneath their old and just renown. 

Since my kind mother Judith, the polite 
Accomplish’d daughter of imperial Charles, 
(Grand-daughter of the illustrious Charlemagne 
And sure most worthy of her honour’d line,) 

First to my royal brothers and myself 

Offer’d a book, with gems and gold adorn’d, 1393 
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And smiling said, such prize admired should be 1394 

His, who its rich contents should first explain. 

From thence with ceaseless ardour I applied 

Myself to study, and its written stores 

First learning, I the precious book obtain’d. 

For letters from that hour my passion grew. 

My ignorance I felt, and much deplored, 

And sigh’d for wisdom, past all earthly things. 

But having thus acquired some little art, 

Whate er I read, or heard, that pleased my thought, 

I treasured in this manual, which has been 

My habit from my youth; and still this book, 1405 

My bosom’s loved companion, of my life 

Has been the true and constant monitor, 

Ever reminding me of learning’s worth. 

Thereinat firstsome prayers, then some choice psalms 

Or celebration of the hours, or songs 

Of our excelling bards, would every day 

Afford me consolation and delight. 

Then pleasing tales, ingenious parables, 

And sentences of wise philosophers, 

My meditation’s progress would announce. 

But still the liberal arts I could not learn 

(Ignorant of the learned languages, 1417 

Which in their text contain’d the chiefest lore 

And treasured wisdom of the ancient world) 

To my full wish, because through all our realm 

No able teachers might be yet obtain’d. 

This among all the troubles of my life 

I ever must with chief regret deplore. 

For when at length my age was more advanced, 

Even from youth unceasingly oppress’d 

With strange infirmities, unknown indced 

To all the skill’d physicians of the isle, 

And with external and domestic cares 

Of royal power perplex’d, and day and night 1429 

With infestations of the Pagan foes, 

Though then in some degree [ had procured 

Disturbed teachers, yet thus torn, alas! 

I could not therefore, (there was leisure none,) 

Acquire those arts, demanding studious peace. 

For this my bosom sigh’d, and fr6m this cause, 

A love of learning too predominant, 

In after life I was at times misled 

E’en to neglect of duties of the state, 

And bent on peace, I bought vain foolish leagues. 

But older now, and wiser, as I hope, 

1 learn’d at last how better I might blend 144t 
VOL. IE. D 
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Things in due season, and by order’d care 1442 
Strive to each duty to assign its part. 

Yet in the same unsatisfied desire, 

Methinks, I never shall surcease to pant, 

Which, as from infancy to this self hour 

It has not fail’d, so to my life’s last end, 

I must believe, will still possess my heart. 

At last some few years of delusive peace 

By purchased leagues acquired, with eager care 
You to my court I call’d, and learned men, 

Who to my wish might my devoted mind 

Enlarge, and with the courted wisdom fill. 1458 
Much from you all I learn’d; and heaven can tell 
What debt of gratitude I feel your due. 

W ould that my power, now wrested, to my will 
Though not to your desert, in happier time 

Might have rewarded you with benefits, 

Intended once, but now alas! bereaved.” 


To whom Saint David's bishop soon replied. 


‘*‘ Not to myself and fellows was unknown, 
W hat was the passion of your early years, 
And ardent thirst for knowledge, ever since, 1463 
Arought up inseparably in court, you grew 
The favourite of your parents, and of all; 
Seeming indeed in form and countenance, 
Nor less, twas said, in manners and in words, 
More graceful and decorous, than were deem’d 
The other brethren of the royal house. 
Which strong desire of wisdom, we were told, 
Possessing you from early infancy, 
Had fill'd the genius of your opening mind, 
Well answering your nobility of birth. 
Nor, from enquiry, fail’d we too to know, 
And noted well (such was our intercourse 1475 
In closest hours) your temper, prone to muse, 
Much to observe, and in whose gentle bent 
A tender melancholy seem’d to reign, 
(Somewhat, perhaps, from your long ailment sprung) 
And though distracted much by various cares, 
Yet constant in its purpose, quick but strong: 
Though universal in its power and range, 
And given to infinite variety, 
Not soft, and roving lightly over all, 
But patient of laborious study deep, 
Industrious, and advising still to choose 
And to pursue such objects sole, as best L4o7 
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Y our care, conjunct with others, might convert 1488 
To public weal or private benefit. 

In reading ceaseless, or the pen, and still 
Collecting, whatsoe’er you deem’d might aid 

The arts, or knowledge, of this present age, 

In rhetoric, in sound philosophy, 

In history, diviner poesy, 

Music’s delicious power ; a happier skill 

In building, science mathematical, 

And power to mete the earth, or scan the stars. 
How we did then thank heaven, that it had deign'd 
A Christian ruler of Britannia’s isle, 1499 
Embued with a devotion so intense 

To wisdom’s study; and that next to love 

Of true religion, to his father dear, 

(And of a worthy son the chiefest care,) 

The love of learning fired the royal breast. 

Yet still our admiration strange it drew, 

Aud wonder to each other oft express’d, 

How mid employments, which your presence claimn’'d, 
So various, aught of time you thence could spare 
For studies, which we knew you dearest loved. 
For scarce the happy secret then we knew 

Folly, that just division of your time, 511 
Which gave you, early rising from your couch, 
And offering up your matin orisons, 

Ere the first lark had tuned his hymn to heaven, 
Power to accomplish many worthy things, 

Which idler minds would deem iucredible. 

We mark’d your habits, mid the threats of war, 
Pagan assaults, and varied accidents, 

Mid anguish of that strange infirmity 

Which from your twentieth year has vex’d you so, 
That if kind heaven a respite deign’d from pain 
One day, or night, or e’en a single hour, 

Yet still the alarm of its detected pang 1523 
Forsook you not, but render’d you almost 

(As still you deem’d and piteously complain‘d,) 
Unfitted for divine or human things. 

How did we joy when mid these obstacles 

We saw you, like your pious father, make 

Christ’s true religion, which you still declared 
Was needful to the happiness of man, 

Your first delight, and most peculiar care ; 

Still striving to apply it, and convert 

To habit practical, which proved its power 

To the correction of immoral ill, 

Virtue’s support, and sweet encouragement. = 1535 
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We knew that early, ere the silent morn 1536 
Blush’d in the east, or the first wakeful cock 
Heralded with his song the dawn’s approach, 
You thoughtful left your bed, and secretly 
Entering some holy fane, had knelt beside 

Its altar and the relics of the saints, 

And wing’d in prayer your pensive soul to heaven. 
You knew yourself a man; and humbly still 
Implored God’s blessing on your works on earth, 
Pardon for all that might his eye offend, 

And, through his mercy and redeeming love, 

A place hereafter in his heavenly realms 1547 
Mong angels, and the spirits of the good. 

Nor from that throne supreme, whence he beholds 
And sways each portion of the worlds he made, 
Is that Almighty power, who sits thereon, 
Regardless ever of the prayer sincere, 

Sent from the penitent and humble heart. 

Then from your bishops, and the holy men 

Who dwelt within your palace, natives some, 
Some sought from foreign climes, you daily heard 
The sacred scriptures read, or publicly 

Taught and explain’d, and sedulous were wont 
With all your court to listen and attend 1559 
The sacred ministry ; melodious psalms 

Of grateful praise, orations, or the mass, 

The hours diurnal, or the vesper’s song. 

Then daily you dispatch’d the state’s affairs, 

And mildly held the reins of government, 
Tempering the course of justice through the realm, 
Ever most thoughtful for the helpless poor. 

Thus hearing daily, from all quarters brought, 
Appeals to you of judgments, deem’d unjust 

In other courts before the noble earls, 

Or Ealdormen ; dissenting from whose voice 

The subjects sought the judgment of the King. 1571 
When of injustice aught, you deem’d, appear’d, 
Mildly the judges, call’d before yourself, 

You would interrogate ; why so oblique 

A sentence they had pass’d, and if ’twere done 
Through ignorance, or any evil will; 

Whether through love of any, or from fear, 

Or hate, or even from the hope of gain; 

Then if the judges would profess, (as oft 

They did) that such decree they had pronounced, 
Because no rightlier in such things they knew, 
Discreetly then, and mild, you would reprove 
Their want of knowledge, and becoming skill; 158s 
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And thus would add: ‘ Truly I must admire 1584 
This your presumption, who by heaven’s good-will 
Born to such rank, or vamed by my free gift, 
Have thus usurp’‘d, it seems, the high degree 

And office of the wise; but all the care 

And study due of wisdom quite o’erlook’d. 

One of two things I therefore must command, 
Either that you depose the ministry 

Of earthly power, which to your rank belongs, 

Or that with care far stricter than the past, 

To wisdom’s study you devote yourself.’— 

Which sentence heard, alarm’d, and seeming thus 
As if corrected for some deep offence, 1596 
The earls, and all in high authority, 

With all their power betook themselves to learn 
The principles of equity and right: 

So that the earls, who almost all had been 

From infancy illiterate, and all 

The ministers of justice, with a zeal 

Unheard, to learning’s study strict applied, 
Preferring, with whatever pain, to pass 

Such unused, but insisted, discipline, 

Than to forego the ministry of power. 

But if in liberal study any fail’d 1607 
Either from age, or slow inaptitude 

Of the unused faculties, to learn 

And make in time the wish’d proficiency, 

Such would intreat their sons, or of their kin 

Some friend, or (wanting these,) their own freed 
Or slave, who had acquired the art to read, [man, 
(Promoted by their masters to that skill) 

Books, day and night, before them to repeat, 
(After the rumour’d practice of the King) 

And sighing from their inmost soul they grieved 
That their past youth these studies had not known: 
Deeming the young men of the present time 1619 
Happy in this, that they might now acquire, 

With aid of every kind, the liberal arts ; 
Themselves too judging most unfortunate, 

That neither these in youth they had attain’d, 

And now, desiring, could not learn in age. 

How happy earnest this, that through the realm, 
(Had heavenly peace but held some longer sway,) 
The clouds of ignorance would soon have fled, 
And emulous knowledge have prevail’d around !— 
Assiduous thus, the bishops, and the earls, 

Aad all the nobles, and your ministers, 

To you most dear; and all the magistrates —1631 
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(To whom beneath yourself deputed power 1632 
Through all the realm was, as is meet, assign’d) 
Instructing, mild-encouraging sometimes, 
Advising, ordering, and, if need required, 

After long patience, punishing at last 

The disobedient, and by every means 

Abominating vulgar ignorance ; 

All, to your will, and to the common good 

Of the whole kingdom, you controll’d and bound. 
Then with artificers you counsel took 

How best the ruin’d cities and the towns 

Might from their smoking ashes rise anew, 1648 
With a magnificence unseen before ; 

But proud with spires and domes, and stately fanes, 
And labour’d towers, and marts, and public halls, 
And pomp of splendid edifices, strange 

To England, (but remark'd in climes abroad) 
After the manner of imperial Rome, 

Which in your youth you twice had visited : 

Then how strong castles might the state defend, 
Choosing fit stations over all the realm 

For the support of martial garrisons ; 1653 
Or where new burghs should the rich land adorn. 
Then pleased, we saw you mid such kingly tasks, 
Allot some time to heaven-born charity 

And royal bounty, to your stranger-guests, 

Or natives; pleasant, affable to all; 

And still you joy’d to honour, and reward 

The foreign visitors, Frisians, and Franks, 

Gauls, Britons, Pagans, Scots, Armoricans, 
Noble, or lowly-born; and to enrich 

With gifts and tokens worthy England’s throne : 
While still by all you loved to hear explain’d 

The sacred writ and lore of foreign tongues.” 1665 


To whom the King: ‘Small progress yet, I deem, 
Kind friend, in such loved lore ourselves have made. 
But after-time may with continued care 
Better attain, under your favouring guide, 

And turn attentive to some worthy use.” 


Then thus the reverend Asser pleased return'd. 
‘‘ Our former toils were not, methinks, in vain; 
For thus not only much of letter’d lore 
You heard recited, and its sense explain’d ; 
But you began yourself the learned tongues 
To read and to interpret, and would soon 
Tn these have been expert, if boisterous war 1677 
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Had not disturb’d those bours of happy peace. 
Oft I recal with pride, and still retain 

With deep delight that day in memory, 

(The venerable Martin’s festival,) 

When staying with you at the royal court, 

As wont, discoursing on a thousand things, 

It chanced, a sentence from some book J reai, 
Which while intent you listen’d and revolved, 
Suddenly you produced the favourite book, 

Which in your bosom constantly you wore, —_1687 
Noting whate’er you had admired from youth, 
and bade me there the pleasing sentence write. 
Which when I mark’d, my secret thanks to heaven 
I paid, that with such love of wisdom deign'd 
Thus largely to inspire the royal mind. 

But when within the book no vacant space 

(Fill’d as it was with chosen sentences) 

I could discern, where I might write at all, 

I paused a moment: (chiefly, I will own, 

From a fond hope which instant cross’d my wind, 
So elegant a genius of the King 

To prompt to further skill in things divine :) 

And when you urged me speedily to write, 

I answer’d, ‘ Will it please my royal liege, = 1701 
That I should write the passage in some leaf, 
Mingled with other extracts; since, perhaps, 

We may elsewhere find other sentences 

Which may attract you, such as we may wish 

To note and thus select ?’—This when you heard, 
By your assent, gladly I soon prepared 

A fair quaternion of leaves, whereon 

I wrote the grateful sentence you desired ; 

And after, that same day, not less than three 
Other excerpts, pleasing alike to you. 

Thus daily, as we talk’d, and fond pursued 

Our studies, some delightful testimony 1713 
I wrote, till the quaternion quite was fill'd. 

Yet not to me alone such office fell; 

For from the hour when this was first prepared, 
By wy advice and guiding aid, yourself 

Earnestly studied then the learned tongues 

To read, and into English to translate, 

And stored your growing manual with excerpts ; 
Quite ta’en with rapture and intense delight, 

As if admitted by this magic key 

To some new world, or fairy-paradisc. 

Till e’en to many nobles the same art 

You strove to teach and to communicate. 1725 
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And many flowers of holy writings thence 1726 
Unceasing you collected, and obtain’d 

With passion’d thirst of knowledge, as a bee 
From the spring’s opening treasures stores his cells. 
Which gather’d flowers while thus you cull’d, ex- 
Through many tutors, and within one book [plored 
(Though mix’d perhaps) arranging you reduced, 
You so enlarged it, that its size almost 
Approach‘d the psalter’s magnitude ; from which 
Loved manual, near you day and night preserved, 
(So you were wont to say,) you still derived, 

As from a friend, chief solace and delight. 1737 
Ah! little did I deem such blest employ 

Would be so soon o’erthrown, and at an end; 

Or that in so brief space, our studious peace 
Could e’er be turn’d to ruin such as this ! 

Alas! that e’er a pious thoughtful King, 

So active-zealous for his people’s good, 

Whom, seeing all his ways, we not alone 

Revered for these his royal qualities, 

But loved as a companion and a friend, 


? 


Must undergo adversities like these ! 1747 
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Tue Queen of Mercia, sister to the King, in further illustration 
of the character and habits of Alfred, dwells upon the virtues of 
his domestic life, his economy and bounty, regulation of his 
time, and encouragement of the arts. The King refers to his 
designs for the diffusion of learning and the promotion of com- 
merce, with a view to which Erigen had undertaken long jour- 
neys to distant countries. He now solicits Erigen to relate his 
tracels abroad, which the latter recounts accordingly, through 
France, Switzerland, Italy, Greece, the islands of the /Egean sca, 
Asia Minor, Palestine, and Egypt. The King then converses 
with Erigen, Asser, and the northern bishops on the state of 
learning and religion at home, and the means of their permanent 
establishment ; and with the advice and assistance of these learned 
men, various plans are formed for the future instruction and 
welfare of the realm. 
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O as with warmth Saint David's bishop said, 
And rapt in pensive musing seem d to bend 
With fond affection toward the friend he loved, 
Charm’d with such mention, Mercia’s gentle Queen 
Takes up the darling subject and renews. 


‘* Kind Asser, in thy clear remembrance thus, 
Pictured as in a mirror, we behold 
The perfect image of our Alfred’s mind ; 
And mark disclosed by one who knew him best 
The wonted habits of his inmost life. 
- Yet while thus dwelling on so loved a theme, 11 
Thou paint’st his character in traits exact, 
Therein thou shew’st thine own, distinguish’d still 
By constant friendship to our royal house ; 
Most to the sovereign, who no less loves thee. 
But thou forget’st, and dost not all report : 
Which, with a sister’s love, permit me too 
Fondly to memorize. Have I not mark’d 
With wonder and delight, how still the King 
His bishops and the nobles of the land 
With all their families to honour strove, 
And prized with an affection deep and true 
As a fond father his own children loves ; 23 
While the young nobles at the royal court 
He with his children joy’d to educate, 
Superintending with benignant care ?— 
All his revenue and exchequer's wealth 
With princely largess we beheld him share 
Half to God’s service, parted equally 
To pious uses, for the helpless poor, 
Or sustentation of monastic halls 
And holy fanes dispersed o’er all the land : 
The other moiety of all his wealth 
Devoting glad to temporal affairs : 
Part to the soldiers, guardians of the realm, 
And to the duteous officers of state, 36 
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Who cane alternate to the royal court 
In cohorts providently regular, 


On service each third month in turn relieved : 


Part to the numerous artificers, 

By his command on various works engaged : 
Part to the strangers visiting his court.— 
His time itself, with orderly dispose, 
Surpassing all his ancestors, we knew 

He studied to divide, and to assign 

One third to varied labours of the state, 

- A third to studious meditation, 

A third to corporal sustenance and rest : 
Whose equal distribution (by his care 

Aad wit inventive) lights of equal size, 
Inclosed within transparent horn, display'd. 


At seasons, when the rolling year brought round 


The three great festivals, of Easter-tide, 


Pentecost, and our Saviour’s honour’d birth, | 


The nation’s council his high presence call’d ; 
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Whereat ourselves, with Burthred our loved spouse, 


And all our Mercian nobles, wont attend. 
There in the full assembly of the wise, 
Witan-gemote deliberations claim’d 

The monarch’s sanction and his ruling mind. 


Such toils of state dispatch’d, and cares indeed 


Worthy a King and royal dignity, 

He then was used with ardour to pursue 
The pleasures of the chase and every art 
Pertaining to diversions of the field ; 

To teach the master of the hound and horn 
Lessons of skill; the practised falconer too. 
Nor these alone, but to direct the work 
Of jewellers and fine artificers : 

Or pleased instruct the architect to raise 
Superber and more sumptuous edifices 
After a fashion scarce in England known. 
Yet truly, after all, his pensive soul 

Most loved, there seeming as insatiable, 
To hear books read, or to recite himself, 
And with chief care to learn by memory, 
Or fondly teach, thenies of poetic song. 
For amid all these strange impediments, 


Still he found time to seek what most he prized, 


The converse and advice of learned men, 
Scarce happy, save while in their company. 
Heaven such a studious disposition mark’d, 


Blessing with favour; sending him yourselves, 


To gratify his hopes and ardent thirst 
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Of knowledge, the prime passion of his heart. 85 
It gave him, cull’d from many a distant part, 

The flower of learning’s pious ministers, 

By him rewarded all with grateful gifts.” 


To her the attentive Asser quick returns. 


“Oh! my fair Queen, no truant memory 
Fails to record such bouaty, but confirms. 
To me indeed those rich rewards have been 
Far, far beyond the bounds of my desert. 
Shall I. forget the memorable time, v4 
When on the vigils of Christ’s natal morn, 
Call’d early to his presence, he resign’d 
Freely into my hands two written grants, 
Unfolding a large list of all the wealth 
Contain’d within the stately monasteries, 
Banwell and Ambresbury; that self day 
Delivering to me seizin of them both, 
With all their treasures and appurtenants: 
At the same time presenting me a gown 
Of silk, most labour’d; and of incense too 
A burden, fit for a strong man to bear ! 105 
Adding these words: ‘ That he had not bestow’d 
Those trifling gifts, as meaning to confer 
No other benefits in after time’— 
And not long after, all-unlook’d he gave 
Exeter's ample seat, with all the rights, 
Where’er pertaining to its princely bounds, 
Besides innumerable daily gifts 
In every measure of terrestrial wealth ; 
Which not I sought, nor ever may deserve.” 


Then thus the King loved Asser’s grateful voice 
Kind interrupts. ‘‘ Friend most revered and dear, 
Though good and amiable it may be 117 
To bear these poor rewards in memory, 

And name them thus with pleasing gratitude, 
Yet talk not of them, for I have but been 
Triflingly kind, nor answer’d thy desert. 
Hereafter let us hope for ampler power. 

If providence our former state restore, 

I will to all give nobler recompense. 

But yet indeed, my ever-valued friends, 

And thou, complacent sister, swift to praise, 
Ye worthiest portions of my very heart, 

You with remembrance of such partial love 
And flattering favour visit my poor deeds, 129 
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That my own gratitude wants meet return. 130 
Nor dare I take it wholly to myself, 

While thus you memorize our past intents, 

Which time can sole mature. But yet in part 

I will; for certainly if e’er my soul 

Any true passion has entire possess’d, 

Or still enchains, (more perhaps, even now, 

Since is none other object left to me 

Save only this; wife, children, all removed) 

It was, that after from these Pagan foes 

We first had freed, and from their future grasp 
Shielded our England, this unequall’d land, 141 
Nature’s chief boast, the envy of the world, 

I then my happy people might compose 

To order'd peace, and in the blessed ways 

Of true religion and sound learning guide. 

Till by all apt instruction, this fair isle 
Should be, as ’twere, a paradise on earth; 

The abode of comfort, glory’s chosen home, 

An empire founded, which succeeding time 
Should on our model only more improve, 

To flourish happy still from age to age. 

That if there be aught worthy, fair, or true, 

Either in virtue or civility, 153 
This dear, dear land in every thing of good 

May own it, and still shine pre-eminent.” 


He paused a moment, while enrapt he seem’d 
In patriot feeling : which perceived, his mien 
In each observer struck a solemn awe. 

When thus good Asser in consoling tone 
His glowing purpose joyously confirm’d. 


‘« And so it shall; my soul, as if inspired, 
Sees all unfolded through time’s shadowing veil.” 


Then thus the thoughtful sovereign mild resumed. 


‘‘ Yet now allow e’en me: tho’ you have much 
O'errated my poor merits as my power, 
Singly employ’d, yet surely by the aid 
And kind advice of abler, wiser men, 
We once had purposed (not from vanity 
I speak it, but with recollections sweet 
To animate, and by recall'd intent 
Delight us, though the achievement be denied) 
Een more than has by fondest friends been named.” 
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Again he paused, and seem’d by modesty —173 
Check’d for awhile, yet when his eager friends 
Urge the confession sweet, he thus repeats. 


“Oh! my loved Asser, happy were indeed 
Those charming hours thou bring’st to memory, 
For I had then begun in part to heal 
My early education’s sad defects ; 

And though I felt much yet remain’d to do, 

I hoped a remedy and happy change, 

By patience, and so dear society. 

Fondly was I a pupil, and in lieu 188 
Of teachers few throughout the land, my hope 
Glow’d (which I chiefest cherish’d) to prevent 

So great a wrong to England’s rising race : 

Nor such rich knowledge to myself confine, 

But to see education general, 

Sound learning universal; since the wish 

Nearest my heart was this: that there should he 
No poorest subject in our Britain born, 

Who could not at fit age the scriptures read, 

And for himself thus know God's holy word, 

The source and spring of virtuous principles : 
Whence hope might rise he then would practise them, 
And Britain prove fair virtue’s nursery. 196 
If I, beginning late, could aught acquire 

Of useful knowledge, what shall need prevent 

My subjects too like vantage to attain, 

Or who shall now of so dear prize despair ?-— 

My purpose was with you to have become 

Myself a shepherd to our darkling flock, 

Opening before them beams of heavenly light. 
Which when myself had by such care begun, 

Our nobles would have vied to lead the way 

In bringing learning into general use. 

Nor marking its effects, would these refuse 207 
Their influence and their power in virtue’s aid. 
From this fond care, our fix'd intent had been 

At Oxford’s purposed university 

Not sole our own sons, princes of our house, 

(Had they by ruling Providence been spared !) 
But all the youthful nobles of the land, 

Or lowly-born (since genius is of rank 
Heaven-gifted, which earth’s titles may not scorn) 
To have committed to the zealous charge 

Of learned masters, by ourselves obtain’d 

From distant regions, who in all the round 

Of letters and of science should have train’d — 219 
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The rising intellect of England's sons. 220 
So that ere yet they should have strength to use 
Their ordinary tasks, the noisy chase, 

Or other bold and martial exercise, 

They should be seen already not untaught 

In learning’s root, but studious and expert.” 


So as he said, the attentive Erigen, 
Responding to that generous hope, express’d. 


‘Such had we witness’d too, if favouring peace 
Had but endured: and yet may soon behold.” 929 


To whom the encouraged sovereign glad return’d. 


‘Yet not alone upon this solid base 
Of useful learning and true piety 
We purposed to have rested Britain’s fame, 
But following well her people’s character, 
Active, peculiar, mark’d for strength as grace, 
To have upraised thereon a column bright 
Of various science, arts, and elegance; 
Of classic ornament; empire, and power, 
And commerce, by her fleets and travels won, 239 
Vying with other nations of the world; 
That whatsoe’er there be of use or worth 
Throughout this terrene globe, which may beseem 
A generous people, this our native land 
Should share it too, imitate, and adopt. 
While, as concentred in Britannia’s isle, 
It should be deem’d our own, with taste enjoy’d 
And relish due to toil and enterprize, 
E’en more than mid the scenes of native growth, 
In regions softer, but enfeebled more. 
Whence England’s future sons may so acquire 
Dominion, wealth, and glory, of which we 251 
Lay but the seeds, found but the sketch and thought, 
To be by them matured in after time, 
When I in my forgotten crave shall sleep : 
Yea, all, and more than all, that ever yet 
Our learn’d and travell’d Erigen, in range 
Of his rich studies and enlarged research, 
Deem'd to transfer to these auspicious isles.” 


He said, and on his loved instructor turn’d 
A meaning look, which scarce himself could fail 
Interpret, ere the King these words resumed. 261 
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‘* For on this lofty purpose, aims so proud, 262 
Despatch’d we not abroad, to many a clime, 
With the glad sanction of our English court, 
Nor less with letters and instructions charged 
From Erin’s learned balls as from ourselves, 
Our peerless Erigen, of genius vast, 
Of observation and capacity 
Alike unlimited as uncontroll'd, 
Bent on acquirements for which he is famed, 
For study of the tongues and classic lore, 
For taste distinguish'd in each finer art, 
In charming rhetoric, in music’s skill, 273 
In beaven-born poesy, in science high 
To scan the stars, or mete the orbed earth: 
That not in books alone he should excel, 
But visiting strange courts and distant climes, 
Dearest to classic memory, to arts, 
To science, and all ornaments of peace, 
He should by ocular inspection’s proof 
And thoughtful note amid the actual scenes, 
By such his varied travels o’er the world 
Of letters and departed genius, bring 
To his own country, and so teach her sons 
Refinement, elegance, and policy. | 285 
For these he might not visit sole to mark 
For his own thought and individual fame, 
But to use politic, with chief design 
For Britain’s main improvement, so that all 
His studious care should to this channel turn, 
How best his country’s glory to extend, 
Create or found, and from each distant realm 
Somewhat to glean for her convenience, 
Interest and wealth, her genius, or her taste, 
Her strength or skill; by interchange of trade 
And barter of the products of each clime, 
Or colonies abroad, apt to these isles, 297 
Whose merchants yet with ships shall crowd the main. 
A nation maritime, whose home shall be 
In part the ocean washing every shore, 
Destined to hold the empire of the seas. 
Oh! could I ever of our naval foes, 
Bred on this element, make Christian friends, 
Ere yet I die, and in one people blend, 
How would such league promote our fondest hope !” 


So as he said, with such kind notice moved, 
The travell’d man in meek obeisance bow’d, 
And seem’d his well-earn’d honour to impute —_ 308 
VOL. III. E 
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Less to his merit than his sovereign’s love : 309 
Who paused not long, but thus the strain pursued. 


‘« Nor sole on commerce and advantage bent, 
Went our loved Erigen, but chief his soul 
Was touch’d with lofty hope that Britain’s isles 
As well in needful arms and power diffuse, 
So too in arts and fit magnificence, 
In graceful ornament, may rise to vie 
With the past proudest days of Greece or Rome. 
Fond wish ! whereon his classic thought would feed, 
While mid the ruins of their ancient state $10 
He should survey their splendid monuments, 
Fit for a people, worthily esteem’d 
The lawful sovereigns of this orb of earth. 
Until observing models such as these 
Alike in all the finer arts that speak 
A nation’s pitch of glory, in the skill 
Of divine sculpture, or the painter’s hand, 
Inspired poesy, or music’s grace, 
Hereafter our own Britain may aspire 
To match each boast of high antiquity, 
And noblest characters of pristine time. 
For we had thought our young nobility, 331 
And generous natives of Britannia’s isle, 
Would forth have sail’d, ruling our dauntless fleets, 
To know each nation of the terrene world, 
And hail its sons as brothers and as friends: 
Until the ocean’s tide should leave no strand 
Untrod by daring feet of Englishmen; 
Who after such wide wandering should still 
Prefer their home, their England, beyond all. 
Others, to learn abroad the liberal arts, 
The manners and the thoughts of distant realms, 
Till travel too, like books, were general, 
And deem’d essential to accomplishment. 348 
Nor less our Erigen such journey took 
Alike for classic recollections too, 
As source of emulation to a race, 
Sprung of the Trojan and heroic blood, 
Who, though at last in distant Britain fix’d, 
Ask their own Homer’s or new Virgil’s song. 
Nor would it scape our thoughtful traveller’s note, 
What prudent national alliances 
"Twere best maintain with every foreign state, 
The products, interest, character of each, 
And several attributes, and these convert 
To his own country’s use or ornament; | $55 
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Nor less yield them advantage in return.” 356 


So as he said, and for a moment check’d 
His patriot voice, good Asser and no less 
The holy men from distant Lindisfarne, 
And the delighted bards, conscious alike 
Of his due merit whom they all commend, 
Concur unanimous that for a charge 
So noble, so importing Britain’s weal, 
None was so meet as learned Erigen. 
Then thus the suasive sovereign pleased resumed. 


‘* Already from our northman Ammiral, 366 
The noble Octher, who instructed rules 
Our England’s infant navy, sought by me 
From foreign realms, famed for his naval skill, 
At my fond instance, in past happy hours 
Of calmer leisure, I bave heard disclosed 
His clear narration of those nations rude 
That fill’d the warlike north, from whose throng’d 
Their piny forests, and tempestuous bays, _[isles, 
Come the vast fleets that as their burden bear 
The population of those hardy climes, 
Which now as foes infest our native land. $77 
He has my ample curiosity 
Gratified with relation, told at large, 
Of those strange regions, their condition, arts, 
Faith, and pursuits, from whence the northern hive 
Descends to plague the nations of the south: 
Now too our hapless England have o’erwhelm’d, 
And almost ruin’d, "less kind Providence 
Will raise some happier spirits to restore. 
Octher has told me of those barbarous realms, 
Alike the fountain as the theme of war, 
And all that martial preparation needs. 
Climes that for commerce may hereafter prove 389 
Useful to England, if our fallen state 
We can recover, and by happy care 
Vanquishing, bind in league of union true. 
But from our learn’d and travell’d Erigen 
Never as yet the arts of dearer peace, 
More honourable too than boisterous war, 
His note of regions dear to ancient fame, 
Have I heard wholly, interrupted still 
By cares of state, or troubled cals of war. 
What then forbids, that at this stiller time 
We ask the fond relation from his lips ?— 
For now much rather would we hear from thee, 401 
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Accomplish’d son of learning, Erigen, 402 
Various, as erudite, of classic climes 

Dearest to thee, dear also to us all. 

Tell then, loved Erigen, both to myself, 

To the pleased Queen, still as a woman prone 
To subjects tasteful, various, and strange, 

And to this audience of learn’d pious men, 

And to these musing and heaven-gifted bards, 
(For sure to them such tule is suited well, 

And never fitter time may chance again, 

Whose golden lapse of leisure we can seize) 
Ope to us now thy changeful travel’s course, 413 
Surpassing all that martial Octher told, 

And of more winning scope, since thou wilt tell 
Of milder scenes and climes of old renown ; 
While from thy note, as from a scholar, bent 

On peaceful pilgrimage, whose eye still turn’d 
On observation to compare and bring 
Homeward all treasures for thy country’s use, 
As the bee culls fresh sweets from every flower 
And bears their riches to his single hive, 

Thy tale a tenfold interest will induce, 

Not sole to thy remembrance, but to the ear 

Of all now present. Such thy story sure 425 
Will soothe our sadden’d moments from despair, 
Lulling us into rest and solace sweet, 

Visions of pleasure, and oblivious dream ; 

And as, ’tis said, the poet’s magic power 
Carries us now to Thebes, to Athens now, 

So thou, with charm no less and potent voice 
As of enchantment, shalt from this dark cell 
Bear us on fancy’s wings to distant airs, 

To classic ground, beloved by thee, by art, 

By science, by religion, and the muse.” 


So as he spoke to his intreating claim 436 
The gentle Queen adds her persuasive voice, 
Soliciting; herself a traveller, 

Prompt with a woman’s fondness thus to hear 

Of scenes of beauty and variety : 

Alike the sons of song their graceful wish 
Express, and ask to know of lands renown’d 

In ancient fame and heaven-born poesy : 

The pious pilgrims of the wasted north 

Glow to hear told of holy Palestine, 

And countries to Christ’s followers ever-dear : 
Nor less the stranger youth, on study bent, 

Burns with new expectation and delight 448 
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To learn of climes, which opening fancy loves. 419 
Thus then the King, whose bosom chiefest lony’d 
To point the story to his country’s weal, 
Commerce, or grace the full request renews : 


‘Thus from this prison we may range the world, 
Led by imagination, e’en as erst 
The good Boetius, (whose wise precepts now 
We here may practise) feigns that the free soul, 
Though the poor body pine in dungeon gloom, 
Expatiates through divine philosophy. 
Hope yet survives that we shall full achieve = 159 
All we intend. Soon our good Athelard 
May tidings bring of Oddune’s first success. 
But meanwhile, lead us with thee, as thou wilt: 
For such methinks will be thy story’s spell, 
That e’en the passing hour will seem too short, 
And the transporting news come e’en too soon ; 
Unless thy tale be ended, nor remain 
Still interrupted, as before, by claims 
Of needful war fresh-summoning us all.” 


Intreated thus, the travell’d Erigen 
To his loved sovereign and the stranger guests, 470 
In eager expectation bent to hear, 
Yields to the dear request; and while he tells 
With rapt delight of fond-remember’d scenes 
In climes abroad, his own true character 
Then fails not to disclose, observant still 
Of all he deem’d might interest or please, 
Instruct or benefit bis native land, 
Beyond all other dearest to his heart, 
How fair or famed soe’er: and while main use 
He not o’erlook’d, yet ever with a taste 
Peculiar to himself, a poet's love, 
Fondest he lean’d to themes of classic lore, 482 
Of beauty, science, art, and just renown. 
Thus then discursive, with the rapid glance 
Of pregnant memory, spoke the various man. 


‘‘While in my youth in Scotia’s honour’d clime, 
Amid her learned halls I fond pursued 
Studies I loved, e’en then the pirate Danes 
From out the stormy north, in cloud of ships 
And tribes distinct emerging from the main, 
Like Lapland witches through thick tempests borne, 
Had pourd their frantic fury on our isle, 
Burning to conquer and usurp its reign. 493 
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My native country being thus assail’d, 494 
Those peaceful studies, still to Scotia dear, 

The shrieks and panic of invasive war 

With oft-recurring tumult would disturb. 

Alarm’d and interrupted thus, and sole 

In quest of knowledge and in learning’s love 
Happy myself, for which and not for arms 
Nature, methought, had shaped my destiny, 

Smit too with fond desire in happier time 
Hereafter, when more settled peace might beam, 
To introduce within my native land 

Unknown improvement, foreign learning’s stores, 
Science and arts from travel only won, 506 
I yielded to the fond-preferr’d request 

Of our learn’d hall, urged by the thoughtful King, 
Nor to a passion less, which long my ‘heart 
Possess’d, that from our Scotia’s troubled realm 

I far should roam and seek in foreign lands 
Learning and studies to my nature dear. 

Whence (if heaven favour’d the conceived design) 
I might hereafter dissipate those clouds 

Of barbarous ignorance that threaten’d now 

In darkness to usurp our ravaged isle. 

My cherish’d purpose was to visit climes 517 
Renown’d in ancient history and song, 

Where I might mark their manners, and attain 
Their language, arts, and letter'd sciences: 

Of polish’d France; of favour’d Italy ; 

The long-drawn glories of imperial Rome; 

The art-rich classic plains of elder Greece ; 

Troy’s scenes far-famed, pictured in Home’s song ; 
The holy land, walk’d by Christ's blessed feet ; 
And that far country, eldest nurse of arts, 

Of young philosophy in mysteries hid, 

Egypt most ancient, and Chaldza’s land. 

From each I hoped hereafter to suggest 529 
Some hint, or rudiment of useful skill, 

That might my country serve, instruct, or please. 
Fired with this purpose, which I fancied just, 
And, smile not if I add, feeling indeed 

As by some secret inspiration drawn, 

Which I believed the secret call of heaven, 

I bade a long farewell to Britain’s shores. 

My course I first address’d to genial France, 
Then ruled by Charles the Bald, its emperor, 
Descended from the illustrious Charlemagne, 

His grateful people’s pride in arms and arts, 

And the deliverer of our holy church. 541 
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Here through my letters, brought from England's 
From Scotia’s nobles and our studious hall, [King, 
I was received by many learned men 

Bishops and abbots, favourites of the court, 

Who shew’'d me all, deem’d worthy of my note, 
And gave me gracious letters to commend 

And further me in my progressive way. 

Thus with delighted wonder I observed 

The arts and manners of politer France, 

And gain’d her tongue, to charming converse apt, 
And saw her fertile tields and peopled towns, 
Structures, and order’'d state, superior far 558 
To the condition of our ruder land : 

Mark’d the rich products of her commerce too, 
Her vine-clad hills, her lively people’s works ; 
How much might to our chiller clime be brought, 
To wake new industry, for mutual weal, 

While both new treasures and new arts exchahged.” 


So as he said, with interposing voice 
The patriot sovereign thus well-pleased remark’d. 


‘Glad I applaud, observant Erigen, 
That kindly sentiment, which warms my heart. 
France and ourselves are surely doom’d to be 
No natural enemies, but though in power 
Rivals perhaps hereafter, singly proud 566 
In independent strength, yet sure as friends, 
Each a great nation; e’en from neighbourhood 
By nature form’d to do each other good, 
And cherish feelings kind and brotherly, 
Prosperous in mutual peace.— But I intrude : 
-On, loved instructor; with thy tale proceed.” 


Thus then the generous Erigen resumed. 


‘‘ Then passing through Helvetia’s rugged clime, 
Her mighty mountains and secluded vales 
Recall’d to mind, though with intenser awe, 

Our much-loved Scotia’s hills and valleys wild. 
Montblanc’s stupendous icy heights I pass’d, 

And the famed Alps and shivering glaciers, 

And mark’d those steeps, whence avalanches fall 
Whose vast mass in one awful moment hides 

Cots, towns, and vales in an eternal tomb. 

Along Lausanne’s romantic lake I sail’d ; 

Noted Helvetia’s mild inhabitants, 

Their friendly states, and order’'d government, 535 
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Their pastoral simplicity and care ; 486 
And lapp’d in sweet enchanting dream, perceived 
How little nature needs for happiness. 

Methought, for Europe’s peace and balanced power 
’Twas needful that this fair and mountain land 
Should still be free, by pointing nature made 

A barrier ’twixt proud France and Italy. 

From thence by Milan’s tasteful town, resort 

Of various art, and by the neighbouring lakes, 
The greater and the less, all-charm’d I came, 
Admiring nature’s fair magnificence, 

Upon the borders of famed Italy. 597 
Then Parma’s cultured fields I visited, 

And dwelt awhile on Arno’s classic banks 

In learned Florence : there whate’er of new 
Curious and rare its studious halls contain’d, 
Worthy of England’s imitative use, 

I noted, treasuring in memory. 

The Tuscan vales I saw; Sienna’s town, 

And mark’d the rich Italia’s lavish fields, 

Her marble vills and skies of brighter blue, 
Nature’s unbounded prodigality, 

Blent with the graces of surpassing art; 

Until at last my eager steps arrived Gu9 
Amid the splendour of imperial Rome. 

Here all the glory of this ancient seat, 

Once the proud Queen of the terrestrial world, 
With untired admiration I survey’d. 

I saw the honours of our holy church, 

Its sacred rites, and gorgeous ceremonies, 

That here beseem its state, as holding here 

Its primal see and sovereign dignity. 

I witness’d all the boast of modern art, 

Music’s perfection, noblest eloquence, 

Paintings that rival nature’s excellence, 
Life-breathing statues, architecture’s pride, 62) 
All the summ’d elegance of polish’d life. 

Of these the principles and rudiments 

By strict comparison, from masters apt 

Obeisant to my name, I sought to know. 

The language sweet of modern Italy 

I learn’d, and cherish’d whatsoe’er, methought, 

Of choicest grace, or useful, I might prompt 

To my loved country on my home-return. 

Here too, I pleased beheld the English school, 
Whose spacious halls compose the Saxon street, 
Among whose students I was greeted well, 

And paid their generous tenants reverence duc. 


BOOK XVIII. 57 


1 saw those sacred, ever-burning lights, 634 
Which Ethelwulph (your pious father) gave, 

And with becoming revenues endow’d, 

To shine for ever in the splendid fanes, 

Devote to holy Peter and Saint Paul, 

To typify their constant memories.” 


He ceased awhile, for as his various voice 
Recall'd to memory the English school, 
A mute tear trickled o’er the paler cheek 
Of Mercia’s widow’d Queen, which ere she turn’d 
Her beauteous face, he mark’d; and while he paused, 
Her gentle voice, with accent meekly low, 
Thus her own tender question interposed. 

[school 

‘¢ Rome’s mighty domes, and that same honour'd 
That boasts the pupillage of England’s sons, 
The nursing mother of their rising youth, 
Methinks, good Erigen, thyself had’st left, 
Ere thither my loved Burthred, with myself, 
Follow’d, poor exiles from our Mercian throne ; 
Till in those very walls my royal spouse 
Found a kind home, and in its quiet cells 
Sunk to an honour’d, yet a foreign tomb.” 655 


To whom the travell’d Erigen replied. 


“‘ Onward, fair Queen, in my more distant course 
I had indeed advanced, ere yet my ear 
Had learn’d the fatal story of the woes, 
Which your loved consort and yourself befel ; 
And ere your faithful care his pilgrim-steps 
Accompanied to Rome’s serene retreat, 
Whence he was call’d to realms of bliss in heaven.” 


Then turning from that sadder memory, 664 
When its soft influence was at length composed, 
Again intreated by the attentive King 
And the charm’d guests, the learned man pursues. 


‘‘ But chief at Rome, smit with diviner awe, 
I mark’d the ruins of its former state, 
The fallen glories of its ancient pomp; 
Its structures, monuments, and scenes renown’d, 
Whose vestiges that mighty race recall’d 
Famous in song and elder history ; 
Once the proud lords of universal earth. 
Till their vast empire, by division weak, 675 
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Propp'd by the double thrones of east and west, 676 
And sapp’d in time by serpent-luxury, 
Which round their branching state, like ivy, clung, 
Fell, underneath the desolating arm 
Of these fierce nations from the peopled north, 
Those Gothic hosts, whose fierce descendants still, 
With the same rage of blood and conquest fired, 
O’er all the western world intend to found 
New empire, and o'er Europe’s region spread 
Their Pagan superstitions, breathing war, 
Brought by great Odin from the fabling east. 686 
France long they have assail’d with mighty hosts, 
And now they hope to conquer Britain’s isle. 
But oh! such fate as erst to Rome befel, 
May righteous heaven from these dear climes defend, 
And save our country, and Christ’s faith divine ! 
Some high deliverer shall e’en yet arise, 
Destined to break the Pagan’s sceptre proud, 
And light and order to the world restore. — 
In stately Rome, with strange delight I view’d 
The site of her renowned Capitol, 
Where Jove’s sublimest image awed the world; 
The senate house, where sat her noblest men; 
The very forum where her Tully spoke : 699 
Gazed on the rock Tarpeian, and the hills 
Upon whose sevenfold base her city stood; 
Drank of her Tyber’s hallow’d wave, and saw, 
Around, the ruins of her temples fallen, 
Arches triumphal, columns, palaces, 
Her baths, her mighty amphitheatres, 
And all the splendid monuments, that spoke 
Her people, sovereigns of this orb of earth. 
Then visited the rural Sabine farm, 
Where Horace dwelt, and on his patron thought, 
Learned Mecenas, whose sequester’d vill 
Honouring I visited at Tivoli; Tih 
And each famed spot, that in the Augustan age 
Lifts to renown Rome’s glorious history. 
Scenes, gracious King, not to thyself unknown, 
Since thither in thy earliest youth thyself 
Wast twice conducted by thy royal sire; 
Whencethy young mind was fired with lofty thoughts 
Of art, and science, and those mighty works, 
That constitute a nation’s wealth and pride. 
Which high ideas at so early age 
Filling thy royal fancy, from that time 
Thou hast not ceased, with kingly watchful mind, 
Into thy own loved people to transfuse ; 723 
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Blest, if indulgent heaven will yet allow 724 
The rich perfection of thy noble aims.”— 


The royal Alfred, thus address’d, returns. 


‘‘ T thank thee, valued Erigen, for this 
So kind opinion, and too liberal praise. 
Little can I, unaided and alone, 
Myself effect ; but should indulgent heaven 
In merey yet our restoration deign, 
Then whatsoever purposes we still 
May under favouring Providence intend, 733 
Such, for their dear and true accomplishment, 
I must commit to hands of worthy men.— 
For science, learned lore, and useful arts, 
(Not the least work to found a nation’s weal) 
For these, our England must herself esteem 
Indebted chiefly, Erigen, to thee; 
To be by thee taught in that noble school, 
Which, as thou know’st, at Oxford we design, 
After the model of the Saxon street, 
By Ina founded in imperial Rome. 
Nor there, good Asser, shall thyself not own 
A station meet; but shalt in studies rich, 745 
Revered, instruct our grateful countrymen ; 
With learned prelates, men of honour’d name. 
For deeds of war, and civil polity, 
And what to government and state affairs 
May appertain, I know, the noblemen, 
Our England’s native sons, (whose qualities, 
Courage and temper of their princely blood, 
Amply befit them for such lofty tasks,) 
Will for their country deem no service hard. 
Nor shall hereafter learning, science, arts, 
Be wanting to refine their generous souls. 
But, Erigen, thy interrupted tale, 757 
Which much I long to hear, now deign resume.” 


Then thus the travell’d Erigen proceeds. 


‘‘ Charm’d then I came, amid those Latian plains, 
Whither AEneas from his fallen Troy 
Sailing with his exiled companions, 
After full many toils and dangers past, 
By Maro in immortal numbers sung, 
Settled at last his Trojan colony ; 
And here in hard-contested marriage won 
The Latian princess, fair Lavinia, 767 
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(Such was heaven’s will,) from which high union 
The Alban sires, and Rome’s imperial walls. [sprang 
From whose loins too, that very Brutus sprang, 
Their grandchild, (second in the proud descent 
From fair Lavinia and her Trojan spouse, ) 

Who, forced in youth to quit the Latian shore 
(For the mishap of Sylvius, his loved sire, 

Slain by a luckless chance in forest-chase,) 

Came, by Diana’s oracle inspired, 

With his own faithful bands in venturous ships, 
To regions spread beside the setting sun, 

And in the western waves found Albion's isle ; 779 
Where, slaying soon the mighty Corineus, 

And with main power and individual arm 
Down-hurling from the southern promontory 

The huge Goemagog, the son of earth, 

After himself the Trojan Brutus then 

First named his conquer’d clime, the British land ; 
Founding New Troy, upon the banks of Thames. 
From which proud origin, from blood as brave 

As fame records in Troy’s immortal fields, 

The British nation boasts her high descent. 

Amid the Latian plains, thus doubly dear, 

The birth-place of our country’s ancestor, 791 
Dear for the memory of ancient fame, 

And as the scene of Maro’s deathless song, 

With rapt delight I traversed every spot. 

Long tarrying, charm’d, amid these favour'd fields, 
I studied here the ancient Latian tongue, 

Amid the very regions, where of old 

"T'was native to its famous habitants. 

In their own scene, I here enraptured read 

The Latian authors, Rome’s proud history, 
Rich-gifted bards, and much of classic lore, 

‘ Couch’d in that manly language, in whose garb 
The treasured wisdom of the Augustan age 803 
And sages old to after-time descends. 

Then, with pleased awe and curious gaze, I mark’d 
Places by Virgil sung in lofty lays; 

Old Cumz’s ruins, on whose sacred shore 

Pious Eneas with high funeral games 

Appeased the manes of his honour’d sire. 

I saw Avernus’ lake, and awful grot 

Of the Sybilline prophetess, through which 

The Trojan chief, unsettled yet, was feign’d 
Among the infernal shadows to descend, 

Bent amid Pluto’s gloomy reign to learn 

From his dead father’s ghost the will of gods. 815 
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Then passing on to Naples, I survey’d 816 
With admiration high its bay renown’d, 

The Siren’s haven, fair Parthenope, 

Where from all climes, ships ride its peaceful waves. 
I saw Vesuvius’ fiery hill, and near 

Portici’s ruins, and the buried site 

Of Herculaneum, both in elder time 

In deluge of volcanic ashes hid. 

Then wandering on, by Pausilippo’s grot, 

Paid my fond reverence at Virgil’s tomb. 

Naples my fancy charm’d, that like a Queen 

Sits calmly throned beside the T'yrrhene main. 827 
Here I remark'd whate’er of sea affairs 

Might, as I deem’d, instruct our sea-girt isle, 

Or aught improve her rising navy’s state ; 

Object, I knew, dear to thy kingly heart. 

At length, though loth to leave this favour’d place, 
Bound to the elder clime of famous Greece, 

I cross’d o’er Italy and sought the port 

Of old Brundusium, where the Romans wont 
Embark for Greece; famed too, that in its walls 
The poet Virgil died, though his remains, 
Bequeath’d to his loved patrons’ pious care, 
Augustus and Mecenas, lie reposed 439 
By the loved shores of fair Parthenope.— 
Embarking at Brundusium’s eastward coast, 
Down the wide Adriatic main we sail’d 

To old Epirus’ Macedonian shore: 

Till mid those pleasant waters we arrived 

Beside the steep Leucadian promontory, 
Renown’d for Sappho’s ill-requited love. 

Then roaming in our varied course, we saw 
Actium’s famed promontory, near whose height 
Antony, mad for Cleopatra’s love, 

The sceptre lost of the disputed world ; 

Then yielded to the young Octavius, 851 
Afterward by the lofty title known, 

Augustus Cesar, emperor of the world. 

He Janus’ temple closed, long ope to war, 

In signal of an universal peace: 

Within which reign, with healing on its wings, 
Mercy came down from heaven to sinful man ; 
And in that time of universal peace, 

To waiting earth a Saviour Christ was born, 
Around whose birth bright quires of angels hymn’d 
Glory to God, peace and good-will to men.— 
Then wandering on our devious track we saw 
Famed Ithaca, Ulysses’ rocky isle, 863 
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Whither, (as tells immortal Flomer’s verse,) 864 
The Grecian hero, after toils unheard, 

And harass’d long by adverse deities, 

Returning from the fall of conquer’d Troy, 

To which his wisdom mainly had conspired, 
Found here his faithful wife Penelope, 

And his loved son, tlie brave Telemachus, 

With old Eumeus, and his conscious dog, 

All living to salute his home-return : 

Here long he reign'd again in happy peace, 

And simple grandeur of that early time. 

Awhile we landed on this classic isle, 875 
Where, charm’d, I visited the pointed site 

Of old Ulysses’ regal palace-halls, 

(As long tradition had reported there,) 

And gazed on scenes, yet fresh in Homer’s song. 
Then Cephallenia’s fertile isle we saw, 

Whose natives with Ulysses went to Troy : 

Then Elis, for swift-footed steeds renown’d, 

The frequent victors in the Olympic games : 

From whose soft clime fair Arethusa fled 

The embraces of Alpheus, river-god, 

Till, to a fountain changed by Dian’s hand, 

Both in one spring, low underneath the main 887 
Pursued and flying, in Ortygia rose. 

The sandy Pylus too we saw, the realm 

Of hoary Nestor, for his wisdom famed, 

And pass’d Olympia, for its games renown’d; 

The pride of Elis, and assembled Greece. 

Thence turning by the pictured western shores, 
And landing on the fair peninsula, 

We came ere long to the famed Spartan fields, 
Where dwell the haughty Greeks, descended sons 
Of royal Menelaus, Helen’s spouse ; 

Her, whose sole beauty by the Trojan prince, 
Paris, King Priam’s son, borne thence away, 899 
Caused such immitigable woes to Troy, 

And roused the princes high of many a clime, 
Bordering on Europe’s and on Asia’s shores, 

To ruthless battle ; on this charged offence, 

Made the war-signal of deep-rooted hate, 

That had, for ages, rankling burn’d between 
Europe’s and Asia's fronting continents, 

Which nearest here approach, divided sole 

By waters of the narrow’d Hellespont. 

Then leaving Sparta, and the honour’d site 

Of Argos, Agamemnon’s kingly seat, 

Joining his brother’s realms, I visited Q11 
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Pastoral Arcady and rural scenes 912 
For many an age the theme of raptured bards. 
Then to old Corinth’s ruin‘d site I came, 

Once proud in matchless wealth and luxury: 
Where too sage Theseus the famed Isthmian games, 
Tn honour of great Neptune, erst restored. 

Theo in Beotia's hilly tract I saw 

Platza’s battle-field, where Persia’s chief, 
Mardonius, by the haughty Xerxes sent, 

Io hardy fight unnumberd thousands lost, 

And to Pausanias yielded victory’s palm. 

I past Eleuthere, where ancient games, 923 
The festival of Grecian liberty, 

Long memorized Platza’s victor sons. 

Beotian Thebes I saw, where Pindar dwelt, 
Whose house alone, in mad destruction’s hour, 
The noble Alexander honouring spared. 

Here Helicon’s inspiring breath I drew, 

And walk’d admiring o’er its sacred hill, 

And tasted of the fount of Hippocrene, 

Form’d by the winged Pegasus, who seeks 

(As poets feign) this hallow’d scene; and erst 
Soaring from earth to heaven, struck with his foot 
The spot, from whence this gifted fountain sprung: 
An emblem of the strong-aspiring flight 

Of poesy, whose difficult ascent 

Leaves on these heights its pure and holy spring. 
To Delphi's vale we came, and here beheld 

Upon the side of high Parnassus’ hill 

The ruins of Apollo’s temple old, 

Erst rich’d with gifts of long-succeeding Kings ; 
And holy cavern, where in elder days 

The Pythian priestess to her votary 

Utter’d, inspired, the Delphic oracle. 

I walk’d upon Parnassus’ airy heights, 

And gazed enraptured on its forked top, 947 
Sacred of old to heaven-born poesy. 

Among its valleys and green-wooded groves, 

The muses’ haunts retired, where solitude 

And silence holy inspiration breathe, 

I wander’d, and at nature’s purest rill 

Drank of the holy fount of Castaly. 

Cephissus, river of the graces, near 

I visited, and paid devotion due. 

Then crossing to the eastern coast of Greece, 
With all expedient haste, I there embark’d, 

When sailing past Eubea’s lengthen’d isle, 

And o’er the famed Euripus’ changing flood, 959 
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We saw the battle plain of Marathon, 960 
Where great Miltiades with countless death 
O’erthrew the Persian host, and Athens saved. 
Around the coast of Attica we sail’d, 

And past the jutting Sunian promontory, 

Where yet Minerva’s ruin’d temple stands ; 

Till up the western shore our turning bark 
Approach’d the famed Pirzus, haven old 

Of Athens’ self. This consecrated port, 

The summit of our hopes and long desires, 

Ere yet we touch’d and gave our ardour way, 
Upon the left we visited the isle 971 
Whence to Troy-siege Teucer and Ajax went, 
Famed Salamis, where erst the rival-fleets, 
Persian and Greek, one by proud Xerxes led 

In mad invasion, one in bold defence, 

Contended for the sovereignty of Greece. 

Then rapt we hasted to the world’s old pride, 

The seat renown’d of learning and of art, 

Of all that valour, worth, aud wisdom boast, 
Glory and mirror of the elder time, 

Athens, before our Saviour’s earthly days 

Famed for her science and philosophy, 

Beyond all cities of the orbed world ; 983 
Where, as in splendid constellation, met 

The sublimed reason of each earlier age, 

Where god-like Plato lived, and Socrates, 

Wisest of men; less than his pupil rich 

In fancy, yet in judgment more profound : 

Who in their heavenly-tending flight upbore 
Practic philosophy, (yet uninspired 

By revelation, deign’d in after-time 

From heaven itself,) to reason’s loftiest pitch. 
Where Aristotle dwelt, the Stagyrite, 

Great Alexander’s tutor, he, whose eye 994 
Pierced through all nature, and her constant laws 
Taught, opening all the properties of things ; 

The sire of natural philosophy : 

Where too Demosthenes to listening crowds, 
Scared by proud Philip’s near invasion, hurl’d 
The thunder of his manly eloquence, 

And Aristides shone, for justice famed. 

Here, through sweet studious hours, I learn’d to prize 
Sage sons of science, dear to memory, 

Ptolemy, and renowned Archimede, 

Who measured, or by power mechanic thought 

To stir the very earth on which we move: 
Phidias, who gave to marble mimic life : 1007 
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High-gifted bards, touch'’d with prophetic fire; 100 

Homer, the sire of Grecian poesy, 

And Hesiod old, who traced the birth of gods, 

Their various nature and their works explain’d : 

Pindar, whose lyre the Olympic victors sung: 

All Virtue’s bards; who to no vulgar theme 

Debased heaven’s sacred gift, but worthy sang 

Celestial beings; the descent and praise 

Of heroes; and of noble natures, like 

To gods, which, graced in their undying lays, 

For ever in fame’s temple bright-enroll’d, 

Prove Virtue’s high incentive and reward : 1019 

Some too, with genuine tragic fire possess‘d, 

The lofty and enraptured Aschylus ; 

Tender Euripides; grave Sophocles ; 

Who in their natural dramatic strains, 

Pity and terror waking in the breast, 

Display the effects of virtue or of vice, 

And each o’erruling passion’s consequence. 

Them an admiring nation ever deem’d 

The teachers best of moral qualities, 

Thus clearly to the eye exhibited 

In their exampled and life-picturing scene. 

Nor less could Athens boast immortal names, 1031 

Warriors and noble men, true sons of chiefs, 

Who in old time the goddess Pallas chose 

Their emblem, and their tutelary power, 

Goddess alike of wisdom, as of war, 

Not less distinguish’d by the watchful owl, 

Than by the terrors of her Gorgon-shield. 

Here I beheld the far-famed Parthenon, 

Minerva’s temple, on a lofty rock 

Extoll’d, proud Athens’ citadel, surnamed 

The Acropolis ; above whose columns high 

Sculptured along their marble frieze I saw 

(Great Phidias’ work) statues resembling life, 1043 

Minerva’s acts, and glorious properties. 

With awe-transported ecstasy I traced 

The ruins of their ancient Portico, 

And learned walks, and Academic groves, 

Temples, and marble altars, sacred erst 

To gods and heroes, once their country’s pride ; 

Scenes, which Saint Paul himself had here beheld, 

Now dearer for his holy memory. 

Here long I stay’d, and mid these charming scenes 

Studiously I acquired the Grecian tongue; 

Here o'er and o’er with strange delight pursued 

Homer's immortal song, by Philip's son 1055 
VOL. IIT. F 
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Esteem'd the noblest manual of Kings 1056 
For martial policy :—or Pindar’s lyre, 

And the admired tragedians’ moral lays. 

Eager I read the Grecian history, 

As by its venerable authors told, 

Herodotus, and old Thucydides. 

Here too I many a learned work perused 

Of later time, and, for due profit, much 

Translated of the Greek philosophy, 

And sage discussion upon themes divine : 

Lore, by the Christian fathers introduced, 

And grafted on the ancient Grecian stock. 1067 
Still my dear native land in mind I bore, 

And noted well whate’er, methought, might tend 
To her advantage, or instructive use, 

When to her much loved shores I should return. 
Nor mid such studies fail’d I then to mark 

The dignity of Christianity : 

How far superior is that heavenly faith 

To all the learning of the earlier world: 

How much surpassing in its scope and power 

The deepest reasonings of philosophy, 1077 
Platonic or Socratic, though the sum 

Of human wisdom. What have taught the schools? 
Empires successively arose and fell 

In various climes, but still the human mind 
Received no mighty change: wise men arose 

In differing countries and through many an age, 
Who by the light of natural reason sought 

To teach men the Divinity, its will, 

Man’s nature and his end, the surest means 

To win that happiness for which he longs. 

Some taught the human soul could never die ; 

The native beauty of the good and fair; 

To love the divine beauty from aspect 

Of its mark’d works in the material world; —_tugt 
And gave the soul a dark glimpse of its goal. 
These teachers could discern the soul of man 

To be a breath divine, whose thinking spirit 
Makes him in this an image of the highest, 

Sharing the nature thus of its great cause, 

Since in its essence the soul proves itself 
Immortal : still immutable and one 

Its thought remains, through endless time the same. 
Though for awhile in this dull wall of flesh 
Encumber'd and enclosed, and by such link 

With its frail partner grovelling upon earth, 

By moody passions torn, irascible 1103 
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Or concupiscible, yet in its thought 1104 
That soul, unsatisfied with earth, aspires 
From thence to soar, longing with native hope, 
That speaks its being and high origin, 

To know its Maker, and with him regain 
Congenial union ; capable discern’d, 

Like its Creator’s dread magnificence, 

To pierce through regions of unbounded space. 
And, knowing, to enjoy its Maker’s works, 
E’en as their author, who at one sole glance 
Surveys, and by his word controls all worlds. 
These too perceive (as e’en in this low sphere 111s 
Opening to view the dawn of deathless life,) 
The need of immortality, and bliss 

Exceeding aught on discontented earth. 

For the divine mind form’d for nobler ends, 
Still looks in secret to celestial things, 
Permanent as itself; yet while within 

This transient body clogg’d, in vain it strives 
To win what most it loves, alone attain’d 
When from this earthly chain it shall be freed, 
And feel its heavenly nature clear’d and pure; 
Then bursting into vast infinity 

With attributes and sense as of a god. 1127 
High-musing Plato owns that after all 

The stretch of reason, there is needful yet 
Some divine revelation to unfold 

To man his duty and his Author’s will; 

To aid imperfect knowledge, to remove 

The mist of darkness from the soul, to add 
Authority to precept, to assist 

Man’s struggles after virtue, and to yield 
Accepted expiation for his sin. 

Such revelation is at last from heaven 
Disclosed to man in that transcendent Being, 
The promised and the sent, who at fit time —1139 
Comes to impart to man his happiness, 

His nature and his duty, to disclose 

His Maker’s will, and re-unite to heaven: 
Himself to ope the view and lead the way 

To truth, and life, and immortality ; 

In his benign and meekest steps to leave 

A bright example, how man may ascend 

To his celestial home of peace and joy. 

In season when collected science seem’d 
Raised to its loftiest pitch, when in her height 
Of earthly glory reign’d imperial Rome, 

While great Augustus closed the gates of war, 
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And universal peace smiled o’er the world 1152 
In happy symbol of the genial time, 

A Christ appears, who joyful tidings bears 

Of the long-hoped re-union with the highest, 
Comfort and peace on earth, good-will to man, 
Ordain’d by heaven as virtue’s bright reward. 

He then a doctrine opes, excelling far 

Whate’er in learned Egypt, or the East, 

Or searching Greece, or all-combining Rome, 
Through pristine ages human wit could scan. 

In words that speak their true and heaven-born 
He gently tells to man his high descent, [source, 
The dignity of his immortal sout ; 1164 
Bids him to God as to a father look, 

Encompass’d round with mercy and with love ; 
Unfolds wherein consists man’s lasting bliss, 

By his own care to be preserved and won: 

Not placing this, as former teachers wont, 

In worldly riches, nor in corporal sense, 

In fleeting pleasure, nor in slothful ease, 

Nor in unbounded knowledge, though man’s mind 
Could upon earth all mysteries unfold, 

But in benevolence, a temper kind, 

A never-failing universal love, 1175 
After him named the Christian charity. 

By this, man’s blessing as his chiefest grace, 

He most approaches in similitude 

To his great Maker, and while then to him 

Likest, by this the promised favour wins 

Of the prime fount of goodness and of love. 

These kindly feelings if habitual use 

Cherish on earth, destined the transient stage 

Of trial as of suffering, in itself 

A vale of tears, sole cheer’d by virtue’s rays 

And the bright sunshine of a conscience clear, 

(In state or high or low, as heaven may deign,) 
Man train’d in this sole cause of happiness 
Wherein men's natures all alike agree, 

Sure cultivates herein alone the bliss 

Of happy spirits from the body freed, 

Of deathless angels, and of God himself, 

Through still diversitied eternity ; 

Thus rising to perfections ever-new, 

In growing beauty and progressive bliss, 

Till perfect leaning on divinity.” 


So as he said, and pausing, seem’d awhile 
Enrapt in sacred reverie, to him 1108 
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Ardulph, the bishop prime of Cuthbert’s see, 1iuy 
Observant of such mood, respunsive spoke. 


** Lofty-soul’d Erigen, in lore profound, 
Thy travell’d thought and pondering intellect 
Prove right our faith’s celestial origin, 
And here, meseems, opinions may confirm 
Express‘d in those most precious rolls of books, 
In the rich minster of our northern Y ork 
Treasured, and peaceful cells of Lindisfarne.” 


Then with remark, that well herself became, izu8 
Thus interposed too Mercia’s gentle Queen. 


‘* What consolation to the humble pour, 
Uneducated, wanting learning’s aid, 
To know and to believe a faith so clear, 
From heaven itself reveal d, whose very grace 
And goodness prove its origin divine ; 
Like its celestial author, who delights 
In goodness and in beauty infinite ! 
Oh! truths, how simple, plain, adapted well 
To every state of life, however low, 
And shewing all to be alike the care 1210 
Of Providence, which no distinction makes 
’Twixt rich and poor in one same path to bliss, 
Equal to all, but sole accords the meed 
To kindness, and by that blends earth with heaven.” 


The thoughtful sovereign in his inmost mind 
Fixes such musings of the travell’d man, 
And with deep sense of their internal truth 
Hopes these unfolded thoughts to turn to use; 
And even on his Pagan foes, perhaps, 
To bid hereafter beam the Christian light. 
Then thus in few rejoins the patriot King. 1230 


‘* In future day our primal care must be 
To spread and stablish in our native land 
Such sacred truth ; convinced that never yet 
Any philosophy, or sect, or law 
In any age or nation of the world 
So tended to exalt the public weal, 

As the diffusion of Christ’s heavenly faith. 

This in its nature necessary seems 

To man’s well-being on this stage of earth, 

To the perfection of the human soul ; 

Since ’tis for gaodness but another name, b2ah 
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But, Erigen, thy high capacious thoughts 1212 
Enwrap us quite, and from thy story's course 

Lead us away :—its varied train pursue. 

What more at Athens saw’st thou worthy note?” 


Then thus the thoughtful Erigen return’d. 


‘* There sojourning, and studying thus in Greece 
Her chief philosophers and history, 
Most in my mind I mused, how best to apply 
The thoughts I cherish'd to my country’s use. 
And I revolved that erst the Grecian states, 1251 
Founded from elder Egypt, (of the world 
Country first civilized) or from the coasts 
Of maritime Pheenicia singly sped, 
Each owning small divided government, 
(As England once, till by great Egbert blent) 
Were still with jealousies and factions torn ; 
Till wise Amphictyon at length proposed 
Contederate union, whose great bond empower'd 
States, petty in themselves, combined, to brave 
The myriad puissance of the Persian throne. 
Which union to admonish and preserve 
Among his emulous countrymen, I deem 1263 
The purposed scope of Homer’s deathless song. 
To aid which union too, and still promote, 
I deem the intent of the famed Isthmian games 
And sports Olympic, where the rival sons 
Of glory, hymn’d by Pindar’s matchless lyre, 
From every quarter bore the general prize. 
With the same spirit too good Theseus framed 
The common feast and sacrifice for all, 
Panathenea, and from every realm 
Allured the stranger’s feet to Athens’ walls. 
To our own native land, Britannia’s isles, 
Then fondly I revolved an equal need 1275 
Of the same general union, which alone 
Can make her to her foes invincible. 
Nor did I fail with grateful memory 
To think on thy good grandsire’s patriot cares 
To this great aim; nor less, my liege, on thine, 
Bent, as I knew, on this thy chiefest hope ; 
By wavering dissensions not dismay’d, 
Nor lapse of some through ignorance or pride, 
Or old impatience of one common sway: 
Worthy to be confirm’d in bond eterne.” 


So as he said, the attentive monarch pledged 1266 
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In these few words assent. ‘Thanks, careful friend : 
Patriot, still studious for thy country’s weal. 
Hereafter more that purpose will demand 

Our dearest care, not by thy counsel less 

Than my own thoughts graved on our inmost soul. 
What more, learned Erigen, thy notice drew ?” 


Then thus the observant traveller resumes. 


‘‘ From Athens ’mong the clustering Cyclades 
That richly stud the fair AEgean main, 1295 
We sail’d; green islands, whose romantic rocks, 
And woody bays, and shadowy grots and caves, 
Laved by the blue sea waters, and o’erhung 
With myrtle-bowers and olive-groves, might seem 
Abodes of sea-nymphs and poetic sprites, 

Which raptured fancy bere may image well 
Native to these rich homes of peace aud joy, 
Warbling upon the lute or lyre of shells 

Melody else unheard: or where may haunt 
Mermaids, whose dulcet music hymns to rest 
The sun, while sinking mid the golden waves; 
Till twilight, wondering at nature’s grace 

And rich magnificence, discern’d around 1808 
In every glittering, changeful hue enrobed, 

Her playful beauty in his veil of grey 

Unfolds, and lulls her to enamour’d sleep. 

Mid scenes so fair our devious vessel glides. 
Lingering with fondness in this favour’d clime 
Each famous spot we visit: not an isle 

Left unrecorded in immortal song, 

Nor without gift of something rich aud strange. 
Coos, Apelles’ birth-place, whose fine hand 

In painting more than imitated life, 

And open’d on the world that image bright 

Of Venus’ beauty rising from the sea; 1320 
Or shew’d great Alexander, like a god, 
Thuodering with mighty arm, whose pictured state 
Long deck'd at Ephesus Diana’s fane. 

Coos we honour’d, which could boast the birth 
Of the medicinal sage, Hippocrates: 

Famed too for grace of its light-vested fair. 
Delos we then admired, Latona’s isle, 

Who, (as was feign’d of old) o’er all the earth 
Roaming, through fear of jealous Juno's ire, 
Found on this land, (till then a wandering isle, 
But now by Neptune’s favouring trident fix’d,) 
A hospitable home ; and here produced 1332 
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Under a palm-tree’s shade, her shining twins, 1333 
Apollo and Diana; whence this isle 

From eldest time was ever sacred deem’d, 

And Greece here held her highest festivals. 

The ruins of Apollo’s marble fane 

Under the Cynthian mountain still survive, 

To tell the fate that waits terrestrial things. 

Next Naxos’ ample isle we visited : 

Rich in all fruits and nectar-flavour’d wines 

To cheerful Bacchus consecrate of old: 

Then Patmos’ hallow’d isle, where erst Saint John, 
The loved of Christ, who on his bosom lay, 1341 
And treasured for mankind his words divine, 

The vision’d book of Revelations wrote. 

Musing on this inspired scene, we saw 

The sun, illumining the fane-crown’d height 

And the gold-water'd sea, serene as heaven, 

With eye that look’d upon the holy scene 

As on a spot he loved; a paradise 

Not earthly, but more like the ethereal pure, 
Where his young light engilds some brighter world. 
Within its haven large our willing bark : 
Rested ; we trod with awe the sacred ground ; 
And marble columns, broke in rains, saw, 1396 
The eldest famed of Grecian vestiges. 

Then Paros isle, admiring, we approach‘d, 

For finest marble o’er the world renown’'d: 

And at Marpesus mark’d the quarries deep, 
Wrought by the light of lamps in days of old, 
Which to the Egyptian and the Grecian fanes 
Lent the fair substance of their boasted grace. 

The Parian chronicle we saw, that here 

On marble, with the Grecian letters graved, 
Records the glorious deeds of elder Greece. 

To Samos then we stcerd, erst Juno’s isle, 1367 
Fcign’d here beneath a willow to be born : [Queen, 
Where worship proud adored heaven’s empress 
Here too, who could not, but with honour due, 
Muse on the birth-place of the Samian sage, 

The famed Pythagoras, surpassing men 

Alike in mind, as corporal dignity ; 

Who, crown’d the victor in the Olympic games, 
To learned Egypt went, whose mysteries 

And arts and old traditionary lore 

Transporting back to Greece, he turn’d at last 
His steps to fair Crotona, and there fix’d 

"Mong his admiring train the Italic school ! 

His deep-enquiring science we recall'd, 1380 
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And moral purity; ‘and with new awe 1351 
His long-transmitted precepts here we read, 
Which elder ages to their rising sons 

Handed, inscribed in characters of gold ; 

Prized for their sacred worth, as of such meed 
Worthy, ere yet Christ’s nobler rules were known. 
To Chios then we sail’d, where luscious fruits 
Perfume the air, courting the ravish’d taste, 

And orange-bowers seem hung with orient gold, 
Gems, flung by nature o’er her tassel’d vest. 

Here citrons, the pomegranate, and the fig, 
(Precious of old, if brought from Chios isle,) 1392 
And Chiao wine, erst more than all esteem'd, 
While io the ample haven our resting bark 

At anchor lay, regaled our charmed sense. 

Near the Phanean promontory’s height 

The native Chiots shew with conscious pride 

The honour'd spot of Homer's sepulchre, 

For whose loved birth their island yet contends, 
And stamps his image on their brazen coin. 

To rocky Scyros thence our vessel steer’d, 
Whither, ‘tis famed, in feminine attire 

Achilles fled, to shun the war of Troy ; 

And there, enamour’d of the princess fair 1404 
Deidameia, had by her a son, 

Young Neoptolemus, enroll'd in fame. 

Then to the Lesbian isle we sail’d, renown'd 

For the fair Sappho’s birth, dear to the muse, 

But pitiable in her hapless love. 

Her the light numbers of the Lesbian lyre 

Own as their Queen, soft-tuned to vocal strings. 
Alczus too, her lover though refused, 

Alike a son of song, this scene endears. 

Nor him alone this fair romantic isle 

Claims, as the child of heaven-born poesy, 

But boasts its own Arion’s wondrous lute 1416 
That charm’d brute nature to his warbling shell, 
While the pleased dolphin thro’ responsive waves 
Bore to a home the enchanting melodist. 
Awmbrosial wines and temperate airs enrich 

The lovely spot, a paradise of earth, 

Among whose sylvan grots and rose-fresh fields 
Nightingales tune unwonted madrigals, 

And all things breathe of harmony and joy. 

In its soft air, amid the genial skies 

Of this far famous and heaven-favour’d clime, 
Long our light bark enchanted we detain’d 

To mark rich nature’s charms, and mingled oft, 
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With ease, among their gay inhabitants : 1429 
Lands dear to poesy, fair classic scenes, 
Sung by enraptured bards from elder time.” 


So as he said, the listening sons of song 
Charm’d interrupt a moment, and exclaim. 


‘“‘Scenes fair as these must naturally wake 
In the rapt soul inspired poesy, 
And seem the genial nursery of men 
By nature destined for heroic deeds ; 
Born to be themes of never-dying song, 
Claiming, as if by right, a Homer’s lyre.” 


Then thus the thoughtful Erigen returns. 


‘¢ Still the bold sons of so heroic sires 
Of their past glory and old freedom dream: 1442 
And io my thought abroad, meseem’d that here 
"Twas needful should be form’d a natural stop 
Of nations, holding independent strength, 
To form a guardian bulwark to the south, 
And ward the incursions of the barbarous north, 
Who else, the Pole, or Russ, might rushing whelm 
Europe's repose, and crush her scale of power.” 


To whom, allured, return’d the listening King. | 


‘‘ True, Erigen; that too ourselves have thought, 
And deem such shield demands the general care. 
Nor of our Britain least, whose island fleets 
In future day, methinks, shall there maintain 
Commerce unbounded, and ’mong these fair isles 
And the rich port that guards the Hellespont 
Draw and exchange new riches infinite; 

Bartering the products and congenial arts 

Of regions bounding Europe’s either end: 1459 
Perhaps e’en some of these delicious isles 
Colonize, and with mild possession hold 

In whole or part, where Britons may enjoy 
A mart of wealth, and by their kindly care, 
Their mark’d example, and protective power 
Diffuse around blessings that seem their own, 
Courage and enterprize, and spread the reign 
Of true religion o’er the peopled earth. 

But, generous Erigen, thy various tale 

We thus impede :—yet let us hear it all.”’ 


Thus then the careful traveller resumed. 1170 
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‘** Soon in the bay, beside the haunted isle 1471 
That bears A:x’ antient name, our vessel rode; 
Where, whether troubled by the vaporous air, 
Strange apparitions, as in days of yore, 

And frightful dreams our anxious sleep oppress’d. 
Then turning westward to the coast we came 

Of ancient Thessaly, and saw afar 

Olympus’ heights, the abode of kingly Jove ; 
Where the celestial Synod held its court. 

Soon landing here, through Tempe’s poet-vale, 
We wander’d where Penéus rolls his stream; 
Where nature revels in delicious grace, 1482 
And grots, and vernal airs, and warbling birds, 
Conspire to make this spot a heaven on earth. 
There, fronting high Olympus on the south, 

We saw huge Ossa, towering to the sky, 
Renowned in the song of ancient bards. 

Then coasting by the northward shore, we pass'd 
Mount Athos, and its sea-driven promontory, 
Whose high and mighty shadow darkens thence 
The subject ocean many a league, and spreads 
Its awful veil e’en over Lemnos’ isle. 

Crossing which main, to Lemnos’ self we came, 
Dark Vulcan’s ancient stithy, who from heaven 1494 
Hurl’d, after nine days’ headlong fall to earth, 
At last descended on this favour’d spot, 

And hither brought his art, the gift of gods ; 
Married to Venus, fairest deity ; 

Emblem, that graceful art is link’d to toil. 

Thus, after viewing these enchanting scenes 

In a continued chain of rapt delight, 

We reach’d the shore of ancient Tenedos, 
Whose island fronts Troy’s memorable fields. 
Then northward urging still our eager ship, 

We came at last to Troy’s own sacred plains ; 
Immortal scene of Homer’s song divine. 1506 
With what new pulse of feeling and delight, 
And eager admiration, I beheld 

These scenes of ancient glory, dear to fame, 
History’s pride for many a rolling age; 

Theme of that hallow’d mind, whose magic tale 
Has made with patriot fire and noble zeal 

So many bosoms glow throughout the world; 
The school of manners, eldest too in time, 

Next to the Hebrew prophets’ scriptured songs, 
Those holiest fountains of inspired truth. 

Here with mine own eyes in supreme delight 
~ L mark’d that famed Sigean promontory, 1518 
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Where erst in long rauge lay the Grecian fleet, 1519 
Possess'd by tribes of yet invading Greeks, 

Upon whose jutting shore, near to the mouth 

Of sallying Hellespont, the lofty tombs 

Of famed Achilles and Patroclus stand; 

(So tells tradition down from age to age) 

Upraised immense by circling mounds of earth, 
As erst the ancient Britons have been wont 

To sepulchre their chiefs, whose barrows huge 
(Their form of burial) hence may seem derived : 
Tombs lasting e’en as Egypt’s pyramids. 

Farther upon the ocean-shore I saw 1530 
The lofty tomb of brave Antilochus. 

Then landing on the Troas old, once trod 

By feet of holy Paul, we enter’d soon 

Upon the green and spacious plain of Troy. 

By llium’s later town we past, which fame 

Tells by great Alexander’s hest was built, 

When, fired with reverence for this spot renown’d, 
With his best chiefs these scenes he visited, 

And round Achilles’ sepulchre perform’d 

A solemn sacrifice and funeral rites; 

Wreathing the tomb with garlands of fresh flowers. 
Here fondly pouring o’er its freshen’d earth = 1542 
Libation rich of sacrificial oil, 

In honour of the hero he admired, 

He built a city near, whose added name 

Recall’d the loss of fallen Ilium. 

We saw the ruins of the ancient town, 

That Achilléon, near Achilles’ tomb, 

Which Pliny tells was by the Mitylenes 

First founded there, and by the Athenians next 
Enlarged in memory of the sacred place, 

Where at Troy’s siege their noble fleet bad stood. 
Here too the very rivers I beheld, 

Meandering down through Troy’s capacious plain, 
The river, Xanthus named by gods; by men, 
Scamander; and the following Simois. 

Along Scamander's fair green banks I stray'd, 

On its left marge advancing up the plain, 

And mark’d its full transparent waters roll 

In widening channel toward the /Egean deep. 
Rapt, as I roved, ia charmed memory 

Of the famed deeds upon these banks achieved, 

I pass’d the bordering marsh, where Homer’s song 
Tells, that the wise Ulysses lay conceal’d, 

Intent on wily stratagems of war : 

Where too, (as Maro sings) among the sedge 1503 
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Perfidious Sinon lurk’d, who wrought at last = 1467 
By treacherous guile the fall of high-tower’d Troy. 
Across Scamander’s bed I here survey’d 

The tomb of Asyetes, ancient chief; 

And tasted the famed springs, upon the left 

Tepid, but cold upon the farther right: 

Even as recorded in Mzonian song. 

Thence we advanced, where erst Troy’s lofty walls 
Stood, tower’d with battlements and ramparts ‘uve, 
And the famed Scan gate arose, that ope. 

Its avcnue upon the subject plain ; 3 
Entrance to Troy and Ilion’s citadel. 1578 
Here not without a sacred awe I thought 

On gallant Hector, amiable chief, 

And his fair spouse Andromache, who here 
Vented her tender sorrow on his breast, 

And urged him tempt no more the dangerous war: 
But he to honour’s voice recall’d her soul, 

While the fond father kiss’d his darling boy, 

And lifting him toward heaven in holy prayer, 
Wish'd he might prove alike his country’s shield.” 


So as he said, and for a moment paused, 
The sovereign, pleased, himself a son of song, 15 
Fond interposing adds the due remark. 


‘* Such is the magic of the poet’s lay, 
That in immortal Homer’s page we see 
Hector yet live, whose tenderness shall charm 
And animate full many a melting heart 
To soft humanity from age to age. 
Found you the scene too as in Homer’s song? 
So I should deem indeed; for this, methought, 
(While we in happier time his verse perused) 
The stamp of truth and nature in it bore,” 1599 


Thus then the learned Erigen: ‘* "Tis just: 
Ilion has been indeed, and glory vast 
Of Teucer's sons, nor has the trump of fame 
Sounded in vain, or merely fable sung. 
Hence from loose ruins, heap’d with mighty stones, 
We mounted up the rising ground a space 
Of a full mile, methinks, all cover'd o’er 
With huge and stony fragments, where ’tis famed 
On this wide area Troy’s proud city stood, 
In size, perhaps, surpassing all of Grecce : 
Still rising to an insulated hill, 
Whereon the citadel, named Pergamus, 1611 
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Or Ilion, its Acropolis, erst stood 1G12 
Upon a mighty precipice’s cdge, 

Which here abruptly bursts upon the south, 

With prone and steepy cliffs, into a deep 

And low ravine, forming a mural rock 
Impregnable by nature, by Troy’s foes 

Call’d, walls constructed by the gods theniselves, 
That well might justify their ten-years siege. 

Such follow now is almost at its base 

Cho! 71 by the circling river’s sandy stream, 

Here winding by the site of guarded Troy. 

Upon this awful height, ’tis famed, there stood 1623 
A mighty temple, sacred erst to Jove ; 

One to bright-hair’d Apollo; and a third, 

To Pallas, goddess of prudential war. 

Here stood (tradition tells) the palace high 

Of kingly Priam and his numerous train 

Of princely sons, all rich in royal state. 

Upon this city site, this area, 

Methought, of old, what stately palaces, 

What gorgeous temples, and proud structares rose: 
And to my awe-struck fancy then appear’d 
(Likest a ghost come from the shadowy dead 

To tell the secrets of the world below) 1635 
The grandeur of the long-departed time. 
Methought, the city’s ancient glory rose 

Before me; rapt in fancy's dream, I saw 

Old Ilion’s lofty towers, the palace wide 

Of its proud monarch, all the spacious streets, 
And wide-assembled halls of busy Troy, 

With column’d buildings rich, and thronging marts, 
Capacious cisterns, mighty aqueducts, 

Securely girt within her windswept walls. 

There still I view'd the central Scaan gate, 

And saw the storied site of either camp, 

And yet beheld conflicting nations there : 1647 
Nearest, upon the wide subjacent plain, 

The allies of Troy, people of various tongue, 
Assembled here from the Propontic shore ; 

E’en to the Euxine’s wide Bithynian coast, 

And from the Agean and Ionian stronds: 

Farther, the Greeks; and in prospective view, 

At faded distance, mingling ‘mong the clouds, 
Fancy still saw the flags of countless ships 

Yet waving in the winds in wide array : 

Till waking from this tranced reverie, 

And gazing on the changed reality 

By nature’s scene now offer'd to the sight, — 1659 
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Sole stuated bushes, and huge scatter’d stones, 
Monuments of decay, I inly mused 

On glory’s transient splendour, and the fate 

That unavoided waits all human things ; 

Now living sole in deathless poesy. 

Thence leftward turning up the rising hill, 

E’en to the tomb of Hector’s self we came, 
(Pointed by old tradition,) where a mound 

Of huge-heap’d stones, moss’d o’er with eating age, 
Asserts the holy spot to after-time. 

Amid the city’s area it stands, 

Leftward, but in the view of Ilion’s height, 1671 
Which his own peerless valour saved so long. 
Resting beside this stony tomb, we paid 

To the good hero’s tender memory 

A tribute true, (‘twas all we could) a tear; 

And blest his noble name, (where’er he slept,) 
The patriot, husband, father, son and friend, 
Example high to every following age. 

Pausing upon this sacred spot, we mark’d 

How on the eastern and the northern sides, 

A rifted rock, with pronely sudden steep 

Guarding approach, divides Troy’s ancient site 
From Ida’s forest mountains, frowning near; 1:83 
On whose high ridge immortal Homer feigns 

The gods to meet, and from their airy top 

Eye the subjacent country, stretching thence 

E’en to the shores of wavy Hellespont. 

Before us now we saw in prospect vast, 
Uninterrupted in extent, the range 

Of the whole plain of Troy, and traced afar 

The winding river, whose descending stream 

And heady current o’er her sandy breadth 
Impetuous shoots thro’ the green champain tract, 
Until it meets Helle’s expansive flood. 

And in the horizon’s distant line we mark’d 1695 
The tomb of Ajax; the far promontory 

Sigzean ; and in skiey distance seen, 

Leftward, two tombs which through the cloudy air 
Disclose of Tenedos the gleamy isle. 

From hence we could not cease to note with awe 
The many tombs, o’er the wide champain-tract 
Scatter'd ; o’ergrown with grass, or stony heaps ; 
Barrows now nameless, but of elder time 

Devote to fallen chiefs of Greece, or Troy: 

The only monuments that in those rude 

Primeval ages might commemorate 

Departed merit, but than which no tombs, 1707 
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In later time, more lasting were devised. 1708 
Sepulchres, numerous as these, o'er space 

So wide dispersed, to our rapt minds bespoke, 
With clear internal testimony, scenes 

Of martial actions in an early age. 

Thence down the classic river’s winding banks, 
Pensive we wander’d, whose swift course we cross ‘d 
Near where its doubling stream the sandy bed, 
Severing, surrounds, and forms a little isle, 

West of the city side, beneath the hill, 
Callicoloné, whose fair eminence 

Thence o’er the plain with verdurous turf ascends. 
Along its valley’s marge we stray’d and past 

The ruins of Apollo’s temple old, 

The Thymbrian fane; and saw the tomb renown'd 
Of Telamonian Ajax, rear’d above 

The Rhetian promontory, to whose site, 1724 
Crossing the neighbouring marsh, our steps arrived, 
Where the stream joins the passing Hellespont. 
Our vessel met us here, upon whose deck 

We straight embark’d, and thence pursued our course 
Up these romantic waters, famed in song ; 

Not less for brave Leander’s luckless love 

Known thro’ the world, than for the martial work 
Of the great Persian monarch, who these waves 
Bridged with o’erwhelming power, and his vast host 
Led from assembled Asia to invade 

Greece, and her rival power in ruin end.— 

Mark’d thus the scenes of Homer’s song divine, 

In our charm’d course we past the fronting forts 
Of Sestos and Abydos, and beheld 

In fancy streaming there the cresset-light, 

That led the bold Leander o'er the waves 

To lovely Hero in her conscious tower. 

Thence up the sallying Hellespont we came 

Into the wide Propontic sea, through which — 1713 
Coasting, and Thracian Bosphorus, we came 

To old Byzantium, seat of empire old, 
Constantinople named in after time ; 

Port of the eastern world, whose city vast, 

Spread on the borders of the Euxine main, 

Glad Europe with adjacent Asia joins: 

Of old the eastern throne of sovereign Rome, 
Until four centuries past, the Gothic race, 
Invading, seized it, yielding in their turn 

Its rich possession to the jealous Greeks 

And emulous Romans, now its better lords. 

The glories of this famed metropolis 1755 
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Survey 'd with awe, my dubious course forebore 1756 
Further to tempt the Euxine, or behold, 

As once I thought, that Colchis, to whose shore 
The Grecian sailors, venturing of old 

In unaccustom’d ships, (Argo the chief,) 

Brought back to wondering Greece rich Asia’s wealth, 
And commerce strange, thence named the golden 
And there the Argonautic colony [Fleece ; 
Planted, their traffick’d riches to exchange.” 


So as he said and ceased awhile, the King, 
Fired with the theme still nearest to his heart, 1766 
In secret brooding ever with fond care 
How best his country’s interest maritime 
By ships and needful commerce to advance, 
Observant adds: ‘“‘ Well may indeed the world 
Dignify famed Byzantium with the name 
Of its chief port: so in commanding place 
By nature form’d, that whosoever owns 
This central station holds indeed the key 
Of Europe’s eastern as her western climes, 

Nor less of Afric’s and of Asian shores. 

Needful hereafter will to Britain be 

Some fix'd possession in the midland sea 1778 
To guard her commerce and her rights secure, 
Destined to reign sole empress of the main. 

But on, good Erigen, thy course pursue.” 


Then willing thus the travell’d scholar spoke. 


“ From fair Byzantium our swift bark return’d, 
And sail’d along the Asiatic coast, 
Shaping our voyage for the Holy land. 
Passing those provinces and bordering states 
That lent subsidiary aid to Troy, 
Thence glad we turn’d into that hallow’d track, 1788 
Which erst Saint Paul had in his course pursued, 
To Athens urging his commission’d way. 
Phrygia’s and Sardis’ confines past, and thence 
Coasting right on we came to Ephesus, 
And landing saw Diana's temple famed ; 
And on that very structure, which Saint Paul 
Himself had seen, we gazed with charmed awe. 
Above whose marble columns we beheld, 
Sculptured with richest art resembling life, 
The Tale of Troy from Homer’s deathless song. 
The Rhodian isle we pass’d, loved of the sun, 
With roses ever fresh, and springing flowers: 1800 
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The coasts of Lydia, and Pamphilia too: 1801 
‘To Tarsus then, birth-place of holy Paul, 

We turn’d, and honour’d there his sacred name. 
Then pass’d by Antioch, and Orontes’ flood, 

And leaving on our right the Cyprian isle, 

By Syria’s coast we held, and soon discern’d 

In our delighted course Pheenicia’s bounds ; 

And in our voyage gain’d the ancient ports 

Of Sidon and of Tyre in holy writ 

Famous, the glory of the elder world. 

Their desolated ruins we beheld 

With inward awe, and with due homage gazed 1812 
On that Pheenician country, which gave birth 

To the first sailors, who dared tempt the main, 
And, led by daring Hercules, erst sail’d 

Through the straight passage of the midland-main, 
That parts from Afric Europe’s continent. 

These passing through that barrier, whose high rocks 
Hercules’ pillars thence the sailors name, 

Dared first to leave proud Atlas’ mountains bigh, 
Feign’d on his mighty shoulders to support 

The incumbent world, and shield the lifted earth 
From the proud waters’ else o’erwhelming surge. 
Dauntless they launch’d into the Atlantic deep, 1824 
Beyond whose waves old fame (as Plato told,) 
Spoke of another world, and happier isles: 

But these found only Albion’s chalky cliffs, 

And southern islets, from whose miny coasts 

They homeward brought rich ores of silvery hue, 
In voyage long, led by the watchful stars ; 
Cautiously sailing near contiguous shores.” 


Then thus, with burst of pride and joy, the King, 
As if in sudden ecstasy, exclaim'd. 


‘‘ But English sailors shall hereafter far 1834 
Excel that weak attempt, and venturous launch 
Beyond the Atlantic deep, till westward on 
(As Plato and divining sages deem) 

Fix'd in the waste of waters may be found 
Another world to poise the orbed globe. 

To this perhaps our dauntless fleets shall sail 

Beut on discovery, and settle there 

New colonies, to commerce opening thus 
Channels yet unexplored of wealth and power. 
E’en as our gallant Octher late we sent 

To seek a northwest passage, likely deem’d 

To farthest India (of our hopes a dream) 1846 
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Though yet in vain: yet to the genius sure —1847 
Fit of a naval people like our own. 

Nor shall so proud emprizes bound content : 
But it may be hereafter Britain’s part 

In far-opposing regions of the earth 

To found io Syria’s ancient realm a port 

And colony of state, to commerce apt, 
Reviving there the glories of old Tyre, 

Or Sidon’s pomp; and with our mastering ships 
By barter’d products from our sumless stock 
Admit no rival trade to check our own. 

But, travell’d friend, I stop thy witching voice.” 


Thus then the devious Erigen resumed. 


‘¢ Pheenicia’s coasts I mark’d with curious gaze, 
Now made the hallow’d object of my thoughts ; 
And northward leaving famed Damascus’ plains, 
Visited soon the expected Palestine, 

The sacred wonders of the Hebrew land, 
And ruins of that famed Jerusalem, 


Of old the glory of the richest east; . 
O'er which our Saviour’s self had gazed, and wept, 
Musing upon its misery and fall. 1863 


Here in this hallow'd country where of yore 
Our Saviour Christ had dwelt, I visited 

With a strange feeling of intense delight 
Whatever place, in sacred history named, 
Micht draw my reverent feet, or anxious eye.” 


So as he said with curious eagerness 
Edred the northern bishop thus enquired. 


‘‘Saw you then Bethlehem and those hallow’d 
That mark our Saviour’s earthly pilgrimage?” [scenes 


To whom the distant wanderer soon replied : 


‘‘ Bethlehem I saw, where our Redeemer first 
In human form shone on this orb of earth: 
Galilee, and the hilly region near 
Of Nazareth, where Christ in youth was rear’d, 
(As was foretold), thence call’d a Nazarene. 
Samaria’s wide and varied tract I pass’d, 
And traversed the spread region, that extends 
"Twixt Jordan’s flood e’en to mount Carmel’s point, 
Which jutting looks into the midland sea; 
Saw Chison’s torrents, and the mighty pit, 188s 
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Near whose confines stood Memnon’s sepulchre, 
The brother famed of kingly Priamus, 

Tithonus’ son, and Persian Susa’s King. 

I roam’d Judza o’er, and on the side 

I walk’d of Jordan, and Tiberias’ lake, 

From whence our Saviour simple fishers took, 
(Choosing not learned men, but meek and poor) 
For his disciples, as the messengers 

Of peace and comfort to a wondering world. 
Then round the site of Hierusalem 

I stray’d, enrapt in deep religious awe; 

And on the glories of that city old, 1900 
By ancient prophets sung in holy writ, 

Pensive I mused, once God’s elected seat, 
Where on the sacred rock by Sion’s fort 
Environ’d all with lofty hills it stood 

As ina mighty amphitheatre, 

Amid surrounding nations, like their throne : 
Where too the temple of great Solomon, 

Wisest and wealthiest monarch of the earth, 
Stood, for its honour matchless through the world. 
Still gliding from a rock at Sion's feet, 

I saw the fount and pool of Siloa, 

And of its healing waters dared to taste. 1912 
Upon the mount of Olives have I stood, 

That hill where Christ his heavenly doctrine taught, 
New till that hour, and breathing only love, 

The very test and badge of his sole faith, 

Named afterward the Christian charity ; 

Which shew’d our race to be one brotherhood, 
Preparing through one pilgrimage for heaven, 
And taught mankind to love their enemies. 

The spot I saw, where (as tradition tells) 

Our Saviour taught to man that heavenly prayer, 
Suited to every heart and human want, 

Which bids him to approach his Maker's throne, 
Not wrapt in terrors though omnipotent, 

But as a father, caring for his child, 

Who knows man’s nature, and will much forgive: 
Still offering eternal happiness, 

If man but strive it rightly to attain, 

That after death his disencumber’d spirit 

God thus may re-unite unto himself. 

Gethsemane I saw, and Cedron’s brook, 

And lovely valley, and the field of blood; 
Walk’d on the dolorous way to Calvary, 

Upon whose hill, without the city side, 

Once stood that cross, whose suffering burden there 
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Redeem’d a sinful world, man’s fault atoned, 1937 
And reconciled to alienated heaven. 

Passing from thence a little space, I saw 
Anmathean Joseph’s garden near; 

Where in a tomb, scoop’d in the cavern’d rock, 
He laid Christ’s body, but soon thence to rise.— 
The temple of Christ’s sepulchre I saw, - 

And touch’d the stone, whereon the angel sate, 
Roll’d from the sepulchre, when he announced 

To the two Marys, that the Christ was risen: 

And many a sacred spot I visited, 

Related by the blest Evangelists, 1948 
The true historians of our Saviour’s life. 

Amid these sacred scenes with studious care 

I learnt the Hebrew tongue, here best attain’d, 
Taught by the learned Jews and Rabbis sage ; 
With tenfold vantage read the blest records 

Of man’s salvation, and the sacred songs 

Of Sion’s prophets, and the Hebrew lore, 

Their chronicles and scriptured history, 

In their own potent language, mid the scenes 
Where the recorded deeds themselves were done. 
To Emmaus then, west of Jerusalem, 

I walk’d, in feelings rapt of ecstasy 1960 
Scarce less intense than such as moved the hearts 
Of the disciples, walking here with Christ, 

Risen from the chambers of the grave unknown. 
Rama I] saw; the vale of Terebinth; 

And Ascalon, where Dagon’s temple stood, 

The birthplace of Semiramis, the wife 

Of Ninus, and Assyria’s mighty Queen; 

And Gaza’s site, for Samson’s acts renown’d. 
O’er Edom’s land we cross’d, and pass’d the lake, 
Dead Asphaltites: we survey'd the rocks 

Of stony Araby; beheld the mounts, 

Horeb and Sinai, famed in sacred song, 1972 
Till on the Red Sea’s confines I arrived : 

Then pass’d to Suez, where my course [I stay’d, 
Preparing for the famed Egyptian land, 

And the rich wonders of the seven-mouth’d Nile.” 


The pious bishops, Asser, Ardulph, too, 
The royal Alfred and his sister-Queen, 
Alike in admiration rapt to hear 
His varied story, interrupt awhile 
The narrative; their envy they declare 
Of Erigen’s unwonted happiness, 
Who in his youth so many scenes had view’d 1933 
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Of countries famed in history and song, 1984 
Dear all to fancy and.to memory. 

Full many an eager question each repeats, 

Which soon with willing favour he resolves. 
When, as of Egypt’s wondrous land they hear, 
Burning with strong desire they ask the tale, 
And, urged, his travel’s progress he renews. 


‘‘ These countries strange survey’d, my course I 
On to that Egypt, from whose ancient source, [bent 
Peopled of yore with thousand cities, all 
The haunts of wisdom, by that fertile soil 1994 
And air serene allured, proceeded first 
Science and arts and learning to mankind ; 
Letters, and lore, that polish civil life; 

Music, and numbers, and astronomy, 

And policy of order’d government; : 
Thence spreading into Greece, and westward thence 
Over the world. This mother of the arts 

I view’d with curious eye, and mused with awe 
On all the learning of the Egyptian race; 

Amid that very clime, wherein of yore 

Every philosopher and noble mind 

From Greece and later countries must have dwelt, 
And learned studies there intent pursued 

Before he might be deem’d a perfect man. 

Here I beheld the mighty Nilus’ flood, 

Himself the noblest wonder of that clime, 

Ne’er seen but great; who rolls his slimy waves, 
Interminably long, through many a realm, 

His source unknown; but still at season due 
Pouring among expectant nations far 

New life and plenty, o’er his crowded banks. 
Here Alexandria’s city old I saw, 

Where rear’d it stood on subterranean vaults, 

Its ruin’d columns, and stupendous walls 2018 
Built by great Alexander, to become 

Centre of commerce to a conquer’d world ; 
Subdued by him from Macedonia’s shore, 

Even to farthest India’s eastern bounds.”’ 


He paused: for thus the sovereign interposed. 


‘¢ What shall forbid then that in future time, 
When Britain’s glory, founded by ourselves, 
Shall rise to heights of which we scarcely dream, 
Our England e’en beside the seven-mouth'd Nile 
May own a needful colony, and rear 2028 
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In spacious Alexandria’s self a port; 2029 
Nor on the way to Egypt’s fertile shores 

Fix less a station proud by Atlas’ mount, 

Or on the favouring isle of Melita, 

To shield her commerce ia the midland main ? 

For not alone in Britain’s narrow isles 

We dream of empire, but to prop her power 
Through wealth and means in ber innumerous ships 
Sought by her active sons from every clime.— 

Yet more, instructive Erigen; proceed.” 


Thus then the willing traveller pursued. 2039 


‘¢ Somewhat of that I thought, but not so large 
My fancy roved, as thy own princely mind : 
For rapt in reveries of ages past, 
Amid the wonders of this ancient clime 
Here pensively I mused on learning’s loss 
In that famed world of books, collected here 
With cost and care of regal Ptolemies, 
Erst in a barbarous age consumed with fire. 
I saw the Pharos, once to Egypt join’d, 
Great Pompey’s pillar, mighty Julius’ work, 
In memory of his loftiest victory, 2050 
That made him master of imperial Rome : 
The obelisk, of Theban marble raised, 
With hieroglyphic figures sculptured o’er, 
Named Cleopatra’s needle, nautic sign, 
In honour of the Queen, whose matchless charms 
Enamourd Pompey; Cesar after him ; 
And lost the noble Antony a world. 
Then saw King Meeris’ lake, in elder time 
Likest a sea in greatness as in depth, 
Fil?'d yearly by Nile’s inundating waves, 
From several mouths, whose flood-gates bade it rise 
For half the year; diminishing as long. 2062 
A human work, (so deems Herodotus) 
By toil and cost almost incredible. 
Mid whose abyss two mighty pyramids, 
The sepulchres of Merris and his spouse, 
Stand underneath the waves, as deep below, 
As rise their towering summits in the air. 
And near to this the far-famed labyrinth, 
W onderous to thought, amid whose mystic work 
Of old stood seven and thirty palaces; 
Each representing an Egyptian state, 
But there in full assembled conclave met, 
The seat of gods and order'd government. 2U74 
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The avenues to which were through deep caves 
Of length untold, distract by winding ways, 
Gloomy as bell; depth within depth enclosed, 
Whose various outlets beyond thought, perplex 
Astonish’d memory, and all care confound ; 
Inexplicable error’s endless maze : 

Impossible to thrid, or thence escape, 

Save by the aid of some experienced guide: 
Now mounting, now descending, but construct 
More subterranean than to light exposed, 

Built all of massive stone, and with such art 
Conjoin'd, that no cement nor wood, throughout 
The universal fabric was employ’d : 

Whose end attain’d, ascending steps approach’d 
A stately portico, on columns raised 

Of Theban stone, the entrance to their hall 

Of high convention, in whose ample space, 
(Whose opening doors as with loud thunder roll’d) 
Shining of polish’d marble purely-white, 

With statues fill’d of gods and noble men, 
Assembled powers deliberating sat 

On state-affairs, importing general weal ; 

And, with the mysteries of ancient time, 

Here celebrated festivals of gods, 2098 
Each owning his appropriate temple here. 

By this great work defigured they man’s life, 
Perplex’d and cross’d by mischief manifold, 

One still succeeding other, thorough which 

Man cannot without wisdom’s conduct pass 

And exercise of untired fortitude. 

Whoso might mount its top thence saw beneath 
A champain tract of stone, and the proud pomp 
Of all those numerous palaces, inclosed 

With columns vast, and walls of answering bulk ; 
At end of which stupendous labyrinth 

Stood a square pyramis of mighty frame, 2110 
Ismandes’ sepulchre, the ancient King 

Whose awful art this wondrous work contrived. 
Then Cairo’s crescent city I survey’d, 

Lovelily girt in groves of branching palm, 

Alike in nature’s lavish bounty rich 

As in her monuments of ancient pomp. 

Then crossing Nile, west of that city’s bounds, 
Over a champain, Egypt’s narrow’d breadth, 
Some half day’s Journey, anxiously we rode, 

Till to the Lybian desert’s foot we came. 

Close by whose border, on a rocky plain, 

IT saw those everlasting pyramids, 2122 
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The tombs of Egypt’s Kings in ancient time, 2123 
Whose mighty Pharaohs, slumbering here in death, 
Gloried to form so sumptuous sepulchres, 

Which mock time’s power; because they deem’d 
Knowing by instinct its immortal kind, [the soul, 
After some thousand years should be elapsed, 

(As taught the revolutions of the stars, 

During which interval it would endure 

Fit transmigration into other shapes, ) 

Back to its former body would return, 

And its loved partner animate again ; 

Whose frail remains they therefore deem’d should lie 
In durable and seemly state interr’d, 

Once more the deathless spirit to receive. 

I saw the ruins of the regal seat, 

Memphis far-famed, and near its ancient site 
Beside the Lybian desart’s brow beheld 

The vaulted pits, where countless mummies lie, 
The old Egyptians’ favour’d burial-place 

For many an age, where all desired a grave ; 

For that they deem’d the holy place contain'd 

The body of Osiris, their chief god. 

The embalmed corse, with ceremonial rites 

Of import deep, laid in a sacred boat, 2146 
They wafted o’er the Acherusian lake, 

That spreads its wave south of the city’s side, 
Guided by Charon the grim ferryman. 

Hecate’s temple-site, Cocytus’ gate, 

And pool of dark oblivion here I saw, 

Which mysteries Orpheus into Greece transferr’d. 
Nor fail’d I mark Egyptian Babylon, 

And saw the pristine scenes, where Israel's sons, 
Conquer’d and led from elder Babylon, 

In foul captivity, with all their tribes, 

So many years of wretched slavery past ; 

Till Moses, their heaven-sent deliverer, 2158 
And law-giver, (himself Egyptian born,) 

Led them away from Amenophis proud, 

The mighty Pharaoh, smit with plagues from heaven, 
Who, their swift flight pursuing with his host, 
Was in the gulf of open’d ocean whelm’d. 

The site I saw of hundred-gated Thebes, 

The mighty city built on stony vaults, 

Through each of whose proud portal-entrances 
Two hundred warriors, each on horse or car, 
Might pass with ease, rank’d in superb array. 

I saw the remnants of the wells profound, 

Where old Egyptians watch’d the wandering stars, 
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And mark’d the rolling seasons in their course. 
Letters, and old Egyptian mysteries, 

Which Orpheus, Homer, and Muszus here 
Studious enquired, with reverence due I learn’d: 
Astronomy, and numbers, eager sought: 

Music and medicine too I heard explain’d : 
Chaldzan, and the Coptic character, 

Symbolic writings, shapes significant, 

And hieroglyphics strange, I here explored ; 
Whose object prime (ere letters yet were known,) 
Was to disclose in wondrous characters, 

Not without mystery to eyes profane, 2182 
The imaged nature of their gods revered ; 

The property of the immortal soul ; 

To memorize renown’d events to man, 

To teach the rolling seasons of the year, 

And to record great nature’s constant laws. 

Nor Egypt’s boast forgot, the power of charms, 
(If old tradition might inform aright) 

Curious I traced their favour’d deities ; 

Isis their honour’d goddess, by which name 
They typified the earth, impregn’d by Nile; 
Osiris, honour’d god; by other name 

Apis, beneath whose symbol they design’d 2194 
The mighty Nile himself, the constant source 

Of wealth and comfort to their thirsty clime : 

The dog Anubis, great Osiris’ son, 

Aad Typhon, his great brother, by which sign 
The elder sages understood the sea. 

This antique country I perceived possess’d 

Less by the native Copts, than by the Greeks, 
Moors, Jews, and by Arabian Saracens: 

For erst the Egyptian people (wanting power 
Themselves their menaced country to defend, 
After a Roman province it became 

Under the great Augustus’ ample reign) 2206 
To expel the Greek and Rome’s invasive arms, 
Call’d in the aid of wandering Saracens, 

Who, in their turn, possess’d this fertile land. 


‘These elder wonders seen, my restless thoughts, 
Yet diving more into the abysm of time, 
Prompted me, eastward still, awhile to roam, 
Ere to my native land I might return ; 
To view, if haply so I might, uncheck’d 
By dangers or the stop of prudent fear, 
The Red Sea’s confines, and its either shore: 
To cross its severing waves, and visit then 2217 
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The clime of Araby the blest: to see 2218 
Mohammed’s honour’d country, and the site 

Of Mecca, whence the Arabian prophet fled, 

The epoch of the sacred Hegira: 

To trace the rich Arabic manuscripts, 

The gorgeous wonders of the Caliphate, 

Sultans and Emirs of the haughty east, 

And glories of the martial Saracens. 

Then crossing happy Araby, and shores 

Of Persia’s gulf, to see Chaldea’s clime, 

And the remains of elder Babylon, 

The royal seat of many mighty kings ; 2229 
City of waters, great Euphrates’ pride; 

Whose walls’ stupendous bulwark, gates of brass, 
Temples, and palaces, and Belus’ tower, 
Euphrates’ bridge, and Jake and vast canals, 

And subterranean works’ prodigious pomp, 

(Told by the sage Herodotus, himself 

A witness of these wonders) fill with awe 

The unacquainted ear of after-times. 

I deem’d to cross Euphrates’ kingly flood, 

That northward springing in his distant source 
Between the Caspian and the Euxine main, 

Then turning from the Euxine Trebizond, 2241 
Through Asia’s kingdoms rolls his stately waves ; 
Till watering Babylonia’s royal tract, 

He hides him last amid the Persian main. 

I thought to visit then great Ticris’ flood, 

And yet behold what antique vestiges 

Survive of the old Assyrian monarchy ; 

Nineveh’s pomp, a province fortified ; 

A city (as the prophet Jonah tells) 

Of three days’ journey; and what glories still 
Might mark the reign of proud Semiramis. 
Afterwards, (if I might) I hoped to see 
Mesopotamia’s regions, and that mount 2253 
Armenian Ararat, where erst the ark 

Of Noah rested in its weary course, 

After the universal deluge suaged, 

Ere yet the dove brought back the olive-leaf ; 
Thence ever after made the sign of peace. 

I long’d too to behold that earliest scene, 

Though by the deluge changed, the garden prime 
Of Eden, our first parents’ happy seat ; 

And thence, perhaps, o’er richest Persia’s climo, 
Pass to the bounds of farthest India.” | 


. He paused; for at his words the sovereign, 
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As rapt in musing deep, his thoughts express’d. 


‘¢ Not absent from our careful note are climes 
Remote as these, for bent on high design 
Of opening commerce and extensive use 
To our loved native land, erst sent we not 
The venturous Sighelm to the Indian coast, 
To visit the famed Christian settlers there; 
On embassy to great Saint Thomas’ shrine, 
With alms and aid, in tribute of respect, 
To learn of countries rare, where the rich east 
Abounds in balmy spices, gems, and gold? = 2275 
Perhaps hereafter Britain's right, and where 
She shall a vast and growing empire raise 
To stablish and support her wide-spread power. 
For what may check (methinks I scan the time 
Unfolded to the dim prophetic eye) 
That our Britannia shall in future day, 
Acknowledged as the mistress of the main, 
Be as the throne of regal Solomon, 
To which the regions of the spicy east 
And distant realms, and nations of all hues, 
Like Sheba’s Queen, their tribute gifts shall bear, 
In homage meet and admiration high, 2287 
Courting her proud alliance, friendly league, 
Favouring protection, and instructive hand, 
With boundless interchange of mutual wealth ? 
But tell, good Erigen, thy onward course.” — 


Then soon the adventurous pilgrim thus pursued. 


‘© Not without hope my eager fancy long’d, 
Thence northward wandering, to have survey’d 
The Caspian borders, and that Scythian tract, 
Betwixt the Euxine and the Caspian floods, 
Whence warlike Odin (whom good Asser here 2297 
Names as an ancestor of northern kings, 

And reckons, gracious liege, with truth, to be 

One of thy early great progenitors) 

Attended by his thronging eastern tribes, 

Fled from great Pompey’s desolating arms, 
Warring ’gainst Mithridates, Pontus’ King ; 

Then wandering over Europe’s northern climes, 
To Scandinavia brought that martial faith, 

And pregnant fables of the wonderous east, 
Whose influence, firing yet great Odin’s race, 
With Pagan power afflicts our suffering isle. [sired) 
But these strange scenes, (tho’ much my heart de- 
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As too remote, I[ then forbore to see: 2310 
But on my native land, with homeward eye, 
Pensively musing still, and (as I hoped 

Not for its service wholly unprepared,) 

I rather purposed now my home-return. 

My country, the sole end of all my hopes, 

Of all I traversed spot of earth most dear, 

Allured me ever in remotest climes. 

Embarking then at Alexandria’s port, 
Through the wide midland-main our bark we steer’d, 
And passing by the southern shores of Crete, 

We saw famed Ida’s mount, where poets feign 
Great Jove was nursed by priests of Cybele. 

The rocky isle of Melita we hail'd, 

Where holy Paul was wreck’d, and deem’d a god. 
Then turning by Sicilia’s isle we pass’d 

Syracuse; and within Ortygia’s isle, 

We saw the virgin-fountain, Arethuse ; 

And near Catania’s city we beheld 

High Etna, veil’d in clouds of smoky flame. 

Then northward on Trinacria’s shore we saw 
Castles, and towns descend the lesser hills, 

Till to Messina’s city we approach’d, 

And saw the ruins of its ancient fanes, 2233 
And bappy gardens, and delicious shore, 

And crescent land, that guards its shelter’d bay ; 
Upon whose rocky point, Pelorus named, 

A lofty Pharos stands, whose beacon-light, 

There jutting into the uncertain main, 

Opposite Italy’s dissever’d shore, 

Rivals the moon, the joyful sailor’s sign. 

Then through Charybdis’ dangerous gulf we steer’d, 
And by the Rhegian promontory, torn 

Of old (as Virgil sings) by bursting waves, 

Which Italy from Sicily disjoin’d ; 

At first one land, till wearing time’s assault 2345 
Parted their fields and towns by narrow straights, 
Where meet the Tyrrhene and Ionian Seas. 

Then Scylla’s rock we pass’d, and eddying bay, 
And sail’d among the charm’d /olian isles. 

Then coasted on, along Calabria’s shores, 

For silk and manna famed, until we gain’d 
Salerno’s bay, within whose shelter stands 

That honour’d city, where Ulysses built 

Of old to Pallas a renowned fane: 

From whence admiring nations named this cape, 
Bounteously rich’d with fruits and nectar’d wines, 
Minerva’s promontory, where too stood 2857 
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That Athenxum, flourishing of yore 2358 
In various learning, arts, and eloquence. 

Whence grew the table of the Syrens, feign’d 
Amid these favour'd regions still to dwell, 

Who by their sweet songs and deep science charmn’d 
Mankind, and had the muses’ attributes. 

Until abusing their so liberal gifts, 

Their followers, in their manners all corrupt, 

And lost to sense of goodly government, 

Were into monsters feign’d to be transform’d, 
Here by the Sirens’ songs and blandishment 
Enticed to ruin; and consuming here 2869 
Their patrimonies, their young virtues sunk 

In lawless riot and effeminacy. 

Loved Naples a brief while we mark’d again; 

And fondly anchor d in its lovely bay. 

But passing thence amid the Tyrrhene main, 

We launch’d our fitted bark, and on the shore 

Of Afric saw the venerable site, 

Where ancient Carthage stood, Rome’s rival once, 
And theme of wars that roused the struggling world. 
Along Numidia’s and the Moorish coast 

We urged our way, and through the narrow’d straits, 
The pillars of famed Hercules, we pass’d ; 

Then opening on the wide Atlantic main, 

Saw the isle Gades, where in olden time 
Pheenician sailors fix’d their residence, 

And in a temple rear'd to Hercules, 

Here divine honours to their leader paid. 

Then onward by Hispania's southern coast, 

And, turning by her western promontory, 

We coasted Lusitania’s various shore. 

But these fair countries, or their regal courts, 
Climes rich in luscious fruits and friendly wines, 
Time now admitted not to view: and yet 
Methinks bereafter ’twere for Britain well 2393 
With these to cultivate continual league 

And firm alliance: since these nations seem 
(Themselves in wide extent of neighbour coasts 
Ope to the sea) by nature Britain's friends, 

And by their native mountains’ severing range 
Presenting barriers and natural checks 

Against the o’erweening rivalry of France; 

Nor less from her by language of their own, 

And different manners grave divided still.” 


So as he said then thus the King in turn. 2403 
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‘To these fair regions, patriotic friend, 2404 
Our purpose was in happier time of peace 
To have dispatch’d a splendid embassy, 
Worthy our country ; and their friendship seek 
To bind in leagues of mutual benefit. 
That purpose still employs our lingering hope. 
For yet we dream from each terraqueous clime 
For our Britannia, by our constant care, 
Somewhat of good to win and richly blend; 
Which may hereafter in her order’d state 
Spring out display’d, or in her policy, 
Her constitution, her impartial laws, 2415 
Her boundless commerce, and responsive wealth, 
Her arms invincible, or graceful arts. 
All our fond efforts to this point must tend. 
What more, loved pilgrim, in thy course ensued ?” 


Then thus, concluding, told the observant man. 


‘« Thence crossing Biscay’s wide and stormy bay, 
We reach’d again the shores of fertile France, 
And anchor’d glad within far-winding Loire. 

O’er its gay banks and music-breathing vales, 
And vine-empurpled hills, with charmed steps 2425 
I roved, and through her hospitable vills 

Passing, survey’d rich Orleans’ stately pomp; 
And now once more gain’d Paris’ regal seat. 
Here by those prelates learn’d, and noblemen, 
Who had befriended erst my travels’ course, 

Still frequent at the court of royal Charles, 

With kindness more than wont, I was received. 
They, learning soon my travels’ wide extent, 

And, as they said, pleased with my various talk, 
With favour named me to the emperor, 

And to his royal consort Hermentrude, 

The noble dame, accomplish’d and polite, 2437 
Whose beauteous daughter, Judith (of that stem 
A graceful branch, worthy grandaughter too 

Of Charlemagne) our royal Ethelwulph, 

Your honour’d father, marrying, she became, 

(My noble sovereign and most gracious friend,) 
Your foster-mother, in your early years 

Fondly supplying your dead mother’s place : 

And still preferring you with favouring love, 

For that she saw your tender mind allured 

With love of learn’d and graceful elegance, 
Delighted still your infancy to rear 

At court, beside herself; and joy’d to fire 2449 
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Your listening mind with noble deeds of fame, 2150 
Told in the strains of native poesy. 

Invited thus to court, the emperor, 

Learning’s famed patron, and his gifted Queen, 
Graciously with their notice honour’d me. 

The great men and the nobles of the court, 

But chiefly Hincmar, the archbishop prime, 
That prelate, who had join’d fair Judith’s hand 
In holy marriage with your royal sire, 

With friendship far beyond my poor desert, 
Cherish’d me in this polish’d capital. , 

Here when by the command of royal Charles, 2461 
I had translated certain Grecian works, 

First, the Greek lore of Dionysius, 

The Areopagite, so deep-embued 

With Plato’s rich divine philosophy ; 

And after these, the learned commentaries, 
Which Maximus with studious labour wrote 

On Gregory’s works, the famed theologist ; 
These toils of mine laid at the emperor’s feet, 
And dedicated to his favouring care, 

Both he and the accomplish’d Hermentrude 
Deign’d then solicit me, that at their court 

I would present myself a constant guest. 2478 
The generous King with condescending grace 
At his own table oft admitted me, 

Where he, facetious, loved with me to sport, 
And seeming much to court my company, 

The story of my travels oft besought. 

He listen’d, pleased, with an unwearied ear, 
And much my trifling merits still extoll’d. 
Afterward at good Hincmar’s fond request, 
Some tracts on Sacred Mysteries I composed, 
Which with his wont regard the King approved. 
Intreated thus, I here an ampler work 

Essay’d, on the Division infinite 2485 
Of nature, and the properties of things, 

And various being through this lower sphere ; 
Remembering Aristotle’s reasoning mode: 
Which labour too my generous patron pleased. 
In honour thus, and scenes of princely state, 

I sojourn’d at the court of royal Charles ; 

But of my native country fonder thoughts 
Possess’d me ever. Of her state, since first 
My vagrant feet had left the much-loved land, 
From each new comer, eager I enquired. 

With grief I learn’d, that hosts of furious foes, 
But chief dead Regner’s sons, shouting revenge, 
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Mad for the slaughter of their captive sire, 2193 

Like locusts had o'errun the English soil ; 

Had slain in fight Ella, Northumbria’s King, 

The author of their prison’d father’s doom, 

With Osbert, his late rival, leacued anew ; 

Then martyr’'d Edmund, the East-Anglian King; 

Expell'd the Mercian sovereign from his throne ; 

And last had on the southern regions fallen, 

And in contest of many a hard-fought field, 

Had harass’d sore thee, Alfred, England's sire; 

Until, a league with these invaders made, 

And (as was said), the enemy by gold 2569 

Bought off to quit the region of the south, 

And in the conquer’d north to fix their home, 

An interval of dubious peace ensued. 

During which tranquil space, thou being then 

Young, scarcely settled on thy royal seat, 

And wrapp’d in learned studies, far.more dear 

To thee than clamours of tumultuous war, 

With what sensation then of strange delight 

Thy embassy and letters J received, 

Even to me from England’s King address’d ; 

Saying, that of my skill you were apprized, 

Versed both in travel and the note of men, 952) 

Their various manners, elegancies, arts, 

Nor less in books and learned languages ; 

And thence in earnest but in courteous terms 

Soliciting, that I would deign again 

With swiftest speed (such was your longing wish) 

To visit Britain; sojourn at your court; 

And be an honour'd tutor to yourself, 

Treated as a companion and a friend. 

When (as you kindly then were pleased to write) 

To my own country I might so transfer 

(The quarter where its use was fitliest due) 

The benefit of all my travell’d toil, 2533 

And might assist yourself best to mature 

Designs which all your anxious thoughts employ’d 

For stablishing sound learning o’er the land, 

And settling true religion in our isle, 

Both well-nigh banish’d by the Pagan foes ; 

Purposing, as you said, ere long to rear 

In favour’d Oxford’s apt and learned halls, 

An universal school for all the realm : 

Where, if such office I would deign accept, 

And use my talent for my country’s good, 

It was your royal will, I should become 

Its honour’d head, and chief instructor there: 2545 
VOL. Ill. H 
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In such high task, dear to your thought, to be 2546 
By other learned men and prelates join’d, 
Selected by yourself from parts remote. 

What bosom might resist that princely call, 

So worthy in its nature, good and kind ?— 

Glad I obey’d, and conscious heaven alone 

Can testify, on what full wing of joy, 

Flew the enraptured hours I spent with you, 

Amid your royal court at Winchester, 

There aiding, as I might, these bless’d intents.” 


Still on his lips the listening audience hung. 2556 
But ceased the various man; rapt with whose words 
Which had absorb’d his soul in strange delight, 


Thus then the sovereign his warm sense express’d. 


‘‘Oh! thanks, learn’d Erigen, for all the care 
And studious efforts of thy travell’d toil, 
Nor less for such their wish’d relation now, 
That binds the fancy as in magic spell, 
And takes us with thee o’er the subject world. 
True: we have cherish’d for our England once 
Some fair designs, and with heaven's favour may, 
Perhaps, accomplish yet. My bosom swells 2567 
With hope and prophecy, and I perceive 
All now unroll’d, visibly, as at hand. 
Let but our Athelard return and bring 
True tidings of brave Oddune's victory, 
This shall an earnest prove, and step to all. 
Then need we but again with anxious care 
To reconcile our nobles; to arouse 
Our troubled people, e’en in terror brave ; 
Again to gather our dispersed host— 
There wants no more ;—methinks, one single fight, 
Thus undertaken, then must needs assure 
One perfect victory; and all our aims, 2579 
Which thus our bosoms burn to execute, 
Shall follow in succession, full-achieved. 
Then will it prove no dream, no idle care, 
That our loved country we have fondly deem’d 
To make by native courage and her arms 
Potent to drive invasion from her shores, 
And with clear lustre eminent to shine 
Of graceful learning; even as the sun 
With its own light irradiates the world, 
Yet unapproachable for majesty. 
Then, dearest Erigen, beneath thy care 
Shall all the treasures, even like a flood, 2591 
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Of ancient knowledge be on England’s sons =. 2592 
Open’d at once ; all old philosophy, 

All the divine wit and the mental stores 

Of the past world, shall be engrafted thus 

On our own young experience, and be made 
Apt to our state, capacity, and place : 

Until in future day our Britain, sunk 

And lorn as now she seem, shall (if aright 

My vision pierce, and providence shall bless) 
Rival it all, in wide extent of power, 

Nor less in learning and each liberal art; 

Yet with a faith far purer, blessings rich 2603 
Of Christianity, such as of old 

Not the summ’d intellect of Greece or Rome, 
Untaught of heaven itself, might e’er attain: 
Advancing thus in one continued course 

Of happiness and glory (if her sons 

But know such bliss to value and to guard) 
Uncheck’d, invincible, till time’s last end. 
Britain shall form a world within herself; 

Yet of mankind the universal friend. 

Oh! if it be the will of gracious heaven, 

That yet our ceaseless vigilance may win 
Deliverance for our people, and achieve 2615 
Fair England’s peace, sure in such blessed time 
Fond-persevering we may yet complete 

The imperfect outline of the sketch begun, 

And for our suffering country still perform 
Some worthy good; for in the same desire 

I shall not cease to pant, while life remains. 
Alas! all now is left us to attain: 

Our task is all unravell’d, as the web 

Of famed Ulysses’ spouse, and active care 
Claims at our hands fair use of every hour.” 


To whom the pious Asser, moved, replied. 2026 


‘‘Oh! that the Pagan tyranny were past !— 
That such may prove the progress of our hopes ! 
What would have been, ere this, the blessed state 
Of Britain’s isle in all that’s good and fair! 

With means so rich, and such example clear, 
Would that our fair fields, and sea-circled homes, 
Might smile for ever in celestial peace, 

And never hear again the trump of war !” 


Him answer’d then the King with sudden glow. 
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‘* Fond pious wish ! would it were possible 
Yet, my dear Asser, the stern toils of war 
Are needful, and inevitably due 
To free our vanquish'd land, and to defend ; 
For, mid our various cares to stablish well 
Religion, learning, and protective laws, 
Other high duties must not be forgot, 
The prime concerns of state; which best, with these 
And ordinary wants of peaceful life, 
Become our frail condition, e’en as men, 
But most as Englishmen, by nature framed 
Of lordly port, brave, resolute, and free. 2647 
All must be done in time, and order due ; 
Lesson, by me not learn’d without my own 
Severe experience ; for in earlier youth, 
Feeling my own deficiencies and days 
Idly consumed, and by my long disease 
And feebler frame taught oft to think of death, 
Immersed in study, I disdain’d the cares 
Of this our realm and anxious royalty. 
These drew me from my dreams of thought away, 
And fond pursuit of knowledge, which I then 
Preferr’d to every other earthly prize, 2658 
And deem’d nought else was worthy my esteem ; 
Shut with the gentle Osmund, my loved friend 
And studious minister; with learned men, 
And pious prelates, hating war, like thee. 
Excess of study has its dangers too, 
As our own state now witnesses too clear.” 


To him the thoughtful Asser bows, rebuked, 
And mild returns: ‘‘ The brooding thought, I deem, 
Shut in my sovereign’s breast, myself surmise.” 


Thus then expressive owns the generous King. 


‘« Turning averse from cares of state proposed, 
I thereby much offended, and well nigh 
Alien’d and lost the precious loyalty 
And love of many nobles of the land; 
Whom, when to me in seasons of alarm 
And threatening danger they applied for aid, 
I scorn’d, and treated as of no esteem. 
For madly bent on study, and puft'd up 
With self-conceit, contemptuous and vain, 
I only dream’d of books, and quite possess’d 
With headstrong rashness of a youthful mind, 
Our worthy English nobles I despised, 2680 


BOOK XVIII. 101 


As ignorant, illiterate, and rude. 2681 
That even to this day there yet remain 

Some English nobles, (as the powerful earls 

Of Surrey, Sussex, Kent,) whom still I deem 

To me not reconciled, but they espouse 

A weaker title to our throne itself, 

In person of the princes, the two sons 

Of our deceased brother Ethelbert ; 

Although in full assembly of the realm, 

To the survivor, by a solemn league, 

The throne and sovereignty had been confirm d. 
Alas! I then, in inexperienced youth, 2692 
Forgot that our brave English noblemen 

Love a bold active monarch, capable 

To guard their rights, and high-born privilege.” 


He said, while on his watchful friend he turn’d 
A meaning look: then mildly thus pursued. 


‘‘ These faults of mine, loved Asser, to thyself 
Were not unknown, nor to my kinsman true, 
Adulph Saint Neot, who at solemn time 
‘In a prophetic spirit warn’d me thus, 

In words that sound for ever in my ear: 2702 
‘Why do you swell with pride, and exercise 

So haughty tyranny? your royal state, 

The power and prospect of a sovereign throne, 
Delude you into blind security. 

But though exalted thus, your pride shall fall. 

For you shall lose that throne, and yield your place 
To Pagan enemies, yourself become 

A fugitive and exile in the land. 

Yet if, taught wisdom by adversity, 

Deep penitence for your misdeeds atone, 

Heaven will its favouring mercy not withhold.’ 
E’en him I lightly treated, and his words 2714 
Counted of no esteem. But tutor’d now 

By sad experience, I more fitly know 

My various duties, and if heaven should deign 
Yet to restore me to my former state, 

I trust hereafter to escape and shun 

The rock, whereon before my bark was wreck’d ; 
With heaven’s dear blessing and the granted aid 
Of wise and learned men, e’en yet to learn 

True wisdom; and the knowledge I attain, 
Reduce to practice ; while I not neglect 

My subjects’ wants, in every rank and splicre. 
Thou, Asser, know’st my earnest care of this. 2726 
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Would that good Adulph and my noble friend 2727 
The generous Osmund (if indeed he live) 

Could know my present thoughts and better change, 
And yet accord us their auspicious aid ! 

For yet I hope hereafter, if to me 

Shall be assign’d for mine inheritance 

(Both by my birthright and my country’s choice) 
A higher station, with more ample means 

Of knowledge and the power of doing good, 

Such high commission, as a trust, to take, 

And to exert for our dear people’s weal. 

Then not above my humblest subjects’ claim, 2733 
Still to remember, that I am a man 

Whom thankfulness, not pride, still best beseems. 
And if our English nobles I in aught 

May have offended, which they bear in mind 
With fix’d displeasure, earnestly I ask 

Their kind forgiveness, for my fault deplored. 

Oh! that I could e’en yet regain the hearts 

Of those alas! estranged, the generous Kent, 
Brave Surrey, Sussex; and in union kind 

Of natural amity the princes link, 

Now the sole pillars of our orphan’d throne ! 

E’en too methinks to friendship old restore 2750 
Seceded Kenwulph, of his former fault 

Conscious and penitent, and after him 

The Mercian host and brave nobility !” 


So as he utter’d, Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
Lingering on past remembrance, gently adds 
In accents kind, meet to a female breast: 


‘* Ah! would that hopes so good, becoming well 
A royal heart, we yet may see achieved ! 
What new delight would in this ruin’d heart, 
Broke almost by continual stress of grief, 2760 
Revive afresh, could I but yet behold, 
Before I die, Mercia’s recover’d throne 
To its accustom’d loyalty return ! 
And that unhappy man so favour'd once, 
Who now with faded faith its seat profanes, 
Still in his due orb of allegiance move ! 
O'er whom accorded pardon might console 
His deep repentance, and make yet a friend. 
Like him too, that the princes of the land, 
In general reconcilement, would forget 
Injuries and estrangements past, and all 
Press on together to the radiant goal ! 2772 
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Thus should arise new glory from despair.” —-2773 
She said: the King the tender theme pursued. — 


‘« Since now I feel misfortune, and have lost 
Wife, children, home, estate, crown, kingdom, all, 
May I not hope, that, punish’d as I am 
With sharp adversity and sufferings strange, 
Though not unmerited, more keen, perhaps, 

Than e’en the good Saint Adulph prophecied, 
Heaven will at last o’erlook, vouchsafe an eye 
Benignant still, and deem my faults atoned. 2752 
Inspiring visions have revived my soul, 

And in heaven’s promised mercy I confide, 
That even yet shall counteract and stay 

The Pagan plague, which desolates our isle ; 
Repair what savage cruelty has torn, 

And break the power of the triumphant foe. 
So that, from lord and sovereign of the land, 
He may become our vassal, in his turn.” 


To whom Saint David’s bishop answer’d mild. 


‘* My liege lord I have heard before, at times, 
Confess as much; that your adversity 
Was not unmerited (as ’twas foretold 
By your good kinsman Adulph), for that erst 
Absorb’d in studies, you did not attend 
Your sagest nobles’ counsel as you ought. 
Yet sure the love of learning, and dislike 
Of horrid war must be esteem’d the cause ; 
A gentle, venial cause: no pamper’d vice, 
Or odious tyranny; but that you held 
As worthless, rude and vulgar ignorance. 
Yourself alone on letters, on pursuit 
And thirst of sacred knowledge, wholly bent, 2804 
Though not for wars, or active life, unfit; 
Yet when that object was attain’d, twas seen, 
Valour to other virtue could subside, 
And feast on joys more amiably sweet.” 


To whom the King. “ Deeply I now discern 
My errors: I admit them, and deplore.” 


The pious Asser meek resumed: ‘‘ These woes 
Truly are heavier than the warning voice 
Foretold, and dread has been the penalty ; 
But some good end, be sure, heaven hence intends, 
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In mercy wise; for these adversities 2815 
And trials may the truest blessings prove, 
Whence you may reap inestimable fruits 

Of patience, prudence, industry, and skill. 

And sure these sorrows and reverses strange : 
May yield example high to England’s sons, 

Still worthy to be had in memory, 

The theme of history's instructive page ; 

And, (heaven permitting) if no brighter pen 
Assume the task, mine may, perhaps, essay 

Y our varied life’s mischances to record, 

And hand to notice of succeeding times. 2826 
For I have much observed, and can, perhaps, 
E’en yet at leisure, mark its fortune more. 

Since I have been confessor, tutor, friend, 

I may perhaps prove your historian too. 

Be comforted: heaven will at last forgive ; 

And ere I die, I hope e’en yet to see 

My venerable and most pious lord 

Ruler of all the Christian flock throughout 
Britannia’s isle, on England’s throne secure, 

And crown’d with every blessing heaven can yield.” 


To whom the King: ‘‘ Consoled I feel indeed, 
And on its favouring providence rely, 
As on the favour of my countrymen 
For their good pardon. Better things I hope, 
And yet from ruin to exalt our fall. 
Meantime true satisfaction in my breast 
I own from all your sacred thoughts inspired. 
All now upon the expected victory rests ! 
Oh! would that noble Athelard were come! 
My bosom longs to see him, and I feel 
My heart with presage glow of proud success !” 
He said: the pious Asser in his look 2818 
Shews calm serenity, and vivid hope: 
The holy men, from distant Lindisfarn 
Regard the sovereign, in his low distress 
Thus meditating for the public good, 
As the true sire and monarch of the realm. 
All toward him bend ; and each his willing aid 
Proffers, howe’er his service can be claim’d. 
Such varying converse soothed their lonely hours ; 
And mid such lorn mischance fresh gleams of joy 
Welcome the approach of eve. Then Mercia’s Queen, 
Charm’d with her new companions, and whose mind 
Answer'd not only to conceptions high, 2RG60 
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But tenderly alive to humbler things, 2361 
Domestic comforts, social offices, 

With female skill to solace every guest, 

Her the loved bards of England, as of Wales, 
Solicit to accord some sweetest strain, 

And soothing music from the harp subdued : 
Which with hush'd air she warbles, lest too loud 
Such echoed notes might their retreat betray. 


Thus kind endearments mutually exchanged 
Among the hid and anxious family, 
Or at such time religion’s solace, sought 2871 
In meek devotion o’er the sacred shrine 
Consecrate to the sainted Oswald’s name, 
(Through many a peril saved with pious care) 
Or else the unfolding of some treasured book, 
By learned voices read with various change,— 
These hold attention in delicious chain ; 
And as with pleasing interest they soothe 
The passing hour, from the still home might seem 
To chase alarm and thought of fear away. 
The noble company, conceal’d beneath 
Their green and shadowy roof, forget awhile 
In such lull’d pause of charmed memory 2883 
The adverse present, and could deem themselves 
A little court, happy as e’er it wont : 
While Mercia’s Queen, by her dear presence, sheds 
A lovely grace and dignity o’er all. 


At last to crown the general longing wish, 
While expectation throbs in every breast, 
At dusky evening-hour, ere yet to rest 
The inmates of the sylvan home retire, 
While the faint moon o’er silvery clouds ’gan peer, 
But dunner shadows o’er the silent isle 
Shed an uncertain gloom, lo! through the obscure 
And tangled alleys of the alder-woods, 
A form of manly port is seen to glide. 
‘Tis hush’d attention all; and see! more plain 
Now toward the portal of the rustic hut 
He moves, and enters straight the lone abode. 2899 
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Rerorn of Athelard and Edgar to the island, bringing intel- 
ligence of the success obtained by Oddune, earl of Devon, orer 
Hubba, one of the Danish Sea- Kings, who was slain with twelve 
hundred of his followers, while besieging the castle of Kinwith ; 
in which battle, the Danish Reafen, or magic standard, has 
Sallen into the hands of the English. Athelard details his ad- 
ventures, and his passage through the cale of rocks in North 
Somerset, where he witnesses the suicide of a noble Dane, who 
had fled from the rout at Kinwith. Alfred resolves immediately 
to join Oddune at his castle, in the hope of inspiring the English 
with courage, or of providing for the future safety of Oddune 
and the English nobles in his retreat, A vision appears to Alfred, 
which confirms him in his purpose. Their journey to Kinwith 
Castle indisguise. Enthusiastic reception of the King and his 
companions by Oddune and his son Eldred ; meeting with Aylicin, 
earl of Wilts, Hildebrand, earl of Oxford, Leopold, earl of 
Gloucester, and chicfs of South Wales; also with Osmund, earl 
of Cornwall, father of Athelard, and Ardulph Saint Neot, the 
king's kinsman. They relate their adventures. Arrival of Cel- 
mond, earl of Kent, and Udo, earl of Surrey, with his son Albert, 
Helstan, earl of Sussex, and Bertolph, earl of Essex, with 
Eltruda the widow, and the princes Edelm and Athelard, the 
sons of Ethelbert the late King; also of Plegmond, Archbishop of 
Canterbury, and Grimfald. The King concerts with these, the 
means of renewing the war by a general combination of their 
powers. He requests Oddune to relate the particulars of Kin- 
with battle. 
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H! then what burst of sudden joy transports 
The islet-family, when all discern 

Return’d indeed the noble Athelard. 
Fatigued and faint he seems, and panting haste 
Visibly has o’erworn his hurried frame. 
All throng around the stranger chief, and strive 
With anxious care his spirits to restore. 
Mutual and tender gratulation then 
Endears the happy moments, most exchanged 
Between the sovereign and the friend he loves, 
Still faithful proved through fortune’s worst extremes. 
In turn too his own joy and pleased surprise 12 
The generous Athelard tells, to mark arrived 
The novel guests, the priests and honour’d bards. 
He welcomes safely to their home return’d, 
Brave Edgar, late companion of his way : 
Then tells, that he himself since early dawn, 
On a fleet steed convey’d has hitherward 
Hasted with flight of restless ecstasy, 
To bear glad tidings to his honour’d King. 
Rapturous delight absorbs the wondering band, 
To hear announced the proud intelligence; 
And soon, at the renew’d request of all, 
But most to eager questions of the King, 24 
The faithful Athelard at full reveals 
His travel’s chances, and adventures strange. 


‘“¢ When last the noble Edgar and myself 
Quitted on venturous search this still retreat, 
Turning our journey northward, soon we heard 
Alarm’d report that o’er the channel’s flood 
A numerous fleet of Pagan pirates sail’d, 

Under the raven-banners proudly led 

By princely Hubba, their insatiate chief ; 

Famed Regner’s son, who from the Scottish bays 
And plunder’d coasts of unoffending Wales 

Came now up Severn’s mouth, to gorge anew 36 


110 KING ALFRED. 


His sable birds with yet untired revenge. 37 
That all along fair Devon’s northern coast, 

His troops had sack’d her ports and rural towns, 
Nor with less rage the shores of Somerset ; 

Rich Porlock’s baven-town, and Watchet’s bay, 
Rioting upward e’en to Bristow’s port. 

Onward we sped, and heard, with sad dismay, 
That the fierce Pagans, disembarking oft, 
Where’er the place might tempt, in many a band, 
Prowl’d o’er the country mad for spoil and war: 
While the disturbed natives fled away, 

In panic terror from the foe’s approach. 48 
Chiefly ‘twas said, the insulting enemy 

Stay’d by Taw’s sandy mouth, and entering there, 
Assail’d the country o’er its winding banks, 

The ancient home of Devon’s noble chief ; 

Then, passing o’er those sylvan-rich domains 

To the known ford along the Torridge stream, 
Had rush’d with unaccustom’d store of spoil, 
Cattle and bleating flocks, and captive slaves, 
Crowding with plunder’d wealth their anchor’d ships. 
Fame too was bruited, that within the towers 

Of Kinwith’s castled fort, (the antique hold 

Of noble Oddune, Devon’s valiant earl, 60 
Who here yet own’d a tributary sway,) 

A numerous throng of loyal Englishmen, 

With some few nobles, faithful to their King, 

And other of his courtly ministers, 

Had turn’d for refuge ; finding for awhile 

Within these walls protection, though unsure. 

On which report the flying natives round 

Hither for safety and for succour rush’d, 

Imploring shelter at their chieftain’s hand. 

"Twas rumour’d too, that though the noble Earl, 
As politic as brave, within these towers 

Own’d feign’d subjection to the victor-Danes, 72 
None with a more determined enmity 

Hated the foe in heart, whom now he mark’d, 
With indignation’s deepest agony, 

Wasting his province with unsated rage. 

Whence, it was deem’d, the insulted natives thus 
Assembling round their chief, would brook no more 
The intolerable yoke, but stand array’d 

In bold resistance to the Danish name. 

Hearing such rumours fraught with import high, 
(After the gallant Edgar first had chosen 

Another course, bent on a several search, 

And ceased to be companion of my way,) 84 
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Myself resolved continuous to pursue, 85 
Westward, the track of the marauding foe, [traced 
Toward Devon’s northern shores: their course I 
From Watchet’s ruin’d town, by many a vill, 

And opening bay, hush’d dell, and water’d vale. 
Then as with ardour I advanced along 

By sea-ward avenues, or fisher-cots, 

Beside each sheltering creek, where’er the Dane 
Had landed, ever bent on plundering spoil, 

The current fame grew rife, that late a troop 

Of pirate foes from Hubba’s ships, in rage 
Prowling the fields, were by a gallant band 96 
Of Oddune’s faithful followers, near his fort, 

Met and defeated ; and with loss of men, 

And gather’d prey, back to their fleet compell’d. 
Of which unlook’d defeat when certain news 
Struck the stern Hubba’s ear, he, mad with ire, 
And all indignant of the assembled power 

Closed, as he heard, in Kinwith’s castled fort, 
Instant had summon’d all his eager fleet; 

Whose thronging crews beneath their leader’s eye, 
(The raven-ensign glaring in their van,) 

Had disembark’d along the shelvy strand 

Of Taw’s wide bay, and near the deepening port 108 
Of Apuldore, and Northam’s pebbly beach; 
Where the collected ships now anchor’d rode 

(So straggling peasants told the according tale) 

All emptied of their stern and mailed crews. 

These with their populous array inclose 

The towers of Kinwith in beleaguer’d siege. 
Encamp’d around its heights and guarded mounds, 
They vow fierce vengeance against Oddune’s name, 
The Christian traitor, (such their hated brand) 
Who dares with frantic insolence oppose 

Their rightful claim, and fate-directed reign. 

Then by their bracelets and their warrior-gods, 120 
Kissing their swords and spears, enrapt they swear 
Ruthless destruction on the English race. 
Expecting which doom’d siege, the native bands, 
Provident, had by Oddune’s recent care 
Intrench’d themselves with new defence, and girt 
Kinwith’s old castle with high mural mounds, 
Guarded by veteran warriors of bold name, 

Alike resolved, intrepid, to endure 

Outnumbering arms, and dare their vaunting fues.” 


So as he said, the King, delighted, checks 
His voice a moment, and elate with hope, 131 
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Adds thus the sudden question: ‘‘ Noble friend, 
What then did you? say, whither turn’d you thence 
Your dangerous steps? Proved you such tidings 
[true ?”’ 
Soon then the gallant Athelard replied. 


‘‘ These tidings when I heard, I purposed straight, 
Though danger seem’d to menace every step, 
To journey nearer to old Kinwith’s towers. 
A strange alarm possess’d me for the fate 
Of Oddune and my gallant countrymen ; 
Yet strong and irresistible desire lil 
Impell’d me on, to learn what new events 
Might from such unexpected chance befal. 
In trepidation, yet with watchful eye, 
I hurried forward; and where’er I came, 
From every stranger anxious I enquired, 
What of the rumours of the time he knew. 
Nought certain could I learn my heart to ease. 
At times, when peril most might haunt me round, 
I stay’d conceal’d awhile in some lone cot, 
Or heath-built hovel, garb’d in mean attire ; 
Then, ere the dawn, pursued again my course. 
Proceeding thus along the endanger’d shores = 153 
With restless haste, my devious steps had pass’d 
The solitary fane of Contisbury, 
Rear’d as a beacon on its lofty hill. 
Descending from whose heights o’er rocky downs, 
That pronely fall to the contiguous coast, 
At whose deep base the mighty Severn roars, 
My cautious feet by narrow crooked tracks, 
Safe from impending peril, now attain’d 
Linmouth’s romantic vill and shelter’d cove, 
Hid in the bottom of a wooded glen; 
‘Thro'whose green vale two swift, transparent streams 
Speed o’er their stony margents to the sea. 165 
Here mid the quiet fishers’ sylvan cells 
I rested, and refresh’d my toil-worn limbs ; 
And here, enquiring eagerly, 1 learn’d 
The invasive pirates late had visited 
This humble haven, but deceived of spoil, 
Westward had urged their disappointed ships. 
Anxious I quitted straight this soothing spot ; 
And thence ascending by steep curved paths 
The mighty hill that westward overhangs 
The woody deeps, at last my feet attain d 
Linton’s high vill, from whose proud eminence 
Enrapt in wondering awe, I saw beneath 177 
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The watery flood in vast expansion spread 173 
On either hand, and glimmering far away 
The shadowy coast of Wales; and near me rear’d 
On either side, wherever eye might turn, 
Huge swelliyg cliffs,low vales, and mountain coombs, 
A boundless scene, magnificent and wild. 

*T'was evening; and the sun, with broaden’d orb, 
- Hung o’er the horizon of the western main, 
While from his sinking throne effulgent beams 
Shot o’er the waters, and the radiant sky 
Made the green surface of the illumined flood 
Glitter with wavy sheen, like trembling gold; 19 
By which bright gleam my eager gaze now sousht, 
if on the orient bosom of the main 
I might discern at distance, or at hand, 
Any sure signal of the Danish course.” 


Then, eager interrupting, thus the King. 
“* Discern’d you aught then? Or what else befel ?” 


To whom then Cornwall’s noble son retura’d. 


“ Nought sure I glean’d: but from my inmost 
Longing, with keen anxiety, to know [soul 
The certain issue of the rumour’d war, 199 
Tho’ night approach’d, on Linton’s guarded heights 
I linger’d not, but my recruited steps 
Urged westward o’er the prone declivity : 

Until through twilight-shades I gradual came 
Amid a desolate and stony vale, 

On either side of whose unwonted scene 
Huge-pillar’d rocks, and loose disjointed crags, 
Piled high in wild confusion, awful hung, 
Shadowing the mute and dreary solitude. 

Shut from the world it seem’d: and as along 

The narrow’d pass I wound my dubious way, 210 
Vast fallen fragments of dissever’d cliffs 

And mighty stones o’erspread the dismal vale; 
Whose rough and naked surface buried deep 

All vegetation, save in scatter’d spots, 

Where the wild fern with injured verdure crept. 
As duskier shadows of the night drew on, 

Often I paused, and rapt in strange amaze, 

Gazed o’er the wondrous valley ; and beheld, 

In long-extended range, o’erhanging rocks 

Their steep and broken summits dim uprear, 

Like mighty ruins of time-wasted towers. 

O’er whose wild tops at last the faded moon, 222 
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Peering at times from out uncertain clouds, _. 228 
Raised her half-waning orb, and with pale look, 
As if retiring from the ghastly scene, 

Shew’d the strange figures of the shatter’d gulf 
More indistinct, touch'd with alternate, light 

And black mysterious shade; that, so disclosed, 
All seem’d to cast a deeper horror down, 

And o’er the abode of desolation threw 

A fearful aspect, dark, and savage-wild. 

Hush’d silence reign’d, save while at times the ear 
Discern’d the neighbouring Severn’s roar arise. 
Sudden the hoarse howl of the roaming wolf 234 
Startled the sense, that, as he prowling bay'd 

The shadowy moon, came echoing on the gale 
Amid the chasms of this drear solitude.” 


So as he utter’d, Mercia’s lovely Queen 
Who to his story yielded rapt attent, 
Adds, asalarm’d: ‘ Methinks, your feet had reach'd 
The cavern’d gulf, which erst myself heard named 
By Rayner’s sister, (of these coasts the chief,) 
That wondrous Vale of Rocks, beside the shore 
Of northern Somerset, a scene of dread, 
Haunt but of robbers, or of savage beasts, 245 
Of danger full, from human shelter far. 
Oh! say, how scaped you from that spot of fear, 
Made yet more awful by the nightly time ?” 


To whom then soon brave Athelard replied. 


“‘ Such was indeed the awe of that strange place, 
That spite of summon’d resolution, oft 
My heart sunk faint within me, as I paused 
Beside the cleft of some stupendous rock, 
And leaning pensive by its jutting side, 
Pantingly strove my spirits to compose 255 
To meditation and returning thought. 
Then by the flitting light I cull’d my way 
O’er fallen crags along the deepening vale, 
Mid scenes alike of wildest character, 
Yet varying ever to the astonish’d eye. 
Man dwelt not here, nor vestige aught of life 
In this lone place arose, the heart to cheer. 
Perhaps o’er some rude rock a straggling goat 
Fled, dimly gliding through the moonlight beams, 
Likest a spectre; from the sight of man 
Hurrying alarm’d away, until at last 
Upon some jutting cliff it stopp’d, and gazed 267 
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Wildly upon the intruder, mark’d below : 268 
While mid the silence of that dubious scene 
Even its harmless moan seem’d terrible.” 


To whom then Mercia’s Queen: ‘“ The tale alone 
Holds me in shuddering tremor— What befel ?” 


Nor staid the gallant chief, but soon replied. 


‘To fancy’s rapt and wondering eye the place 
Might seem the secret region and retreat, 
Where, mid convulsions rude of nature’s hand, 276 
The sullen Genius of the storm might dwell, 
And nurse the brooding tempests, that disturb 
The mighty Severn’s flood; retired unseen 
Amid the depths of this /Eolian vale. 
The midnight hour drew on. No friendly cot 
Offer’d a resting place, but as I crept 
Cautious along the shiver’d glens, at last, 
Absorb’d in new amaze, my steps approach’d 
Near a vast hill of loose and shapeless crags, 
That from the midst of that terrific pass 
Tower'd high, o’ertopt with pointed pyramid. 
Forward it beetled o’er a dangerous steep, 283 
That sunk precipitate upon the main, 
Rolling in louder tumult, deep below. 
Here through the opening rift I now survey'd, 
Glistening in moonlight, the grey waves’ expanse, 
Before me spread beneath. Egress was stopp’d. 
This then the goal of my wild journey seem’d. 
Forward I might not move, but searching round 
For some still place of shelter, soon I came 
Beside the mouth of a wide-yawning cave, 
O’erhung with branches old of wither'd trees, 
Mid which the sea-mew, owl, or flickering bat, 
Sought through the night an undisturb’d recess. 300 
These, as my stealing footsteps drew more near, 
Started away, and with their hideous screams 
Alarm’d the silence of the jealous dark. 
The gleamy moon by unsure fits alone 
Deign’d her declining light, while troubled forms 
Of transient clouds eclipsed her struggling beams. 
Wondering I stood awhile, beside the verge 
Of that lone den, nor void indeed of fear. 
I knew not, if this dark retreat might be 
The secret home of ruffians of the wild, 
Or be the cell of some ferocious beast 
That, prowling nightly for his wonted prey, 812 
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Might here securely hold his bloody lair. 313 


At last assuming courage, as I stood, 

And (to say all,) touch’d with an inward shame 
At such delay, I drew my hidden sword, 
Resolved the gloomy cavern to explore.” 


So as he said, the gallant Edgar, then 
Struck as with curious wonder, interposed. 


‘‘Oh! that myself too had alike been there 
To share with you in that wild enterprize ! 
W hat was its issue, I beseech ye, tell.” 322 


To whom then instant Athelard return’d. 


‘* I enter’d, and as on I pass’d, the ground 
Hollowly sounded underneath my feet. 
I stopp’d, and listen’d, and methought, o’erheard, 
Within, a low and intermitting groan. 
Then, wilder’d almost in alarm’d amaze, 
I turn’d, and by the glimpses of the moon 
That pierced the cave’s wide entrance, to my best 
Eyed its deep chambers and the darkening roof, 
Whose vaulty height cast thickening shadows down. 
Thus as amidst the gloom I trembling stood, 
Sudden methought, that through the doubtful dusk 
The shadow of a human figure crept 
Startled away before my wondering gaze. 
Fix’d as a statue, for awhile I stood : 
My breath was gone; my limbs had losttheir power; 
Nor, as their strength recover'd, could I dare, 
At first, pursuit; such was the o’erwhelming awe. 
Till soon, as if o’erhead, amid the rocks 
The sound of trampling steps in hurried haste 
Assail'd mine ear. The wither’d trees above 
Crash’d, and at once a loose o’erhanging crag 344 
Down sank, with thundering ruin, to the ground. 
Then bleut with fragments vast, and tangled roots, 
Choked almost wholly seem’d the cavern’s mouth. 
New wonder seized me: till, as nature’s claim 
Inwardly prompted me my life to save, 
Through the scant moonlight o’er the fallen trees 
T clomb confusedly, with summon’d power. 
Yet ere my haste could quit the frightful den, 
Shuddering I saw, amid those fragments fallen, 
A manly form, whom, while I bending eyed 
His outstretch’d limbs, and martial face upturn’d, 
A deep and hollow groan spoke yet alive. 356 
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Seen by the glimpses of a clearer light, 357 
From his gash'd cheeks and wounded hands the blood 
Flow’d fast, and in his right hand gleam’d a sword 
Drawn, golden-hilted, from its steely sheath 
Which lay depending, crooked, from his side : 
And in a rich and jewell’d belt, that bound 

- His mailed waist, a glittering dagger shone. 

His head was bare, but, from his temples hurl'd 
In that prone fall, at no far distance lay 

A steel-bright helmet ; underneath his left 

And earth-bent arm, lay a broad circling shield. 
Bracelets of gold and shining greaves adorn’d 368 
His arms, his thighs; and his recumbent limbs, 
Inclosed in perfect panoply of steel, 

Bespoke to sight some noble warrior’s form : 

A Dane in aspect, deck'd in foreign garb.” 


Then thus the sovereign, held in deep surprise. 


‘The scene might answer to result so strange. 
What purpose drew the seeming warrior there ?” 


To whom then Athelard: ‘‘ A moment list. 
Tenderly as I could, with pitying voice 
I soon accosted him; and on my knees, 
Amid the fragments of the shatter’d rock, 
Bent o’er him, seen in the pale moonlight-ray. 330 
Gently I then entreated him to tell 
His name and station, and what fatal cause 
Had brought him to this dismal place: if chance, 
Or purpose, had impell’d the dreadful deed. 
At last recovering from his stuan’d surprise, 
By slow degrees, when utterance could permit, 
The fallen warrior these brief accents heaved 
Pantingly forth, which all attention drew. 


“* Alas! then am I doom’d not yet to die ?— 
Oh! gracious Odin—heaven’s all-powerful King, 
Receive my soul to thy sublime abode ! 

Fain would I enter Valhall’s glittering halls, 
But life stills binds me to this hated earth._— 
Stranger !—whoe’er thou art—molest me not, 
Nor hinder me the luxury to die.’ 


‘¢ Melted with pity at so mournful words, 
My anxious consolation I resumed, 
And raised the suffering warrior from the ground. 
His wounds I soothed, and from his dusky face, 399 
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All stain’d with blood, wiped off the ensanguined 
Till to my fond entreaty, oft renew’d, [stream. 
The warrior- Dane— (tears glistening in his eyes,) 
After long pause, regardless of his pain— 

Yet visibly by my care and soothing act 

Affected, thus with faltering voice unfolds : 


“*<«Oh! generous stranger—whosoe’er you are, 
Gentle and good, and of no mean degree ;— 
Myself feel now ashamed my name to own— 
Now what I am, I know not: but I was 
A Danish chief, of no ignoble rank, 410 
Who with great Hubba, kingly Regner’s son, 
Following his Raven banner, proudly sail’d 
Heading my troops from Denmark’s pine-clad hills. 
We swore to conquer Britain’s fated isle, 

And amply to avenge fallen Regner’s doom. 
Ah me! now worthless of my country’s hope, 
How does that name awake remorse and shame ! 


‘« He paused, as with emotion overcome; 
When, led by anxious pity and surprise, 
I interposed with question: ‘ What strange cause 
Seems thus to wound your bosom with remorse ?” 


** Ere long, in tone subdued, the stranger spoke. 


‘** Lately by fatal chance, amid a band 
Of my brave followers, in the bloody field 
Of battle warring with our English foes, 
Sudden, all unawares, in panic haste 
(Alas! I know not by what impulse driven) 
I fled ; while under princely Hubba's flag 
We fought against the traitor Oddune’s power, 
Who burst our siege by Kinwith’s castled mounds. 
There madly from our chief I fled, who soon 431 
(As since the horrid news I heard proclaim’d) 
There perish'd, with twelve hundred gallant men, 
And all my noble troop: then too, oh shame! 
To English bands our charmed ensign fell! 
That Raven standard wove by magic hands 
Of the prophetic fated sisters three, 
With potent spells, evoked from hell and heaven. 
Oh! shame for ever to the Danish name !— 
Most to myself, who from that fatal field 
Infatuate could retire, nor with my chief 
Died as T ought !—Oh! never can again 
My face among my fellow-chiefs appear. $43 


BOOK XIX. 119 


No more may I associate with the brave, 444 
Worthless to live; but forfeiting at once 

Regard of men, no less than Odin’s love, 

And entrance to heaven’s golden palaces :— 
Unless a death like this my claim restore.’ 


‘‘Touch’d with new wonder and emotion strange 
At such relation of the Danish chief, 
Still I enquired what purpose wild had led 
Hither his footsteps ; or what chanced event 
Caused the dread accident I witness’d now. 
At last the Dane, in accents faint, return’d. 454 


“« Oh! never more to be forgiven on earth ! 
Unfit to live, I could no longer bear 
Man’s company, nor be myself endured,— 
Detestable to all, nor by the bards 
Sung ever, as a noble chief should be ; 
But stain’d with ignominious brand, as one 
Who fled in battle ; who forsook his chief. 
Oh! agony, too deep for human heart ! 
Oh! horror, infamy, and last disgrace !— 
Tis therefore I have rush’d from sight of men, 
And to this savage and unpeopled vale, 465 
Whose desolation and drear solitude 
Suited my soul’s condition, lost have come.’ 


‘Of whom then, smit with awe, I thus enquired. 
‘“¢ Alas! how might you find this dismal place ?’ 
“Thus then, more calm, the wounded chief replied. 


‘“‘ «Sailing of late along the varied coast, 
Myself had mark’d this wild and gloomy spot, 
When penetrating from the rocky shore 473 
With some few followers, struck with strange amaze, 
We had survey’d these huge o’erhanging steeps 
And lonely nature’s rude unfinish’d work. 

And then, we said, this dumb and desert scene 
Seem’d but the fit retreat for coward men 

Who fled in battle or there fear’d to die. 

Alas! I deem’d not then this hideous vale 

So soon would prove a meet retreat for me. 

But, lost to honour, I remember’d well 

My fellows’ words, and hither scaped to die. 
Wandering o’er lonely wastes, and heathy downs, 
From Kinwith’s river with impatient steps, 

I found again this lorn and dreary vale; 486 
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And lost among its melancholy rocks, AS7 
I stray’d, unwares, beside this vaulty cave ; 
Within whose dark and ghastly mouth awhile 

1 took my hid abode, disdaining food, 

Comfort, or sleep: but stung with fix’d resolve, 
(After some fitting hours of penance past,) 

From the loose beetling height to cast myself, 
Bent so to end a miserable life, 

In armour clad and with my sword in hand: 

The custom needful to a wretch like me, 

Sole pledge of Odin’s love, and heaven regain’d. 
And oh! may heaven’s All-father yet forgive! 498 
E’en yet receive me in his gold-bright halls ! 
Look, God of battles—from Valhalla look ! 

A violent death is mine: I grasp this sword, 

Still prompt to join the battles of the blest. 

If thou from heaven wilt deign a favouring eye, 
Perhaps some pitying bard may yet record 

My sorrows thus: ‘ He fled by chance; but scorn’d 
To live disgraced ; nobly a violent end 

He died; in armour clad, with sword in bhand.”’— 
Be this my epitaph!—I ask no more.— 

*Tis more than I can claim on earth :—’tis all 

1 can to win heaven’s mercy, and a place 510 
Among the brave in Valhall’s shield-hung domes.’ 


‘‘Paused then the Danish warrior. While I heard 
His strange and wild lament, deep pity, blent 
With eager curiosity to learn 
At large the events of Kinwith’s field deplored, 
Possess’d me all; and soon with fondest care 
Earnest entreaty I renew’d, to know 
By circumstance such unlook’d battle’s chance ; 
The cause—the manner—time—and what events 
Had in that strife befallen the English powers. 

Ere long, to my request the suffering Dane, _— 521 
Fainting almost with paip, by starts return’d 

Some brief and maim’d relation; for the tale 

Was to his sorrowing and remorseful sense 

Too much; yet somewhat e’en from him J glean’d, 
As thus, by fits his bursting heart had way. 


“©<Qh! shame to Denmark! sorrow to its sons! 
Grievous to bear! Myself who early fled, 
Who should my troops have cheer’d, and by the side 
Of noble Hubba fallen in bloody strife, 
Just view'd by morning's light, the scene of death. 
Worthless to live, T only stay’d to know 532 
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The horrid truth, memorial of my shame ! 533 
Then hurried to this desolate vale away, 

Quitting for aye the cheerless sight of men. 

Here unobserved, (while life remain’d,) methought 
To mourn awhile the noble Hubba’s doom; 

My own brave troops—our sacred standard—lost ; 
To feel my crime; then here by death alone 
Atone my fault, and heaven’s dread wrath appease. 
But vengeance yet shall live: new heroes still 
Shall rise, and re-assert the Danish name; 

Though I shall sleep, and in their glory now 

Must bear no part. The star of victory 544 
Shall beam on Denmark yet, and her brave sons 
Shall terribly avenge fallen Hubba’s fate. 

Let that dear trust my latest moments soothe. 

It is my prophecy—my wish in death— 

Death that is all my hope—my being’s bliss !’ 


‘“‘ So as he spoke, (often by faltering pause 
Impeded, as his weakening voice decay’d,) 
Ere of his dreadful purpose I was ’ware, 
Or might by force his desperate arm restrain, 
With his left hand he from his studded belt 
Seized his bare dagger, and the glittering steel, 555 
E’en as he spoke, with eyes to heaven upturn’d, 
He buried deep within his mailed breast. 
Then, with a dismal smile, and heaving forth 
One parting call on gracious Odin’s name, 
With fixed look his glassy eye-balls closed ; 
And grasping firm his sword, while from his breast 
Well’d the red stream, where the sheath’d steel he 
held, 
His hands down sank: no groan his pain express’d, 
But with complacent look his life expired.— 
Thus sealing with his own determined death 
The truth of all his prompted tongue disclosed, 
I could not doubt the verity of all 567 
My eager ears had heard, though wildly strange. 
Absorb’d in wonder and unwonted awe, 
Long o’er the warrior’s body then I hung. 
For, (to say truth,) deep pity, and a grief 
Unfelt before, beld me enrapt awhile 
O’er the dead chief, lost to all other thought. 
I saw o’erthrown a high and noble mind, 
Worthy a better end, and much I grieved 
Its strange perversion by the bloody faith 
Of Odin and his fabled deities. 
Nor could I o’er the fallen hero's fate 578 
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Deny a starting tear. Jnly I sigh’d, 579 
That souls so gallant-brave, and (fitly led) 
Capable of the noblest purposes, 

Should thus in so delusive faith be lost, 

That would disturb with war the general world ; 
Tenorant of the Christian light, and truth, 

That binds mankind in bonds of happy peace. 
Then as my recollected thought recall’d 

The awful place wherein I stood, the form 

Of death, that in the ghastly moonlight glared 
Before me, and the terror of the scene, 

Renew’d alarm and a wild sense of fear 590 
Flutter’d within me, that my stay forbade. 
Remembering then the news so fraught with joy, 
Which my ears just had drank—the English bands 
Victorious—cruel Hubba’s power o’erthrowno— 
Himself destroy’d—the Raven standard ta’en,— 
Resistless eagerness enflamed my breast 

Still onward to pursue my venturous way 

Toward Kinwith’s castle and the field of fight; 
There, by yet ampler proof, to ascertain 

All its occurrents, though the tidings proud 

I could not doubt, shewn by the victim-death 

Of the stern warrior, who before me lay.” G02 


So as he said, the noble Athelard 
A moment paused, while rapt attention held 
His listening auditors in mute amaze. 
A deep sensation throbb’d in every heart, 
And thus ere long the King his thought express’d. 


‘What wondrous story do thy words impart ! 
Noble and gallant friend! Events how strange! 
Unlook’d as glorious, and of high concern. 

In them I see with opening ray to dawn 
England’s deliverance. Coy victory now 612 
*Gins hover o’er our country, and to crown 

Our patriot heroes with her civic wreath. 

Glory to England, and her noble sons! 

The wise and martial Oddune has achieved 

A mighty triumph: earnest high and sure 

Of fresh success and final victory ! 

The magic Raven ta’en!—Fierce Hubba dead— 
And all his proud and raging crew o’erwhelm’d! 
Heaven’s arm is here! that interferes to save 

Our suffering.country; to exalt at last 

The Christian cause, and in these first-fruits plain 
Intends to droop the Pagan tyranny. 624 
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Thanks then to heaven for such its mercy deign’d! 
Next, to those good and valiant Englishmen, 

By it selected as the instruments 

Of so great favour, which shall hence inspire 

Our wondering and aroused countrymen 

To mightier deeds and hope’s accomplishment. 
Oh! my dear friends! my noble cousin! good 
And generous Athelard ! what cordial thanks 
Must I express to tell thee all my heart ! 

What fit return can I e’er make to thee 634 
For all thy friendly truth and active care; 
Bringing too these glad tidings, doubly dear !” 


So as he said, the sovereign, quite o’ercome 
With joy and gratitude, his gallant friend 
Embraced, and fondly fell upon his neck. 

Sacred delight in every bosom then 

Express’d itself in luxury of tears. 

True, virtuous friendship, patriot sympathy, 

High hope, and throbbing gratitude, alike 
Touch’d every heart with feelings, that exalt 

This world of earth ; dear too to conscious heaven. 
Nor at such tender moment, at the thought 
Vividly felt of his related fate, 6417 
Did gentle pity fail to linger o’er 

The waked remembrance of the Danish chief, 
Who in wild sorrow for his friend’s defeat, 

And deep remorse for his own sudden flight, 
Sought by his death to soothe his fabled gods. 
O’er his sad memory the pensive King 

Adds thus the tribute of his kind lament. 


‘‘ Peace to the spirit of the fallen brave! 
E’en though our foe, his seems a noble heart ! 
Whom.after he had shared his fellows’ loss, 
A wild perverted zeal could thus impel 658 
Madly to yield his own devoted life, 
In hope to gain a fancied martial heaven ; 
Lost in delusions of the Pagan faith, 
And fabled visions of war-breathing gods. 
Oh! wondrous superstition ! wild and dire ! 
That by its potent and mysterious spell 
Can so possess and raise the raptured soul, 
And most the noblest minds, to spurn at death; 
To hold life only as the due of war, 
Price and employment of a future heaven.— 
Ob! that the blessed hour may e’er be deign’d 
To our concerted wish, when we may end 670 
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Beliefs, so dangerous, and savage-blind !— 671 
When substituting Christ’s celestial faith, 

We may lead on in bonds of charity, 

Souls, noble else, to man’s true happiness ! 
Theme, worthy all our thought and fondest care ! 
Which, soon as heaven shall deign us victory, 

My cherish’d purpose burns to execute.” 


The sovereign so his generous wish express’d: 
Alike the sacred priests their soothing words 
Add, and in turn their votive hopes unite. 

Then, not the last to answer Pity’s claim 681 
On her own part, with graceful accent too 
Mercia’s fair Queen her tender tribute blends, 
Sighing o’er memory of the warrior-Dane, 

Lost in such faith, and thus untimely fallen !— 
This rite perform’d, enquiry fond from each 
Solicits now the noble Athelard 

The story of his travels to pursue : 

What more had chanced of his adventures strange ; 
But most, whate’er of Devon's glorious strife 

He learn’d: when thus the gallant chief resumes. 


‘* After some lingering pause of vain regret 692 
And waked alarm amid that awful vale, 
Over the breathless warrior’s pale remains 
I piled some rocky fragments, scatter’d stones 
And earth, and spread a rude and hasty tomb | 
With ported burdens of the verdant fern, 
("Twas all I could :) then left the hidden corse. 
And now from out that lonely scene I cull’d 
My dubious path toward Kinwith’s westward tower. 
Awhile along the varied coast I urged 
My course, till in my eager track I reach’d 
The shelter’d crescent-cove of Ilfracombe. 703 
Thence, southward, on I bent my readier way 
O’er sterile downs and bleak unharbour’d heaths, 
Till passing Marwood’s fane, and Ashford’s vill, 
And noble Raleigh’s green and rich domains, 
And Pilton’s wild romantic cells, I came 
With joy to Berdenstaple’s valley-port. 
As anxious I approach’d the peopled town, 
The country echoed with the gladsome news: 
The happy fame was rife at every step, 
And every rustic vill and sylvan farm 
With proud delight assured the raptured tale. 
Fager, in Berdenstaple’s haven-town, 
The chief occurrents of the recent fight 716 
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I learn’d, the general theme of every mouth; 717 
Prince Hubba’s fall,—the pirate fue’s defeat,— 
The noble Oddune's triumph, e’en as late 

I heard recounted by the warrior- Dane. 

Rapt in impatient ecstasy of joy, 

I hasted onward, and the peopled town 

Quitting, along the sandy banks of Taw — 

I journey’d, leaving on my left the seat 

Aad wooded hills of Taw-stoke, whose proud towers 
And ivied fane o’erlook the beauteous vale. 
There, o’er the river (as beside its shore 

I roved along) I pass’d with charmed eye 72% 
The grace of Heanton’s court, and scenes of peace. 
Still as I went, the English natives, roused 

To strange emotion of unwonted joy, 

Crowding in numerous parties, troop’d to share 
The sight and spoil of novel victory. 

Seem’d then, as if such happy chance alone 

Was needed, and for high example deign’d, 

The ancient British spirit to revive. 

Onward I sped; and hastening, soon arrived 

To Instow’s lofty hill, whose coastward height 
O’erlooks the varied and commanding view, 
Where Taw’s broad river and the Torridge flood 
Disgorge their meeting waters on the main. 

From that proud-towering site, with rapid gaze, 
Which far survey’d the inspiring scene beneath,— 
The green-hued sea in front, and on its breast 
Rising at distance fair, in graceful form, 

With dark and varied verdure, Lundy's isle ; 

The spacious bay between, on either hand 
Bounded by storm-beat cliffs; upon the left 

The promontory famed of Hercules, 

(Such by Pheenician sailors named of old,) 
Far-jutting on the foamy Severn-sea; 

And to the right, Saint Branoc’s sandy coast, 752 
And Bagbro’s cliffs, and Baghy’s rocky point,— 
From such bold height, absorb’d in wondering awe 
And strange delight that scarce for other thoughts 
Left place, at once I could discern the sight, 
Which most I long’d to mark: the Danish ships 
With loose and flagging sails, unfurl’d and sick, 
Dispersed, disorder’d, o’er the opening bay, 

From Cornborough’s high fort, along the coast, 
By Northam’s sandy beech and pebbly mounds, 
And Watertown, and up the Torridge-stream, 
Past sloping Apuldore, to Instow cliffs, 

And underneath the neighbour-hills, below 764 
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Tapeleigh’s proud site, and W estleigh’s sylvan towers. 
Hence too distinctly I discern’d the Danes, 

Busy as ants amid their wild-wood nest 

Disturb’d in spring-time by some vagrant foot. 

In several bands, and oft-divided trains, 

Along the shores they hover’d near their ships, 
Populous, though defeated : some employ'd 

In bearing the dead bodies of the slain 772 
On hollow shields toward Northam’s open strand, 
Along whose beech in high collected mounds 
Over the dead they heap’d huge stones marine, 
Toss’d o’er the sands by the tumultuous waves. 
Others, descending from the fields above, 

Down to the shore conducted wounded men, 

Who walk’d with pain: some borne on crimson scarfs, 
Or shoulders of their countrymen, yet saved. 

Some were seen passing toward their anchor’d ships ; 
Others, tho’ few, were issuing thence, and sail’d 
O’er the broad waters in their lesser skiffs. 

But most seem’d disembark’d,and shore-ward spread. 
Among some groups of English, who along 

" Instow’s proud heights alike spectators stood, 
*Twas rumour’'d, that the slain and wounded Danes, 
Yet o’er the fatal fields dispersed and strewn 788 
Lay, from these coasts to Kinwith’s inland towers. 
Much then I long’d the very field of fight 

To penetrate, and there exulting hail 

The noble Oddune, and his warrior train 3 

Visiting castled Kinwith’s honour’d towers. 

But when I such my ardent wish express’d, 

"Twas said by neighbouring natives of these hills, 
That danger still forbade: until ere long 

The remnant of the pirates, who had scap‘d 

The general flight of Kinwith’s fatal field, 

Had all their dead lamented friends interr’d. 

Then it was deem’d, that after some few days, 800 
Entering their ships, they likeliest would depart ; 
When with more certain safety I might dare 
Approach, and join brave Oddune’s gather’d power. 
Here too ’twas told, that, late as they essay’d 

To join victorious Devon’s warrior train, 

Some English bands from these adjacent hills 
Were by the vanquish'd Danes surprised, and slain ; 
Who, still dispersed, mad, and in fierce despair 
For their lost standard and their chieftain fallen, 
Had yet not dared the vain attempt again 

To win the charmed ensign, whose sunk pride 
Hangs low-exposed on Kinwith’s victor-towers. 
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Then from the assembled natives I enquired _—813 
Whate’er of ampler circumstance I might, 

(Being so near the scene of victory) 

Pertaining to the siege, and battle’s fate ; 

And asking all, as I had heard the tale, 

Found thus the joyful tidings fully true. 

Here too ’twas rumour’d ’mong the peasant train, 
Whose cottage-homes were next the fields of fight, 
That inland, from the troubled river’s marge, 
Through the interior country’s peopled vales, 
Other brave bands of England’s native sons 

Had hasted, on the news of victory, 824 
To add their aid to noble Oddune’s power. 

That all-unlook’d from distant parts arrived, 

Some nobles of old lineage late had sought 
Kiowith’s famed seat, expecting there a hame 
And refuge, over whom the Raven flag, 

Submiss, beneath the English standard flies. 

Here too, with proud delight, I heard the praise 
Of Oddune’s gallant son, (worthy his sire,) 

Young Eldred, who in this his first of fields, 
Eminent by his valour, had approved 

Truly the ancient glory of his house, 

And led the sally mid the foremost van 836 
With wonderous acts of youthful bravery. 
Watchful, I staid awhile, and (all I could) 
Sought some fresh circumstance from every swain. 
Anxious I paused in doubt, if best it were 

Now on toward Kinwith’s site to press, or haste 
Back to this isle with instant speed, and bear 

The bappy tidings to the friends I loved: 

Whence they alike might share the general joy. 
But, burning to communicate to you, 

My honour’d liege, the transport of my heart, 

And since it seem’d fresh danger and delay 

Then menaced further progress, I resolved, 848 
(After some thought) no further on to urge 

My journey, or to cross the Torridge-flood 
Toward Kinwith’s towers, but hither to return 
Tastant, the messenger of happy news 

To the dear tenants of this hermit-cell. 

So seizing a fleet steed, on wings of joy, 

Screen’d by the night, I have impell’d my course 
Hither, and thus reveal’d whate’er myself 

Have heard or seen, which truly may concern 
Proud Hubba’s fall, the Pagan foe's defeat, 

And noble Oddune’s unlook’d victory.” 859 
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’ He ended; and to hear the welcome tale _—s60 
Assured, new joy transports the patriot-band. 

Full oft the tribute of admiring thanks 

Repays the gallant Athelard’s duteous care. 
While o'er the fair face of the Mercian Queen 
Plays then a gratulant unwonted smile ; 

As with a fix'd complacent look she eyed 

The venturous messenger of news so strange. 

A gratitude, with admiration blent, 

Touch’d her soft heart, and glow’d in secret there. 
Then every mouth with emulous zeal extols 

The noble Oddune, politic as brave, 871 
And the young scyon of his worthy house, 

Boding to England yet a rising race 

Of her own genuine growth; hearts sound and true; 
Sure presage of her glory unextinct, 

But still to flourish, fresh and prosperous. 

For Devon’s peerless hero, and the brave 

And noble men, now shut in Kinwith’s towers, 
The distant tenants of this hermit-isle 

Feel strange concern and deep solicitude. 


But strong and irresistible desire 881 
Glows now within the patriot sovereign’s breast 
To venture forth from out this lonely cell, 

And early to the towers of Kinwith bend 

His eager journey ; where himself may hail, 
With personal gratulation uurestrain’d, 

Devon’s proud hero and his victor train: 

There with due meed of joy and gratitude 

To see, and yet embrace, the nobles met 

Amid these towers; doubtless, his former friends : 
Whom now their sovereign’s presence may inspire 
With fresh reviving courage, and diffuse 

O’er all the land the new-lit patriot flame. 

He burns to join their little garrison, 894 
To shew himself alive, and prompt to seize 

The first advantage that for England springs. 

The meditated purpose pleases more, 

The more with care he weighs each consequence. 
Then to the listening chiefs, sudden, the King 
Reveals bis bold resolve in words like these. 


‘‘ Soldiers,companions, England's constant friends, 
Meseems, that now before us all our hope 
Beams in full prospect; for in action war, 
The means of our deliverance, is begun. 
Victory smiles again ; our country now 905 
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As from a swoon revives, and with fond look 06 
Fix’d on ourselves, now woos us to her aid. 

What binders, but that instant, while abroad 

All is activity, and stir unwont, 

We quit the long repose of this hush’d cell, 

And hastening to the trumpet’s earliest call, 
Exchange our rural quiet for the din 

Of battle-tields,—for toils renew’d that claim 

All energies of body and of mind? 

We now must leave these groves for pennon’d halls 
Of antique state, and throngs of warlike pomp. 
Ignoble and dishonourable now O17 
I deem ’twould be, at time so opportune, 

Should we omit with our own personal aid 
Instantly to salute our banded friends, 

Assembling to assert our country’s cause. 

For this alone we live: a tenderer claim 

None other swells my heart: wife, children, all 
Centre in that sole word; and, gallant friends, 

I err, if your young hearts, that early knew 

Their share of suffering, with less ardour wake 

At mention of our purpose, but alike 

Start to new life and to the throb respond.”  — 928 


So as he said, in the young chieftains’ looks 
Beam’d strange surprise and joy. The gentle Queen 
W onder absorbs; paler awhile, her cheek 
Betrays her heart’s alarm. The holy men 
Gaze on each other, as in mute amaze. 

Nor pause delays, ere thus the King resumes. 


‘‘True: dangers may beset us round, alike 
From foes incensed, and maddening at defeat ; 
Nor less from treason, urged on wakeful quest 
For such as dare be now poor England’s friends. 
But the time calls: occasion proud invites, 939 
And this way resolution strongly points. 

Though our lost country pine in low distress, 

War and resistance, exercise renew’d 

Of never-yielding courage, prudence, care, 

Shall re-unite our army, reconcile 

Offended nobles, to allegiance due 

Recal seceded friends, and lead the way 

To victory, to peace, to happiness. 

All these shall follow in continuous train. 

My soul prophetic sees its amplest aims 

In full accomplishment, and as at hand.” 950 
VOL. III, K 
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He said, and paused a moment to remark — 951 
His word’s effect. The Queen, and holy men, 
Devoted to religion and to peace, 

Seem in their looks as to despond, and deem 
All unavailing the declared emprize. 
But not so turned, instant the King resumes. 


‘‘ F’en should new perils, unforeseen, o’erwhelm 
Our best endeavours, we may yet at least 
From the roused vengeance of the prowling foe 
In this still isle for many patriot hearts 
Provide a brief asylum, and perhaps 961 
By night and in disguise conduct their way 
Safe to this lone retreat; may save, perhaps, 
Devon’s brave chieftain, and those noble friends 
Who of our country have deserved so well. 
Let us in person see, and know, and bear 
Our part of duty; for occasion meet 
Fortune presents, and let us seize the hour. 
What think ye of our counsel ?—Shall we dare 
The attempt, and will ye, gallant chiefs, assent 
Now to accompany our steps, if such 
Be our resolve, to Oddune’s castled towers?” 972 


Such resolution, utter’d, into each 
Throws life and expectation new: each heart 
Burns with excited passion to assume 
A share of triumph, now display’d so near. 
Even the sudden contrast seems to breathe 
Inspiring hope. Imagination bounds 
To full-summ’d energy by thought of change 
From solitary and inactive gloom 
To noblest range of action, and beholds 
Its past divinings crown’d with rich success. 
Dangers they see impend, but every breast 
Pants now with interest intense, and scorns 984 
All stop or hindrance to the bold emprize. 
Then too an answering strong desire inflames 
The attentive bards, and e’en the holy men 
Hither retreated from their ruin’d homes, 
To join alike such new adventure’s chance. 
All ask to share the sovereign’s fate; to add 
Their humble service in their country’s aid: 
All deem it just, (how hazardous soe’er) 
That England’s faithful friends in haste should join 
The earliest standard opposition rears 
With shew of hope against her foreign foes. 
Proud they assent to seize the happy hour, 996 
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Perhaps design’d at last by favouring heaven 997 
To raise the drooping courage of the land, 

And quell the Pagan’s madden’d insolence. 

Two days (they deem) may grant their speeding steps 
To halt beneath proud Kinwith’s sheltering towers. 
And ere this date, they hope the Danish troops 
Will have collected from the fields of fight, 

And in their tombs interr’d the fallen dead ; 
Perhaps, e’en turn’d their emptier ships away 

In fruitless anger from the fated shore. 


Then Mercia’s fair and widow’d Queen prefers 
Her gentle claim, and tenderly intreats, Lous 
That she too may the destined journey share, 

And on such expedition may attend 

Her much-loved brother, and bis warrior-friends, 
These holy fathers, and the honour'd bards ; 
And pleads, that of this exiled family 

Herself is one, and should its lot partake : 

Nor here be left to piue in solitude, 

The prey of wild suspicion and alarm. 


‘‘ Sweeter (she says), twill be with you to bear 
Each chance of fortune; and whate’er betide 11s 
With you to undergo an equal fate, 

Unterrified : for if heaven’s doom be such, 

While in our dearest country’s cause employ’d, 

I want not resolution e’en to die. 

Yet oh! (she fondly said,) may gracious heaven 
From every danger and assailing harm 

Guard thee, my Brother! our lost country’s hope ! 
You too, his faithful friends. Nor will I deem, 
But that the same benignant Providence 

Which yet has saved us, will preserve us still. 
Some angel power, methinks, (such is my trust) 
Will from our shielded footsteps sure avert —1030 
That fatal chance and last extreme of woe, 
Whose dreadful image, though it shake awhile 

My shuddering fancy, cannot long appal. 

Safety and honour shall attend us still.” 


So as she said, with air of dignity 
And nobleness, that charm’d while it surprised 
Each fix'd observer, she assumed (as seem’d,) 
A courage more than is in woman wont ; 
Yet soon again, touch’d inly with the thought 
Of peril, and the feminine alarm 
Which her quick fancy to itself had wrought, 041 
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{ler bosom flutter’d with a tender sigh, 1042 
And her woke feelings found relief in tears. 

These graceful from her eyes, more softly mild 
Than the young dove’s, that meekly-pensive sits 
Beside its mate amid some vernal bower, 

Roll'd o’er her fair cheek, paler then than wont, 
As rain-drops, glittering in a sunny shower, 

Roll o'er the lily’s silver-chaliced cup, 

Or petals of the silken hyacinth. 

Her kingly brother fondly takes her hand; 

And with endearing gentleness appeals 

E’en to herself on her preferr’d request, 1053 
Expostulating, while he thus dissuades. 


‘‘ My gentle sister, what imperious cause 
Needs thus impel thyself so to expose 
Thy tender form to peril or fatigue, 
Or culls thee to encounter toil so rude ; 
Unseemly hardships, which (for aught we know) 
After our journey’s end has been attain’d, 
We for awhile shall be compell’d to bear, 
Beset, most like, by war’s reviving rage ? 
Why should thyself then meditate a task, 
Unfit indeed for female gentleness, 1064 
Or, (pardon me,) but tending to impede 
The fitting spirit of our enterprize? 
Beside, it was my purpose to request 
These sacred priests, and these assiduous bards, 
Still to abide in this serene retreat: 
Spot meetest too for them, as friends to peace. 
While with myself these active chiefs, inured 
To toils of war, should undertake awhile 
Its various chances and endanger’d strife, 
Combating in our country’s just defence. 
The instructive fathers, and the sons of song, 
Will soothe awhile these pensive solitudes, 1076 
And with their converse, and the numerous harp, 
Sweetly compensate for our absent hours, 
Until with happier fortune we return. 
Nor doubt, that in the dubious interval, 
Ourselves will send some trusty messenger, 
To tell our welfare and occurr’d events.” 


She, thus denied, but from her purpose firm 
Not so diverted, soon her pleading look 
Fix’d on the friendly Athelard, his aid 
Soliciting, and interceding voice, 
While thus she adds. ‘‘ Rather my presence deem 
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Not useless, since in Oddune’s castled towers, 108s 
Perhaps, my practised hands may heal the wounds 
Of many a warrior, from the field of fight 

Escaped with pain: myself with art not strange, 
But best becoming woman’s tender care, 

May soothe their sufferings, and their grief compose. 
Such, if in Oddune’s towers we find a home, 

May be my happiness and dear employ. 

Then no suspense can terrify my thoughts, 

But near you calmly I can look on fate, 

Whate’er the doom; whether renewing war, 

Or death itself; and follow to the grave 1099 
My husband, martyr to his country’s love, 

Nor shrink from sufferings, which were once his lot. 
I do not fear the journey’s weary toil, 

But feel meet strength and equal fortitude. 

Nor shall a dull and feminine delay 

Impede your travel’s course ; for I can speed 

In rustic habit, and more common garb, 

Thrown o’er my own attire, and in disguise, 
Accompany your footsteps with delight. 

Persuade him for me, generous Athelard.” 


Moved by her tender supplicating mien, 1110 
The noble Athelard her eager suit 
Promoting, intercedes, and thus intreats. 


‘‘ Indulge her then, my liege! and let us all, 
(Since all have now preferr’d the fond request, ) 
Attempt embolden’d way : a goodly band. 
Myself with more peculiar care will tend 
Thy duteous sister, Mercia’s honour’d Queen, 
And still protect her, as my charge assign’d. 
Her valued company will strangely cheer 
Our enterprize; while her attentive care, 

Most sweet when tender’d by so dear a hand, 1121 
Will mitigate the wounded warrior's pain, 

Whose voice shall bless her healing angel-touch. 
So shall she not in sad suspense be left, 

And worse alarm ; but e’en in peril feel 

New comfort, and our heighten’d courage rouse 
To nobler efforts by her favouring smile. 

Be mine the grateful task, should sick fatigue 
Invade, to yield her prompt support, and find 
Conveyance meet to soothe her and sustain.” 


He said, and paused; and on the sovereign bent 
An eager look that search’d each wavering thought. 
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The conscious Queen her fond request renews, 
And gently thanks the noble Athelard, 

Within whose breast a softer passion, long 

Of admiration born, though unreveal’d, 

Moved him to seek her honour’d company. 

Not unobservant, nor displeased at heart, 

The grateful sovereign, favouring his friend, 
And yielding to his sister’s sued request, 
(Perhaps too hoping he might thus promote 1141 
Mutual regard which time might more mature,) 
His won and pledged assent not long withholds. 


Evening drew on: the low-declining sun 
Betoken’d now the hour of needful rest. 
Resolving to arouse, ere the first lark 
Shall carol welcome to the opening dawn, 

The gallant spirits, saved for England's hope, 
Retire to brief repose, while scarce the birds 

Have ceased to warble o’er their twilight nests. 
Each seeks the separate couch: no bed of state 
Owns any here ; but pallet sole of straw 

Or wither’d leaves, which but the downy fleece 

Or of the lamb, or kidling’s hairy coat, 

Or the goat’s long and silvery vesture serves 1155 
To cover, snared for this appropriate use. 


Nor even thus does innocent content, 
Buoy’d with sweet hope, deny his golden dew 
Of placid sleep, while welcome weariness 
(The fruit of active labour) woos the boon. 


Scarce had the sovereign now, musing awhile 
On his still pillow in his leafy bower 
To slumber sunk, while yet it doubtful seem’d 
Whether awake, or in a dreamy doze 
He rested, sudden on his tranced view 1165 
A silvery radiance, opening all around, 
Illumed the place; forth of whose melting light 
Beam’d on the charmed eye an angel form 
Of grace celestial: on expanded wings, [shape 
Where shone heaven’s riches, hovering, the bright 
Seem’d toward the pillow’d monarch to descend. 
Toward which as seem’d the King in act to turn, 
Enrapt io solemn and admiring awe, 
The messenger of comfort, with a smile, 
Making more beautiful its grace divine, 
The all-attentive Alfred thus address‘d. 1376 
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‘* Fear not, beloved of heaven: the bold emprize 
Which thy prompt ardour and unwearied zeal 
For thy dear country moves thee to essay, 
Undaunted, follow. Oddune’s castle seek. 
There shalt thou meet some friends, expected least; 
And the rich meed shall be, to re-unite 
In cordial friendship many a ooble heart, 
Estranged before, and by such union ope 
The happy way to final victory. 
Banish dismay : how perilous soe’er, 
Distress’d, or fallen, now thy lot may seem, 
Bring heart and valour adequate to meet 1188 
Mischance, unrest, toil, trouble, terrors, heap’d. 
Let English courage animate thy breast, 
Still equal to endure the fiercest storm. 
But be not rash; nor let that courage tempt 
Needless to brave the danger, or too soon. 
Let prudence temper valour; for thy life 
Is for thy country all too dear a prize, 
Lightly to be exposed: much yet remains 
For thee to bear and do: yet doubt not thou 
That in the end, howe’er the event seem slow, 
Observant heaven will these thy cares repay, 
With rich reward for all thy sufferings past.” 1200 


Which said, the glorious apparition lean’d 
A moment o’er the King, and on his head 
With solemn wafture of the radiant hand 
Shed blessings from above: then with mild look 
Still toward him bent, the vision seem’d in air 
To melt away. Lapp’d in such cheering trance 
Awhile ecstatic slumbers held the King, 
Till, ere the earliest dawn, refresh’d, he wakes, 
Rouses his willing train, and glad reveals 
The auspicious presage of the favour’d night. 
Nor intervenes delay, ere with glad haste 1211 
The islet family long uow to ’gin 
The meditated journey, and awhile 
(Perhaps for aye) to quit their peaceful home, 
Bent on an embassy of import high 
To England’s weal and hoped deliverance. 
All for the purposed enterprize prepare. 
The prudent Queen a meaner garb provides 
Of peasant form, that clokes her noble mien. 
Proud expectation throbs in every breast. 
Yet ere they quit their green romantic home, 
The Queen, with care affectionate, nor less 
The generous King, pervades the rural bower, 1223 
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With purpose to protect the much-loved home; 1224 
Surveys the turf-clad cave, where lies conceal’d 
Their treasured wealth, which with fresh thrift they 
By added boughs; then to the woody cell [screen 
Turn, whose recess forms their cathedral seat, 

A temple rude, yet scene of many a prayer, 
Sincere no less than breathed in marble fanes. 
Here fondly follow’d by the observant train, 
Before the sacred shrine, with fervent zeal 
Clasping the sacred relics, all submiss 

Invoke the blessing of indulgent heaven. 

Which service ended, when the gentle Queen 1235 
Closes the threshold of the humble bower, 

Where she so long had dwelt in happy peace, 

Not vacant of due sigh or graceful tear 

Left she the dear abode, but fond adieu 

Spoke to the senseless wood, lingering to add 

A last embrace. Touch’d with the tender sight, 
The generous King, with feelings ever prompt, 

His own sensation thus in few express’d. 


‘‘ Farewell! sweet home; tho’ humble, justly dear; 
Thou more to us than palace yet has proved ; 
Guard of our life; spot, where our exiled feet 1246 
Found refuge and repose. Oh! scene indeed 
Of friendships hardly tried ; fidelity 
Proved in distress, alas! but too severe. 

Dearer to us from that rich memory 

And melting proof, than e’er were costlier scenes, 
Rooms of state pomp, or gilded canopies. 

Thou, home, by trials rare and prized as these, 

By mutual patience, kindness, and content, 

Hast been to us not a dull prison cell ; 

Rather an Eden of celestial peace, 

Found mid this fenny waste, a bless’d escape 
From all the troubles of a boisterous world. —_1258 
We quit thee for a while. New trials yet 

And perils strange await us all to bear. 

Yet fond hope whispers that in happier hour 

With more auspicious fortune we shall come 

To greet thee, and some bless’d memorial raise 

On this loved spot to mark our gratitude. 

Tho’ scenes, triumphant more and glorious deem’d, 
Call us away, more valued none can be.” 


Now all, with dawn’s first blush, refresh’d, begin 
Their eager way toward Oddune’s castled towers, 
Each in some changed attire and low disguise: 1269 


BOOK XIX. 137 


The patriot sovereign, and the Mercian Queen; 1270 
Near these, their faithful friends, the noble chief 
Athelard, and young Edgar, Vecta’s earl. 

With these the gifted bards, their burden’d barps 
Borne on their arms, an ever sacred sign; 
Wilfred, of English birth; and famed Geraint, 
Bard of the chair, the pride of castled Wales. 
Asser with these, the sovereign’s tutor-friend ; 
And the far-travell’d, learned Erigen. 

Then the good bishops of the distant north, 

Hither retreated from the Holy isle, 

Ardulph, and Edred, both of pious name. 1281 
Concerting, hence they purpose to proceed, 

Not by the borders of the infested coast, 

Lest in the track of the marauding foe 

They rush on danger, but their thought prefers 

To journey through the inner country’s tract, 
Likeliest, at safer distance, so to gain 

Due tidings, and evade the.roving foe. 

Nor do they travel in one threatening band, 

But some small distance parts their sever’d steps. 
They quit their alder-cover’d isle, and sight 

Of Aller-grove, and verdant-sloping hill, 

Now left behind, and by the quiet banks 1293 
Of Thone’s calm river wiod their easy way, 

By Gregory’s sylvan stoke, and lessening heights 
Of Curry-Rivell, and its rural fane, 

Past Burton-Pynsent’s height, that sinks abrupt 
Upon the leftward plain, and moory waste. ? 
Thence, passing onward to the right, they mark 
The varied scene, where Quantock’s lofty hills 
End their long chain, and enter Taunton’s vale, 
Mid whose green slopes the cautious train approach 
In slow succession Taunton’s valley-town ; 

Where royal Ina dwelt, and yet with pride 

His towering castle his proud state proclaims. 1305 
Shelter’d, awhile they rest, but onward soon 
Pursue their way, impell’d by eager hope : 

They cull the nearest paths, and in their course 
Survey fresh vestiges of Danish rage. 

Nor the spread tidings do they fail to hear, 

That the proud navy of the lordly foe 

Yet lingers by the mouth of sandy Tau, 

Though Oddune’s arm has struck its lessen’d crews. 
Thus, in their journeying haste, their steps attain 
Wellington’s rural vill; and in their course 
Towering upon the right, they gradual pass 
Blackdown’s proud peak, and eye the fated spot 1317 
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Where Danish tombs mark some new scene of fight. 
Then by the borders of far-winding Exe 

They stray, and on its sylvan banks approach 
Bampton’s fair town, in an irriguous vale: 

Then o’er the rising heights they climb, and rove 
By devious ways and strange, until they reach, 
Beneath, the tract of Moulton’s green domains. 
Thence, as they journey amid wilder scenes, 

Still nearer pressing to their travel’s end, 

They listen with alarm the general tale 

From peasant swains (unknowing whom they tell) 
Of fierce and guilty treason all abroad 1329 
Throughout the bounds of hapless Somerset, 

Now under base Hianfrid’s tyrant rule, 

Who from the castles which his power usurps 

Still scours the country ion unwearied search 

For the lost Alfred and his exiled friends. 

Fatigue, and faiot involuntary fear, 

In spite of summon’d strength, and calm assumed, 
O’ercomes the Mercian Queen; and visibly 

Her spirits droop, oppress’d with toil unwont. 
While, to increase her terror and distress, 

Lo! o’er the black and lowering sky a storm 1340 
Gathers; and through the thickly blending clouds, 
That drag their awful canopy along, 

Darts the cross lightning, whose jagg’d forky fires 
Flash for a moment past the shuddering sight, 
Illumining the sky with hideous glare. 

tnd soon the vasty thunder’s pealing crash, 
Advancing over heaven with giant step, 

Roars through the opening vault, and seems to speak, 
With an almighty voice, to trembling earth. 

Then the tempestuous rain comes rushing down, 
Transversely blown by hollow, gusty winds, 

That moan along the bleak and cheerless heath, 
O’er whose dim waste the unscreen’d travellers 1353 
Now vainly prosecute their dubious way : 

No shelter near, no cottage-home to shield, 

Or even a tree to lend its dangerous shade. 

Thus as they pace along with wilder'd haste 

Amid the open moors, through troubled air, 

Wet, cold, and faint, and all alike exposed 

To the fierce storm and perils hovering round, 

No other human vestige visible, 

Save now and then, at distant interval, 

Some poor and tatter’d peasant, as in fear, 

Flying across the country, to escape 

Perhaps worse danger from the roving foe, — 1345 
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With terror and strange weariness o’erpower’d, 1366 
The Queen, all faint, her lingering steps delays. 
The thoughtful Alfred often to her aid 
Approaches, and consoles her waked alarm; 
Cheers too the fainting band with hope renew’d, 
Courage express’d and patriot sentiment. 

By the Queen’s side the generous Athelard 

Still stays, and with a gallant courtesy 

Soothes, and protects her from assailing ill. 

With tender, fond observance all her steps 

His care attends, and ’gainst the beating rain 

To yield some cover, from his manly form 1377 
He throws his mantle, which his willing hand 
Spreads o’er the light limbs of the bending fair ; 
While his instructive voice and ready arm 

Still strengthens and relieves her drooping frame. 
She, pleased and grateful, from his cheering voice 
Derives assistance, comfort, and support, 

Which she with meek and gentle accent owns. 
While in so kind endearing offices 

The noble Athelard is thus employ'd, 

Smit and o’ercome with tranced tenderness, 

The faithful chief (what wonder 7) seizes then 

The happy moment, and occasion meet, 1389 
His hid and deep affection to reveal ; 

And in soft language to her wondering ear 

Tells the sweet hope that in his bosom long 

Has lived, and kindled there love’s purest flame ; 
Owns his dear trust, that at some happier time 
Herself would on his faithful passion deign 

Her dearer favour and approving smile : 

That he has long her duteous faith admired, 

The native goodness of her gentle soul, 

Beyond all other; and the cheering thought 

Has cherish’d long, that his devoted heart 

Should she but worthy deem, she might at last 1101 
Honour, and with her mutual love reward. 


To whose fond suit, so told, the pensive Queen 
While passing blushes mantled o’er her cheeks, 
Tells, that remembrance ever must attend 
His generous truth; that tender gratitude 
Recals his faithful service to the King, 

Her honour’d brother, and to her no less: 

She needs must still esteem the constant friend 

Of the fallen Alfred through his worst distress. 
That deep respect and reverence is of such 

But the due right, which she shall ever pay, 142 
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The just meed of so noble qualities. 1413 


To whom prompt answer soon the chief return’d, 
And fondly asks: ‘* May I then cherish hope ? 
And with sweet expectation deem at last 
That my devoted life may win on earth 
The blissful heaven of your plighted love? 

My heart o’erflows with gratitude and joy 

For this assurance of your own’d esteem. 

And all my hope is now, that such ere long 

May kindly ripen to a dearer name.” 1422 


To him with sad and sweetly pensive look 
Bent downward on the ground, the graceful Queen 
Answers: ‘ That with her first and buried lord 
Her love lies dead, still to himself retain’d : 
His due by wedlock’s vow, and yet his own. 
A pious veneration, justly his, 
Claims of his widow, that the heart he won 
Should consecrate his hallow’d memory. 
Yet such regard as gratitude, esteem, 
And friendship may bestow, shall be the right 
Of Athelard, and live within her breast. 
So much, as is most meet, he may believe 1434 
From one, unknowing to deceive, or change.” 


So as she said, from her soft downcast eye, 
(Her paler countenance half-turn’d aside) 
Stream’d o’er her cheek involuntary tears; 
While her disorder’d mien and quivering lip 
Her heart’s emotion tenderly betray’d. 

Which when the noble Athelard perceived, 
Charm’d with her native modesty the more, 

And utterance of her fond fidelity, 

In warm and generous rapture he exclaims. 

‘‘Oh! dearer for thy sorrows past by far, 1445 
Dearer too for this piety express'd 

To thy departed lord, whom, taught by thee, 

I honour and admire; whose happy claim 

First won the treasure of thy early love ! 

If such deep constancy, and faith so true 

Honour his duteous love, so long bereaved, 

Could but myself once win the precious meed, 
These would be also mine. Oh! blessed lot! 
Worthy each moment of devoted life! 

If proud success should crown our anxious toils, 
We may at last be happy; may yet live 

With honour suited to our former state ; 1457 
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And yet enjoying fond our rightful home, 11458 
Forget amid blest peace our fortune’s change. 

But e’en should heaven obscurer fate assign, 

In duties dear of kind fidelity, 

Let me attend, in cottage or in field, 

And still from danger shield, my bosom’s Queen.” 


He said, and silence from the pensive fair, 
Holding attention rapt in pleased suspense, 
No utterance gave, but with more soften’d mien 
By Athelard’s side, she urged her trembling steps. 
Nor might it now be difficult or strange, 1468 
(Though feminine and cautious modesty 
Forbade more plain confession) to discern 
The softer passion fluttering in her breast, 
That promised at fit time love’s yielded heaven. 


So as they talk’d, but interrupting thus 
Longer discourse, some of the journeying train 
Halting, adjoin their steps, and kindly add 
Their proffer’d succour to the lingering Queen. 
Chief the young Turgar, the new favour’d page, 
His duteous service to the royal fair, 
Who once the sceptre of the land where dwelt 1479 
His honour’d ancestry, accepted plies. 


Then pacing onward still, with anxious speed 
The travellers their varied course pursue 
O’er many a hilly down and sloping dell ; 
Till, sunk amid a deep and sylvan vale, 
Charm’d, they discern the winding Torridge-stream, 
And, on its high bank, sloping to its marge, 
Torrington’s peopled vill; to whose throng homes 
Descending eager, mid its sheltering walls 
Pleased they refresh awhile their wearied strength. 
They pass by Frithelstoke’s romantic fane, 1490 
And soon along the stretching landscape rove, 
O’er hill and glen bordering the Torridge-waves, 
By Monkleigh’s plains, and Littleham’s hush’d dell ; 
And through Yeo’s wooded valley, by the green 
And islet fields of Lancras, till their feet, 
Turning with wild and devious change, attain 
Abbotsham’s proud commanding heights, from 
Bending the eye o’er sylvan Rocky-down, [whence, 
In sudden burst, before them they behold 
With answering rapture and express‘d acclaim, 
Kiaowith’s known castle, and above its towers, 
Loftily mounted on the central keep, 1502 
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The English ensign of the argent horse, 1503 
Haughtily floating in the sun-bright air; 

And low beneath the Danish raven hung, 

Heavy down-pending its dejected head. 


Such sight usurps the gazers’ every thought. 
They burn to join the tumult and the stir, 
Deem’d present now, and plain they may discern 
The roused country, o’er the neighbour-hills, 
Sending in varied bands her native sons: 

Each several party, as in busied haste, 

Beside the castle passing to and fro. 1513 
In restless transport then the travellers speed 

To reach their journey’s happy goal in view. 
Delighted they descend the sloping heights, 

And joining in their course some English bands, 
Who seek alike the patriot Oddune’s home, 

These glad they hail as countrymen and friends: 
Then in delirium of ecstatic thought, 

Approach the verge of Kinwith’s castled site. 


Its massive walls upon a rocky mount 
On every side the natural steeps had made 
Impregnable, save on the eastern part; 1524 
Where the more level ground with soft descent 
Met the adjacent fields, but guarded there 
By terraced mounds, and high-raised banks of earth ; 
A bulwark vast, in English manner rear’d. 
Wherefore advancing to the eastern side, 
Near to the turretted and outer mound, 
They come beneath the lofty barbican, 
And steely gate; from whose commanding tower, 
By trumpet and with summons of the voice, 
Sternly they charge the listening warder down, 
Claiming admittance there, as English chiefs, 
Known to the Lord of this victorious fort. 1536 
Then the prompt warder winds his sounding horn, 
And with deep voice accosts the stranger train, 
Parleying ; till trusting them as English friends, 
Soon from his haughty station he comes down. 
The iron entrance opens with loud crash: 
Through this they pass the outer terraced mound: 
Then o’er a narrow chain-hung bridge they cross 
The broad and deep-sunk fosse, whose barrier-space 
Surrounds the castle with impervious guard. 
Which past, they reach an inner wall of stone, 
Of massive frame, with towers and battlements, 
And fronting these, the high portcullis-gate, 1548 
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Through which they enter an o’erarching porch, 
And buildings that enclose the central keep. 
Beyond, with sudden egress they arrive 

Within an open, broad, and circling court, 

By tower'd edifices girt around : 

The chapel-fane,—the ancient hall of state, 

. Residence of the castle’s princely chief,— 

The mansions of inferior officers, 

And stations for the thronging garrison. 

With proud delight and joy the strangers mark 
The central keep, crowded with English bands. 
Most were in wartior-garb, and spread along 1360 
In military line of bright array, 

With chiefs and plumed captains pacing near, 
Or met in groups of cheerful colloquy. 

Others, like peasants and spectators, seem 

As if intent to join the martial throng ; 

Some near the stores and mingling watch-towers stand, 
As if on guard, and near the outer walls 

The watchful sentinels pace to and fro.— 

The scene all shew’d a garrison, and spoke 

An English castle’s order’d discipline. 


With anxious curiosity enflamed, 1571 
The stranger train solicit to behold 
The noble Oddune, the proud castle’s chief : 
That now, as English noblemen and friends, 
Not quite unknown, they may his presence hail, 
To claim his friendship and protecting care. 
Then from the captains and attendant guards 
They learn, that noble Oddune to the fort, 
With a proud train of noble Englishmen, 
But now return’d to his high hall of state, 
From an excursive survey o’er the land 
And watchful quest of the defeated foe, 
Prepares for festive joys—when from pursuit 1553 
Of the dispersed Danes the English bands 
To these protective walls shall all return. 
The strangers tell, with fond anxiety, 
That hearing in their distant home the fame 
Of his proud victory, they are come from far 
To join his power, and share the general joy. 
No more: but learning such their claim, at once 
The keepers of the ducal residence 
Lead the new guests o’er wide-ascending steps 
Within the spacious vestibule, mid which 
Hangs from aloft a broad and massive lamp, 
And o’er whose walls is various armour hung; 1595 
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Helmets, and mail,and spears, and crooked swords, 
Blent with the bugle, and the branching horns 

Of the fleet stag, or the wolf’s frowning scalp: 
The spoils and emblems or of bloody war, 

Or pleasures of the chase, to nobles dear. 

Nor long they wait, ere through the ducal home, 
(The tidings of the stranger-guests disclosed) 

The princely Oddune, with his graceful wife 

And lovely daughter, leaning on her arm, 

Their gallant son, young Eldred, and a train 

Of chiefs, and noble men, and beauteous dames, 
Vouchsafe their presence, cordially to greet 1607 
The strangers new-arrived, whoe’er they be. 

But oh! what voice, or verse, may e’er repeat 
The mingling tumult of unutter’d joy, 

Triumph, and gratulation, and amaze, 

When Devon's hero and his courtly train 

Survey the stranger-band, and recognize 

Their very sovereign, mourn’d and lost so long, 
Deem’d dead, and never more their sight to greet: 
With him too come, his sister, Mercia’s Queen, 
The faithful Athelard, good Osmund's son : 

The generous Edgar, Vecta’s honour’d chief, 

And joining them, the venerable priests, 1619 
And gifted bards, bearing the sacred harp.— 
While these too, in like happy turn, behold 

The presence high of Devon's victor chief, 

Aud near his side his stately consort lean’d, 

The fair Honoria, of illustrious line ; 

And ’mong the foremost of the gracious train 
Radiant in arms, the scion of their house, 

Eldred, whose deeds e’en now were dear to fame; 
Near whom, his young and peerless sister shone, 
With beauty that attracted every eye. 


Strange transport, to regain the long-lost King, 
Absorbs awhile all other feeling’s claim. 
All press around him; all with welcome fond, 
Bending the knee in solemn reverence, 1633 
Hail his return, and, thronging unrestrain’d, 
Kiss his seized hand with loyal ecstasy. 
The sovereign feels his throbbing bosom glow 
With tender rapture, while his sister-Queen 
Melts ia the silent luxury of tears. 
Then e’en the stern surrounding chieftains yield 
To the soft influence, while they behold 
Their King, as if an angel sent to earth, 
Approach his honour'd friend, Devonia’s chief, 
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And fall upon his neck in lock’d embrace. 1643 
Thus, while warm friendship's throb within his heart 
Neither could more restrain, o’ertluwing joy 

Found full relief in drops to nature true, 

For each upon the neck of other shed 

Tears, that e’en hardy warriors well became, 

Not alien to the brave yet tender heart. 

Then from his breast the raptured sovereign took 
A golden amulet, with brilliant gems . 

Enrich’d, dependent from a chain of gold; 

And in the sight of all that noble throng 

Hung the proud symbol of his favouring love 1654 
Over the neck of Devon’s worthy chief. 

Soon with endearing words the King imparts, 

That the glad fame of Devon’s victory 

England resounds; for which no bright reward 
Can be too high, no gratitude repay : 

The deeds of Oddune and his glorious race 

Live in the proudest annals of renown. 

Next too the King with fond embrace enfolds 

The valiant youth, (with air of modesty 

Presented to his notice) Eldred, hope 

Of Devon’s ancient stem, esteem'd of all 

Heir of his father’s worth and honour'd line. 1666 
The fair Honoria, spouse of Devon’s chief, 

An early and loved friend of Mercia’s Queen, 
(Inseparable erst as Venus’ doves) 

On her soft lips imprints a fervent kiss. 

These with kind pressure of the thrilling hand 

And fond embrace and tears of ecstasy, 

Yield to their feelings undissembled way. 

Nor least the homage of the graceful fair, 

The mild Honoria, and her daughter bright, 

With splendid dames, majestic in their mien, 

And virgins, fresh in youth and nymph-like grace, 
Tendering their humble duty, does the King, 1678 
Charm’d by such presence, with delight attend. 


Anxious entreaty from Devonia’s chief 
Importunes the loved sovereign to reveal, 
From whence his course has travell’d; in what spot 
He has found refuge, hid, and lost so long ; 
By many deem’d a victim to the foe, 
And never more to bless their longing eyes. 
Earnest the chief solicits, that the King 
Will all that to himself pertains unfold, 
Which tidings most, with loyalty and love 
O’erflowing, generous Oddune burns to hear. 1689 
VOL. III. L 
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But now nor pause, nor interval, is deign’d 1690 
For such relation, since the tide of joy, 

Too swift for interruption, and upborne 

In prompt succession every stop defies. 

While all the train with welcome greet the King, 
And he in turn is all-engaged to hail 

Each nobleman and friend, whom erst he knew.— 
How burn’d the bosom then of England’s King, 
As he received amid that splendid throng 

The brave and noble Aylwin, chief of Wilts, 

And with him come, some long-lost Mercian earls, 
Following his standard, through disdain to yield 
To Kenwulph’s hated treason and revolt : 1702 
The valiant Hildebrand, proud Oxford's earl, 

And Leopold, the bold and potent chief 

Of Gloucester’s peopled vales. With these appear’d 
Acknowledging alike the loved command 

Of gallant Aylwin, some attracted chiefs 

Of southern Wales met from the bordering coasts 
Of fair Demetia’s realm, to Alfred’s sway 

In youth deputed by his kingly sire : 

The venerable Julian, Pembroke’s earl: 

Cadwal, the fiery chieftain, whose command 
Glamorgan’s hills and spreading valleys own, 1713 
And the sage Mervyn, head of Monmouth’s power. 
These with meet honouring grace the sovereign hails, 
And learns with pride from Oddune’s grateful lips, 
That these brave chiefs the dauntless earl of Wilts 
Has led in chase of Hubba’s furious course, 
While ravaging the shores and clime of Wales, 
And after harassing his settled camp 

When wintering by Milford’s haven bay, 

Had track’d his ships to Devon’s northern coast, 
Till disembarking o’er Taw’s sandy beach 

The insulting foe had spoil’d the plenteous land, 
Aud held old Kinwith’s fort in leaguer’d siege. 1725 
But gallant Aylwin with his gather’d troops 

Eager had rush’d to menaced Oddune’s aid, 
Where favour’d by approving Providence 

He join’d the sallying fight, and by his arms 
Added main vantage to the last success. 

Such tidings of the martial Aylwin told 

Adds but new glory to his wont esteem: 

Fresh gratitude absorbs the monarch’s thought, 

To him, to all his fellow chiefs in arms. 


The Mercian heroes, known in happier day 
At Burthred’s palace, Mercia’s widow’d Queen 
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Accosts with gracious welcome. Like surprize 
Affects each heart that thus they meet again 

In this remote and unexpected place, 

Alas! by many woes, and ruin’s doom 

Parted so long and from their homes exiled. 


Rapt in quick thought, but with reflection sad 

_ Fondly solicitous the King enquires 

From Mercia’s earls, if in their wandering steps 
Ere from their native province banish’d thus, 

They heard a fame of his own consort Queen 

Seen amid Mercia’s bounds in low distress 1747 
Roving disguised, perhaps in anxious search 

Of Alfred’s self, sever’d and lost alike, 

With her young babes and small attendant train 
Exposed to every peril and alarm, 

. And if discover’d, doubtless, captive soon 

To the triumphant Dane, or treason’s quest, 

A priceless prey.— With trembling earnestness 
The sovereign seeks if any tidings yet 

Of these dear objects of his love and care, 

Whom yet his strictest search has sought in vain, 
Have reach’d perchance the Mercian chieftains’ ear. 


To whose fond question, with emotion touch’d, 
Oxford's good earl responding tells, that nought 
He yet has learn’d of such endearing charge ; 
From his own native province absent long, 

His fortunes fallen, sick almost of the world 

And of mankind; wounded in many 2 tie ; 

Nor staying to behold loved Mercia’s fields 
Wasted by Pagan foes, her throne usurp’d, 

And subject now to Kenwulph’s hated reign; 
Treason and tyranny triumphant sole; 

In Oxon’s vales his dear possessions waste; 1769 
E’en Woodstock’s palace seat, and sylvan bowers, 
Loved of the monarch once, a desart now; 

And nought of solace for himself reserved, 

Unless in deeds of hardy soldiership 

To drown his griefs, and hope some little yet 
(Following the dauntless Aylwin’s English flag) 
To serve his suffering country and avenge. 


With sigh of anguish mute the sovereign hears. 
Nor can brave Leopold, the faithful chief 
Of Gloucester’s region, to the tender theme 
Repeated, yield response of better hope. 1780 
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Brief they relate, to satisfy the edge 1781 
Of instant eagerness, for leisure more 
Reserving the full scope of crowded thought. 
Yet to some question of fallen Mercia’s state, 
Soon Oxford’s soldier-earl with pride assures 
The pensive sovereign, that some Mercian chiefs, 
Still uncorrupted or by threats or gold, 
Assert her cause, and live to right her wrong. 
The noble Rohand, Warwick's neighbour earl, 
Disdains the foreign yoke, or treason’s lure, 
And with the peerless daughter of his house, 
Far-famed Felicia, and a knightly train, 1792 
Wanders away, ’tis said, to seek the aid 
Of their good kinsman, Somerset’s brave earl, 
Illustrious Rayner, and through him essay 
To rouse the potence of the indignant south : 
Whom strange it seems to all they meet not here. 
(Alas! they knew not that in captive bonds 
Good Rayner droops beneath a traitor’s power 
Falsely immured in Windsor’s castled cells) 
And pleased, good Oxford tells, that Salop’s earl 
In Ludlow’s princely castle yet maintains 
Some power unvanquish’d, and submiss around 
Holds the far marches in expectant awe. 1804 


To such intelligence the monarch adds 
His fervent hope, in season meet to gain 
These dauntless Mercian nobles to his side ; 
Perhaps e’en yet to duty’s path recal 
Revolted Kenwulph, and convert to friend. 


The British Asser, and the bard Geraint 
With kindly gratulation hail arrived [known 
The chiefs of Wales, friends whom they erst had 
Amid their mountain country’s castled glens. 
And fondly these enquire whate’er pertains 1814 
To holy David’s shrine, the pride of Wales, 
And the beloved Menevia’s peaceful cells. 
They rue that hostile feet should e’er profane 
Their country’s Druid hills and sacred streams, 
Usk’s fairy banks, and groves of haunted Wye. 


The course of mingled feeling, at that hour 
Thrilling each heart, relation’s power defies. 
The transport of so many meeting friends 
Mid richest visions of delighted hope 
Caused such confusion in the general sense 
That none may know what rapture most prevails ; 
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And scarcely can the hurried mind sustain 1826 
The varied tumult of o’erwhelming joy. 

Seem’d as kind Providence in this sole hour 

Had deign’d to consummate their proudest hopes. 
Scarce seem’d it real, but a blissful dream. 

Fond question now is frequent, prompt-exchanged, 


' What strange adventures yet remain to learn 


From each, since all by so unlook’d event, 
Not without aid of heaven, thus meet again. 


How did each throbbing bosom long to know 
What various fortune has to each befall’n 1836 
Since chance of battle doom’d them last to part. 
Yet who, amid such rapture, now may stay 
To ’gin the tale, or where shall end delight ? 


But time permits not, for another scene 
Attracts each heart: scarce is this burst of joy 
And general welcome transiently composed, 
Ere the swift news bas o’er the castle spread 
That the liege sovereign, Alfred, has arrived 
As from the dead restored. At which glad news 
Forth from an inner hall, to which but late 
They had retired together to confer 1847 
On themes of present interest and use, 
Behold ! appear to join the assembled throng, 
And make indeed that rapturous hour complete 
(If aught were wanting) passing every hope, 
The holy man, Adulph Saint Neot, sage 
Prophetic friend and kinsman of the King, 
And with him (stranger still!) one fondest friend 
Deem’d dead, and mourn’d as such by those he loved, 
Comes the lost Osmund, Athelard’s honour’d sire. 


What words can paint the unutterable joy, 
When these thus meet, the father and his son, 1858 
The sovereign and his friends, both dear as life? 
Instant these rush into each other’s arms, 

And yield to nature’s power in long embrace. 
Eloquent silence sole their feelings told. 

No eye that witness’d so endearing scene 

But melted with the drops of sympathy. 

While o’er and o’er the generous Athelard 

Enfolds his honour’d sire, much Mercia’s Queen 
Hails the return of one, so justly dear 

To him she prized. The noble father, pleased, 
Discerns the mutual friendship of each heart, 
Honouring with its note his virtuous son. 1870 
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Thus after natural claims had every breast 1871 
With rapture touch’d, charming while it oppress’d, 
The aged venerable Adulph first 
Utters his thanks to heaven, where fitliest due, 
For its preserving, providential care, 

That deigns them more than they could hope on earth. 


Greeting, prolong’d, pervades the general train. 
Then to the questions of his anxious son 
And sovereign friend, Cornwall’s recover’d chief 
Tells his adventures chanced, holding enchain’d 
Silent attention.—‘‘ Weary months by-past, 1881 
When upon Devon’s southern shores my son, 
This good and faithful chieftain, and myself 
Seeking to quit awhile the ruin’d realm, 
Were suddenly by ambush’d pirates seized 
And torn asunder, each in captive bonds, 
After much peril and with pain untold, 
At last I scarce redeem’d myself from death 
And lingering torture, by a gift resign’d 
Of a most precious jewel of our house, 
Which next my person I conceal’d had borne; 
Stripp’d then beside of whatsoe’er of worth 
My care had else secured. My primal charge,1s93 
Thus ransom’d, was to seek my sever'd son. 
Alas! in vain: no tidings of his fate 
Whate’er I learn’d, though frequent to the spot 
Where he was ravish’d from me, I return’d. 
Disguised in poor apparel as a lone 
And musing hermit, fond I linger’d near ; 
Oft seated on the shore with book in hand | 
In pensive watch. And still of peasant swains, 
Or whomsoe’er I might, I sought to gain 
Some trace or knowledge of my captured son: 
Most from a lonely fisherman, whose hut 
Border’d the coast. But nothing could I hear 1905 
To satisfy a sire’s impatient pangs 
For his lost offspring. Whelm’d in grief I staid, 
Absorb’d alone in melancholy thought. 
For oh! I felt, that to my country’s fate, 
Loss of my own domains, my King dethroned, 
Banish’d, and fled, or ta’en, was added now 
The woe of this my only son bereaved ; 
And these accumulated sorrows seem’d 
To bow me down to a consoling grave. 
Forlora thus in condition, and since nought 
Or of my son, or my loved King, I learn’d, 
Of whom the worst surmises therefore still 1917 
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Haunted my soul, (for only mournful thoughts 1918 
Suited my brooding gloom) and hearing news 
That a new pirate fleet was hovering near 
The southern shores, I wander’d thence away 
Iu penury and want, and more than all 
Sunk in desponding agony of mind.” 


So as he said, the filial Athelard 
And friendly sovereign, interposing, thus 
Exchange condolence. ‘‘ Ah! that for our sakes 
One so pre-eminently good and dear 
Should suffer griefs so heavy, thus exposed _—1928 
To undeserved affliction and mishap, 
Oft visiting the virtuous. Yet we see, 
Heaven not forsakes the good, whose chastening hand 
Improves and perfects by adversity. 
We too have had our equal share of woe; . 
But now, since to each other thus restored, 
An earmest breaks upon us, that e’en yet 
We shall be blest, and all our hopes achieve.” 


‘‘ For (thus the feeling Athelard fondly adds) 
Since, my brave father, haplessly I lost 
Your loved society, oh! need I say, 1989 
A tender gloom has ever o’er me hung, 
Cheer’d only by the sacred company 
Of my dear sovereign, and his sister kind, 
And hope of somewhat, to my humble best, 
Serving my country by my willing care. 
But all is now revived, and more than e’er 
I joy to look upon my sire regain’d.” 


To whom the father, on his son’s bow’d head 
Placing his tremulous hand, while in his eye 
Glisten’d a tear, thus answer'd: ‘“‘Oh! my son, 
Thee to recover thus has added years 1950 
To my decaying life!”——Then thus the King. 


“True then has proved our hope, before express’d, 
That the lone hermit, mark’d on Devon’s shore, 
Of whom our own excursive search had heard, 
Told by the solitary fisherman, 

Might be the noble Osmund, so disguised : 

And now the event makes real our surmise. 

But tell, good Cornwall, what thou else hast known, 
How hither come. The tale we burn to hear.” 


Osmund resumes, ‘“‘ Wandering abroad, bereaved 
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Of every tie, almost of every hope, 1961 
Or prospect of consolement, most I bent 
Reflection on my ruin’d country’s state— 

In vain—I saw her fall. My listless steps 
Toward my own Cornwall’s province then I turn’d, 
(Confine best loved and known) yet in disguise, 
Hearing the foe had late proclaim’d me there 
Traitor, and set a price upon my head. 

Desolate all my castles, manors, parks, 

I found; the ancient palaces and halls 

Of all my noble ancestors, allied 

So many ages to the English crown, 1972 
And all my native Cornwall’s miny wealth, 

Her trading ships, and harbours deep-embay’d, 
The nursery of seamen frank and bold, 

Usurped and by insulting foes possess’d, 

Hirelings of avaricious Oskital.” 


To whom the sovereign, touch’d with deep regret. 
“ Alas! for Cornwall’s duchy, province fair, 
Favour'd, and most to England’s sceptre dear 
Both by alliance and by native power; 
In nature’s products rich, for commerce apt, 
Whose prudent merchants pilot sure the deep, 1983 
And blest with sons of lofty souls and brave. 
May other sway soon change such hated yoke ! 
Yet tell us all.” Soon Cornwall’s chief return’d. 


‘¢ First over Tamar’s ford, from Devon’s bounds 
Our Tamarton’s proud castle drew my steps; 
And sad I past by Saltash vill, where sleep 
In sacred burial Cornwall’s ancient earls; 
By presence now profaned of rebel foes. 
Then bordering Devon’s and our Cornish bounds 
Launceston’s mighty-heaved mount I past, 
Whose castle far o’erpeers the subject land. 1994 
Nor then, believe, unvisited I left 
Our old Restormel’s ducal palace fort, 
Circling embattled o’er its moated height 
Among surrounding hills and druid-groves, 
That from its towering summit eyes below 
Lostwithiel’s town and Fowey’s harbour stream. 
Alike in hostile hands I found it held. 
Thence to the borders of the western sea, 
T cross’d, to mark if yet were free from thrall 
Our graced Tintagel's castle, where of old 
Great Arthur dwelt and check’d invasive power. 
But he was dead, nor could his sacred name 2006 
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Ward off approach of Pagan tyranny. 2007 
Thence by Belerium’s farthest promontory 

Pensive I wander'd to the peerless fort 

Of famed Trereen, amid whose granite rocks 

And mystic-moving stone impregnable, 

Heap’d o’er the breakers of the southern deep, 


' Our native Druids and famed elder Kings 


Were wont to flee for refuge from their foes. 

But not this site secure had scaped assault. 
Onward I grieving roam’d, until my steps 
Endanger’d reach'd the head of Zion’s bay, 

Where the rich ‘‘ vision of the guarded mount,” 
Deem’d ever under Michael’s angel wing, 2019 
Within its islet-port or castled fane 

Promised protection to my pilgrim feet.” 


He paused ; for Athelard thus fond enquired. 
‘‘ Found you then shelter in that sacred seat ? 
Ah! that you might!”—To whom the sire return’d. 


‘No: not its hallow'd cells might yield repose. 
Nor Marazion’s mart, nor neighbour walls 
Of old Penzance. So by fair. Hellas’ town, 
Haunt of Pheenicians old and trading Greeks, 
Of whom the vestige of their Floral day, 2029 
Once happy in such jocund festival, 
Invading pluaderers now supplant and scorn, 
Along the shores by commerce once enrich’d, 
Hither by Cornwall’s miny stores allured, 
I roved, and inly mourn’d to see them now 
Desolate by rapacious tyranny. 
Dejected, thence I fled the tracks of men, 
And sole by heron-haunted streams, and coasts 
That heard no voice save of the wild sea-mew 
I stray’d in musing lost, and stay’d awhile, 
Shut in Saint Kynan’s variegated cove. 2040 
Thence wandering among scatter’d mariners, 
By bays where banded fishers wont of old 
To draw the pilchard-treasures of the deep, 
Where barks invited, sad, I thought to quit 
My ravaged country, and some refuge find 
Or in some cot amid the isles of tin, 
Or else on shores of neighbouring Brittany. 
But then as by the Cornish cliffs I stray’d 
Where their own chough with violet-sabled plume, 
Graced but the more by vermeil feet and bill, 
Still built its nest, I thought on its fond stay, 
And my heart too, as by the bird reproach’d, 2052 
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Clung but more closely to my native land. 2053 
O’er my own Cornwall then I turn’d again, 
Though reft of all, forlorn, and fugitive, 

And ’mong the peasant swains in shelter’d fields 
Where husbandmen wont urge the ox-drawn plough, 
Mark’d every trace of culture now erased, 

And desart nature’s glad fertility.” 


He said, and then again his tender son, 
Touch’d with kind pity, feeling, interposed. 


‘‘ Alas! for such the wanderings destitute 
Of my poor father, Cornwall’s worthy chief ! 
Claiming compassion to one e’er so low, 2064 
To him past name. Oh! that myself had known, 
Or could have deem’d, his sacred head exposed 
To such extreme of peril and distress ! 
What shore, or cell, were fitly unexplored ? 
But whither, sire, turn’d you your helpless steps ? 
What homely hut, or solitary cave 
Saved you, and haply lent the due repose? [moved 
Resolve our labouring thoughts.”"—To whom then, 
With such regard, good Osmund soon resumed. 


“¢ On by Fal’s harbour mouth, along the stream 
That laves Tre-ura’s port, from whence of old 
Cornwall’s coin’d metals she was wont to send 
To grateful nations in expecting barks, 

Ab! now forsook, her mart oo longer throng’d, 
Grass-grown, or but by lawless robbers sack’d, 

I pass’d: and sick at heart, o’er peopled hills, 
Beyond Tre-druth’s rich site and Druid town, 

By many a sainted hermitage and cell 

That told how blest by piety and peace 

Was this dear horn of country, plenty’s badge, 

I cross’d, until beyond Saint Austel’s bay, 2085 
Wandering beside Boconnoc’s sylvan banks 

And classic glens—(spot, that in happier day 
Seem’d well to court the patriot, or the muse) 

I linger’d; then past Liskard’s vill, I came 

Amid the open less frequented heaths, 

Where, struck with fresh admiring awe, my steps 
Reach’d the famed Druid altars, that upraised 

To symbol powers of earth, and air, and fire, 
Above their avenue of Hirlas’ rings 

Top the vast mount, whose starry height surveys 
The wide-surrounding prospect oped below, 

And to the subject land, horizon-girt, 2097 
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Canopied sole by heaven’s blue-arching dome, 2098 
Attests divinity, and shews a fane 
Worthiest the boundless majesty of God. 


‘On thence, in contemplation high absorb’d, 
Past Saint Cleer’s mossy fount and healing pool 
I roved, until my devious steps had reach’d 
Saint Guerir’s sylvan stoke and sunken vale ; 
Whither yourself, my liege, in early youth 
Had from the royal purlieus, stock’d with deer, 
Turn’d from the heated chase, and all alone 
Fatigued had tasted of its crystal well, 2108 
And bow’d devout at Guerir’s hallow’d shrine, 
From whose kind power you dated health renew’d. 
Myself divinely led, here found, o’erjoy‘d, 
Fled from the menaced Glastonbury’s cells 
The sainted Adulph, branch of royal race, 
Long to religion and to peace devote. 
Cheer’d with the pleasing thought to end my life 
With such a blest companion, I resolved 
Here then to stay and spend the remnant left 
Of my fast-waning days, in studies rare 
Of classic lore, dear to my inmost heart ; 
Soothing my wearied sense in charmed care 2120 
Of moral wisdom, and serene content, 
(The fruit of temperance and rural ease) 
With solace of retired philosophy, 
Such as by Horace, or Boetius, taught, 
Loved of us both, my liege, in happier time ; 
But most in contemplations more divine 
And grateful practice of the Christian truth, 
More precious far than all, which best the soul 
Clears and prepares for its own native heaven. 
Here, on the bank that brows the bottom vale, 
Beneath whose woodland slope, where brood the deer, 
Gushes with pure wave o’er its paved fount 2132 
The far-famed healing spring, whose cross of stone 
O’er its gray base enclasping ivy wreaths, 
The saint had rear’d a little oratory. 
Here, not unvisited by angel dreams, 
Sole by one faithful servant, Barius, 
Assisted, he through kindly offices 
Of counsel, doctrine, charity, and prayers 
Dispensed strange blessings to the country round. 
Till the poor English in alarm’d distress 
Hither, as to a saving ark of hope, 
For refuge fled, like doves with branch of peace ; 
And still continued pilgrims came from far 2144 
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To drink and worship at the sacred well. 21465 
From whence the vicinage with grateful voice 

Had given his own name to the wooded nook, ° 
And changed Saint Guerir’s to Saint Neot’s cell.” 


He paused: for as he spoke, a moment thus 
The sovereign interposed. ‘‘ Here then at last, 
Dear fellow-sufferer, Providence vouchsafed 
Some rest and peace, and soothed allotted grief. 
Staid you then long in such serene retreat ?” 


The King’s enquiry soon his friend beloved 2154 
Thus answerd, courteous. ‘ Pilgrims, who from far 
Roved o’er the country to this hallow'd shrine, 
Brought us strange news of Devon’s victory. 

With joy and wonder holy Adulph heard. 

Then all the patriot in his soul revived, 

And for his country some faint gleam of hope 
Seem'd first to dawn. Concerting with myself, 
(In whose scarr’d bosom too fresh-stirring hope 
Awoke the martial feelings of my youth,) 

His thought was all how to improve the time. 
For since in youth, himself of royal race 

Had sway’d, as King, the regal appanage, = 2166 
The sceptre old of Surrey, Sussex, Kent, 

And to the earls of those rich provinces 

Still his wise rule was dear in memory, 

Straight he resolved as messengers to send 
Pilgrims and English friends, most worthy trust, 
Bearing his letters to the eastern peers, 

Whom best he knew, of whom he too was loved, 
These to apprize of Oddune’s proud success ; 

Of his own safety, wonderously preserved 

In solitude, with Cornwall’s single chief: 
Enjoining them by every sacred claim 

To haste their course to Devon’s victor fort, 2178 
And meet us there, where all could best consult 
How to pursue the vantage, and mature 

Designs of moment, for the realm’s defence. 
New life, as ’twere, seem’d now to animate 

My wearied soul, and seeing, as I deem’d, 

Some prospect for my suffering country ope, 

My woes forgot, my studies laid aside, 

T thought what conduct at an hour like this 
Would best become an English nobleman : 

Not at his country’s call to shrink from pain, 

Or death; but wooing danger as a bride, 

In her defence to pour his willing life. 2190 
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So to brave Devon’s castle on we came z191 
Together ; and not sole the joyous news 

Found all confirm'd, but in his happy seat, 

Past every hope, our lost, loved sovereign see, 
My captive son, friends, kinsmen, all restored.”’ 


He said, and scarce that burst of joy transpired, 
Ere with prompt question ask’d the thoughtful King. 


‘‘ Came to your summons then the eastern peers ?” 


He paused; for now the venerable man 
Adulph Saint Neot, branch of royal race, 2200 
While universal silence graced his words, — 
Himself takes up the theme, and thus pursues. 


‘‘ Not yet, my liege, they come; altho’ my mind 
Not doubts but that brief time will see them here : 
For when from pilgrim visitants who sought 
From far Saint Guerir’s hermitage and fane, 

We heard the fame of Devon’s victory, 

Perceiving met more force than e’er we deem’d 
And roused, we thought, again the English spirit, 
Advising with good Osmund, Cornwall’s chief, 2210 
Companion of my studies as distress, 

Straight we resolved our green knoll and hush’d dell, 
Where sacred to religion and to peace 

We both had found a home, to quit, and seek 
Brave Oddune’s castled guard, among his band 
To yield what counsel and what aid we might. 
Nor that alone was all our care: for first 

Some pilgrims thence, as heralds, we despatch'd 
With Barius, my ever faithful friend, 

To the brave eastern earls of Sussex, Kent, 
Surrey, and Essex, and the princes young 

Left to their care, (sons of lost Ethelbert,) 2222 
To claim their presence.— W hy ?— We deem’d alike 
Alfred our sovereign liege, so loved and mourn‘d, 
With all the valiant lords of Wessex, dead, 
Captive, or fled ; save this our Cornish peer, 

And dauntless, ever active chief of Wilts. 

Devon’s bold earl, we knew, report had named 

In nominal subjection to the foe, 

Which most deem’d feign’d with wary policy, 

As late events have proved: Dorset was dead, 
The reverend Herbert, fallen in glory’s field, 
Leaving without an heir his honour’d right. 
Somerset’s lord, the thoughtful Rayner, fame 2234 
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Reported captive to the prowling foe, 2235 
Or caught in treason’s snare: the gallant head 

Of Hants and Vecta’s isle was fled, and none 

His doom could tell: Edric, the generous chief 
Of Windsor’s fort and vales of regal Berks, 
Sorrowing had died, and his possessions rich 

By an ambitious traitor were usurp’d.” 


He paused a moment, while a labouring sigh 
Seem’d to oppress his voice: when thus the King. 


‘True: sage and holy patriot, such indeed 2244 
Might seem our country’s state of sunk despair: 
But you hoped remedy, nor left untried.” 


To whom the sainted Adulph thus return’d. 


‘‘ What then remain’d, but that for needful help 
And mutual effort, we should thus entreat 
Our former friends, the noble eastern peers, 
Whose warlike dispositions well I knew 
Since the long time when I in youth had been 
Myself a soldier, train’d amid their camps, 
A comrade of their own illustrious sires, 2254 
When their young shields shone in their first of fields 
On Thanet’s isle, or by the shores of Hythe, 
While to my part, as King, the eastern sway 
Devolved of right, till changed by wise decree 
Among the sons of royal Ethelwulph ; 
Ere I laid down the sceptre, smit with love 
Of learning’s sweets, and sought religion’s cells, 
In the still peace of sacred Avalon.” 


He paused : for with approving voice the King 
Brief interposed : ‘ Rightly indeed you did; 
Friendship so prized bespeaking to your side.” 2265 


Instant the prudent Adulph thus return’d. 
‘‘ High in my best esteem I still must hold 
Celmond, Kent’s martial earl, of princely race, 
Proud of his native province, and the shores 
Whose towers of old invading Julius mock’d 
And sent repell’d away ; a patriot wise, 
Whose bosom with true English spirit glows ; 
Widow’d, but happy in a daughter’s love, 
His only heir and jewel of his house. 
And scarcely with less fond regard I prized 
Udo, the courteous chief of Surrey’s vales, 3276 
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Lord of rich lands, his pride; whose swains alike 
Own his mild sway, joying in rural wealth; 
Bounteous; and training in his father’s steps 

An only son, brave, liberal, and polite. 

With equal reverence too and love I prize 
Helstan, the naval hero, worthy chief 

Of Sussex’ sea-laved shores ; impetuous, bold, 
Stern to his foes, as the rough element 

Which best he loves; yet as a father kind 

To his own fond and graceful family, 

Loyal, warm-hearted, peerless as a friend : 

Fond justly of his honour’s rising hope, 2288 
A son, companion of the younger prince, 

Both, like the sire, glorying in ships and waves. 
The generous Essex too remembrance claim’d, 
A nobleman for bounty famed, the head 

Of an illustrious line, no less on land 

For manly courage known, than in defence 

By naval warfare of his eastern coast; 

Count of the Saxon shore, a title proud. 

And I will own, fond hope I then indulged 

Both from the aid and by the presence high 

Of the young scions of the English throne, 

The princes A:delm, and brave Athelwold, —2300 
Erst to the eastern peers consign’d in charge; 
Perhaps too with their regal mother, bent 
Hitherward, and their sister, princess fair, 
Thora, true model of her mother’s state. 

With these too I had hoped the presence deign’d 
Of venerable Plegmund, primal head 

Of Canterbury’s see, and Grimbald sage; 

Both able ministers and counsellors.” 


He paused a moment, for to such their praise 
The sovereign thus responded: ‘‘ Nor believe, 
But that of each high person thou hast named, 2311 
Myself esteem alike, though me perhaps 
Oflate they deem’d averse.— W ould they had known 
Better my heart, nor cherish’d long disdain !” 


Then with mild voice, good Adulph thus resumed. 


‘* At this proud moment then, our letters told, 
We hoped from the collected eastern earls 
Willing oblivion of estrangements past, 
Conciliation of imagined wrong, 
And union in our common country’s cause. 
I knew the eastern nobles were as yet 2321 
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Unvanquish’d, though by raging Danish foes 2322 
Sorely beset : now chiefly (as was told 

To questions of our anxious solitude) 

By the new-come and last assailing fleet 

Of the famed Hastings, with his pupil prince, 
Biorn, a son of Regner’s royal stock. 

These, it is said, now range the eastern shores 

In hope by arms to seize the forfeit lives 

Of England’s princes, Ethelbert’s young race, 
Deem’d the sole remnant of the royal stem ; 
Whom to extirpate is their chiefest hope, 

And for themselves to seize the sovereignty, 2333 
With rival empire, o’er Kent’s envied realm. 
Therefore the menaced nobles I besought 

Instant to form with us at Devon’s fort 

New bonds of English loyalty and faith.” 


Then thus the generous lord of Kinwith’s fort: 
‘* Would they may come! for sure my heart forebodes 
Prosperous events will from their aid arise.” 


Adulph, delighted, instant thus resumed. 
‘‘ A speedy journey will their presence deign. 
What will be then their joy to mark regain’d 2843 
The long-lost sovereign, when they see him rise 
In hour of danger to his, country’s aid! 
Forgiveness, reconcilement, must ensue: 
For trust me, less they entertain’d their grief, 
And from the English court their aid withdrew, 
Less murmuring that the Kentish appanage 
Had been by recent compact and decree 
Annex’d in union to the English crown, 
Than that when in their troubles they besought 
The King for aid, sway’d by a youthful mind 
Enrapt in studious ease, and hating war, 
He their request denied, or light esteem’d; 2355 
Wherefore their own allegiance they refused, 
And sought themselves to train to deeds of war 
The princes, offspring of the King deceased, 
As apter for the crown, and to defend 
The country, menaced by invading foes. 
But when they see the monarch’s self return’d, 
Resolved to brave worst perils by their side, 
How will their bosoms, if I err not, bound 
To willing pardon and to loyalty ! 
And oh! with England’s nobles reconciled, 
And a brave people’s power, what omens beam 
Of glorious happiness, surpassing hope! 2367 
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Yet, my soul tells me, yet we shall behold —-23cr 
Alfred, his country’s saviour; and just heaven, 
That with prophetic warning shaped the doom, 
Shall with its past rebuke be satisfied, 

Seeing what blessed fruits its chastening hand 

Has drawn, and ripen’d from adversity.” 


To his sage kinsman then the sovereign thus 
His grateful heart express’d: ‘‘ Oh! prudent care, 
Worthy of Adulph! worthy faithful friends. 

Well do such thoughts beseem the holy man, 

Who with prophetic voice my untaught youth 2378 

Warn’d of impending dangers, and aroused 

From dreams of studious ease to needful cares 

Of state and empire ; to whose lessons wise, 

Embued with justice, patriotism, and truth, 

I feel beyond all other that I owe 

Whate’er of prudence, patience, piety, 

May be my part. Oh! still thy country’s guard, 

No less than learning’s and religion’s shield, 

How, passing expectation, thee I gain ! 

Nor deem, but that my exile past has been 

For our dear country without cease einploy’d, 

In thought or act, and I have felt my heart — 2890 

Tutor’d and better'd by calamity. 

Nor come I here alone, but with me bring 

From lone retreats these kind and valued friends, 

My hope and stay in sorrow’s sharpest hour ; 

Osmund’s good son, the generous Athelard, 

Allied before (whom by a nearer tie 

I trust to hail hereafter) to his sire 

Preserved by interposing Providence: 

With him too come, the young and active chief 

Of Vecta’s isle, whose deeds are dear to fame. 

Ah! though to foreign foes or treason’s net 

Captive we hear the noble Somerset, 2102 

Though Dorset’s veteran earl we mourn as dead, 

Yet Aylwin lives; and though our native Berks 

Now groans beneath a traitor-tyrant’s rule, 

While Windsor towers lament their former lord, 

Yet there we hope ere long a juster prince 

To place in sway, or in our person soon 

Visit our native fields, and there ourselves 

By our own Wantage, and that favour’d vale 

Which in the ensign of her argent Horse 

Tells her past victory, will rouse again 

Her brave sons’ wonted energy, and wake 

To deeds of emulous glory, yet to come.” 24l4 
VOL Ill. M 
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He said, and paused; and seem’d in labouring 
thought 
A moment rapt: then earnest thus resumed. 


‘‘Oh! thanks, true friends, kind cousins: and be 
Sage, sacred Adulph, that to me I deem [sure, 
Excuse none needed, if in trying hour, 

(Help other seeming fled,) you sought for aid 
From the bold eastern lords: for if there be 

One wish that more than all absorbs my heart, 

It is that cordial union should combine 

All England’s nobles in one needful bond 

To our loved country’s prompt deliverance. 2425 
Can we but re-unite the potent peers 

Of Surrey, Sussex, and unconquer’d Kent, 

With Essex, and those princes of the blood, 

Sons of our royal brother Ethelbert ;— 

With these too e’er regain the Mercian chiefs, 
Seceded Kenwulph, and his train estranged, 
Bringing them back to due allegiance, 

Then may we hope, these nobles once restored, 
That by their influence and example high, 

The distant north may yet our standard join. 

So when domestic troubles are composed, 

And England’s true sons, at their mother’s call, 2437 
Pledge heart and hand to shield her sacred breast, 
Soon shall the foreign yoke be dash’d in twain, 
And o’er the ruins of the fallen state 

Shall England’s throne arise, and like the sun, 
Encumbering vapours melt to air away. 

Till then, our south, with its unequal few 

Must singly strive to guard her as we may, 
Husbanding fortune’s change with prudent watch, 
Still bettering vantage, partial though it be 

And rare; since valiant Oddune’s last success 
Well proves, what single daring can achieve. 2448 
Pants my full soul with hope of rescue near 

And general freedom from the foreign rule. 

If but an army can be raised again 

To brave, with faintest chance, the open field, 
Soon will we learn by proof the utmost strength 
Of our invasive foe, where’er they prowl, 

Nor doubt, if true hearts numerous enough 

Aid us, to wrest the plume of victory : 

Then follows full perfection of our hopes, 
Completion sure of all our high designs.” 


Scarce had he said, when to the crowded hall 
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Ts introduced a heated messenger, 2160 
And by his side one robed in pilgrim garb: 
Adulph springs forth, and stretching out the hand 
Accosts the elder—‘‘ Oh! good Barius, 

Welcome again !—Come then the eastern earls?” 


_ To whom the faithful herald: ‘‘ Holy sire, 
We bore your letters, and upon the road 

They ride already. Scarce our utmost speed 
Outstripp’d their haste, the tidings first to bring. 
They are at hand; a goodly company, 

And with them strangers you will joy to see.” 


His angel features brightening with delight, 
Adulph return’d : ‘ Kind, trusty Barius, 
And you, my generous pilgrim visitor, 
Well have you speeded on your embassy. 
The thanks of this assembly will to you 
Be meed best prized: tho’ more such service claims, 
And shall receive from not forgetful hearts.” 


Fresh joy seem’d now to beam in every face. 
Scarce had expectant pleasure room for pause, 
Ere Devon's pages to the courtly hall 2.140 
Usher the stranger train, announced at hand— 
A noble presence: for with martial peers 
Were graceful females, and the princes young, 
And venerable priests, and knightly youths, 
Pilgrims and pages, blent in stately throng. 
Foremost of these stood Celmond, Kent’s high earl, 
Princely in lineage, of his province fond ; 
Noble by nature, who in policy 
Not less as soldier than as statesman shone. 
Lofty in mien, age and continued care 
Of his strong castles and extended coasts, 2191 
(Safe in his anxious charge, ) had somewhat blench’d 
His faded cheek: yet in his look there beam’d 
Benignity, as by the hand he led 
His lovely daughter, and before the crowd 
That fill’d the ducal hall, seem’d most to tend 
Her pensive beauty, till with homage meet, 
Graceful together, sire and daughter bent. 
Close behind whom a young and courtly knight 
Attended as their page, in shape and mien 
Elegant, delicate ; whose features shew’d 
(As he a moment oped his closed helm) 
While bashful modesty withdrew his look, 
A grace and softness, almost feminine. 2504 
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By these, allied in friendship as in kin, 2505 
Stood the rich chief of Surrey, Udo named, 
In manners mild; his cheek the bloom of health 
Enliven’d; and his manly form, robust, 
Yet turn’d with grace, bespoke him one who loved 
The country and indulged in rural ease. 
His province, deck’d with fertile hills and vales, 
His patriot independent spirit knew 
Well to defend, and make their bliss secure. 
From Shene’s fair courthe came, whose stately towers 
O’erlook meandering Thames, and subject meads, 
And nature’s wealth, in prospect unexcell’d. 2516 


Near him his young and graceful son appear’d, 
Albert, in courts and polish’d circles bred, 
Enrich’d with studies and accomplishments 
Beyond his time, or wont: since him the care 
Of a fond mother, late deceased (herself 
Pattern of rarest excellence) had fill’d 
With noble qualities, and made him grow 
Companion of the elder prince, left most 
To Surrey’s charge, from whence the twain were 
In youth together, and delighted more [rear’d 
In gentler pleasures, music, songs of bards, — 2527 
Books, or the pencil, or the sprightly dance, , 

And beauty’s witching smile, than goad afar 
The foaming steed in clamours of the field ; 
Though both were skill’d in manly exercise, 
In military peril not unseen, 

And would in gallant bravery yield to none. 


Near these the chief of Sussex’ sca-beat shores, 
Helstan, a bold intrepid seaman, came, 
From his own coasts bred since his earliest youth 
To joy in ships and in the perilous main. 
His sun-burnt visage spoke the British tar, 2538 
In winds and weather harden’d, blunt, sincere, 
Fiery in spirit; fierce and stern, provoked. 
A rough but noble frankness mark’d his air, 
Yet that exterior, somewhat rude, and less 
With grace embellish’d, bore within a heart 
Alive to softest tenderness : humane, 
Placid, to children, friends, dependents kind. 
With him he brought his youthful, only son, 
Ernest, who by his sire’s example taught, 
Gloried in ships; versed most in sea-aflairs: 
Of pleasing aspect, whom some twenty years 
Had rear'd to strength ; yet young as he might seem, 
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Already had he on the open main 2551 
Coped with the pirate foe in many a fight; 

And early bent on venturous voyages 

Had in his own ship pass’d famed Calpe’s straits, 
By shores of France and Spain, until his bark 
Had touch’d the far-renown’d Sicilian Strand, 
‘Whither the Norman rovers, led away 

By kingly Regner, urged their daring prows. 

Him his fond sire estecm’d without compeer, 

The rising hope of his illustrious line : 

And for like education had with him 

Associated much the younger prince, 2563 
Athelwold, (chief consign’d to Sussex’ care) 

Who, not by choice and inclination less 

In like pursuits engaged, well loved the son; 

And when sea-service granted stay on land, 

Oft pass’d gay hours at Sussex’ stately seat. 

The noble Helstan and his gallant son 

Approach'd with homage meet, and much from all 
The heroic pair won notice: yet a trait 

Of melancholy tinged the countenance 

Of Sussex’ manly earl. Domestic grief 

But late had sadden’d his once happy home, 2578 
Through a loved daughter’s loss, whom rather shame, 
Than death assured, had banish’d thence: since she, 
Having not long in Thanet’s minster isle 

Retired for study to a convent cell, 

Where as a novice she had pledged assent, 
(Though not the veil yet taken,) had from thence 
Rashly eloped; but not without a blot 

On her fair fame, and through her fault accused, 
On name and bosom of her noble line. 


These close beside, Bertolph advanced, the chief 
Of Essex’ ample plains, a warrior form, 
Stately, of presence high: him middle age 2585 
Held yet unconscious of the marriage tie, 
Early by death deprived of her he loved. 
And while with courteous dignity he bow'd, 
In him fore all seem’d natural to shine 
All graces that beseem an English peer. 


In midst of these, as if in care of all, 
And held of rank superior, eminent 
Stood the two princes, scions of the throne, 
Sons of dead Ethelbert, the former King, 
Alfred’s loved brother. Born of regal stock, 
Each in his look had royalty. In form 2:95 
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Each was by grace distinguish’d ; temper more. 2597 
The elder AEdelm, mild, a courtier train’d, 
Accomplish’d, favour’d of the young and fair. 

The junior Athelwold, a sailor bred ; 

Less gentle than his brother, fired with more 
Ambition; rash, impetuous, and wild: 

Brave and intrepid as a seaman needs, 

Yet lawless and ungovern’d as the wave; 

Gay, sensual, to licentious pleasures prone. 


Near these, with state and look of majesty, 
And such deportment as became a Queen, 2607 
Their widow’d mother stood, Eltruda named, 

Who erst, as consort of their honour’d sire, 

Had sway’d in youth the Kentish appanage, 

And after graced the throne, as England’s Queen. 
Long disappointment rankled in her heart 

E’er since the Kentish sceptre firm decree, 

By wise and prudent policy of state, 

Had bound in union to the English crown. 

She, (Celmond’s sister, Kent’s illustrious ear!) 
More careful for her proper family, 

Preferring private to the public weal, 

Still chiefest grieved, with feminine regard 2619 
And selfish view confined, that these her sons 
Possess’d not, as she deem’d, their proper right, 
If not the crown itself, (by will devolved 

And general voice to Alfred,) yet at least 

The ancient appanage of Kent to sway, 

And wield a sceptre to which each was born. 
Her thoughts ambitious still such honour hoped 
For each; nor for her princess-daughter lIcss, 
Fair Thora, who beside her mother stood 
Partaking of her spirit: o’er whose form 

Beauty conspicuous shone, yet her young heart 
Was less to claim of foud domestic love 2631 
Ope, than to lofty aims of court and state, 

Most from her mother’s constant theme imbibed. 


Mingling too with the stranger-train appear’d 
Some honour’d persons, not in martial garb, 
Whom the king knew and loved as dearest friends. 
Plegmund, archbishop high, the primal head 
Of Canterbury’s see, hither adduced 
To yield his counsel sage and bless the emprize. 
And near him Grimbald, courteous and polite, 
The pride of France, by learned Fulco sent 
From antique Rheims, whom erst the King had known 
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In days of youth journeying through foreign climes ; 
And to this isle, when call’d to England’s throne, 
Had won with gifts, to train the British youth 

In graceful learning and decorous life 

Amid his Oxford’s newly-founded hall. 


Seem’d now as if the tide of joy renew’d 
Would never cease to flow, nor be at height. 
At first the stranger band with hail address 
The sainted Adulph, who their presence sought, 
And to their host, the lord of this proud fort, 
Tender their greeting. But what novel sense 2633 
Of gratulation, wonder, and delight 
Shone io each countenance, and swell’d each heart, 
As they behold the King himself restored 
In presence, and to all his welcome fond 
Extending with stretch’d hand, or kind embrace. 
Commutual ardour, friendship’s zeal exchanged 
Endears the happy interview to all. 
First the young princes, his lost brother’s sons, 
The sovereign clasps, the lovely Thora too, 
His niece beloved: then to the eastern earls 
Approaches, and with friendly warmth receives 
Nobles, once gladly loyal, though estranged 2665 
After, and from the southern court retired. 
Nor then the sacred priests omit to share 
Cordial reception, or themselves to hail 
Their brethren, overjoy’d to meet again 
After the severance of disturbing war; 
The faithful Asser, travell’d Erigen, 
And the good bishops of lone Lindisfarne. 


Then the good Adulph, saint revered by all, 
Essays his kind and friendly offices, 
Meekest of men, and with angelic look 
(As if a heaven-sent messenger of peace) 2676 
For general love conciliating pleads ; 
Reminding that in England’s common peril 
All her liege sons should in prompt union blend 
To ward the blow, and shield their parent’s breast. 
To the loved eastern earls his soothing words 
Most he applies, and gently strives to calm 
Each fancied wrong, and heal each discontent. 
He tells that Alfred lives to brave the field, 
Who only pants to head an English host. 
He touches too on one main cause of grief, 
The title to the English crown, and rights 
Of the young princes, (as supposed withheld,) 2vss 
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To the old appanage of regal Kent: 2689 
And to the chiefs thus spoke the patriot-sage. 


‘* Loved friends,my fellow-comrades,subjects once 
I know, you deem’d, your eastern provinces 
Rightlier were subject to an eastern throne, 
So sever'd erst by Alfred’s royal sire, 
When, old and grown incapable of sway, 
The realm he parted with his eldest born, 
Retaining to himself the eastern parts, 
As his own fief and region palatine ; 
No longer blended then in general sway. 2693) 
But in your strong persuasion you o’erlook’d 
That after the demise of Alfred’s sire 
And of his first heir, kingly Ethelbald, 
When to the English throne the second prince 
Good Ethelbert succeeded (for whose sons 
Our easfern nobles claim’d a several sway) 
Himself, the sovereign Ethelbert, convinced 
With deepest sense, that union could alone 
Save his loved country from the common foe, 
Then to the throne of England, as of old, 
Restored in full demesne the eastern climes, 
Dooming that Alfred should hold all entire. = 2711 
Forego then jealousy, and as true stars 
Obedient, round your radiant centre move : 
And ever henceforth, let unvanquish'd Kent, 
Our beauteous Surrey, Sussex, Essex, shine 
The brightest jewels of the English crown.” 


Then too the King conciliating thoughts 
Adjoins, and tells that at maturer ease 
And time, he can and shall to every friend 
Alt doubts resolve and satisfy, that touch 
His title to the English crown, entire, 
With the old sceptre of the princely east, 2722 
To him assign'd by testament, and voice 
Both of the nobles and the gather’d realm. 
That now he asks but union, and the arm 
Of needful friendship and commutual aid. 


To such his kindly sentiment responds 
A sense of general reconcilement; joy 
Predominates, and sole enlivening hope 
Of happier prospect to each breast forebodes 
Prosperous events and near deliverance. 
All seem well satisfied, but were not all— 
For (all disdain’d) the former-reigning Queen, 2733 
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Widow’d Eltruda, and her younger son, 2734 
Ungovern’d Athelwold, and princess fair, 

Thora, still brooded on imagined wrong. 

And (sooth to say) since the King’s loss, in them 
Hopes of succession late had sprung, which now 
The King’s recover'd presence seem’d to end. 


Now from the eastern earls all burn to hear 
The full relation of the chances strange 
Occurr’d to each, since they had parted last : 
And chief the King seeks tidings of the east, 
Quarter of import to the general realm. 2744 
When, with such question pleased, illustrious Kent 
Briefly relates (to time and leisure more 
Reserving ampler note) that the fierce foe 
(Subdued the realm of Wessex) now on fire 
Still further to extend his sovereignty, 
Aod add the eastern region to his power, 
Had with divided puissance urged his course [vales, 
Toward Kent's rich princedom, and fair Surrey’s 
And ravaged wide the flock-spread Sussex downs. 
That late the naval captain, far-renown’d, 
Hastings the Dane, has with a pirate fleet 
Bearing the flag of fallen Regner’s son, 2756 
Sore vex’d the eastern shores with rage unwont; 
And late has through the eastern provinces 
Pass’d with large forces from his crowded ships 
To join bis countrymen in central Wilts. 
That hearing how the youthful princes lived, 
Cherish'd among the eastern noblemen, 
The savage foe with madden’d quest aspire 
To seize the royal brood within their grasp, 
(Deeming the royal Alfred lost or dead) 
And so cut off succession’s living hope. 
Apprized of which fell purpose, had the chiefs 
Late held the youthful princes more in care, 2768 
With the fair daughter of the King deceased. 
For howsoe’er they might object the claim 
To add the eastern to the western throne, 
Still all could not refuse in friendly league 
To join the war ’gainst England’s common foe. 


Such due resolve the sovereign glad applauds, 
And to main use and purpose seeks to bend, 
While thus he prompts to acts of high design. 


‘‘ Few though we be, brave peers, behoves us now 
To bear in mind our main intent, the means 2778 
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Of our defence and hoped deliverance. 2779 
’Tis ours to nerve the sinews of new war, 

To muster men through all our provinces, 

To marshal all our powers in meet array ; 

Not to let slip the offer’d golden time, 

Nor suffer cold neglect or weak delay 

To damp the wing of opportunity.” 


So as he said, proud expectation beam’d 
In every face. All burn to know his will, 
With ready confidence. Then thus the King. 


‘“‘Osmund, true friend, well his own Cornwall 
And thence by willing messengers, or e’en [knows, 
In person, for our forming host will draw 
Throng’d troops of peasant swains, or miners bold 
Now pining in distress, but ready all 
To join the summons of their former lord. 

Devon’s brave earl by wary policy 

And soldiership, though with a slender power, 
(Yet such as his success will needs augment,) 
Has given proud earnest what his active zeal 
For his insulted country can achieve. 

In Dorset’s ample province, and the vales 2800 
Of Somerset, of their own chiefs bereaved, 
Our faithful Athelard ere long shall bear 

Our high commission, and with wont emprize 
There raise fresh forces, and the place supply 
Of peers who to our service else would bring 
Those counties’ strength ; himself in after time 
Not unrewarded there with honours proud, 
Promised, but which his merit well shall earn. 
Wilts, though now harass’d by the Pagan host 
Possessing its rich downs, will at the call 

Of its wont leader, noble Aylwin, send 

Bands of intrepid comrades to his charge. 2812 
Hants and fair Vecta’s isle will raptured see 
The generous Edgar, their adored young chief, 
The true descendant of their former lord, 
Again restored, and pour their eager bands 

To follow his wont standard where he leads.” 


At such his words, new pleasure in the eyes 
Beam’d of the chiefs, to hear such tasks assign’d : 
Then thus with answering zeal the King pursued. 


‘Tn our own Berks, tho’ Windsor’s princely towers 
See a false traitor now usurp their sway, 2822 
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Ourselves by heralds bearing our command, 2823 
Or in our proper person if need claim 

And prudence grant, new forces will unite, 

Who their past triumph will recal, nor shame. 
These from our Wessex: but with these must blend 
Oxford’s proud aid, and Gloucester’s gather’d power, 
From whence an earnest and a hope shall spring 
Of Mercia’s future won allegiance. 

And to our ranks the brave Demetian chiefs 

Shall from the borders of the Severn flood 

Bring their impetuous soldiers, who their claim 

To honour and respect by valour prove.” 2834 


Fire sparkled in the visage of the bold 
Heroes last named, glowing for active war. 
Then to the strangers new-arrived the King 
Turniog, accosts them thus with gracious voice. 


‘‘ And more than all now worthy glad esteem 
Shall come the fresh powers of unvanquish’d Kent, 
Rich Surrey, and the shores, and breezy hills 
Of Sussex, and proud Essex’ throng’d domains, 
Assembling at their potent leaders’ call. 28i4 
Thus may we yet compose a mighty power, 

Equal to cope with our invasive foe. 

But care and utmost circumspection needs 

These to collect, and to one place assign, 

With whatsoe’er of secrecy we may, 

As our concerting prudence shall resolve. 

Yet more remains: by sure intelligence 

To learn the extent, strength, posture of the foe ; 
How, where, what time, with vantage best to lead 
The proud attack. These cares demand advice 
And mutual aid of all our noble peers. 

And these accomplish’d, who can doubt success ? 
My soul prophetic sees it all at hand. 28.16 
For now crown’d glory hovers in the air, 

And brandishing her radiant spear and shield, 
Bids England’s sons arise and follow on 

Her starry course to victory’s throned fane, 
Where honour’s glittering garlands wait the brave.” 


He said; and all with throb of eager pride 
And deep delight the monarch’s words approve, 
Which with maturer counsel at fit time 
They burn to execute. In every heart 
Reigns hope and pleasure. But another scene 
Now calls away, for through the castle’s bounds 
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The joyous tidings spread, now thirsting all 2868 
To see their sovereign, the throng’d English rush 
With noise and tumult to the central court. 
Pleased with his people’s loyalty and love, 

The King with graceful air and meek request 
Attended by the noble Devon’s train, 

Moves on; and from a lofty balcony 

Fronting the ducal hall, that overlooks 

The central area of the castle court, 

Shews his loved person, and with gracious smile 
And reverent bow surveys the throng below. 
Immediate at their monarch’s sight arose 2879 
From his fond people, pressing to the view, 

An universal shout that rent the air 

Far-echoing o’er the wide-surrounding vale. 

W hat throb of blissful rapture then pervades 

The gazing multitude, each sex, and age, 
Warriors, and countrymen, who seem’d alike 

To deem they never could their sight suffice, 
Beholding him, their sovereign, father, friend, 
Mourn’d lost so long, but living yet and safe, 

As if new-risen from the hiding grave. 

The heart-touch’d King bends oft with speaking air, 
Near whom his regal sister, Mercia’s Queen, 2591 
Her reverent duty adds, with conscious grace. 
Each, proud, the gratulations of the crowd 
Returns with mutual honour and regard. 


Then through the precincts of the spacious fort, 
Returning to the castle’s inner hall, 
To noble Devon the pleased King reveals 
His anxious wish from his own lips to hear 
The manner of his recent victory, 
With all the occurrents of the hostile siege; 
Thoughtful from such rich earnest of success 
To win intelligence for after use. 2902 
While admiration deep and gratitude 
To the brave Oddune and his gallant son 
Breaks forth anew, in gentle words express’d. 
The noble lady too he gratulates, 
Devon's fair spouse, as worthy envy’s praise, 
Being the mother of so blest a son. 


Now all from Devon's chieftain long to hear 
The story of the battle, and while all 
Stand pleased around, answering the King’s request, 
With modest air Kinwith’s brave lord relates. 2912 
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‘« After our unpropitious tate had doom’d = —. 2918 
The English host in wild despair to fly 
From myriad foes,new-met by Chippenham towers, 
While gloomy destiny seem’d most to wait 
Myself and all my ruin’d family, 
What could I do? where turn my doubting steps 7— 
This hoary castle, and these fair domains, 
Where for so many generations past 
My ancestors had fix'd their honour’d home, 
Straight to my fondest recollection rose, 
Now tenfold dearer from their boded loss. 
Thither I hasted in disorder’d flight, 2924 
With whatsoever remnant of my troops 
Dared follow then their fallen master’s fate. 
Danger and desolation hover'd near, 
And all was doubt if safety yet remain’d. *° 
Necessity upon my sleepless couch 
Awoke invention. The remorseless Danes, 
Spoiling our verdant isle like northern wolves, 
How could I other than detest and hate ? 
Resistance seem’d in vain. What could I then 
But try the course of wary policy ? 
How could I quit my native home and fields 
And palace of my sires; my faithful swains 2936 
Whose sires had on these lands long served my own? 
By hasty messengers I sent to feign 
Submission to the Danish power, and league 
Of amity, on terms, that undisturb’d, 
And as their tributary I might hold 
This ancient castle of my ancestors. 
My vassals knew my secret sentiments, 
And all had hope that happier chance ere long 
Would deign deliverance from the hated yoke. 
These terms, with suited courtesy address’d, 
Won favour, and a treaty was agreed, 
That as their subject I should hold this fort, 2918 
And this fair country own my wonted power.” 


So as he said, and for approval seem’d 
To pause a moment, thus the sovereign deign’d 
Assurance to his hope: ‘‘ Nor doubt, but such 
Was then wise policy, howe’er it might 
Sit counter to thy wish, and grate the heart: 
Since thy strict watch would every moment seek 
Advantage and escape. What then befel ?” 


To such fond question Devon’s chief resumed : 
“Thus hoping for some change of better time, 
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In my paternal home awhile I dwelt, 2059 
Tranquil, yet not unvisited at times 

By roving bands, who prowl’d the land for spoil. 
For while within our fortress we remain’d, 

Oft heard we tidings of marauding foes. 

Hearing of such my unmolested sway, 

Friends not a few of worthy Englishmen, 

Chiefs, and of humbler note, my castle sought, 
And claim’d a refuge from alarm’d assault : 
Whence soon the well-protected fort display’d, 
Equipp’d in arms, a numerous garrison. 

Among which honour’d train, assiduous came 2970 
Brave Aylwin, banish’d from the plains of Wilts, 
Where chief the Danish forces lay encamp’d. 
Finding no shelter in his native fields, 

He the fierce Hubba track’d to shores of Wales 
And Milford’s haven where the foe withdrew, 
And after venturous acts on those fair scenes, 
Brought hither Mercian earls, the loyal peers, 
Oxford and Gloucester, and Demetian chiefs, 
Who with what arms and treasures they could save 
Had cross’d the Severn flood, and rush’d to aid 
With their assembled power our menaced fort : 
Soldiers of lofty port, enflamed alike 2082 
With freedom’s love, disdaining e’er to yield. 
Some from the vales of Dorset hither sped. 

All I received with joy, and gave to each 

Such shelter as my old paternal roof 

Could yield, the right of every English friend, 
Honouring me with that claim in his distress, 

But in this hour of danger doubly dear. 

Then came the fame of Hubba, pirate-King, 

Seen with a fleet of three and twenty ships 

In haughty pomp upon the Severn tide ; 

The son of kingly Regner, seeking thus 

New conquests, while his brothers in the north 2994 
Reign’d, and his countrymen in central Wilts. 

The spies we usher’d forth beheld afar 

Their silken streamers fluttering in the winds, 
While the broad raven-standard, dark-unfurl’d, 
Frowningly glared upon our conscious coast. 
Often a portion of the pirate-crews 

Debarkd, in various bands, intent on spoil ; 
While in their hovering ships the rest remain’d, 
Roving along the startled Severn’s shore. 

Amid whose dreaded fraught, (so rumour told) 
The fatal sisters sail’d, the far-famed three, 
Daughters of kingly Regner; they whose hands, 
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Instinct with magic and mysterious spells, _—_3007 
Had in one night the gifted ensign wove. 

At last by insults of the pirate Danes, 

Incensed and roused, the general country rose, 
Skirmishing often with the roaming bands. 

Till with assembled power the infuriate foe 
Press’d toward our castle, vowing dire revenge. 
Immediate many loyal countrymen 

Fled to our fortress, seeking refuge there, 

With all they had, their helpless families, 

And whatsoe’er disorder’d haste could save. 

From me they sought protection, nor did I —_3018 
The boon refuse, but Kinwith’s castle-towers 
Received the sufferers in her guardian gates. 
Fierce Hubba then with all bis summon’d crews 
Madly pursued, and to these castle-walls 
Advancing, there began a leaguering siege, 
Surrounding with wide camp these fair domains. 
The foe perceived our castle unprepared 

For long defence, and deem’d resistance vain. 

Yet did they not essay to storm the walls, 
Marking the site to be by nature safe, 
Impregnably secured on every hand, 

Save only on the eastern side, where art 3030 
Had rear’d, beneath our care, a bulwark vast, 

A hill of earth, high-raised with fosse and mound. 
But the foe deem’d we could not long withstand 
The purposed siege, by hunger driven and thirst, 
Cut off from water, which they, wary, knew 

From one sole source was to the fort supplied. 
Furious and insolent without the walls, 

Scarce did they keep their preconcerted lines ; 

But boasting of sure victory, employ’d [strand 
Their time in sports, while by the neighbouring 
Careless and safe, their anchor'd vessels rode.” 


He paused, while anxious thus the King enquired. 
‘‘Dared you the sally, or storm’d they the fort ?” 


To whom then, instant, Kinwith’s lord return’d. 
‘‘ Sometime amid our crowded walls they shot 
Arrows, and missile weapons, in disdain, 
And once made shew, as they would scale our towers; 
But were repell’d, while on their heads we hurl’d 
From off the walls huge stones and scalding pitch. 
So sundry days pass’d on: our food became 
More scant, and need of water urged us sore. 
In thoughtful council oft our chieftains met. 3052 
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Yet ere the suffering garrison should bear — 853 
The purposed evils and impending fate, 

While unexpected by the listless foe, 

We bent our thoughts on early victory, 

Or glorious death in bold-contested field. 

My son, this young and inexperienced boy, 

I needs must deem by favouring Providence 
Divinely visited, whose pregnant dreams 

And cheering visions some good angel deign’d, 
Which, still to me with solemn earnestness 
Disclosed, to unwont daring roused my soul. 
After no long debate, the chiefs resolved 3064 
With early sally to attack the foe, 

And end at once his hateful insolence, 

Or else to perish in the tented field. 

The time and order of assault agreed, , 
Some days and nights we spent with zealous care 
Inspiring and instructing all our band. 

The bards awoke their animating songs ; 

The sacred priests with moving prayers implored 
Heaven's aid and blessing, and a pious trust 
Told every bosom, that in hour of need 

So sought, its favour would not be denied.” 


So as brave Oddune spoke, the listening train 
Seem’d all with eager expectation fired. 
Then the rapt sovereign an entreaty fond 
Adds that the noble chief will deign disclose 
All circumstances of the bold emprize ; 
What chiefs shone most in danger, and whose claim 
May most deserve remembrance and reward. 3082 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XX. 


Oppune recounts the incidents of the successful sally from Kin- 
with castle, the death of Hubba, hy the hand of Eldred, and the 
capture of the Reafen standard. In memory of the fight, a mas- 
sive stone is fixed on the sput, which is still called Bloody-Corner. 
While the King and his friends are surveying the scene of comtat, 
and the remains of the Danish force, retired to their ships, lhe 
English fleet arrires, commanded by Octher and IWulfstun, who 
seize the ressels of the Danes. The King’s delight and pro- 
phelic affirmation of the future maritime greatness of England. 
They return to the castle, in the garden of which the King plants 
a young oak, to commemorate his visit. Religious service in the 
chupel, and consecration of the banner and sword of Oddune. 
Preparations for the banquet: discontent of Eltruda and her son 
Athelwold. He confesses to his mother his indiscretion in relation 
to an insull offered to Emilia, the daughter of the earl of Sussex, 
his guardian. She, to aroid giting up the name of the offender, 
has fled from the cloister, and is supposed to have perished. 
Eltruda’s distress, and machinations with her son, to excite 
jealousy amongst the nobles, and pave the way for the succession 
of her children to the throne, as sons of the elder brother of 
Alfred. 
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TT" EN thus brave Oddune his wish’d tale renews. 
‘*« Amid the silence of the clouded night, 
After the moon behind the western hills 

Had sunk to rest, when not a watch-dog bark’d, 
But drowzed in sullen and inebriate sleep 

Lay all confused the foe’s unconscious camp, 

Ere from its bed of shades the morning-star 

Had risen, while yet some few expiring fires, 

At distance seen upon their tents’ confine, 

Seem’d faint to image twilight’s dusky gleam, 

At such hush’d hour, by preconcerted choice, 
Ripe for revolt and eager to avenge I 
In one dread strife our suffering country’s wrongs, 
Forth from the castle rush’d our order’d troops. 
With sudden fury on the sleeping foe 

They fell; and simultaneous in assault, 

Burst on the tents dozed all in sleep and wine. 
Then shrieking slaughter held ungovern’d way. 
Horror and desolation and alarm 

Broke in their turn the assailants’ rival shouts. 

In panic and confusion blent, the foe 

From all the outer tents in disarray 

Filed as they might into the open fields. 

But soon beneath their raven-ensign call’d, 24 
(Whose awful flag now crowns our castled height) 
Saved momentarily from that bloody strife, 

Under the sovereign Hubba, scarce escaped, 
Astonish’d crowds attempt a furious stand.” 


Paused Devon’s chief; for at his words, the King 
With anxious eagerness, thus interposed : 


‘‘There then would rage the fight: say, gallanthost, 
What then befel ? who in that conflict shone ?” 


Tustant the noble Oddune thus resumed. 
‘*Some order from the brief occasion snatch’d 34 
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The maddening multitudes essay in vain. $5 
The English troops drive on in full pursuit, 

Led by the noble captains, Aylwin, bold 

In arms, seen ever in the foremost van; 

With Mercia’s heroes near, Oxford’s bold earl, 
And Gloucester’s chief, known by their warlike call. 
And after these, Monmouth’s impetuous lord, 
And fiery peers of Wales, awake the fight. 

Then my own people, Devon's gallant race, 

Won from my heart fresh throbs of due regard, 
Equalling now by act their old renown. 

Nor did my own young son, this Eldred, shame 46 
My heart’s expectance in his first of fields. 

Dire was the conflict, stubborn the defence: 

The furious Hubba through the battle flew, 
Shouting that some inspiring God at hand 

Assured him victory o’er the treacherous foe; 
And calld on every arm in Denmark's cause. 

But no resistance, howsoever bold, 

The fiery English onset might withstand: 

For as the ruddy morning ’gan to dawn 

Upon the bloody and distracted field, 

Driven back by slow and obstinate repulse, 

The hardy pirates toward their ships retired. 58 
Urged thus, compress’, mid narrow- winding lanes, 
There reign’d confusion and disorder’d flight, 
While at their heels our tierce-pursuing bands 
Mark’d every pace with slaughter. Tumult wild, 
And hurried clamour, and uproar, prevail’d, 

As through the alleys of some forest green 

A roaring tempest blows the eddying leaves. | 
Thus press‘d in their retreat, the madden’d Danes, 
Beside a spot where the main way that leads 
From this our castle on toward Apuldore 

Turns suddenly into a narrow nook, 

Beneath the field that borders Northam’s fort, 70 
New-roused, essay once more a desperate stand. 
Here as our following troops insatiate press‘d, 
And closed around them from the champain-space, 
We saw, unfolded on the misty air, 

The raven-standard o’er the gathering foe. 

To that sole mark each English chieftain speeds, 
Ambitious each to win the glorious prize.” 


So as he said, the sovereign ever prompt 
To honour merit, interposes thus : 


‘Oh! to that edge of war, I know full well, so 
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Would England’s heroes emulously press. Sl 
W hat there occurr’d? whothere distinction claim’d?” 


To such request thus answer’d Kinwith’s lord: 
‘Mong these as with my eager troops I rode, 
My son, the youthful Eldred, by my side, 

_ Who by his voice most led the bold emprize, 
When chance, it seem’d, had nearest brought myself, 
Infuriate Hubba with exulting shout 

Assail’d me unaware, and call'd aloud 

That I was he, whom visions had foredoom’d 

The victim to his own selected might; 91 
That me he knew as Devon’s hated earl, 

Whom from his own arm now just death awaits. 
Needs must I then believe that Providence 
Chose in my son my life’s deliverer. 

His dauntless valour, and in hour of need 

Filial devotion then conspicuous most, 

Amazed me quite; nor less the following troops, 
Who like myself, observed my gallant boy 

Spring to my aid, with dauntless energy ; 

And ere the tyrant’s lifted battle-axe 

Had unawares else cloven my idle helm, 

My son’s quick bound and well-directed spear, 108 
Dashing impetuous on the Pagan’s neck, 
Unhorsed him as he dealt the perilous blow. 
Clamorous, the Pagan fell; while o’er him leap’d 
My youthful lioncel, and with the force 

Of his sharp spearstruck through the tyrant’s throat. 
Mortal the stroke: for from the streaming wound 
His life flow’d fast. Death from his eye-balls glared. 
What inward gratitude then moved my heart 

To Providence, aud this its instrument: 

Blest that I owed my life to this brave son. 
Immediate from the conscious Danes arose 

A cry of horror: toward the single spot 115 
Rush’d all their bravest: o’er their helmed heads 
Flared the broad Reafen, on whose mystic folds 
The imaged bird upon the battle gazed. 

Whom in their fierce advance the English bands 
Met, basting instant to my son's relief: 

Yet not before a lifted Danish sword 

Had gash’d his arm with an unheeded wound. 
Terrible was the shock, while Denmark’s sons, 
With arms extended and uplifted eyes, 

As they would mount, gazed on the magic sign, 
Adoring, and their bloody swords in air 

Held ready for new war. I saw my son, 127 
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Grasp with intrepid band the standard-staff, 128 
And hurl with mighty stroke its bearer down. 
Then mid the horrid clamour, as he might, 

The fallen Hubba raised his dying voice, 

And call’d his troops to guard the sacred gift, 

Sole pledge and hope of Danish victory. 

But the brave English press‘d at hand. What deeds 
Can tongue relate, that graced each hero’s name? 
Around my son a wall impregnable 

They form’d. Intrepid Alywin foremost flew, 
Supported bravely by the rushing troops. 

Sudden they beat the shrieking Pagans back, 139 
Reft of their standard. They with hideous shouts 
Oft fiercely strove their ensign to regain : 

My son persisting held it, and the prize 

Gave to some faithful followers, thence to bear 
Back toward the fort, removed from slaughter’s press, 
While he himself the desperate fight renew’d.” 


He said; the King admiring thus exclaim’d: 
Oh! noble gallantry : honour awaits 
Such actions, and imperishable fame. 
Be it my glory, as my happy part, 
To estimate and guerdon deeds like these ! 140 
What follow’d ?”—Instant Devon’s chief resumed. 


‘“‘ New fury for awhile inspired the Daues, 
Seeing their standard and their chief bereaved : 
Then for their hero’s corse fresh strife arose. 
Despair and madness for so dismal loss 
Inflames them with a spleen, despising death. 

On their pursuers they return, and urged 

By passion irresistible, regain 

Dead Hubba’s body. Transient their success: 
That gain was all. For Oxford’s chief with shouts 
Inspires his countrymen, and Aylwin’s voice, 161 
Heard in that struggle, animates anew 

The English powers, who momentary turn’d. 

A general shout again the conflict’s scale 

Bends to the English side. The mailed Danes 
Fly with dead Hubba’s relics toward the ships, 
Dishearten’d by their standard’s loss, that most 
Afflicts their hearts with terror and dismay, 

For, this possess’d, their superstition deem’d 

Its owners unobnoxious to defeat. 

Pursuit continues, till the smiling sun 

Rose high in heaven, and slaughter mark’d our track 
To Northam’s strand. Rage and confusion reign. 
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Beside the shore our eager victors found 174 
Vast spoil of cattle, steeds, and flocks, and store 
Of corn, and money, which with violent hand 

The pirates late had from our country seized. 

The order and safe conduct of the prize 

My active son directs, by all with awe 

_ Obey’d, and to our castle bore away : 

The garrison’s reward, and sustenance. 

Returning to the fortress, overjoy’d, 

And thankful to a ruling Providence, 

Now we beheld in open day the fields 

And ways all strown with dead and dying foes, 185 
And every vestige of disorder’d war. 

Their mailed coats,shields,helms,and polish’d swords 
That glitter'd late so bright with steel and gold, 
Aad bracelets fashion'd rich with various gems, 
Lay stain’d with blood, and trampled in the earth. 
These, eager, o’er the scene of death our troops 
Collect; and from the near inspection knew 

More certainly the number of the slain, 

No less in count than twice six hundred foes. 
Cheerfully then returning with their wealth, 

To this our castle, all our stores they fill’d, 

And hung rich trophies o’er our honour’d walls.” 197 


He ended: and the King a burst of thanks 
Utters anew to Devon’s martial earl: 
Who soon returns. ‘‘ Most to these dauntless chiefs, 
My fellows in that field, those thanks are due. 
And to a father’s partial heart allow 
Such mention of this humble youth, my son, 
Whom I may call my own life’s author now. 
To whose fond ardour and protecting hand 
I owe my preservation, and whose skill 
Mainly assisted to the day’s renown: 
At least one trophy of its fame he won, 208 
Himself escaping, as by miracle. 
Oh! may his first of fields but prove to be 
The happy earnest of a worthy life, 
Nor shame the honour of his ancient line !” 

So as he utter’d his paternal love, 
A tear within the generous father’s eye 
Started, not unobserved. Devon’s glad bards 
Prepare in song the praise of son and sire: 
Themselves not absent from the bloody field, 
But witnesses of many a brave exploit. 
While all the princely and surrounding train —_219 
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Upon the gallant youth admiring gaze, 220 
And wish such happy merit was their own. 
Devon’s recital, modest and subdued, 

That to each, rather than himself, assign’d 

The victory’s desert, their notice drew. 

But Aylwin soon, who best its cause could ope, 
To the attentive monarch earnest told, 

That the prime glory of the eventful day, 

Its origin, and best performance, all 

Must to the hand of Oddune’s self be given ; 
His worthy due, though by himself conceal'd. 


The sovercign, moved, to Providence his thanks 
Repeats, and to its chosen instrument, 
Brave Devon, and to every English chief. 
Then in the sight of all that splendid train, 
By admiration urged, the King accosts 
The gallant Eldred, tall and comely youth, 
Well gracing such a noble family ; 
Extends his hand, and adds his grateful praise : 
Thus uttering: ‘“‘ England's hope yet freshly lives, | 
And still in her survives her genuine race : 
Worthy defenders in the young, whose blood 
Approves the lineage of their famous sires. 242 
Meriting proud distinction, due reward 
Must now be theirs ; and honours long before 
Won by each elder chief in pristine youth. 
This youthful hero (Devon’s valiant son) 
Shall soon among the order of true knights 
Be chosen, and with sacred ceremony 
Invested with the martial dignity. 
And oh! (to Devon’s graceful branch he said) 
Would that myself but own’d a daughter’s hand 
On thee in happy marriage to bestow : 
A meed, surpassing not desert like thine!” — 233 


W ith joy all witness that endearing scene. 
Honour, and blameless envy then from all 
The victor Oddune greet, who deem him blest 
To be the father of so worthy race. 
To which high gratulation, nothing swell'd 
With vain or selfish pride, but sole aroused 
To conscious dignity, with solemn look 
And deep emotion, Devon’s patriot sire 
Touch’d his son’s head, and aspirations breathed 
Beseeming then an English nobleman. 


“God grant that this my sun, to whom myself 
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Now owe life saved, who from his country wins 265 
Praise proud as this, may from such honour feel | 
His soul excited still to answering deeds! 

May he his title by his conduct prove 

To just nobility, nor ever fall 

By aught unworthy from the splendid name 

Of his high ancestry, whose long renown 

In this our land for centuries preserved 

He must inherit; may his generous pride 

By virtue strive their graces to uphold, 

Nor equal sole their merit, but transcend. 

Whose glory, if he aught degenerate, 276 
He knows, will rise, a host of witnesses, 

To shame the misery of his bitter change. 

Oh may the bounteous kindness, which to him 
His sovereign and illustrious peers accord, 

But bind his heart and nerve his faculties 

With lofty emulation, such regard 

To his last hour to cherish, prize, improve. 

And to a father yet permit the prayer, 

That in his country’s eye he still may shine 

A son, good only as he yet has been, 

But as time rolls, (when in the tomb myself 

Sleep with my fathers) may he flourish still 288 
In thought and act a noble gentleman : 

A husband, courteous and beloved, a sire 

Of offspring, proud to imitate himself : 

Loved as a master, valued as a friend, 

A grateful Christian, active citizen, 

Willing to dedicate himself to use, 

And hold his life a ready sacrifice 

In guard of his dear country and bis King.” 


So as he utter’d, ere he closed, a tear 
Started, and trickled from the father's eye, 
That e’en the haughty warrior seem’d to grace. 299 
Expressive silence, as he turn’d his look, 
Then to the rest his bosom’s feeling told. 
A sacred awe attender’d every heart. 
But most of all is Devon’s son observed, 
While his fond mother, of illustrious line, 
Honoria fair, majestic in her mien, 
Beside her offspring stands, enrapt to hear 
Her favourte’s praise, and by deserving deeds 
Thus on himself to draw his country’s love. 
She glories in his native gallantry, 
And touch’d with generous and worthy pride, 
Sheds over him extatic tears of joy; 311 
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And from her heart her secret gratitude 312 
Returns to heaven that yet her darling spares. 
Soon as emotion yielded pause for words, 

To him these accents from her lips escaped. 


‘‘Oh may’st thou still, dear object of my care, 
In this blest moment more than all repaid, 
Preserve the unsullied honour of thy birth, 

And emulate thy noble ancestors. 

Still win such praise: still own thy sovereign’s love, 
And thy admiring country’s proud esteem. 

What glory more than all my fondest hopes _— 322 
Could ever dream, I mark await thee now: 

That England's King himself should not disdain 
To wish thy union to his royal house, 

Nor deem his line august too high for thee.” 


Silent, but yet with tenderest feeling moved, 
The gallant youth only with answering tears 
Hears thus his King’s, his sire’s, his mother’s praise ; 
And from his country’s admiration draws 
A joy too deep for other sign to tell. 

While to complete the unresisted grace 

Of Devon’s happy family, behold ! $33 
Near to young Eldred bends the beauteous maid, 
His sister, rich in nature’s every grace ; 

Whose lovely form scarce seventeen summer suns 
Had ripen’d: wavy hung her sable locks 

Upon her marble brow: her eyes as dark 

Shot glancing sparks of light, like diamond-rays. 
The mellow vermeil, softening into brown, 
Effulgent from her cheek, might yield alone 

To the ripe crimson of her dewy lips. 

O’er which a tremulous and heavenly smile 
Play’d gently, as she flung her polish’d arm 
Across her brother’s neck, and kiss’d his cheek; 345 
While the bewitching charm of every look, 

And every gesture of her angel shape, 

Bespoke her high nobility of birth, 

With nature’s best and worthiest gifts endued. 
With kind endearment and a conscious pride, 

Her brother’s hand, press'd fondly in her own, 
She holds, and o’er him sheds the graceful tear. 
Her sweet demeanour every eye attracts, 

But most the youthful princes : in the mind 

Of Surrey’s son then instant love awoke, 

Who deems so lovely maid a worthy prize 

To grace hereafter his own offer’d hand, 357 
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Then modest, gallant, as his honour’d sire, 358 
Soon as his various feeling yielded words, 
Young Eldred, with a courteous accent, tells, 
That notice, overrating his desert, 
Too partial, thus applauds his humble deeds. 
He knows not what peculiar act himself 
Has more than others done, to draw on him 
So envied praise; that Providence indeed, 
Deigning its aid, has granted full success. 
‘* And though my noble father has withheld 
Such mention, chiefly he the battle’s rage 
Encounter'd and my own attempted life 369 
Then saved in turn: for when the raven-flag 
I grasp d, and an infuriate Pagan struck 
My outstretch’d arm with a disabling wound, 
My father, bounding near, a second blow, 
Aim’d by another at my plumed helm, 
Warded, and while he saved me from their stroke, 
Slew both assailants, ere our fellow-chiefs, 
Advancing eager to our aid, arrived. 
To my dear father’s hand I owe my life 
Preserved : the praise and merit all are his. 
For trivial was my wound, and soon appeased : 
His more severe, and claiming tendance due.” 381 


So as he spoke, his modest air from all 
Endear’d regard. Then Mercia’s graceful Queen, 
Who near her friend, the fair Honoria, stood, 
(Sharing the emotion of her gentle heart,) 
Advances to the youth, consoles, applauds. 

And (honour oft by noble women paid, 

Meed of the wounded brave) she offers mild 

Her willing tendance to assuage his pain: 

Then the like service to his bending sire. 

The King approves; and praises much the skill, 
Prudence and courage blent, of Devon’s chief, 3y2 
And fondly hails him: ‘‘ Dear and valiant friend, 
Wise equally in war or policy, 

From thy sole act, it seems, that heaven designs 
Our suffering country to restore and save.” 


The sovereign, and the strangers new-arrived, 
Feel now an eager and resistless wish 
In person to behold the scene of fight. 
The inmates of the castle soon assent. 
And soon, caparison’d, a splendid train 
Forth issues from the eastern side, whose gate 
And high-raised mound adjoins the level land; 403 
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Elsewhere abrupt, precipitous, and deep. 404 
And first amid the scenery, around 

The castled hill, their curious quest inclines. 

The spoil and ruin of the Danish camp 

They witness, spread below the beetling rock 

On toward the woody vill of Abbotsham, 

And by the sylvan dell of Rockydown : 

Thence spreading under Cornbro’s sea-ward fort, 
And Gainsbro’s turreted and lofty hill; 

And, toward the right, along the rising meads 
With chapel crown’d, and wood-embosom’d farms, 
Across the sunken way, that leads along 415 
Toward Biddeford’s near port; and on the east 
Beyond the castle’s entrance and the field. 

That witness'd first the desperate salient rush, 
Across the winding roads that brow the hills 

To Woody Town and Torrington’s retreat, 
Passing the stream that murmurs near the fort 
Beneath the meads, by Londonderry’s hill 
Crown’d, and the thicket heights of Daddon’s park. 
Around, the broken vestiges of war 

Intent they mark, the scatter’d armour, tents, 
Fallen o’er their silent masters; prostrate steeds, 
Torn, gory ensigns, and full many a sign 427 
Of festive riot, and disorder’d sport. 

The venerable Asser, who the train 

Accompanies, with deep attention eyes 

Each spot, each instance of the eventful scene, 
Worthy of memory, and by himself 

Treasured to notice in historic page. 

Thence northward o’er the narrow’d lanes they pass, 
Scene of the hot pursuit, while fled the Danes 
Back to their anchor’d ships; and moving on, 
Renew the name of many a daring deed. 

So they proceed toward Northam’s rustic vill, 

Till on the right beside a spacious field, 

Below a Danish fort, a sudden turn 439 
Of the contracted lane their steps inclines 

Toward a close angle, which Devonia’s chief 
Points as the memorable spot, where raged 

The desperate conflict, when fierce Hubba fell ; 
When too the Raven-banner, captured, bow'd 

To English hands, ensuring victory. 

The attentive train all reverent pause: their course 
Halts, while the sovereign, willing that the place 
Shall still be known in lasting memory, 

Bids fix a massive stone upon the ground; 

And in the presence of the assembled throng = 451 
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Adds: ‘‘ Be this spot, in memory of the fight, 452 
To latest ages Bloody Corner named.” 

As round the consecrated stone they press, 
Observant of the act, the hearts of all 

Rebound with joy and gratitude to heaven. 

All at command and signal from the King 

- Kneel, while the pious Asser’s lifted voice 

To God imputes the victory and the praise, 

That bless’d his servant Oddune’s daring arms: 
Then on the head of their recover’d King, 

That he may live his country yet to save, 
Heaven's blessing high the suppliant priest implores. 
The pleased assemblage add their fond response. 464 
The sovereign thanks his countrymen, and tells, 
That, soon as to the castle they return, 

"Twill be but meet, for such a triumph deign’d, 
With solemn state and ceremonial due 

Within the sacred chapel and its choir 

To yield to favouring heaven their public praise. 


Then, leaving Northam’s hill, the train proceeds. 
With eager eye the vestiges they mark 
Of bloody carnage, and intent pursuit. 
Leftward on Northam’s sandy beach, beyond 474 
The cots of Watertown that peep below, 
They mark, uprear’d, a long continuous heap 
Of massy stones, cull’d from the sea-beat strand: 
Under whose lasting mound the vanquish’d Danes, 
Scaped from pursuit, had rear’d with active care 
The last memorial o’er their fallen friends : 
A simple tomb, whose time-defying mass 
Shall point the scene of fight to after-times, 
Ope to the main, and bounded on the right 
By sandy Torridge mouth, and shelving cape ; 
And leftward honour’d by the neighbouring site, 
The promontory famed of Hercules. 
Gazing o’er such rude monument, with sense 486 
Of deep emotion, that awoke anew 
Complacent thankfulness, yet not unblent 
With sighs that grieved the warrior’s early doom, 
The noble company their steps direct 
To the slope hill, that on the right declines 
Toward the sequester’d port of Apuldore. 
Hence they discern the pirates’ waiting ships, 
Yet anchor’d at safe distance from the strand, 
By Taw’s wide entrance, and beyond the heights 
Of Instow’s woody hills, and o’er the bay 
Toward Braunton’s cove, and Baghy’s sandy point ; 
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\ 
Or sole, and separated, up the stream 499 
Of Torridge, under Tapeley’s sylvan heights, 
Or moor’d below conspicuous Westleigh’s towers. 


While on the bank that brows fair Northam’s shore 
They mark the scene of fight, and Danish ships, 
How is the group delighted to behold 
A new and unexpected sight! for lo! 

Beyond these in the offing, heaves in view 
Another fleet. Instant the observant King 
Speaks it is English, which Devonia’s chief 
Confirms, and tells that lately be had sent 
Messengers worthy trust to Plymouth’s bay, soy 
Where he had heard the English navy rode 

Under the gallant Octher’s sage command. 

And soon the red-cross flags on fields of blue, 
(By Alfred, England’s monarch late assign’d 

As the new ensign of the British fleet 

No less than her brave army’s sacred sign,) 
Peering in sight, proclaims the vision true. 

In regal state the coming navy rides, 

And wing’d with bellied sails and prosperous breeze 
Advances, as if bent on fix'd design 

To capture, or blockade, the Danish fleet. 521 
Soon from the hill the noble company 

Discerns with joy the full intent achieved, 

And mark the British seamen in each ship 
Approach impatient by each anchor’d foe ; 

Then board, and seize possession of their prize, 
An easy prey, with faint resistance won 

From the diminish’d crews, while England’s sons 
Add thus new numbers to their strengthen’d fleet. 
For o’er the masts of every Danish ship 

They hoist the English flag, whose crosses shine 
Like crimson meteors in the sunny air.. 

And now behold! from the proud foremost ship 
Which for the admiral’s the sovereign knew, 534 
(Who erst himself had used it as his home, 

When coping with the foe in naval fight) 

A long bark issues, instantly equipp’d 

With mariners, who seize the ready oars; 

Astern of whom some take their seats, who bear 
The port of high command. These o'er the waves 
Urged with swift strength, soon to the sandy beach 
Direct their way, and mount the neighbour bank. 
Oh! then what joy and gratulation hails 

Such blest arrival: the proud interchange 

Of happy greeting, it were long to tell. 545 
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For, passing hope, the naval strangers prove 546 
Octher, the sovereign’s Frisian admiral, 

Elected for his skill in arts marine, 

And noble Wulfstan, England’s rising hope, 
Admiral, second sole to Octher’s voice, 

With other officers, of station proud: 

Aud come with these, sage Sighelm, to the King 
Well known and dear, Sherborne’s grave bishop, bent 
Hither from Dorset's shore, whom erst the King 
Sent a glad messenger to Indian climes, 

With alms and presents to the Christian band, 
Saint Thomas’ sons, on shores of Malabar. 557 
Such glad and mutual hail exchanged, of all, 

And each to each, but most the King restored, 
Whom they had hoped yet safe, though his retreat 
None could disclose, not then least welcome adds 
Sage Sighelm to the travell’d Erigen ; 

Congenial minds, who both in earlier day, 

Each bent on errand for his country’s weal, 

(The one on classic ornament and art, 

The other on colonial commerce sent, 

And far to spread the light of Christian truth,) 
Had trod with pilgrim feet strands far remote. 


Ere long brave Octher, at request, unfolds 569 
His coming’s purpose thus to eager ears. ; 


‘‘ My liege, from Plymouth’s haven port we come, 
Where I with England's navy was on watch, 
Sped thither lately from Dorsetian shores, 

And channel cruise, or guard of Swanage bay, 
(Scene of my sovereign’s naval victory,) 

Since I had late myself been oft engaged 

In combating with the bold Hastings’ ships, 

Who vexes far and wide the southern coast. 

There news I learn’d, (by active messengers 679 
Despatch’d to me by Devon’s watchful chief 
Across his province) of a pirate fleet 

By Hubba led, scouring the Severn flood; 

Which, missing thus the English fleet, had sail’d 
From Humber’s mouth and round the ravaged north, 
Harassing long the Scottish isles and bays: 

Then down by Erin’s harbours, and the coast 
Where rich Dublana lifts her stately towers 

Had rioted in plunder: crossing thence 

By Mona’s isle the strait Vergivian flood 

To Deva’s druid-stream, and Mersey’s pool, 
Wasting its verdant banks even to the crook 591 
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Where Runk-horn’s cliffs protect the narrow’d tide. 
Then darting on the shores of castled Wales 

It sack’d her ports and vales, beyond the brow’d 
Menevian promontory to Milford’s lake, 

By which the foe had stay’d his wintering course: 
Till satiate there, he dared the Severn side, 
Bristowa’s wealth, and Devon’s northern shores, 
Menacing e’en their chieftain’s lordly home, 

Till victory had late resistance crown’d. 

Where, if more urgent service would admit, 

He claim’d my presence and immediate aid. 

On which heard tidings, with the assembled fleet 603 
We hasted round the Cornish shores, and sought 
The Severn flood and Devon’s northern coast, 
With purpose there the foreign pirate flect 

To intercept, or boldly make our own; 

And visit after at proud Kinwith’s fort 

Its victor lord, with what or of advice 

Or added aid our ofter’d power might lend. 

The hostile ships we find an easy prize, 

Now with brave English seamen fill’d; henceforth 
Destined to be an added treasure new 

To Britain's rising navy; spoil of war, 

And trophy of success, which from this day G15 
Britain’s own naval heroes shall command: 
Theme, I know dearest to my sovereign’s heart. 
And now brief pause must intervene, ere hence 
Returning, we regain the southern shores, 

And there, with numbers added from the foe, 
Assail the insulting Hastings’ armament, 

And strive in fight to win fresh triumphs there.” 


So as he said, with instant eagerness 
Sussex’ bold earl, and his intrepid son, 
And with these, Athelwold, the younger prince, 
Step forth, and tell their voluntary hope 626 
To have command of some new prize assign’d, 
That in the foe’s own ships they may pursue 
Direct the Ocean-robber, him, whose arms 
They have before encounter'd; with his flag 
Grappling not solely on the English main, 
But following e’en to A:tna’s cavern’d side. 


They paused : in musing seem’d the monarch rapt. 
Then while such accents, thrilling in his ear, 
Sound the preparing note, nor less at view 
Of the bold nobles’ energy that woke 
In his full soul high thoughts, inspired, the King 637 
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‘* What benefit and power I see arise 
To our loved country, if a navy, meet 
To cope with her proud enemies, and fill’d 
With her own hardy and intrepid sons, 
Can (as I hope it shall) be call’d her own! 
What safety ! what defence !— Be ours the care 
Such bulwark for our native land to found, 
And be by future grateful ages hail’d 
Its parents and original.—Oh ! if 
This isle but cherish well her proper strength, 618 
The inborn vantage of her gifted state, 
Being by nature form’d and doom’d marine, 
To what a height of glory shall she tower ! 
Dawns the bright vision on my tranced soul. 
Not to defence alone shall Britain then 
Confine her thought: this dear and favour’d earth, 
By Providence with waters fenced around, 
Her oaks her buckler, on their field the sea, 
This Britain, destined from creation’s birth 
To be the nation’s Queen, heart of the world, 
By heaven made separate from other lands 
That in sole majesty she may herself 660 
Maintain her power, unrivall’d and unharm’d, 
This rock of safety, Neptune’s palace-court, 
Within whose wave-encircled garrison 
Dwell her bold sons, like princes of the deep, 
Retired, secure, on Ocean’s throne elect, 
Shall take the natural sceptre of the main.” 


He paused a moment, for the rapturous glow 
England’s first naval warrior, Wulfstan, caught, 
When smit with admiration and delight 
Thus to the monarch’s thoughts he gave response. 


“Qh! glorious hope! yet true no less than proud ! 
The empire of the sea is Britain’s due. 
Its sure fulfilment opens on my soul, 
Answering to our sovereign’s great design, 
Which time and future ages shall mature. 
His wisdom England's sons will following hail, 
And cherish as their richest legacy.” 


Silence return’d: a pleasing awe held mute 
Attention, while the patriot King pursued. 


‘‘ Britannia, our blest country, so adored, —Gsu 
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High-seated on her alabaster cliffs, 681 
Based on their own eternal adamant, 

Green Erin by her side, her sister-shield, 

Her radiant brows girt with the naval crown, 
Imperial mistress of the subject deep, 

Shall in her right hand lift the red-cross flag, 

The sign of sovereignty to all the world. 

This ark of earth, cell of perpetual peace, 

Unless she madly war against herself; 

This happy kingdom, peerless territory, 

For greatness framed; history’s future pride; 

This nurse of dignity, this home of power; 692 
This nest of glory, hive of industry ; 

This jewel of the west, compress’d of light, 

And precious e’en as it; this royal seat, 

Liberty’s watch-tower, honour’s citadel ; 

This bowery shelter, beauty’s hush’d retreat, 

Far lovelier in our rate than aught e’er sung 

In elder song, Calypso’s charmed shore, 

Or happy garden of Alcinous ; 

This clime, this bed of true nobility, 

Seed-plot of heroes, valour’s residence, 

Mother of genius, element of thought, 

Virtue’s chosen fane, whose very air inspires 704 
Freedom and independence in her sons, 

Where Tyranny may never dare approach ; 
Religion’s altar, where presiding Truth 

Cheers humble faith and points the path to heaven ; 
This constellation of irradiate stars, 

This all in union, world’s epitome,— 

She, late shall know to estimate herself. 

To her at last shall faded Athens yield 

Her old Palladium, with Minerva’s targe, 

And Rome, dominion of this orb terrene. 

Small though it be, our poor despised isle, 

End of the world by elder ages deem’d, 716 
Shall by our care become its lofty head; 

The fountain-spring of life, dome of earth’s soul; 
Or, by the sea connected, shall appear 

Fix’d as the central key-stone to the arch 

Of Nature’s fabric and spread continents.”’ 


So as he said, high pleasure in the look 
Beam’d of the English nobles, while the praise 
Of their loved country, and her rising hopes, 
What fruits shall from their patriot efforts spring, 
With generous fervour every heart enflames ; 
Nor less than these, the stranger ammiral 727 
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Octher, a denizen of England now, 728 
Or Adulph sage, or travell’d Erigen, 

Or Sherborne’s bishop, Sighelm, who before 

Had bent his ardent thought on themes like these : 
When thus in brief brave Octher interposed. 


‘‘ My gracious sovereign, no vain dream believe 
Hopes high as those which swell your royal breast. 
All beams in prospect. England’s gallant sons 
Must henceforth learn to value, as they ought, 
Their naval station, and discharge, like men, 

The important trust she shall to them confide, 738 
Beyond all other justly honourable. 

Making the sea their favourite element, 

There let them joy in arduous enterprize, 

To glorious actions, and achievement high 

To courage and exertion ne’er denied ; 

Such as in every circumstance become 

A noble officer and worthy crew.” 


His gallant frankness charms the generous King : 
Then to the blunt and honest tar his hand 
The monarch, pleased, extends, and while a glow 
Of like enthusiasm every heart partakes, 749 
Further bis animating thought unfolds. 


‘‘Oh! England, sacred soil, home of our birth, 
Firm in security, if thou but use 
Thy native guard, thyself impregnable, 
Thou eagles’ aerie, lions’ princely den ! 
Shalt bend at last thy own majestic thought 
To spread a boundless conquest, yet assert 
Guiltless thy just dominion, not by deeds 
Of blood and war, but conquering sole to bless: 
With wrong to none, fierce only to thy foes, 
And these submissive, to the vanquish’d kind. 760 
Britannia’s valorous sons, henceforth in room 
Of their scythed chariots, terrors of the field, 
Borne in sea-cars, in moving towers, shall ride 
Above the mountain billows, and with power 
Superior to the storm that lifts the sea 
To the sky’s arch, or sinks in gulfy depths, 
Shall through the trackless and unfathom’d deep 
Bound where they will, making the winds and waves 
At their high bidding speed their wizard course. 
The British sailor, jocund, though no home 
Be his, but ocean, no roof, save the deck, 
Or heaven’s blue dome, as climes and seasons change, 
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Dangers shall woo, that suit his daring soul, 778 
And glory in the wonders of his skill. 

Her seamen then, proud to be Britons born, 

Shall underneath our England’s crimson flag, 

(The red cross, peering through celestial blue, 
Which we in place of her wont argent Horse 
Assign henceforth to be her navy’s badge, 

Signal of power, to which o’er these our seas 
From age to age in sign of mastery 

Shall every nation bow her streamy top) 

Feel ’tis their own domain; and happy know 

Her ships make theirs the universe, where’er 784 
Its floods can roll her enterprising fleets. 
Britannia’s offspring shall remember still 

Their native field of glory is that sea, 

Which other countries from each other parts, 

But with imperial England links them all.” 


He said and paused, for at such lofty thoughts 
The venerable Adulph, good as sage, 
Fired with a patriot glow, in few adjoins : 


‘Such shall indeed be Britain’s sway. Myself 
See Time the radiant vision all unrol 794 
On coming years. But not such reign shall bend 
To purpose ill; to injure or destroy ; 

Thirst of dominion, or vain-glory’s glare ; 
For born a Queen, each royal quality 
And regal bounty her rich hand shall shower.” 


He said: and soon responded thus the King. 
‘* Her sons, not generous Jess than bold and brave; 
As kind as dauntless; bounteous in their gifts, 
As is the life-bestowing pelican, 
Shall turn this scene and channel of her sway 
To universal benefit, and spread 805 
Inestimable blessings, boundless good 
Through all the nations of the grateful earth. 
By universal commerce England yet . 
Shall civilize the world; her sacred cross 
Shall her own honour not alone maintain 
Inviolate from every enemy, 
But be an angel messenger of peace, 
With healing on its wings, intent alone 
To bear abroad heaven’s own high-promised gifts 
Of comfort and good-will among mankind: 
Exchanging mutual friendship, mutual aid, 
Diffused to every shore that ocean laves. 817 
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England, herself the key of this huge world, —s118 
Shall unlock nature’s treasures, and expand 

Her various riches over all the globe ; 

Yet be herself the true Hesperides, 

Not shut and guarded, save by centinels 

Who share themselves her fruits to every land 

_ Their ships can visit, from the setting sun 

To borders of the golden orient. 

Like sea-born Venus, lifted from the main, 

She, above envy, and defying harm, 

Shall smile superior, even as the sun 828 
Beams through convolved mists, dispensing rays 
Of beauty, warmth, and blessing o’er the world. 
While as she visits thus remotest coasts, 

Enrich’d by general commerce, desart shores 

Shall see new cities, peopled towns arise, 

Temples and palaces, and where before 

Wild waves alone, or beasts as savage, ranged, 
These true magicians of the deep shall change 

The waste to beauty : sovereigns of the main, 
Shall bid new colonies, new empires spring 

Who shall call Britain mother, and whose sons 
Shall imitate their parent’s happy state, 840 
Till England's power shall spread, like light and air, 
To every creek of the terraqueous globe: 

While to the feet of Britain, throned aloft 

The Queen of commerce, and the world’s prime haven, 
Shall every refluent and advancing tide 

Bear on its bosom wealth and fresh renown, 

Sull circling o’er earth’s orb in endless train 

With the eternal but still-varying sea, 

As from the heart the life-blood ceaseless rolls : 
And Britain’s merchants shall in every clime 

Be held as princes, not for riches more 

Or splendid act respected and admired, 

Than spotless honour and integrity.” 653 


The monarch paused ; for by his words aroused, 
Sherborne’s grave bishop, pilgrim of the east, 
Thus thoughtful adds his own approving voice. 


‘‘ Well do such thoughts beseem Britannia’s King. 
Throughout all ages history proclaims 
Commerce the parent and true source, whence spring 
A nation’s grandeur and prosperity ; 
Nor less its science, freedom, policy, 
And each improving, civilizing art. 
Whether in elder Egypt’s fertile tracts, KOS 
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And kingdoms of interminable Nile; 564 
Palmyra’s ancient glories, India’s wealth, 
Pheenician Tyre, and Sidon’s purple stores, 
Arabia’s spicy airs and camels’ train ; 

The classic splendors of unrivall’d Greece, 
Imperious Carthage, or controlling Rome. 

These in their rise and faded monuments 

To our own Britain speak, with voice of awe 

As from the dead, where her true greatness lies, 
What she should cherish most, and still preserve. 
Their vanish'’d power her colonies and ships 

May make her own, and centre in herself. 675 
Then might Britannia use the godlike power 

Not sole to bound her thoughts to things of earth, 
But make this commerce and her countless ships 
Be as apostles of the Christian truth, 

And spreading this blest faith from pole to pole’ 
Prove thus a light, and Saviour of the world.” 


He said: the King such cherish’d sentiments, 
Dear to his heart, adopting, thus confirms. 


‘¢ Thanks, honour’d pilgrim, sacred, zealous friend, 
Nor deem thy caution lost, or presage vain. 885 
Think all their pristine glories yet shall pass 
To our own Britain, who alone shall work 
By her endeavours through progressive time 
A mighty change, and give a character 
And aspect new to the wide universe. 

On base of peaceful commerce, unrestrain’d, 

And general industry (deriving thence 

Her glory, power, stability, support,) 

Shall our loved country, with discretion, found 

An empire vast, greater than ever yet 

The sun has in his skiey round survey’'d. 

With wisdom and benevolence its root, 897 
What wonder if the fruit be happiness ? 

Her thousand ships shall cover every sea, 

Shall traverse every shore. Where’er she comes, 
Her friends and glad allies shall be mankind ; 
Though Kings and potentates conspire in vain. 
Nations shall court her friendship. While of these 
Her arts and skill promote the general weal, 
Shield peaceful occupation, crush wild war, 
Extend their ease, their comforts, and repose, 

And with a nursing mother’s gentle care 

Impel them to their own improvement still, 

Shall she not be by all esteem’d a friend ?”’ 909 
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The sovereign paused ; for stirr’d by such his woids 
Thus spoke the acute and travell’d Erigen. 


‘‘ Doubtless, my liege, such worthy purpose will 
Attract all countries, and alike endear. 
In this, our Britain too shall imitate 
_ Examples high of proudest name. Was’t less 
Her commerce, than her science and her arts, 
That Greece and peerless Athens raised of old 
To such a pinnacle of just renown, 
And won for these such power and glad support 
Of men, such willing favour of the world? 920 
And after these, what was the care of Rome, 
Unless to sway the realms her arm embraced 
Less by compulsion than their blessing’s sake, 
Till all were sharers in the common good? 
Nor shall our country these famed models shame.” 


Then thus the King his lofty thought express’d. 
‘‘ Happy beneath Britannia’s sheltering wing, 
Shall India’s shores be bers; and distant isles 
Or of the Atlantic, or that grace the deep 
Medi-terrene, whose waves in union bind 
Three mighty continents, proud Europe’s state, 931 
Asia’s fall’n pomp, and Afric’s tawny clime. 
The northern regions and the thundering maia 
That from her piny forests pours our foes, 
(By gallant Octher at our wish explored) 
Shall feel their seas plough’d by our English keels. 
Perhaps the Egyptian, or the Syrian, coasts 
Shall see us there transplant our colonies, 
And Tyre’s renown by us be there revived : 
A mart and station apt for India’s lords.” 


So as the sovereign said, grave Sighelm, moved 
With theme he loved the best, thus interposed. 942 


‘‘Since so magnificent design has fired 
The monarch’s heart, needs must it gratulate 
His soul, reflecting that his embassy, 
Deputed to myself, has amply proved 
The germ is there already sown, which time 
Shall but mature. Favour to England there 
Already thrives. Witness the costly gifts 
And products of the land myself brought back 
From eastern Ind; odours and spicy gums, 
And jewels, worthy an imperial crown. 
Believe, progressive care shall all achieve.” = 93 
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Then thus the King oped his prophetic soul. 954 
“The time, methinks, shall come (hear me foretel) 
Though | may sleep in a forgotten grave, 

When Britain’s future King, in happier day, 

(A lineal true descendant of our own, 

Whose graced illustrious line for ages down 
Shall guard our ensign of the argent Horse) 
May witness all these infant hopes fulfill’d 

With ampler scope than e’en our fancy dreams. 
Beneath whose mighty and benignant sway, 

So shall be spread his colonies and power, 

- That many Englands he shall see upraised 965 
In regions far remote, all Britain’s sons ; 

Not rivals, but in blood, in manners, tongue, 

In laws, in faith, the same, who all with pride 
To Britain’s King, as to their gracious sire, 
Shall waft their wealth in tribute to his hand: 
While he in turn shall due protection yield, 

And from the seat of her old monarchy 

Alike to all shall priceless blessings shed 
Among a happy, pleased, and grateful race, 
Hailing his reign; whose empire thus shall reach 
Not sole o’er ocean, but the general world ; 
Destined to last, perduring as the stars.” 977 


So as the listening nobles hear express'd 
The sovereign’s thought, his rapturous prophecy 
Animates and inspires them strange delight. 
Alike the splendour of that royal mind 
They all admire, whence break such vivid rays 
Of native nobleness, presaged as truth. 
Nor least the eastern earls, who deeply pleased 
To hear disclosed those patriot sentiments, 
Feel their high-minded bosoms to the King 
But more and more attach’d; their souls inclined 
To meet conciliation and return, 988 
And full oblivion of estrangements past. 
To whom the prudent monarch then address’d 
These few enlivening words: ‘‘Oh! generous friends, 
Chieftains of princely Surrey, Essex, Kent, 
My heart has long indulged the lofty hope 
That your own Thames shall be the regal flood, 
On whose fair banks New Troy shall yet revive 
Her ancient parent’s memory and state, 
With higher glory, prouder majesty. 
And that, reversing Rome’s design, the tower 
By Julius founded, should be, not as then 
The bound of general empire, but the source: 1000 
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Defending with its thousand ships the seat 1001 
Of universal commerce, not alone 
Our England’s, but the world’s, metropolis.” 


At such his words joy fired the eastern earls : 
To whom Kent’s noble chieftain thus responds. 


‘¢ Oft as in Dover’s ancient fort I staid, 
And gazing on the subject waves, have thought 
On this our England’s site, have I myself 
Felt it would be, as the King’s words foredoom. 
Hopes undefined have flutter’d in my breast, 1010 
That at some time our Kent’s unconquer’d shores 
Stretching along the sands, which Czsar’s ships 
Of old essay’d in vain, beyond the point 
Of Thanet’s sacred isle and by the banks 
Of royal Thames e’en to our palace-seat 
Of Greenwich, and with state advancing thence 
Toward London’s opening port, in future day 
Should see rich navies o’er their bosom ride, 
Fraught with the gather’d treasures of the world, 
Glorying in England’s might invincible. 
And sure J rightly deem, not sole myself 
But these my noble neighbours will avow 1022 
That their most ardent wish has ever been, 
And yet remains, for our dear land to win 
Honours and vantage, high as now presaged. 
Britain’s prosperity is all our aim, 
And to that end we join our heart and hand: 
Joyful we hear the King assert her due.” 


He said, when thus brave Surrey told his heart. 
‘‘ Willing to England’s monarch, pondering thus 
Our country’s glory, do I plight again 
My true allegiance, and will follow still, 
Till we be wreath’d as conquerors in the field, 1033 
Or in its sacred bosom find a grave.” 


Then thus impatient Sussex interposed. 
‘‘ My own experience knows our southern shores 
Eager, and as I hope, ere long of power, 
To beat invasion from her channel’s strand. 
Proudly have I observed our English tars 
Patient, laborious, thoughtful spirits, though gay, 
Fiery but calm; mild, gentle and humane, 
Yet confident against the world in arms. 
Our gallant seamen soon I trust will be 
By active travel made intelligent 1044 
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Of every country, clime, and character, 1045 
And Britain still preferring, borne in ships 
Where’er the breeze can waft their flaxen wings, 
Be ever prompt their nation’s rights to guard, 
Promote her growing glory, and maintain.”’ 


These feelings told, while in the general joy 
And triumph of the hour all hearts unite, 
Illustrious Devon now bespeaks return 
To his near castle’s hospitable home. 

Which care accepted, as the princely band 
Advances now beside the outer mound, 1055 
And o’er its topmost towers discerns with pride 
The Danish ensign bow'd to England’s flag, 
Behold! beyond the castle’s entrance come 
Devon’s loved consort, leading by her side 

Her daughter fair, and Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
Eltruda too, late England’s royal head, 

Follow’d by all the graceful female train ; 

Bent with such honouring act their noble friends 
To meet again, and welcome on their way. 

In whose brief absence these with generous care 
Had used the time in kindest offices, 

And through the castle sped on blest design —_1067 
To tend beside the restless couch of pain 

Their wounded countrymen; visiting there 

Their sick distress with succour and relief. 
Delighted with attention so divine, 

F’en from the presence of the female hand 

The wounded warriors own support and ease: 
While seems such work of tender charity, 

As angels hover’d round the anguish’d bed. 


Their present thought and late engagement known, 
The sovereign soon the honourable train 
Salutes with gracious hail, and to her first 1078 
Tendering his hand, Honoria thus accosts. 


‘* Fair hostess, and most kind, your generous care 
Transcends our power to recompense: yet deem 
Our bosom feels the debt words fail to tell. 

You greet us here, with honour all too much, 

Not within only, but your welcome bear 

Beyond the confines of this princely seat, 

Whose sunny sight, while verdure smiles around, 
And conquest glitters o’er its massy towers, 

A presence dignified as this, methinks, 

Invests with charm of peerless majesty.” 1089 


BOOK Xx. 203 


He said, when Devon’s consort, bending low, 1090 
Courteous thus answers: ‘‘ Gracious sire, believe, 
Our utmost duty, service whatsoe’er 
We to yourself and country’s claim can pay, 

Are all too little, weakly fail to meet 

The liberal honour which our subject home 

_ Owns now, that it may shelter heads so high 

As those which grace our country’s sceptred seat.” 


She paused, but soon to her with cheerful air 
The sovereign adds. ‘‘ Thanks, noble lady, take 
For courtesy, that well yon halls beseems. [100 
Yet now indulge a thought, that if myself 
Err not, shall make this garden, as its scene, 
Honour’d, when yon commanding towers shall bow 
To tooth of cankering and destructive time, 

Till every stone of yon high roof shall fade. 

Here, by the entrance of this sally-port, 

That from the trenches and wide court within 
Leads o’er these alleys on toward Northam strand, 
In memory of your consort’s victory 

And your brave son’s unequall’d valour, here, — 
More lasting to posterity than stone, 

Now let me plant an oak of ever-green : 1112 
Which fed by heaven’s own dews and sweetest airs 
That fan your Devon valleys, here methinks, 

For centuries shall live ; cherish'd perhaps 
Somewhat in thought of me, though less for that 
Than fame of those it stands to memorize. 

And when itself fades too, (as what that lives 

But yields at last its life to envious years”) 
Succeeding ages, from its root, or germ, 

Shall fondly rear its offspring, here to thrive 
Verdurous for ever, still in beauty fresh 

E’en as the deathless glory it recals.” 


So as he said, the King beneath an oak 1124 
Flourishing near, that his quick eye had drawn, 
Lifted a tender twig, to whose young root 
A bursting acorn bung, which then in sight 
Of the surrounding nobles his own hand 
Carefully planted in the moisten’d ground, 

And o’er it breathes a wish of prosperous hope, 
Not vain; for favouring airs shall shield the prize, 
And grant it life to bloom perennial there, 

Than human generations lasting more, 

But not more fresh and firm than England’s spirit. 
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Pleased with the sovereign’s condescending grace, 
The nobles bless the tree, nor doubt the sign 
Will ever wake deserving memory. 
Honoria and the stately female train 
Applaud the kindly act: when to her son 
The mother thus these tender words address'd. 


‘‘ Honours exceeding even thy desert 
It seems, my son, our gracious monarch joys 
To heap on thee, and from renown’s rich hand 
Thus with undying radiance crowns thy name: 
Him too, to whom all duty as a wife 1145 
I owe, and love. I need not breathe the hope 
Which my own conscious breast assures, that each, 
Son worthy of such sire, will ever prize 
Such notice, such esteem more dear than life.” 


This honour to the gallant Eldred paid 
Wakes but in some, whom fortune had not deign’d 
To join the recent victory, envy’s touch— 
Most in the youthful princes. Which to soothe, 
The observant King tells at occasion due 
Honour and martial dignity alike 
Shall every worthy hero’s name invest, 1156 
To whom exploits will soon present fit claim ; 
And that when knighthood’s rank young Eldred takes, 
Like state too shall the fellow princes deck. 
The easteyn earls seem struck with fresh delight, 
Marking such favour from the generous King, | 
And to him plight again their cordial faith. 
/€delm, the elder prince, pleased gratitude 
Affects ; but in his mother’s pensive breast, 
Or Thora, princess haughty and reserved, 
Or in the bosom of the younger prince, 
Wild Athelwold,-—-responded nought of joy. 
In these a sullen silence hid their thoughts. 1168 


Entering within the fort, now all prepare 
Timely to join the purposed thanks to heaven, 
And after share alike the festive board. 
With speed array’d, the royal visitors 
Nobles, and warriors, and fair female train, 
And the throng’d inmates, their delighted way 
Straight to the castle’s antique chapel bend, [shrines ; 
Rich with carved sculptures and time-honour’d 
Longing their deep devotion there to pay 
To Providence for recent mercies deign’d. 
The storied aisles and consecrated choir, 1179 
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With banners rich o’erhung, present to sight 1180 
Upon their carved stalls a noble throng 

In crimson mantles, o’er whose ermine folds 
Hung chains of imaged gold: some clad in mail, 
Glittering of steel or brass, and in their hands 
Gemm'd coronets, or plumed helmets, held 

In reverence from their uncover'd heads. 

And near to these the noble females sat 

In graceful row, deck’d all in richest robes; 
While o’er their blooming faces wavy hung 

High snow-white plumes, not fairer than the brows 
They shaded; and amid their tresses shone 1191 
Jewels, less radiant than their sparkling eyes. 

The thronging troops fill all the space below. 

The pealing organ sounds a lofty strain, 

Lifting in thought the awe-struck soul to heaven. 
The holy Grimbald first with pious air 

And voice melodious chants a service high; 

Or leads the solemn hymn in chorus loud, 

That spreading rolls along the vaulted roof, 

And echoes through the charmed air afar. 

Then holy Plegmund, head of England’s church, 
(The primate high of Canterbury’s see) 1202 
In snow-white flowing robes, whose fronting vest 
Down his tall form display’d the crimson cross, 
And on each side embroider’d fillets thrown 
Depending low, border’d with plastic art; 
_His grey head cover’d with a mitred crown, 

And raising in his hands a cross of gold, _ 

From his high seat arose ; and following him, 
Good Asser and the saintly Adulph, both 

In robes of purest white, their decent hands 
Bearing the crosier, and their heads attired 

With jewel’d mitres, took their place, and each 

In graceful turn preferr’d the various voice 

Of praise to heaven, and fervent orison. 1215 
With these the bishops came in order’d rank 

From distant Lindisfarne; nor least admired, 
Shone there the learn’d and travell’d Erigen, 

And Sherborne’s bishop, his companion meet. 

The mitred abbot from the neighbouring vill 

Of Abbotsham, and other holy men 

From its near vicinage appear'd to grace 

With added rites the solemn ceremony. 

Bald were their heads, and o’er their hooded robes 
Hung scarfs of crimson or of azure tint. 

These stood on either side in ample row. 

Some in their hands from triple chainlets bore 1227 
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Censers of gold, which ever and anon 1228 
They shook, and through the taken air diffused 
Perfumes of incense and of fragrant myrrh. 

Above were seenly choristers, select 

Of some more eld, that Jed the tuneful train; 

The rest were youths, of look serene and sweet, 
And rose-cheek’d virgins, oppositely ranged ; 
Enveloped all alike in stoles of white, 

With tassels dropt, or pearly rosaries, 

Gracefully pendent to their sandal’d feet. 

And oft at intervals of solemn pause, 

Led by the harp, or organ’s breathing tone, —1289 
From voices sweet as seraph angels’ song, 

Rich music rises, stealing o’er the air, 

Like sacrifices to propitious heaven. 

The dulcet power suspends in waking trance 

The captive soul, as if from corporal tie 
Dissolved, and by mysterious union drawn 

To some congenial being, new-derived 

From worlds of native bliss, transcending earth. 
Plains then, with mingled breath, the tender flute, 
To swell the soothing dirge for heroes fallen; 
Fallen for their country: whom fond Nature’s tear 
Beweeps, although the sorrowing heart with pride 
Recals their meed, as martyrs, crown’d in heaven. 
Upon the screen’d and topmost sacristy, 

On steps of polish’d marble raised aloft, 

A spacious altar stood, all overspread 

With silken hangings of celestial tint, 

In ample folds descending, and enwrought 

With gold and various gems; which, as the sun 
Threw on the spot his brightly-changeful beam, 
Piercing the storied windows’ mellow hues, 
Sparkled to view with many-colour’d light. 

Before this hallow’d place the prelates stood, 

The archbishop high of Canterbury’s see, 1268 
Religious Plegmund; sainted Adulph, born 

Of royal race; and after these, the chosen 

And consecrated servants of the King, 

Good Asser, and the learned Erigen. 

Then on the altar, long to heaven devote, 

These place with reverent hand the gifted sword ; 
By noble Oddune, in the sight of all, 

In glittering mail array’d, with stately step 

Borne to the spot, and on his bended knee 
Humbly extended; to be offer’d there 

In sign that not to mortal arm or power, 

But to the will and aid of favouring heaven, 1275 
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Is due the glory of his victory. 1276 
Then from the castle’s top ta’en down, is brought 
By the young Eldred through the opening train 
The Danish standard, loftily unfurl’d 

And broad depending o’er his graceful form. 

The sable raven, mystically wrought 

_ Amid the silken folds, low-droop‘d its crest. 

This banner, with a stir of wondering awe, 

(Such sound as murmurs through a rustling grove) 
All proud survey, as slow ’tis borne along 

By the young warrior, who the glorious prize 
Himself had won amid his earliest field. 1287 
With trembling sense and native modesty, 

Meek to the altar moving, he, inclined 

On bended knee, the captured emblem gives 

To England’s primate; who the dear-won gift 
Took, and with fixed eye upraised to heaven, 
Blesses o’erruling Providence, which deigns 

His country’s triumph o’er her Pagan foes, 

And yet shall save her from the purposed yoke. 
Then o’er the altar, with extended hands 

And solemn gesture, the grave prelate bends 

That ensign, which so oft in fields of blood 

Had led to victory the Dacyan host, 1299 
Rioting o'er fresh victims to their gods ;— 

«¢ Now offer’d on this table, as most meet: 

The due of heaven’s high mercy, not withheld 

For ever from the meek and Christian bope ; 
Though sufferings may befal a sinful land. 
Heaven’s favouring care can in the breast of youth, 
Pure and ingenuous, virtue’s chosen seat, 

Inspire a courage passing human thought, 

And save a country by a stripling’s sling.” 


Then burst aloud the organ’s deepest peal, 
The choral song of triumph, resonant 1810 
In hallelujahs of high jubilee ; 
And from without, the trumpets’ answering pomp 
Roused in each soul transported energy, 
And lofty courage, that each bosom felt 
Not born of earth, but from heaven’s self inspired ; 
Lifting the soul to sense of patriot deeds, 
Fix’d resolution, and proud scorn of death, 
By justice waked, and in religion’s cause. 
Then to the sire aud son, who side by side 
Still kneeling by the altar’s confine bow’d, 
After such exultation, which their hearts 
Almost with grateful feeling overpower'd, 1822 
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England’s chief Shepherd to her Christian flock 1323 
Returns their offering; gives to one the sword 
New-bless’d and dedicate to England’s right, 
Ne’er to be drawn but on the side of truth: 

To one, the banner, equally his own; 

Won with hard peril, that to English hearts 
Hereafter shall, in battle’s trying bour, 

Be honour’s beacon, emulation’s pledge; 

The star of triumph, wheresoe’er it leads. 


This service ended, to reward and cheer 
The weary garrison, a general feast 1333 
Throughout the castle’s confines is prepared. 
For the throng’d troops, amid the castle-keep, 
(A spacious area,) tables are outspread 
In open air, with plenteous viands stored ; 
With suttling tents between, in order‘d range. 
But for the chieftains and the nobler cuests, 
A splendid banquet in the castle’s hall 
Shall wait the presence of the brave and fair. 
First mid the troops, beside the plenteous board 
Regaling, and to social joys resign’d, 
The sovereign Alfred and the chiefs, well-pleased, 
Walk, honour’d as they move along; and mark 
Their comrades’ pleasure and delighted ease, 1316 
Enjoy'd more sweetly after dangers oer: 
And, as they pass, to soldiers, worthiest note 
For deeds of valour in the last hard field, 
The chiefs with hand munificent dispense 
Bracelets of gold; the followers’ dearest meed, 
Gift that the captain to his troops endears ; 
A valued prize, with lasting pride display'd, 
Still handed, as a pledge, from sire to son. 
Then plenteous ale-cups, or of honey’d mead, 
(After the manner of their ancestors) 
Pass round; and in each hand the polish’d horn, 
With silver tipt, within the castle’s hall 1333 
For ages kept, is held.—Oft rise the guests, 
And standing, at their ruler’s summons, name 
The cup in honour of some favourite chief, 
Following the English wont and martial rite; 
Quaff the rich draught; then utter with loud shouts 
The native joyance of their gladden’d hearts. 
Then, by the olden English custom led, 
Joining their hands, acquainted comrades vow 
Wont federal pledge of friendship and support 
In every danger, and through every change: 
Pledge, so contracted at the social board, 1369 
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Broke never without foul dishonour’s stain. 1370 


The rumour of the King’s arrival spread 
Amid the adjacent country, added crowds 
Of loyal English, with intense desire, 
From every quarter to the castle haste. 
Admitted, these amid the fort unite 
- Their happy joy; partake the rich regale, 
Invited, and the general transport swell. 
But most they glad their eyes with sight of him, 
Best loved, their sovereign, living yet and safe. 
Pleased, he accosts these loyal countrymen, 1380 
And with his affable and pleasing air 
Inspirits every breast to patient hope ; 
Presaging from this first success, the joy 
And thirst of victory in their future fields. 
From many a table now the martial song 
Vents the full heart, and charms the listening band. 
Then various music at each festal board 
Wakes fresh delight; the minstrel’s mellow harp; 
The lyre, four-string’d, struck by sonorous steel ; 
(Instrument old, long dear to English art) 
The cheerful pipe, the tabor’s answering beat ; 
The enlivening descant of the rustic horn; 1392 
The bell-like cymbal, an erected staff 
Crowning, and rung with well-according hand; 
Taught, as of old, the nation’s ear to please. 
Then to increase (as used) the festive mirth, 
Drawn from the country by the banquet’s fame, 
The sportive gleemen come, and to the throng 
Display their tricksy games; the nimble dance, 
Varied with posture strange to measured air; 
The mimic combat, and the dance of swords, 
(Sport favour’d by their hardy ancestors) 
Or wondrous feats of art-train’d animals; 
Gambols, by ancient custom brought to please 1404 
In hour of joy the native populace. 
With clamour and delight the tables ring. 


Now, ere the expecting noblemen go in 

To their own banquet, Kinwith’s victor lord 

With circumspection due, becoming well 

A careful officer, despatches thence 

Instructed messengers, to watch around 

The neighbouring country ; sentinels of trust 

Disposing too about his forted walls, 

To note, and to report with swiftest haste 

If aught of danger threat, or come too nigh. = 1415 
VOL. III. P 
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For not unlikely now, brave Oddune deems, 1416 
That the chief army of the assembled Danes,, 
Encamped among the spacious hills of Wilts, 
Besought by their fled countrymen, may strive 
Hitherward soon to march, bent on design 

To grace the fallen Hubba’s obsequies ; 

Or rather (as his prudent thoughts presage) 
Tuflamed with fury, numberless in force, 

To wreak upon devoted Devon’s head 
Tremendous vengeance, spoil his fair domains, 
Erase bis power, and his met troops pursue, 

The daring authors of their favourite’s death. 1427 


Such cares arranged, now Nature’s claim invites 
Another scene, refreshment after toil :— 
Yet ere the nobles to the splendid feast 
Turon, for awhile the genial bath allures, 
Whose tepid flood custom, derived of old 
From their loved ancestors, has render’d dear. 


Which pleasing interval, not so employ’d, 
On other call the discontented Queen, 
Eltruda, seizes; then her younger son 
Prince Athelwold, the mother draws aside, = 1437 
Whom for his temper and congenial mind 
She loved the best, and in such single pause 
To him, for ease of her own troubled spirit, 
Disturb’d at scenes that gave to others joy, 
Fostering ambitious projects yet to spring 
From his unrest and fiery sense of wrong, 

In a retired apartment of the fort, 
She, sighing, open’d her sad bosom’s fraught. 


‘“‘O! my loved Athelwold, the time, events 
Which nor myself, nor thou, must fail to mark, 
Portend no good to thee; nor aught, my son, 1448 
To prosper our now falling family. 

This union and return will make us nought, 
Unless our care prevent. If this proceed, 

We are but ruins of sunk majesty, 

Trodden down statues, jewels in the mire: 

Our splendour suffers now a dim eclipse: 

We seem declining stars, poor waned moons, 

A vision’d dream; shadows of glory past. 

Our powerand greatness droop, wax old ; the throne 
Moulders beneath us; all in pieces breaks, 

And drops the broken sceptre from our hand. 
Nor sole our claims on England’s royal seat 1460 
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Vanish before our grasp, but even now 1461 
Kent’s princedom, and its ancient appanage, 
Dominion to the rising princes due, 

Are wrested from us. Though our eastern earls, 
On Alfred’s rumour'd exile or decease, 

Promised their aid and favour, yet thou seest 

_ How weaken’d now are our once cherish’d hopes: 
That expectation sickens. How these peers 

Are now forgetful of our better rights,— 

That mid the general joy, thus to regain 

One, late a fugitive, our prospects fade.” 1471 


She said : when answer’d thus the younger prince. 
“ Truly! good mother, we observe with pain 
How slide the eastern lords from thought of us 
To an allegiance which they once disdain’d. 
But shall we therefore yield, tamely submit, 
And quit our claims, as they had never been?” 


He paused: when to her second care the Queen 
Unburden’d thus the secrets of her heart. 


‘* On thee, my son, must now rest all our hope, 
Unless too on thy single sister’s heart, 1481 
Though but a woman, yet a daughter true, 

Taught by myself our just rights to uphold, 

Nor e’er abase her hand below a throne: 

Already the young Surrey has she scorn’d, 

And Essex may his suit prefer in vain. 

Ah! though thy elder brother well might claim, 
And should defend his birth-right, yet heaven knows 
What deep regret, what hours of lonely woe, 
Mingled with indignation and disdain, 

Have torn his mother’s heart, to see that youth, 
Who should be princely, so his state forget; 
Weakly with Surrey’s trifling son those hours 1.493 
Consuming in effeminate delights, 

In studies far beneath aspiring souls, 

Which might be used to gain, to keep, a realm. 
Not by the dull luxurious father check’d, 

Or with the glow of just ambition fired, 

These boys, forsooth, in warblings of the lute, 
Court-dances, conquest of fair ladies’ hearts, 

Ali idly sacrifice their wasted lives. 

E’en there, it seems, my son no higher looks 

Than the poor heaven of his young cousin’s smiles, 
Merely Matilda, Kent our brother’s child; 
Wooing no foreign princess to his hand. 1505 
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While e’en our brother seems not to resent 1506 
Such idlesse, nor our princedom’s loftier due 
Inspirits or asserts, but faintly bows, 

Or all-supine, notes but his daughter’s will, 
Making her selfish wishes all his own. 

Should not our brother his kin’s rights assert? 
Ought not his soul to towering objects soar, 
Forcing our elder son to worthy acts, 

To fill his family’s own regal seat, 

And add the glory of some royal bride? 

Ah! e’en our brother this weak union joins 
Against us, nor remewbers who we are !” 1517 


Paused then the widow’d Queen, and on her son 
Casting a tender look, she thus resumed. 


‘* Only to thee then, dearest Athelwold, 
We now must look to prop our dignity, 
Held now from falling by thy single stay. 
Thou must support the glory of our house, 
And be its shield, its hope, its ornament. 
Taking in this thy failing brother’s part, 
"Tis thine our drooping majesty to raise, 
This general, hated union to dissolve, 1527 
To win the sceptre, and thy father’s throne, 
And claim some royal consort, as thy meed.”’ 


So as she said, and with ambition sought 
To fire her son’s young heart, the prince in few 
Gave this response. ‘‘ Good mother, to your thoughts 
My will accords, but ah! my power is weak, 
And that which should be more I see infringed.” 


Then thus the anxious mother quick return’d. 
‘* What mean’st thou, son, by this? why say’st thou 
Art thou not with our Sussex’ dauntless chief [weak ? 
In favour high, with whose conceded aid 1538 
And his brave son’s, thy comrades, follow’d soon 
By crowds who own our right, thou well may'st win 
By policy and courage, all thou wouldst ? 
True, that of late the generous Sussex grieves 
His erring daughter’s loss, (her, once the friend 
Of our same courted niece) fled, as it seems, 
With some fond swain, forgetful of her vows, 
Or to worse frailty left ler wounded name: 
Till sorrow, and the shame which to his house 
Good Sussex takes, have made him droop of late, 
Less active; or it seem’d, intent alone 1549 
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His ruin’d daughter’s insult to avenge, 1330 
If but the unknown seducer he may meet. 

But let thy martial spirit shine in act, 

Let but thy princely banner ask thy due, 

Aroused by goaded sense of injury, 

Surely, my son, I deem, he will not fail, 

~ With many by his high example drawn, 

To aid thy claim; and thy bold spirit, awake 

To our neglected right, friend and applaud.” 


She ceased: when to his favouring mother’s words, 
Sighing, thus answer’d soon her second-born. 1560 


‘* Believe me, gracious author of my birth, 
My queen-like parent, whose majestic thought 
Nature design’d. to deck and guard a throne, 
Neither do I the honours of my blood, 
The station of my sceptred ancestors, 
Or our due rights forget; nor fail to note 
How now our fortune wanes; our state forgone, 
Our regal place (we needs must say) usurp’d, 
Though wrongfully the nobles pledged consent ; 
Not sole my father’s crown supreme, but e’en 
Kent’s lesser diadem snatch’d from our brows; 1571 
Our lineal princedom’s old authority 
Merged and o’erwhelm’'d; our native glories shorn; 
Command, and rank, and former power abridged ; 
And every ensign of our sovereignty 
Torn down, until our sire’s o’erpeering tree 
Is now sunk equal to the humblest shrubs, 
Held of no more esteem than vulgar briars. 
Nought granted, which your voice has taught us ours, 
The just and rightful heirship to a throne: 
No reign assign’d ; our garlands wither’d all, 
Or only such allow'd, as we ourselves 
Can gain with bloody hand in boisterous war. 1583 
But choicest honours, rather than to us, 
We may discern heap’d on inferior heads. 
What late distinctions shower’d on Devon’s son! 
Scarce heard of, until now; whom, as it seems, 
Strange dignities, befitting longer toil, 
And claimants nobler, elder than he is, 
Must now exalt, whate’er be other’s due.” 


He said : when thus the grieving Queen return‘d. 
‘“‘ Yet though thine own, my son, be thus withheld, 
Doubt not, thy friends, by fearless Sussex led, 
Pleased with thy bold appeal, can work thy right.” 
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She paused: for dubious thus the prince replied : 
‘‘ Ah! hear me, mother, (pardon as you hear) 
For I will now my secret soul unfold, 
Never as yet disclosed to mortal ear.” 


He said, and hesitated, as if thought, 
Too big for utterance, then his heart oppress’d ; 
And, sighing, on his startled mother cast 
A wilder’d look. She, all-alarm’d, enquired : 
‘* Alas! what dismal secret haunts thy soul? 
Oh! tell! thy mien racks me with agony.” 


So as she said, with a deep sigh, the son, 1605 
While his fond mother’s trembling hand he took, 
To her renew’d entreaty thus replied. 

‘* Ah! not from noble Sussex, or his son, 

Whom, as companions of my perils past, 

I joy’d to call my friends, have I now right 

To claim such friendship, nor can conscience bear !” 


He paused again, as if by shame restrain’d : 
When thus the mother, torn with deep suspense, 
Return’d: ‘‘ Alas! my son! what hast thou done 
To forfeit friendship, prized as this has been? 1615 
Ungovernable, wild, has been thy youth, 

And yet I hope no crime distains thy name. 
Oh! tell! relieve at once my labouring heart.” 


~ Then thus the prince in soften’d tone pursued. 

‘‘ My gracious mother! your son's fault forgive. 
Forgive, and hide.—Trust me, my inmost soul 
Constant remorse devours, waked but the more 

By the sad subject your late words recall’d. 

He, from whose violence Emilia fled, 

Sussex’ fair daughter—her seducer deem’d, — 1625 
(Although not such)—whose sudden insult caused 
Her flight—her death, I fear—sprung from despair, 
Her terror, and her own imagined shame,— 

How shall I name it?—with what face confess ?— 
Since I was hers—her father’s — brother’s, friend ,— 
Treated by all with kindness and respect— 

Yet tell I must—or break will else my heart— 
Was—though unknown—none other than your son.” 


He paused: for at his words, his mother, struck 
With awe and fright, shrank back. Silent she stood, 
And seem d in thought absorb'd. Tle pale resumed. 
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‘‘ Listen: it may be, you can theu excuse. 1637 
Invited to her father’s castle oft, 
With him returning from sea-voyages, 
Or with her gallant brother from some cruise, 
Frequent I there Sussex’ fair daughter saw. 
With the pleased family I spent the hours, 
In festive mirth, and gaily o’er again 
We talk’d our dangers scaped, and last exploits. 
Her beauty and demeanour I admired, 
(As I might many of her gentle sex,) 
With such regard as friendship warranted ; 
No more: or if incipient love was there, 1618 
I had no dream of marriage, which not once 
Enter’d my thought, as being not alone 
Wholly discordant with my naval life, 
But clash’d, good mother, with those higher hopes 
Of regal state, which from your warning voice 
And fond injunctions I before had drawn : 
That I should bear in mind my royal birth, 
And when I thought to wed, should look abroad 
For high alliance, suited to my blood 
And expectation of a future throne.” 


He paused a moment, for Eltruda thus 1659 
Soft interposed: ‘‘ Oft so I counsell’d thee: 
And deem thee, as a son, obedient, good, 
Remembering such my voice. What then? did love 
Intrude at last, o’er all thy loftier hopes? 
Making thee criminal, no less to it 
A traitor, than to me, and to thyself? 
Must this, my Athelwold, be said of thee?” 


The prince replied. ‘‘ I am not yet love's slave: 
But after that for education’s sake 
(So it was said, though none she seem’d to need, 
Such was already her accomplishment, ) 1670 
The fair Emilia from her father’s halls 
To Thanet’s minster-convent had retired, 
There as a holy novice for awhile 
To pledge her vows; not take at first the veil ; 
I, roving in my ship by mouth of Thames, 
In frolic hour, heated with mirth and wine, 
Of her retirement then bethought myself, 
And straight resolved to see her, though I knew 
The rules of the strict sisterhood forbade 
Access of man within their guarded pale. 
Yet careless, wild, disdaining consequence, 
I still persisted, and my vessel soon ny) 
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Anchoring at eve below Reculver’s fane, 1653 
My steps I guided to the convent walls, 

Alone, unknown, and unexpected there. 

The walls I scaled, and ’mong the garden’s bowers 
Crept hush’d, on every sound and sight intent.” 


He stopp’d; for at his words the mother’s voice, 
Shuddering, thus interrupted. ‘‘ Oh! my son, 
What dangers must thy rash, unguarded deed, 
Thus violating that secluded peace, 

Draw on thyself—on her !—Tell, what evened ?”’ 


The prince his strange disclosure thus pursued. 
‘* I watch’d about, till o’er the garden’s view, 
Above the cloister’s dimly arching range, 
I mark’d a balcony, on which the moon 
Shone in autumnal beauty. What was then 
My pleasure and surprise, as I beheld 
Approach aloft into the open air 
A form, angelic more than feminine ! 
For o’er it then the quivering moon-beams shed 
A silvery lustre, and imparted grace 
Unearthly ; an ethereal radiance. 
I knew the features: they were Emily’s: 1704 
Unseen, I watch’d her motions for awhile, 
And saw her on the lovely evening gaze 
And azure heaven, where rode night's golden Queen. 
Then from her oped apartment bringing out 
Her book, her lute, seated, she seem’d to pore 
In pensive study oer the glittering page : 
Then took her lute, and, as her fingers touch’d 
Its sparkling strings, delicious music broke 
Through the charm’d air, to which her blended voice 
Warbled in unison so sweet, that sure 
It well might have been deem’d a seraph’s song.” 


A moment then Eltruda interposed. 1716 
‘‘ Almost, my son, thy story makes me long 
Then to have seen her too! yet say, what chanced ? 
Oh! would that safely thence thy steps may scape.” 


Thus then the prince the fate-fraught tale resumed. 
‘* Such music ceased, when silence for awhile 
Had drunk the deep delight in breathless pause, 
Her lute resign’d, and leaning her white brow 
Upon her lifted arm, her languid eyes 
Raised heavenward, some briefmoments she appear'd 
Enrapt in silent thought, until at last 1726 
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A sigh, distinct, and these faint-utter’d words 1727 
Somewhat her meditation’s subject breathed. 


«Ah! still I feel, not books, the lyre, the song, 
Or all the varied studies of these walls 
Dispel the thoughts that harbour in my heart. 
- Hard is poor woman’s lot! nought holds the world 
To cure, or soothe, a passion unreveal’d !’— 


‘‘She stopp’d: again I listen—she resumes. 
‘In night so sweet, what does my father now ?— 
Or gallant brother ?—sailing on the sea, 1736 
Mark they yon moon, which on their vessel’s flag 
Sheds the same look, as gilds these lonely walls: 
Lights too the turrets of our Sussex’ home ?— 
But oh! my heart—tell, fancy, where is he, 
Whose image dwells for ever in my breast,— 
On whom I always think? he—thy sole lord, 
Dearer than all,—though that he ne’er must know.’ 


‘¢ What start of wild surprize aroused the maid, 
As faltering, then I spoke this single word,— 
* Emilia !'—At that sound she sudden rose— 1746 
And cried—‘ Ha! whence that voice ?—sure ’tis a 
A waking reverie, of fancy born!’ {dream ! 


“ Again I spoke—‘ Emily,—’tis your friend, 
Your father’s, brother’s, friend ; come from his ship, 
To visit you,—to tell you news of them— 
Indulge me half an hour—lady! descend— 

And in this flowery garden, which the moon 
Seems now to cover with transparent gold, 

Deign now to walk awhile, and we will cheat 
Some too swift moments with the talk of scenes 
We both have known and loved, until these walks 
Shall wear a look as of Elysium.’ 1758 


‘‘ «T know that voice —suddenly she return’d— 
‘Prince Athelwold, I deem it—venturous man! 
Where art thou ?—knowest thou not, this convent’s 
Denies on pain of death such presence here?’ [rule 


“«* Death, lady!’ I replied—‘ to whom? if not 
To thee, I care not—why to me of rule 
Talkest thou, here venturing but for purpose kind ? 
But see me here’—So as I said, I sprung 
From out the shadowy bower that screen’d me first, 
Into the open light.—Oh ! what was then 1768 
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(Such deem’d my vanity) Emilia’s joy, 1769 
Plain through her perturbation and alarm, 

To mark me there: a stranger, whom she knew, 
In so remote a place, at hour so lone— 

In scene so novel.— But the peril soon 

Recalling, she withdrew—I follow’d her— 

And o’er the cloister’s column strove to scale 

The balcony. She suddenly exclaim’d. 


‘* *« Merciful heaven !—what meanestthou? Athel- 
Not less my reputation, than thy death, [ wold, 
Will be thy rashness’ forfeit sacrifice. 1779 
Sooner than this, I will to thee descend, 

And for remembrance sake of joys by-past, 
Daring the worst, will walk the garden’s round, 
To talk awhile of absent friends and scenes. 

Oli! heaven! chill terror numbs my faculties— 
Tempt me not, gallant prince,—fain would I come, 
But dare not—yet to thee shall I refuse? 

The sight of thee again subdues my soul— 
Down—down—a moment wait—by yonder bower?’ 


«« At such her words, desisting I went back. 
When she, reluctant, trembling, all-alarm’d, 1790 
Yet overcome, pausing ’twixt wish and fear, 
Ventured at last: as she had said, came out: 

I met her, seized her arm: among the trees, 

That o’er us waved their branches tipt with gold, 
We walk’d awhile; ino that delicious time, 

She often gazing, terrified around, 

We snatch’d brief moments; yet with danger dash’d 
Alas ! too fatal: watch’d it seems we were 

By spies, whom I suspected not, nor she, 

Or if she knew, forgot, or hoped to scape.” 


So as he told, with look as of reproach 1801 
And deep alarm, Eltruda interposed : 


“Oh! Athelwold! what strange untimely doom, 
What misery both to thyself and friends, 
Must needs thy daring lawless acts await ?— 
Have I not warn’d thee oft from earliest years, 
Yet all my fond monitions prove in vain ?— 
Tell—tell the issue—good it could not be.” 


Thus then again the prince his fault confess’d. 
‘What shall I say? we talk’d of times by-past 
And absent friends. When, mad--in frolic mood — 
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Tempted by her rare beauty, made more rich 1812 
By novelty and strangeness of the scene, 

In sensual moment, of the adventure proud, 
And loth to miss such opportunity, 

I then mistook her kindness—I forgot 

Myself and her—undue advantage took 

Of her meek gentleness and forced compliance. 
I dared some rudeness, all unsought by her— 
Rather by gay and sudden impulse moved 

Than preconceived intent—a moment’s act— 

I know not what—my arms around her neck 1822 
Perhaps 1 threw —struggled to touch her lips— 
Or grasp’d her to my breast in close embrace.— 
Whate’er it was, my violence alarm’d-— 

My grasp too rude—offended, frighted her. 

She shriek’d aloud, then almost in my arms 
Fainted with fear, as from the cloister’d cell 
And bowery alleys armed men rush’d foth, 
Drawn from their hiddance by the sudden cry, 
Bent to assail me: spies, there hired to watch, 
Or servants of the convent, so conceal’d.” 


At such disclosure of the flutter’d prince, 
The anxious mother, trembling, all-alarm’d, — 1834 
Thus interposed: ‘‘ All happens, as I deem’d: 
How scaped ye that assault? My son, my son, 
What peril does thy wilful hardihood 
Heap on thy head !—But tell the dread result.” 


The prince resumed. ‘‘ Emilia ere they seized, 
Witb low voice, and a piteous look on me, 
As if the author of her fate, she then 
Tenderly urged my instant flight, or death 
Would else be too my punishment: herself 
To her own care she bade me leave, in hope 
She could explain, and wave impending doom. 
I drew my sabre—stood—and guarded off — 13.16 
Awhile the assailants, but out-numbering, some 
Seized her—all hope of rescue was in vain: 
Myself, by numerous ruffians then attack’d, 
Needed my own defence, in which assault 
Three with my sword I wounded. Shouts, and cries, 
As the mute maid I saw them bear away, 
Pierced the shrill air :’’— 

The Queen here waved her hand, 

Shuddering, and interrupted thus her son. 


Oh! cease! thy wild relation almost makes 
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Me too with terror sink— But how, rash youth, 1857 
Occurr’d thy own escape? at that dusk hour 
So many borne on one ?— How did’st thou save 
Thy single life ?” 

To such fond question soon 
The prince responded. ‘ Ignorant what more 
Of desperate villains might assail my life, 
By numbers press’d, at last I fled, and scaped 
Through trackless thickets to my anchor’d ship.” 


Eltruda quick adjoins.—‘‘ What learn’d ye more 
Of poor Emilia’s fate ?”—The prince replied. 1867 


‘‘ Forbear a moment :—I will all disclose. 
There hovering near some days to satisfy 
My eager curiosity, and learn 
Issue of what had chanced,—Emilia’s doom,— 
Fate of the wounded men—in part some joy 
Repaid my care. [I learnt no mortal wound 
Laid on my soul the sorrow of their deaths, 
Pierced chiefly through the arm :—but what strange 


Affected me, as then of Emily [pang 
I learn’d the dreadful tidings :—that of her,— 
Accused by false exaggerated charge 1878 


Of broken vows, admission of a man 

Both to her chamber and her nightly walks— 
Defamed and slander’d of unchastity,— 

Not only public shame had been the doom, 

But if the rigid order of the house 

Should be pursued, death must the example mark.” 


He paused a moment, as if deep regret 
Had more forbid: then thus renew’d with pain. 


‘‘So much was certain: all the rest was cloud. 
Which dismal fears unable to sustain, 1888 
To spare the feelings of her sire and house, 
Press’d too in vain by the assembled nuns 
To name the invader of their holy peace, 

Whom (it was said) from his reported air 

They surely deem’d some noble in disguise, 

Yet whom, discover’d, vengeance should o’ertake 
Not sole from claim of their insulted house, 

But swords of her brave brother, and her sire,— 
She, screening still her challenged paramour, 

To ward the righteous vengeance from his head, 
Had sudden fled, contriving thence escape, 
Connived at, (it was deem’d) by favouring will, 
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But this none certain knew, with whom, or where— 
Or what had been her fate—to miss such shame— 
Or what sad violence her desperate hand 

Had wrought upon herself—Such mournful tale 
Was all my pains could gain. Most deem her dead ; 
And in that thought bid charity forget.” 


So as he said, Eltruda thus exclaim’d. 
‘¢ Generous, unhappy maid !—her timeless loss 
Deeply I pity—Ob! my tuckless son, 
That e’er thy wanton wildness, unrestrain’d, 1910 
Should cause such fate to one so young, so fair, 
Beauteous as innocent—whose very fault 
(If fault it were) from gentleness arose, 
Perhaps esteem for thee—what nameless woe 
To all her house—e’en to thyself—to me! [home ?” 
Could ye learn nought more sure ?—Return’d she 


To that strict question thus the prince return’d : 
‘* Certain not home she fled: for since, I know, 
Her father mourns her shame, mourns her as dead : 
Dead to his house: fall’n through so fatal stain. 
Such insult to his name and family 
He cannot brook, and with insatiate ire 1922 
Against his daughter's deem’d destroyer, he, 
Nor less her bold and fiery brother, vows 
The vengeance due to such imputed crime. 
Think now, good mother, in so strange distress 
My single counsellor, how shall I dare 
To them, my long and meritorious friends, 
Confess my fault, and own that I am he? 
For my unlicensed trespass what excuse, 
What palliation shall I frame to them, 
Cause of a daughter’s, of a sister’s, shame, 
Perhaps her fatal end? In vain ’twere mine 
To strive denial, and to brave a host, 1934 
Prompt to pervert the truth. What hope, what mean 
To scape wild vengeance, and my own disgrace, 
Remains to me, save deepest secrecy ? 
And yet such secret gnaws my inmost soul.” 


So as he utter’d, his fond mother thus 
Shock’d and oppress’d, replies: ‘‘ What do I hear! 
What more than e’er I look’d for, e’en from thee! 
Dreadful and sad, my son, indeed to us 
Is this disclosure, dangerous to our hopes, 
Blasting our fair designs. I see thee stand 
As ’twere upon some precipice’s edge, 1945 
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Hovering on brink of dauger and disgrace.” 1946 


Then instant thus the impetuous prince replied. 
‘¢ "Tis not the swords of Sussex or his son, 
Or both at once, I fear. But oh! a hell 
(To you, my mother, all my soul I ope) 
Torments me, on their kindness when I think, 
And know myself unworthy of it all. 
’Tis then that misery racks my very heart, 
To mark their love unjustly heap’d on me, 
Yet know myself the while the secret cause, 
Unwittingly, of shame, flight, worst distress 1956 
To a young, innocent, and lovely maid, 
The pride and grace of their illustrious house.” 


He stopp’d, and deeply sigh’d; while painful 
thought 
Seem’d to impede his voice: then thus pursued. 


‘‘ And oh! my mother, terror of her death 
(if that befel, since but her flight is sure) 
Distracts me: restless conscience stings my sleep, 
My social hours, my frequent solitude, 
With agony untold. More, that at times, 1968 
I deem, some love was cherish’d for myself, 
Though undeclared, and though upon my part 
Cause for such passion I had offer’d none, 
Exceeding bounds of friendship: intimate, 
Familiar at her father’s as I was. 
For yet to wive had never been my thought, 
Careless as is the wave, deeming myself 
After your words, doom’d for a royal match: 
Rather from eager thirst of enterprise 
I e’en thought love itself, confined to one, 
A sacrifice, an idle waste of time; 
_ And scarce yet knew the passion, otherwise 1977 
Than as gay sailors do, who all the sex 
Admire alike; a wife in every port. 
My folly, my unworthiness I see: 
Nor did I deem that wildness such as mine 
Would e’er destroy the daughter of my friend.”’ 


Thus as he said, her hand thrown o’er her eyes, 
And with a sigh deep-heaved, Eltruda spoke. 


“ Alas! unguarded youth! piteous indeed 
Is this thy story, every way to us 
Fraught with misfortune and renew’d distress!” 
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Not so consoled, the prince again pursued. 198s 
‘¢ Counsel me, mother! for advice I need. 
Say now, what aid from Sussex dare I claim ? 
How face his injured family? If through 
My fault discover’d, (none will term it e’er 
Misfortune) Sussex’ favour be withdrawn, 
_ What countenance will other peers bestow ? 
Small would be then my portion of esteem, 
Withheld by all, and fearfully I see 
How much I then should be condemn’d, disdain’d. 
My hold on honour totters in my hand. 
I shudder on the edge of deep disgrace ; 1999 
Unhappy either way; if I reveal 
My wild transgression, ruin waits me there: 
If I conceal it, I am miserable: 
Dull’d in emprize by melancholy thought, . 
And haunted by accusing conscience still.” 


So as her favourite son his bosom oped, 
When his affrighted mother all had heard, 
Fresh grief assail’d her; and while gushing tears, 
And sobs relieved her, from Eltruda thus 
Passionate sorrow held awhile its way. 2009 


‘Oh! hapless woman! dark has been my lot. 
Once deem’d a queen—then consort, kingdom lost: 
Now clouds o’ercast my rising family. 

One son to dreamy follies slid away, 

Proving the weak, voluptuous votary 

Of trifling revelry: the other, once 

Deem’d brave and gallant and his country’s pride, 
Endanger’d too! discern’d more fatally 

Wild, and licentious, injuring his friends, 

And from mad folly verging on disgrace ! 

What said I?—sons?—both, both from hope foregone! 
Alas; T have no sons. Each happy sire, 2021 
Each doting mother, sees their race acquire 
Honor, save mine: a helpless daughter now, 
Whose sex forbids her to unrol the flag 

Of forceful war in contest for her right, 

Ts all the chance now left us, to regain 

My children’s eminence, their due of birth.” 


Sighs choked her faltering voice, till thus in strain 
Of wilder lamentation she pursued. 


‘‘ Better it were no children had been mine, 
That I had never known a mother’s pain, 2031 
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Ne’er o'er my offspring wasted tender care, 2032 
Than that youth’s dreams should all be thus dispell’d 
By whom it kindly rear’d, and look’d to thrive. 
Now like some blighted tree I stand, of all 

My withering boughs bereaved, save one poor branch 
Whose few green leaves scarce shew remains of life. 
My sons, like faded roses, to the ground 

Drop from the stalk, and leave my dry stem bare. 
Shipwreck’d I seem, and only one poor plank 
Remains of all our bark, to reach the shore. 

Oh! Athelwold! my dear, lost son !—I deem'd 
In the black storm that track’d my parting day, 
Thy light would like the star of eve arise, 2044 
And gild the gather’d terrors, lowering round. 

Thy voice I look’d to soothe my latest hour, - 

Like tones of music through the tempest’s pause. 
But now I see the full gust takes its way, 

Fulfils its destiny; and scowls at hand 

The cloudy darkness of oblivious night. ' 

Come, Athelwold! together let us sink. 

If thou must fall, my fondest, latest hope, 

The engulfing wave shall whelm thy mother too!” 


So as she said, and to desponding tears 2054 
Yielded full flow, that told her bosom’s pang, 
Smit with emotion, her repentant son 
Cheers her, encouraging: her deep rebuke 
More mild averting, thus the prince replies. 


‘© Oh! say not so, good mother: yield not thus 
Entirely to despair, but yet e’en me 
Deem not quite lost.—I live: tho’ friends be few, 
From interest, or from change of policy, 
Some waning from us,—some by errors lost. 
While life remains, perhaps, there may be hope: 
Tis not too late our errors to repair. 2065 
Let us not wail our griefs, but seek to heal. 
Advise the remedy—There lies the sum. 
Shall I to injured Sussex own my fault, 
And on his generous goodness throw myself, 
Seeking forgiveness of his family? 
For still I would not lose his wont esteem. 
With what deep pain I mark’d this noble peer 
Lean to the hated league, and in his love 
Alfred supplant us! righteously indeed, 
If my desert be all. But time may yet 
Unfold new scenes, still grant the prize we seek.” 
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To such his question (a more placid air 2077 
Reviving in her look) the Queen replied. 


‘* Alas! my son, such dread discovery 
Would lose more friends—All chance would then 
Safety, I see, lies but in secrecy. [be lost. 


But since thou seek’st my counsel, if awhile 


I can recover my sunk spirits, fain 

I'd breathe it to thee, and indulge fresh hope. 

For, Athelwold, e’en yet from thee, from sense 

Of thy known courage and unmatch’d exploits, 
Thy daring spirit, high and chivalrous, 2087 
Which for thee early have acquired a name 

And favour from our martial peers, I yet 

Would cherish thoughts, which thou shouldst yet 
I cannot live, unless I see thee reign; —_—[achieve. 
Thora’s brows too girt with a royal crown, 

By high alliance and fit marriage won, | 

To which already her young heart aspires. 

Your joint preferment now is all my joy, 

The single care and object of my life.” 


She said, and sighing, seem’d on painful theme 
To bend her thought. Then fainter thus resumes. 


‘* As for thy elder brother, prince in vain, 
ZEdelm ! (what sorrow on that memory waits !) 
Light, pusillanimous, neglectful boy, 

Degenerate and regardless of his right, 

All hope from him is fled. All rests on thee, 
And her, my daughter, my chief solace left. 

She, mindful and obedient to my will, 

Hearkening my lessons as a daughter should, 

Still with becoming pride a nuptial tie 

Meaner than with a sceptred hand disdains. 

From thee, my son, wayward, irregular, 2109 
E’en from thy childhood scorning all control, 
Hating advice, still given for thy weal, 

Hard to be govern’d,—though thy youthful acts, 
When much thy unrein’d follies needed curb, 
Have cost me many a tear,—while common voice, 
Branding thy conduct with licentious name, 
Term’d thee a libertine, and this last deed, 

This deep affront, if known, would draw disgrace 
Exceeding all—perhaps affect thy life 

From thy best friends—nay, almost hope forbid 

In any breast but mine,—yet, Athelwold, 

(So as she said, upon her son she lean’d, 2121 
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And with a look of fondness grasp’d his hand) 
Excuse thy mother’s frankness for thy good, 

To me still dearest, I from thee, my son, 

Had once hoped better things; more meet return, 
Juster ambition, conduct worthy thee, 
Remembering what thou art, thy blood and birth : 
And trust me, erring child, e’en yet I do.” 


So as she utter’d, tenderly again 
Eltruda wept: upon her son she bent, 
While tears her heart relieved. With such her mien 
And accents moved, the prince in filial awe 2132 
Stood all attent, in heart attender’d too. 
Till soon, ambition, stirring in her breast, 
Controls her grief, arouses livelier thought ; 
And thus, as if consoled, the Queen pursues. 


‘‘ Ah! could I see thee follow but the course 
To which thy own, thy native honour, points, 
How would that happier vision cheer my soul! 
Recal, I pray, thyself. Art thou not high? 

A monarch’s son ?—Sure I have deem’d thee still 
Of royal stem—have look’d to see thee great, 

To grace a throne—have hoped to see thee choose 
Some foreign princess as thy rightful bride, 2144 
Proud of thy hand, one, whom thy voyages 

May give thee chance to see at many a court, 
While sluggards sleep at home—e’en in this isle 
To wield our England’s sceptre, once thy sire’s. 
Why should we rest content with demi-crowns, 
Kent’s coronet alone, the diadem 

Adorning but our eastern appanage ? 

Both are as yet, my son, withheld from thee. 
Though not thy own by birth-right, as the due 
First of thy elder brother, yet if he 

Neglect the due ambition of his own, 2155 
Forfeit by indolence supine his right, 

Or sink it willingly in federal bond, 

By weak self-treason, a degraded slave, 

What hinders thee, as in succession next, 

To raise thy own pretension, answering then 

E’en in thyself the state’s expectancy, 

Thy lineage prove, and royalize thyself?” 


She said; while recollected majesty 
Her bosom seem’d to swell: then thus resumed. 


‘We in our own can justly bear no peer, 2165 
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And if this be not ours, we have but been 2166 
Mock’d all this while with gauds of royalty, 

Have borne in vain the sceptre and the dove; 
Received the orb, the consecrated balm, 

Only as toys; in golden-tissued robe 

Have fill’d the royal seat, a waxen Queen; 

Have falsely on the lion-footstool placed 

Our stately feet: before it peers have knelt 

But in a vision, a fallacious dream ; 

And all our fancied old supremacy 

Has been a play, a trick of sovereignty, 

Built like some magic palace in a waste, 2177 
Ideal state, and empery, dissolved 

E’en as a school-boy’s bubble melts to air. 

The infants whom with so much care I rear’d 
Were not the race and issue of a King, 

But either fairy changelings, whom a beck 

Can call away again, or left must be 

Some peasant’s brood, not children to a Queen, 
And of a mother’s rights I was beguiled.” 


She paused: then fixing on her silent son 
A mournful gaze, suddenly she pursued. 2187 


‘ T thought, indeed, your princely semblance wore 
The image of the royal Ethelbert. 
And if ye be my own, then see I not 
You, like crack'd mirrors, cast aside, despised ; 
My comfort, and your glory, pluck’d away ? 
What signs bear ye to be of royal root, 
Save but a princely title? all the rest 
Homage, revenue, sway, prerogative, 
Stript from your hold, and to another given. 
Was I not Alfred’s elder brother’s wife? 
Had he no sons? What son can reign but thou? 
What right had e’en the English peers to bar, 2199 
Or sire himself, the just inherison 
Of his own issue, or bequeath away ? 
Ours is the right, however unshamed power 
May wrest it from us, as a murmuring realm 
Will to the weak-seceding Peers declare, 
And prove, ‘tis not assign’d their part with ease 
Us to reduce to vassalage, deposed, 
O’erthrown, put off with empty vacancy 
By one who reigns but as our substitute.” 


Then thus, as if aroused, the prince return’d. 
‘Such oft have been my meditations too, 2210 
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Considerate parent! fain would I aspire 2211 
Yet to regain our own—Name but the means.” 


With instant eagerness, the Queen replies. 
‘Still, still, my son, to thee I look for this: 
Yet to proclaim our right; to all the world 
To shew thyself in suited dignity. 
E’en from thy frank sincerity to me 
Hope fondly flatters me, that in thee still, 
Splenetic as thou wert, yet open, free, 
Breathing a lofty though impetuous soul, 
The seeds of greatness live. Much is thy blame, 
Yet as a mother I can all forgive, 2222 
Forget thy errors, and in darkness hide. 
I cannot deem habitually depraved 
Thy heart, but trust, yea, know it good at core. 
This last dread accident, how sad soe’er 
Considered, but a youthful frolic seems, 
Imprudence, of a moment's passion sprung. 
And let us deem, Emilia yet may live. 
Though shame and fear have driven her for awhile 
From sight of those who took so deep offence, 
Or lest discovery might disgrace thyself; 
Yet let us hope some prosperous chance may rise 
To bring us knowledge of her hid retreat. 2234 
Then we may seek past errors best to heal, 
And all with care explain and reconcile.” 


Quick answer’d then the prince, with cheerful air. 
“*Oh! comfortable counsellor! how much 
Thy prudent words revive my drooping heart. 
Fool that I was, a voice, so kind, so wise, 
Ever to disobey. Mother, henceforth 
Whate’er you may enjoin, I will attempt.” 


To whom the Queen returns, «Then thus, my son! 
Thine must be still the care to form, secure 
Friends adequate to win our former state: 2245 
Not tamely all resign, nor madly lose 
By future fault, or fully, what is thine. 

But seek thyself accession meet of power 
Domestic, foreign, till occasion rise 

To shake oppression off, and bravely shame 

This compromise, this shallow amity, 

This ragged, poor infection of the time. 

Thon, then, demanding rights withheld, thyself 
Shalt with unfolded banners fill the field, 

Make head against resistance, leading on 2255 
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Not sole the eastern, but the Mercian lords, 2256 
To duteous battle, and with tameless roar 

Of high defiance and insatiate war, 

Like lions, hunt the shrinking spoilers back, 

And from them pluck our rifled dignities, 

E’en though they hide them in their very hearts. 
All shall be won—all shall be yet achieved. 

For e’en though Alfred reign awhile, and hold 
Possession, as by right and full assent, 

What then ?—Be sure, he cannot live for aye,— 
His spouse, his children, captive, lost or dead, 
Are ye not next?—-Remember but ourselves.” 2267 


So as Eltruda spoke, in heart consoled 
The prince with added promise thus concurs. 


‘* Your words, good mother, cheer my sadden’d 
And look, ere long, to see your headstrong son [spirit. 
Prove worthier, of himself, his sire and you. 

Since to a crown I now must look, nor less 

Claim such alliance for our sister’s hand, 
Henceforth my thoughts shall brood on such intent. 
And I will win it, or in every clime 

Will ransack danger’s circle as the means. —. 2277 
For since our elder brother so disdains 

His birth-right, I must o’er him seek to rise: 

Let him remain the favourite of the court, 

From whence, be sure, he will not far remove. 
Alas! I deem, good mother, neither he, 

Nor Surrey’s son, his fellow, ever sail’d 

Lower than Greenwich in the port-reeve’s barge : 
Fops, whom a blast of wind would blow in twain. 
Yet they, it seems, practised in sweetest smiles, 
Perfectly train’d in love-songs and the lute, 

Can lisp soft nothings in fair ladies’ ears, 

And win their wondrous favour, willing love, 2289 
Far more than rough and weather-tawny tars. 
Well! let them shine at Shene in gems, and dress, 
And scent the ball room—rove with hawks the field, 
Or oft at London’s court and gaudy feasts 

Attract the city’s as the country’s eye: 

I will not join them. Knowing that myself 

Draw life and blood from kingly Ethelbert, 

I fortune’s favour’d child will strive to be : 
Through sea, through land,will compass my highaims, 
And by my own endeavours make allies, 

Here and abroad. See I not young Biorn, 

The Sea-King Regner’s son, whom in his ships 2301 
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The Danish Hasting trains, with whom myself 2202 
Have coped already, roam abroad to seek 

Rich fortune, and the memory of his sire 

To honour and avenge by dauntless war, 

Claiming dominion as his lawful prize ?— 

Foreign alliance then and aid alike 

Myself may seek, though friends at home may fail.” 


At such his words, his mother, smit with pride, 
A moment interposed. ‘True, Athelwold, 
And e’en from that example mayst thou learn. 
Nor small thy courage, or success, in arms.” 2312 


Then thus the prince to such her speech rejoins. 
‘* France I have visited, and at its court, 
Or Flemish Baldwin’s (him, with arm of steel,) 
The Spaniard’s harbours, or Sicilian shores, 
I may awake warriors to friend my part: 
Then with what power, command, and friends I may, 
Watch for the golden hour to crown my hopes. 
Though Sussex’s friendship now I cannot court, 
If it be given, ‘tis well. Against the worst 
I still must hold, as ’twere, defensive eyes. 
Though quail the eastern lords, a foreign bride 2328 
Yet may be brought by me, to be their Queen, 
Whose sire and kin may aid me, though they fly. 
Ask they, ’gainst whom I fight?—TI plainly say, 
Against my brother,— Alfred—all the world— 
And ere our controversy, once begun, 
Shall end with sequel short of just renown, 
All-hungry fight shall glut the jaws of death, 
While in the meet reprisal of our own 
The trumpet’s clamorous din and strife of war 
Shall with an earthquake’s ruin shake the land. 
While princes with us strive, the stake shall be 
For one, a kingdom or a wilderness : 2335 
To me a throne, or else a sepulchre. 
Our faultless uncle and his yielding peers 
May call this civil war, domestic feud, 
Sedition, turbulence, conspiracy, 
Or other dainty phrase which suits the course 
Of selfish policy, to gloss and gild 
Unfair possession. For injustice still 
A bold resistance to the purposed yoke 
Terms vile rebellion: be it so—The word 
Affrights not, nor shall resolution change.” 


So as he said, joy fires Eltruda's breast. 23.16 
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Tenderly she embraced her fixed son, 9347 
And thus his told resolve instructs, confirms. 


“‘ My prince, thy thoughts inspire me with new life, 
Still, as before, I mark in thee shine out 
True traits of sway, that shall thy worth beseem. 
Nor doubt entire success. Yet be not rash. 
But rear on reason’s base the column high 
Of thy own stately act. Check too much haste, 
Or confidence, watch every moment's chance: 
Be wary—Rashness will defeat itself. 
I will be still thy counsellor: be near, 2357 
And aid thee with the prudence of my thought, 
So thou but make me ware of each design. 
Deem, thee and Thora I shall favour still. 
We must be secret, smothering in our souls 
The latent fire, there burning, till it blaze 
And rouse, as sure it shall, this drowsed realm ; 
When it shall take its ample drift, or call 
A kingdom’s puissance to extinguish it. 
Beware too Alfred’s artful policy 
Even by kindness to subdue and quell 
Our own lull’d right, and hold his power entire. 
Tis but a trick of state to keep us down. 2369 
Such power and honours then as we can gain 
Let it be our sole care to turn to use, 
And deem but instruments more to acquire.” 


She paused as if immersedin thought. Then thus. 
‘We must detach again these eastern lords, 
Whose swerving from us most torments my soul; 
And burst this hated union, which disjoins 
Us from the due possession of our own. 

The powerful Sussex we can still preserve, 

By meet attention soothe his pensive pain: 

Him shall thy gallant deeds yet more attach. 2380 
His naval manners better suit thine own, 

Than Kent our brother’s—I with him must deal 
Whose duty ’twas to shield our orphan’d house ; 
His yielding weakness I can best reprove: 

Soothe amorous Essex, giving him some hope 
F’en of our daughter’s hand, though that be vain, 
And rouse luxurious Surrey from his ease. 

All these with effort shall be yet our friends, 

Not equals; after these the Mercian peers, 

By Kenwulph headed, discontent alike, 

With some too in the south, who have disdain’d 
Alfred’s wide rule, and seek to reign themselves. 2392 
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But come, we should go in: the feast invites, 2393 
Perhaps may e’en already be begun, 

While thy strange story held attention chain’d, 
And thee I could not leave. Now, Athelwold, 
Vigilance! silence! finger on thy lips! 

This seed of counsel lock within thy heart, 

Till time shall ripe it into fairest fruit, 

And all thy full-grown honours o’er thee hang.” 


~ 
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O as she utter’d, seizing her son’s hand, 
Toward the spread festal hall she led him on, 
Proudly delighted. As they went, the prince 
Gay on his elder brother pass’d this taunt ; 
Eltruda but responding with a smile. 


« This pause, my royal mother, as meseems, 
By us employ’d on deep and various thought, 
Has by the courtly Adelm and his graced 
Associate, Surrey’s charmer, well been fill’d 
By apter summons of the milk-warm bath, 

Its silver-sided range, the velvet couch, iM 
And odorous polish of their flowing locks, 

Cares best becoming so refined a pair; 

But which, you mark, your call to us has lost.” 


So saying, to the festive scene they came. 
For meantime, mid a gorgeous, rafter’d hall, 
Fitted for splendid feasts to noble men, 
Within the castle’s pale, the chiefs had turn’d 
Their willing steps; where now the order’d board 
Expects their coming, for the guests prepared. 
From the carved rafters, and high-fretted roof 
On either hand, o’er arched columns hung, 23 
Disposed along at even intervals, 
Bright lamps of silver, or of costly glass, 
(Art newly introduced in England's realm) 
To grace the nobles’ glittering pomp below. 
Numerous was the assembled company 
Of stately warriors, and of courtly dames. 
The royal banquet is outspread, and crown’d 
The spacious tables with delicious fare. 
Seen in the midst, at the hall’s bigh extreme, 
Beside a separate table, elevate 
Above the rest, and set transverse, arose 
A throned seat, with splendid canopy 34 
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O’erhung, depending low in crimson folds, 35 
Embroider’d o’er with stars and flowers of gold. 
The chair of state presented eagles’ necks, 

With talon’d feet, at answering angles cross’d, 
Wrought all of gold, hereditary wealth; 

After the manner of the nobles’ pomp, 

And furbish’d o'er with richest velvets’ ease. 
Conspicuous o’er the lofty canopy, 

Above the regal table was o’erhung 

The Danish Raven, spread in wide display : 

O’er which, high-lifted in commanding place, 

The English standard, the white-bounding Horse, 
Pranced, as in emblem of his victory. 47 
Clad in rich silken robes, loose-falling down 

In graceful folds, inwrought by female hands 

With imaged eagles, and with golden stars, 

A purple mantle o’er his shoulders flung, 

With ermine bordured, clasp’d upon the breast 
With a broad radiant gem, whose station there 
Mark’d high nobility, (in English mode 

Of royal vesture) and upon his head 

A crown of gold, the honour’d sovereign first 
Assumes his station, on the throne assign’d. 

Next him, his royal sister, Mercia’s Queen, 58 
On the King’s right-hand takes her order’d place, 
In rich attire, inwrought with gems and gold. 
Upon his left, his brother’s widow’d Queen, 
Eltruda; her beside, the princes, sprung 

Of royal line, sons of dead Ethelbert, 

With lovely Thora, princess of like stem. 

Fronting the monarch, at another board, 

The noble Oddune took his seat: him next, 

His fair and honour’d spouse, Honoria, sat. 
Beside her, the young Eldred knew his rank, 

Her gallant son: him near, his sister loved, 

The beauteous Hilda, drew each ravish’d eye. 70 
At their host’s table too, sat other guests, 

Select, below the Danish Raven’s cope. 

Next to the princes of the royal line, 

England’s archbishop, noble Plegmund, shone, 
With holy Adulph, kinsman of the King: 

By these, the King’s companions and loved friends, 
Ever admitted to an honour’d place, 

Good Asser, and the learned Erigen: 

And near to them, full in the sovereign’s view, 
(By ancient custom wont,) the famed Geraint, 
Bard of the chair, his gracious rank assumed ; 
While on the other hand, the English bard 82 
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The faithful Wilfred, his proud station held. 83 
Behind the sovereign, his sword-bearer stood, 
Who held (as used) his shield and sword of state. 
A lion-figured footstool near the King 

Was destined; mark of dignity, by law 

Ordain’d, that, save the noble, none should use. 


The choicest viands o’er the regal board 
Profuse were served in golden chalices, 
Graved with rich hand, or on bright patines, spread 
Of massive gold, among the lofty lights 
Glittering, and cover’d cups emboss’d with gems, 93 
Agate, or jasper, or of crystal pure, 
Fill’d with delicious wines, and sparkling mead. 
Along the other ample table, spread 
With silvery dishes, and high tapers, raised 
On branching shapes of rarest workmanship, 
And polish’d vases, and broad bowls of gold, 
Inlaid with emerald and with studs of pearl, 
On carved chairs, with antique sculpture graced, 
High chiefs, and noble ladies, took their seats, 
In order known of rightful dignity. 
Jealous of honour and precedent place, 
Each own’d due station: both the Atheling, — 105 
By birth illustrious, and the titled chief 
Whom office dignified, or deeds of war, 
Or wealth in land, or won by naval trade. 
The Ealdorman, in rank of primal naine, 
Nearest the sovereign, in the general state, 
The shire’s chief head, and o’er its power supreme: 
The noble Earl, proud of his ancestry 
And old descent: the martial Heretoch: 
The King’s Thane, by the sovereign’s favour raised 
To military honour: next the Thane, 
(Rank ope to all deserving industry) 
Ennobled, by possession or of land, 117 
With chapel-fane, bell-house, and burgage-seat, 
Or riches won by nautic merchandize: 
The just Gerefa, who dispensed the law: 
The Shire-reeve too, for prudent wisdom famed. 
Each had his figured shield behind him borne 
By an attendant knight, of office proud. 


Their noble lineaments and graceful forms 
Distinguish d all with native ornament, 
Some sat, attired in shining mail of gold, 
Or polish’d brass, habiliments of war. - 
Others wore silken tunics, richly wrought, 128 
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Circling the folded body to the knee, 129 
Whose cinctured bordure jewels edged, and gold: 
Some, crimson mantles wore, tissued with flowers, 
In graceful folds over both shoulders thrown, 
With ermine turn’d; or broad and glittering hem, 
In various change: these on the nobler race 

Were on the bosom clasp’d with radiant gems, 
(High honour’s badge,) or orient brooch of gold: 
Others, less noble, had the mantle thrown, 

(Alike with broider’d hues and flowers adorn’d) 
O’er the left shoulder, fasten’d on the right 

With studded clasp, or jewel, sparkling there, 140 
After wont manner of each English rank: 

But all a rich and jewell'd belt had on, 

That to the waist the inner vest confined. 

Around the neck some wore with graceful pride 

A costly chain of gold, or torques wreath’d, 
Appended by a graven amulet: 

And o’er the folded sleeve that deck’d their arms, 
Bracelets of gold, or glittering links of gems, 
Deck’d each, in token of their lofty state, 

Wont sign, which law to others’ use forbids. 
Rings too of gold upon their fingers shone, 151 
That with each gesture their high lineage mark’d. 
Yet not alone their rich attire to sight, 

But e’en their generous features might disclose 
Condition, rank’d above the vulgar race. 

Their ample-flowing hair, with fonder pride 
Train’d, and display'd with wont and rival care, 
Distinguish'd all: each chieftain’s flowing locks, 
Upon the forehead parted, thence hung down 

In wavy ringlets to the neck, and thrown 
Backward, shew’d full each manly countenance; 
Where their large azure eyes, like sapphires, shone, 
That spoke at once their English old descent. 168 


But there not sole the stately warriors drew 
Wistful regard, but mingled at the board, 
Illustrious dames, and virgins’ blooming charms, 
To their graced persons drew the admiring gaze. 
Lovely they sat, in flowing robes adorn’d 
Of purest white, or tinct of tender hue, 

The tunic, and the kirtle, framed alike 

Of costly silk, embroider’d o’er with stars, 

Or flowers of gold, loose-floating to their feet : 
And o’er the rest, a slender mantle rich 

’er the fair shoulders hung in graceful folds 

Of falling drapery, with varied hem (198 
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Cinctured, that playful waved with gems and gold ; 
Clasp'd on the bosom or beside the neck 

With orient pearl, or labour’d ornament. 

Upon their polish’d brows the stately fair 

W ore bands, and coronets, with jewels rich’d 
That decorated scarce their braided bair, 

_ And curling tresses, blent with flexile gold, 

After wont manner of the English fair. 

Oft o’er their heads with graceful ease was flung 
A hooded veil of costly workmanship, 

Form'd or to shade at times their wavy locks, 

Or amid lighter hours of social ease, 187 
Drop o’er the bosom in luxuriant folds. 

Their fair and swan-like necks were circled each 
With amulets, and links of radiant gems, 

Or golden sylas : whence depending bung 

Bullas of gold, or the bright-jewell’d cross. =~ 
Rich-cinctured zones their flowing robes confined ; 
And from loose-fulded sleeves their orient arms 
Gracefully turn’d, as alabaster white, 

Rivall’d the beauty of the sculptor’s art. 

Upon their light and slender fingers shone, 
Varying their lustre with each motion’s change, 
Gems of all hues, and rings of virgin-gold. 199 
Their robes of state, (though to the conscious sight 
Inspiring awe and willing reverence,) 

Scarce added radiance to their native charms: 
Such beauty from their angel features beam’d. 


From lofty-sculptured windows o’er their heads, 
And o’er the walls, around the gorgeous hall, 
Hung silken tapestry, by female hands 
Enwrought with rich embroidure of the neeld, 

Or in the web inwove in varied hues: 

Whose imaged shapes in pictured story told 

The deeds of heroes in illustrious train. 210 
One side display’d the tale of Troy divine, 

Known by the occurrents told in Homer’s song: 
Helen’s rare beauty: the assembled Greeks: 

The turrets of beleaguer’d Ilion: 

Achilles’ rage: the noble Hector slain: 
Andromache's fond love: the pleading woe 

Of aged Priam, sire of many sons, 

None loved like this, his country’s sacrifice. 

Next, the loved tale, by Maro’s verse pursued: 
Troy’s lofty city wrapt in general flames 

By armed ambush of the treacherous Horse: 
JEneas on his shoulders from the flames 222 
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Bearing his aged sire, and in his hand 223 
The young Ascanius led: then o’er the seas 

Their flight in ships, till Juno’s envious ire 

Drove Troy’s poor relics on the Latian shores: 
/Eneas’ battles: next his marriage rites 

With fair Lavinia, from whose union sprung 
(Pictured in tissue fair of order due) 

The Albanian sires, and Rome’s imperial walls. 
After, the tale to Britain’s isle pursued, 

When Brutus, son of Sylvius, (who his birth 
Drew from Ascanius, great /Eneas’ son,) 

By a stray arrow in the sylvan chase 23.1 
Destroys his parent’s life: for which sad act 
Banish’d by his incensed countrymen, 

Unhappy Brutus, in assembled ships 
Accompanied by many Trojan friends, 

(After stern battles with King Pandrasus, 

And marriage with his daughter Inogen,) 

Led by Diana's question’d oracle, 

Comes to the shores of western Albion; 

Where after warring with the native race, 

When Trojan Corineus with wrestling arms 

Hurls from a rock the huge Goemagog, 

The leader Brutus to the destined isle 246 
Gives his own name eterne, and Britain calls: 
Then, (as Diana’s vision in his sleep 

Prompting foretold) the kingly Brutus here, 

In his own Britain, rears a second Troy ; 

A city proud, on Thames’ majestic stream, 

Long named New-Troy; until the princely Lud, 
The haughty brother of Cassibelaun, 

Warring against the Roman Cesar’s arms, 
Surrounds the city old with stately walls 

And lofty towers ; in memory of his act, 

Naming the place to after time Lud’s town: 

Thus tracing o’er the pictured tapestry 258 
The noble lineage of Britannia’s sons 

In just descent from heroes famed of old, 

Who live in proudest songs of Greece, or Rome ; 
Once lords of earth, as Britain’s sons shall be. 


These opposite, the spacious hall along, 
O’er column’d arches, imaged tapestry 
Display’d the deeds of Oddune’s ancestors : 
(After the custom of the English race) 
Wrought by the honour’d females of his house 
From olden time, and by his consort fond 
And beauteous daughter with his own brave acts 
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Continued on, until the last dread field: 270 
Preserving thus to many an emulous age 
Virtue’s blest memory, and shewing here 
Nobility’s true right in worthy deeds. 

These draw with fond survey each conscious eye. 
Often the noble ladies from the feast 

Turn their attracted ghance, and o’er the work 

— Intently look; while toward the table high, 
Where sit the King, and regal family, 

The noble donor of the splendid feast 

Bends his fix’d eyes with deeply reverent gaze. 


Proceeds the festival: the holy priests 241 
Give benediction to the assembled guests, 
After the English wont. Profusely spread 
The choicest viands grace the upper board, 
Meet for the royal banquet: flesh of deer 
And stately hart, by stag-hounds fleet o’erta’en 
In various chase, led by the echoing horn 
O’er parks that gird full many a hide of land, 
Within their bosky confines for disport 
Holding the dappled natives of the field. 
Large in the midst, within a spacious bowl, 
With trumpet’s sound by sewers and scneschals -u2 
To the chief table borne, in manner wont, 
With antique state and high solemnity, 
Wreathed with fresh evergreens and oaken Icaves, 
Is laid the head of the wild hunted boar, 
(A customary dainty, prized of old) 
Chased from the opening confines of the groves, 
Where wolf-pits border on the thicket-lair, 
And caught in deep recesses of the woods 
With noise of slung horns, and the shouts of men, 
Arm’d with huge spears, and furious mastiffs’ aid. 
Seeth’d now (as wont) within a stone-paved pit, 
The noble trophy greets the smiling chiefs, 304 
Who love the sport at interval of ease, 
And oft beneath the hoary-spreading beech 
Mid the wild forest’s gloom in lonely glens 
Rouse the tooth’d savage from his feast of mast. 
Then, intermix’d, upon the table lay 
Birds, by the falcon slain in rural spoit 
Sought by the falconers amid shelter’d bowers, 
Or where shy pheasants hide their rarer wing: 
The reed-hen, heath-cock, or marsh-haunting teal : 
Then seethed flesh, season’d with fragrant herbs, 
That to rich liquor mid the spacious vase 
Add pungent flavour and delicious taste: 316 
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Limbs of large oxen from the turning spit $17 
Drawn, and o’erflowing with nutritious juice? 
Viand by England’s natives prized of old. 

Nor from near piscaries were wanting there 

Fish of each varied kind, a favourd food, 

From tide-wash’d rivulets, or salt-stream dikes 
Cut with nice art beside the sandy shore, 

And by the nobles with meet care preserved : 
The silvery eel; the crimson salmon, check’d 
Amid his sudden leap o'er wicker’d weirs, 

When for a while he quits the green sea-waves, 
And seeks the freshet streams, that part the land. 
There too upon the glittering salver smokes, 
Drawn whole from off the prongs, by vassal hinds 
That on the feast attend, (in manner used 

Of ancient English rite) the champain hare, 
Chased by lank coursers from her nestling seat: 
The savoury venison, or the moorland sheep, 
Add to the varying meal luxurious change. 

Nor sole with flesh of animals, though chief, 

The board is loaded; other dainties lure 

The softer taste, and gentler appetite : 

Choice herbs, of fragrant or nutritious growth, 
Succulent plants, and store of pod, or green: 340 
Warm cates of wheaten corn, to whitest hue 
Refined by oft attrition of the stone; 

Some too, of rural hearth, not here despised. 
And to the taste more nice and delicate 

Of the commingled fair, are served, (as wont) 
Rich creams, with spice or fragrant acid blent, 
In silvery creches, or the sculptured vase; 
While oft their ruby lips with opening smile 

Kiss the bright edge, and as the nectar’d juice 
They sip, shed imaged roses o’er the bowl. 
Frequent the cup-bearers, on bended knee, 
Present the golden goblet to each guest, 352 
Fill’d or with generous ale, or sparkling mead ; 
Oft the warm beverage of costlier wine, 

Drink for the elders and the chiefest men. 

Then from rich censers, or the antique horn, 

Gay youths and blooming virgins offer meek, 
With reverence wont to dignity so high, 

Fragrant morat, from vernal honey drawn, 
Diluted with the juice of mulberries, 

Hydromel, and the curious ippocras : 

Drinks to the English nation dear of old. 


This course removed, then o’er the glittering board 
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Are spread the products of the vineyards near, 364 
Or orchards of the neighbouring monastery : 
Green luscious figs; the pale, or purpling, grape, 
In swelling clusters, train’d with careful hand 

O’er low espaliers to the southern sun, 

Eyed with delight, as rear’d from English soil ; 
Delicious, though in taste, or swelling size, 

Not rivalling the fruits of warmer France: 
Pink-rinded nuts, in clustering busks bespread 
O’er triple-parted foliage of the vine, 

The native almond, or the juicy pear: 

The yellow apricot’s ripe velvet globe, 375 
Or apples, streak’d with tints that emulate 

Morn’s varying blushes, or eve’s golden fall. 
These o’er the table strown profuse, beside 

The tempted sight refreshing wines are set, 

The festive tribute to expecting guests, 

In flagons bright of gold, and choicest ore, 

Or polish’d ivory, white as mountain snow ; 
Various in size, yet all of graceful shape. 

Here gleams with roseate light, in vases rich 

Of costly glass, the far-fetch’d mellow wines, 
Brought from some warmer soil in merchant ships ; 
Some pure and cold, some warm, and spice-enrich’d ; 
While in deep chalice of reflecting gold 

Leaps the rich-sparkling mead, and courts the taste. 
There the broad wassail-bowl, (a semi-globe 

Of silvery frame), deep-fill’d with beverage loved 
Of spicy ale, with sprigs of fragrant herbs, 

Or apples, roasted and of odorous scent, 

(After old English mode), invites, as wont, 

Each guest in turn to taste the votive cup. 

In golden vase the choicest pigment breathes 
Delicate odour, from fresh honey drawn, 

Blended with wine, and juice of sweetest flowers, 
Pale cowslips, or the rose’s virgin-leaf : 399 
Drink only to selecter nobles known. 

And all along the copious table stands 

Nectar’d morat, in patine of pure gold, 

Or foamy cider in capacious bowl. 

Oft from the several deep and gold-tipt horn 

Each quaffs a cheering draught, as fancy leads, 
Pass’d equal round (as wont) in progress due. 
Such seem’d the royal banquet, as of old 

The nobles shared at the King’s palace-court 

In happier day. Old seasons seem revived, 

And all accomplish’d to their fondest hope. 

All, save this single scene, might seem forgot, 411 
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After refreshments elegant as these 
Had satisfied expecting appctite, 
Delicious music next of social air 
Adds a new transport to the banquet’s grace. 
The female voice, solicited, evokes 
To tuned instrument harmonious song, 
When, sweetest-pour’d from beauty’s witching lips, 
Warbled with prelude first which taste approves, 
Music, like Philomela’s dying strain, 
Breathes of love's pleasing pain and truth’s reward. 
Touch’d by the virgin’s hand, the various lute 423 
Assumes its tender and entrancing power, 
Softly composing the surrender’d soul. 
Among the female band, the alternate lyre 
1s handed round; a custom used of old 
In Britain’s land. Fair Hilda at request, 
To soothe and charm her father’s honour’d guests, 
Trills o’er its strings enchanting melody, 
And wakes to ecstasy its tones divine ; 
Excell'd in sweetness by her magic song. 
Each stately table, raptured, bends to hear, 
And more and more the youthful Surrey feels 434 
Admiring love steal through his fluttering breast. 
Nor sole such spell from Devon’s fairest flower 
Captures the heart, as in Elysian dream ; 
But next besought, lovely Matilda too, 
The gem of distant Kent, a stranger here, 
The single pride of her illustrious house, 
Rival enchantment wakes, though not more sweet, 
Differing, and eraceful in variety. 
Such custom’d rite by modest beauty paid, 
After, among the chiefs the martial air 
Exchanged is heard; with meet respect delay’d. 
With harp and song the genial board resounds, 416 


Then, from the castle’s area announced, 
(The banquet’s custom old such warrant gave) 
The joyous gleemen in diversion’s hour 
Tender, to please the festal company, 
Their tricksy sports and antique merriment. 
Some to the music of the four-string’d lyre, 
Play’d gracefully by rosy, white-robed youths, 
Dance with light motion, and with various change 
Following the kerchief, or with threaded maze 
Successive, on in wavering morrice glide, 
With order in variety, while trains 457 
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Of virgins, blent with youths in fair attire, 458 
And wreath’d with flowers, in suchcommingling chase 
Express love’s playfulness and coy pursuit. 

Others with skilful airy toss upthrew 

Round balls, and darts, or swords, and as they fell, 
Caught them alternate with unerring hand, 

While by their side some practised stripling plays 
The sprightly rebec to their twinkling feet. 

Others in mimic combat, while around 

Floats to light lays a gay fantastic pair, 

To music ply the seeming-furious blow, 

And with the sabre, parried by the shield, 469 
Artful, display the ancient dance of swords, 

The strain accordant with each clashing stroke ; 

A custom old, delighting martial eyes. 

Then various harmony in concert joins ; 

The mellow horn, the trumpet’s warlike clang, 

The playful pipe, the tabor’s echoing beat; 

The soothing flute, the clarion’s sprightly tone ; 
The cymbal’s clash, the bell’s according chime, 
The tube sonorous, and the thundering drum. 


When such delight had oped the joyous heart, 
Glad converse to the festive scene succeeds 480 
With the pleased fair; or emulous, the chiefs, 
Recalling loved diversions, fondly talk 
Of rural sports; the pleasures of the field, 

And whatsoe’er concerns the sylvan chase ; 
Of horses and fleet hounds; who most excels 
In the bold leap, or heads the hot pursuit ; 
Of hawking, and the favour’d falconer’s art, 
Sport ever to the English nobles dear, 

With which they recreate severer change 

Of business, or of state, though apt for each. 


But not alone with lighter revelry, 491 
Soften’d to friendship’s fond and social power, 
They cheer the willing senses, and the soul; 

For the whole feast in English wont proceeds, 
After the manner of the native race, 

Thoughtful in gaiety, and with an eye 

Still to the moral and the serious turn’d. 

Even mid nature’s due refreshments, these 

Still tend to themes of use. The noble guests 
(For as old custom taught the inferior troops, 

Such was among their chiefs the native wont) 

Not sole by votive cups among themselves 

And pledge exchanged, form now the social gild 593 
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Fraternal, each with equal in degree, 504 
And friendly league each other to defend 

With mutual aid in danger’s trying hour, 

Pledge, given o’er cups of wine, yet ne’er forgot, 
Nor forfeited, for all revere the vow: 

But (as was used among superior chiefs, 

In manner of their famous ancestors) 

Over the goblet, when the glowing heart 

Lends free and honest utterance to the tongue, 
Affairs of import they discuss, and frame 

The plans and purpose of the coming time, 

At morn to be revised, and then resolved 515 
When cool consideration shall mature 

With fuller reason the declared intent. 

Nor only this, but by more solemn cups, 

Quaff’d in meet order to illustrious names, 

Now they delight fit honour to express, 

And the hearts’ feelings that approve and love 
Merit where’er discern’d, and pay its meed. 

So while the answering bosom, pleased, returns 
Its due acknowledgment of such reward, 

(Shewn in the country’s love and won applause) 
At hour so glad, the heart and character 

Opens with generous warmth above disguise. 527 
Designs are pledged, emulous worth inspired, 
Recall’d in pleasing memory of the past, 

With brilliant hope of nobler acts to come. 
Sentiments, that to general union tend 

Courage and patriot daring, are disclosed, 

Till such the genial meeting less might seem 

A feast, than an assembly of the wise 

In high gemote and synod blent of state ; 
Conferring weighty themes of present need. 

F’en in the music and the songs that grace 

The intervals while pause the brimming cups, 

The nation’s temper shines, when gifted bards 539 
In virtue’s cause assume their gold-bright harps 

In praise of heroes to the lays they love, 

And strike the sounding chords to verse that tells 
The worthy deeds of noble families, 

Embalm’d in deathless song to memory, 

And taught with sacred care from age to age. 
Such song the genuine character reveals, 

To each peculiar, such as every heart 
Acknowledges as true: no venal praise 

Degrades the vainly prostituted lyre, 

But only just desert its voice commands : 
Whene’er it will, commingling counsel sage, 531 
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By none disdain’d, but heard with reverent awe. 552 
Such as to memory’s high example calls 

The elder masters of the English lyre, 

The never-dying Cedmon, Aldhelm wise, 

The venerable Bede, and every bard, 

Who hallows virtue in unfading verse. 


"Twas in such spirit, at so royal feast, 
That at the summons high of Devon’s peer, 
Stately appealing to the expectant guests, 
In moment prime of ceremonial due, 
The votive cup is to the name devote 562 
Of noble chiefs, for worthy deeds renown’d, 
Received with rapture of deserved applause. 
First, salutation to the much-loved King 
As chief in honour, Kinwith’s loyal host 
Tenders, and while he fills the votive cup 
To health of England’s monarch thus restored, 
He tells, what glory crowns his ancient hall, 
Receiving such a guest, what pride, what joy 
Greets such return, what hope for England beams. 
Immediate at such name the noble guests 
To honour rise, and hail the sign proposed 
With shouts of welcome and combined acclaim. 574 
While trumpets’ thrilling answer, and without 
Loud acclamations from the conscious crowd, 
Blend “‘ triumph of the pledge.” Such honour’s claim 
The sovereign feels, and rising from his seat 
Uncover’d, while respectful silence reigns, 
Thus speaks the emotion of his royal heart. 


‘¢ How swells my bosom with delight and pride, 
After so splendid victory as we owe 
To our illustrious host, (whom still to thank, 
Though it seem done, can never be too much) 
Thus to behold its bless’d effects begun: 585 
Witnessing at this table England’s peers 
In happy union; our realm’s chief estates, 
The country’s honour and authority, 
Here met, that England’s court seems now revived! 
At such proud view, whate’er be losses past, 
What perils else remain to meet and quell, 
Who shall deem England fallen ?—The present joy, 
Hailing the late events, and cordial zeal 
Of this assemblage, with plain augury bode 
The glories yet to come. We see the spark [blaze 
From whence shall spring the generous flame, whose 
Shall chase the darkness that enshrouds. the land ; 
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The bud, which early ripening suns shall spread 598 
Into a beauteous flower. For now, meseems, 

As in the window of some stately fane 

The rays of many-colour’d light converge 

In blended grace, and charm the ravish’d eye, 

So shall the talents, tempers, habits, powers, 

Of every noble severally combine 

All to the selfsame end, the public weal.” 


The monarch paused, for at his words the sound 
Of glad applause told every breast’s response, 
And every hand the sense of pride express’d. 608 


Then thus the King his bosom more reveal'd. 
‘* When every chief his proper duty acts, 
After his own peculiar character, 
His various circuinstance and quality, 
Yet all correlative to one sole charge, 
By England's native and heroic race 
W hat shall be not achieved? as brave in war, 
As mild and gentle in the arts of peace. 
Now at life's hazard and through dangers new, 
Preferring thousand deaths to slavery’s yoke, 
We under heaven’s high blessing shall work out 619 
Deliverance, pressing on to full success. 
The kingdom's fate is surely now at hand : 
Her triumph not far off. All beams in view : 
The means are visible, nor past our reach. . 
For now wust all our thoughts and care unite 
With mutual effort and commingling aid 
To know, prepare, and with effect dispatch 
What in our country’s cause yet rests to do; 
To rouse the English courage, knowing well 
Our satety but in opposition lies ; 
To bend aright the nation’s energies. 
Now must our England’s noble chivalry, 631 
Awaking valour that shall every toil, 
Danger, privation, scorn, against mishap 
Buoyant, elate, by fortune ne’er cast down, 
Patient as active, and invincible, 
In stir, turmoil, and pageantry of war 
Strain every nerve and faculty untired : 
Adwitting no surcease by day, by night, 
Through courtly halls, or rural cottages, 
City or hamlet, solitude or crowd, 
While the loud trumpet echoes duty’s call: 
Recalling, reconciling, as we may, 
Back to their rank the nobles yet estranged.” — 643 
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So as the sovereign said, renew’d applause, G44 
Not least repeated by the eastern earls, 
Echoed each heart’s response. The King pursued. 


_ **Thus when our army shall be form’d again, 
And learnt the strength and posture of the foe, 

. By dint of vigorous battle we may crush 

Foreign invasion’s power; these Pagan hordes 

Chase from the land, or blend to general use; 

Curb treason’s crest, and England’s recreant sons 

Make of their false degenerate deeds ashamed, 

Yet lead the penitent to favour old. G54 

Completion then of all our fair designs 

With ample meed shall these our toils repay. 

Ours shall be then the task divine to found 

Our kingdom’s future and perennial glory ; 

And for a people, worthy of such gift, 

By wisdom as by active enterprize 

Alike distinguish’d, blending martial power, 

Wealth, boundless commerce, letters, science, arts, 

By bands of order and religion tied, 

Stablish a constitution and a state, 

The model as the envy of the world ; 

Till Britain’s island shall be deem’d by all G66 

The throne of nations, as their mercy-seat ; 

So to her sons endear'd, that it shall be 

The heart’s chief pride to be a Briton born. 

While round the banner of the argent Horse 

And red-cross flag, with hallow’d reverence 

And love’s devotion shall Britannia’s sons, 

Kings of the ocean, lords of earth, and free 

Even as thought in order’d liberty, 

For ever rally; and their empire, based 

On mutual rights and mutual happiness, 

Guard as our sacred legacy : ourselves 

Hail’d as its parents and original. 678 

Until the matchless fabric shall descend, 

Through lapse of rolling ages, unimpair’d, 

But only into softer grace improved, 

Prouder magnificence, increasing strength, 

Still-brightening glory, to time’s latest end.” 


The monarch ceased, while thrill’d in every breast 
Hope's high enthusiasm, and patriot pride. 
Then England’s royal head to all appears 
The soul, and the connecting link of all, 
The leading star, that beaming forth again 
With native dignity, to triumph guides. 689 


( 
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Nor waits due moment, ere the ready bards, 690 
Far-famed Geraint (lord of the kingly chair, 
Chosen to that station in romantic Wales) 

And English Wilfred, tune their golden harps. 
Of Alfred first they sung, in honour prime, 
Descended from an ancient line of Kings, 

The patriot sovereign, whom less the throne 
And sceptre of his royal ancestors 

Lift to his place, than of itself may claim 

The majesty of his own kingly mind: 

Sire of his country, dauntless in the field, 

In council wise, nor less in adverse hour 701 
Great in the test of true philosophy, 

Supporting sorrow with a soul unchanged. 

Him saved through dark confusion and despair 
And to the nation’s fondest arms restored, 
They chant in strains of solemn jubilee, 

The subject’s joy, the kingdom’s beaming hope ; 
* Chaining in rapture the surrender’d ear. 


‘ Nor pause ensues, ere Kinwith’s lord again 
Rising, invites from all the joyous cup, 
Full-pledged with health and welcome to the rest 
Of England’s royal house who grace our board. 712 
Answering acclaim the guests’ delight approves. 
The widow’d Queens with graceful courtesy, 
Nor less the lovely Thora, princess young, 

Bend at such honour from their lofty seats, 
And each with hand upon the bosom press’d 
Owns with expressive sign its grateful pride. 
A&delm then rose, the elder prince, in form 
Elegant, courtly, and with modest words 
Duteous acknowledgment he thus express’d. 


‘“‘ Accept, illustrious host, and generous peers, 
My kindest thanks for this accorded love, 723 
Shewn to our house. Myself as yet am young, 
But by my honour’d benefactor’s care, 

And fellowship of my dear friend, his son, 
Train’d in the duties of nobility, 

I hope to blend in the state’s high pursuits, 
And bear what part my country may assign. 
For from this union of the puissant peers, 

I augur prosperous events at hand.” 


With such his gentle accents, which display’d 
The royal scion, docile, amiable, 
The observant peers were pleased, and paid applause. 
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Him following, Athelwold, the younger prince, 
In mien more rude and careless, seized the time 
To speak the feeling of his haughtier mind. 


‘* Not less from me, victorious Devon, take 
Gratitude’s meet return. By you begun, 
I hope, that fortune now presents the hour, 
When lofty actions best may mark the brave. 
For me, I ask but at my country’s hand 
Adequate power, and on occasion meet 
Before our England’s peers to shew myself 
In my true colours, winning for my name 745 
But glory suited; equal to our right. 
If but command by sea, by land, be mine, 
I fear not Hastings’ threat, nor doubt ere long 
To sweep his pirate squadron from our shores.” 


So as he said, Eltruda mark’d his words, 
Silent, but not unmoved, and buoy’d with pride. 
The listening nobles deign applausive meed. 
Then, as of royal race, with aspect sage 
Adulph Saint Neot rose, and thus express’d. 


‘“‘ Thanks too from me receive. Nor may I deem, 
Unconquer’d Devon, and assembled peers, 756 
But that good Providence itself designs 
The late auspicious unlook’d victory 
Our sovereign to his people to restore ; 

And all to bind ia league of amity. 

That by such friendship, discord all forgot, 

Each in his bleeding country’s wounds may pour 
The balm of comfort; and with blended strength 
Exalt her to her native majesty. 

Such must be toil of policy and war. 

Union is England’s rock, and tower of strength, 
Armour invulnerable ’gainst every foe. 767 
But the bright vision opens on my soul: 

Proud triumph beams at hand. For war's true end, 
The boundless blessings of perduring peace, 

Wise counsel after shall achieve, which then 
Alone ’twill rest for England to enjoy: 

When her loved King not only at his court 

And in his nobles’ halls and feasts, as now, 

His happy subjects homage’ shall receive, 

The dear reward of all his public cares, 

While worthy meeds shall honour merit still ; 

But as bold arms shall guard the shielded state, 
No less in Oxford’s bowers and crowded halls 779 
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(Theme I know dearest to the monarch’s heart) 780 
Shall he delight to spread the general reign 

Of true religion, solid learning’s light, 

And by his care to stablish and secure 

Concerns of highest import, England’s bliss 

And growing glory, to remotest time.” 


He ceased. Applause his happy presage hail'd. 
Nor pause delays, ere an enchanting theme 
Attracts the ear; for now the soften’d harp 
In soothing lays and song of ecstasy 
Forgets not female honour’s sweeter praise. 790 
Rich notes of tender sympathy reveal 
The charms of virtue, then in loveliest view 
Disclosed on earth, in woman's angel form: 
Excelling man in heavenly purity, 

In meek devoted love, in tender truth, 

His equal too in honour's noblest height. 

Thus the glad bards with vying rapture hail 

The sovereign’s sister, Mercia’s widow’d Queen, 
Whom constant duty to her kingly spouse, 

And to her royal brother equal love, 

Her pious gratitude, endear to all: 

Much too her versed experience in a life 802 
Changeful in fate, unchanging but in this, 

Her native zeal for her loved country’s good. 


“Hail! light of beauty, Mercia’s radiant gem, 
Image of innocence, and matchless truth, 
All hearts applaud and honour worth like thine. 
Though now misfortune’s storms seem barely past, 
Hope whispers happier hours are yet to come. 
Still shall bright sunshine o’er thy country beam, 
And the rich current of thy future days 
Shall be one stream of halcyon peace and joy.” 812 


Then to the widow of dead Ethelbert, 
Eltruda, mother of his princely race, 
The harp attunes due praise: her careful love 
Of her high family, her lofty mind, 
Which may due greatness in their thoughts instil. 


Her daughter next attracts the duteous lyre, 
The lovely Thora, whose now nuptial charms 
May grace ere long some worthy prince’s hand. 


_ The princes next it hails, young stars of hope, 
Near to the throne in honour as in line, g22 
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Rising on England with auspicious beam, 823 
Reflecting glory on their ancient house. 

HEdelm, mild, amiable, in battle brave: 
Athelwold, haughty, wild, and fiery-bold, 

And never yielding, but to beauty’s charin. 


_ The holy Adulph then, of regal blood, 

The bards delight to name with honour due: 
Religious, meek, whose long experience past, 
Matured by wisdom and reflection, make 

His precepts maxims; whose sage counsel moves 
The soul with spirit as of prophecy. 833 


Such tribute paid of song, next Kinwith’s host, 
Rising, bespeaks attention to the cup [thought. 
His voice would pledge, while thus he tells his 


‘« My gracious sovereign, and assembled peers, 
Not less from sacred Adulph’s note, whose words 
Recal the duteous theme, than my own wish 
Thus to acknowledge claim so eminent, 

Knowing how intimate connexion binds 

The church and state, the weal or woe of both, 
As well too from the deep respect we feel 843 
To so main pillars of the public good, 

Gladly I pledge to all the votive cup, 

Wishing prosperity to England’s church ; 

Health, honour, to its venerable head, 

Plegmund, of Canterbury's primal see 
Arch-shepherd, and to those the sacred men, 

His apt support, religion’s ministers, 

Who with their presence grace our festive rights. 
And as good Adulph’s voice of prophecy 

Would seem, descending as the dove of heaven 
With olive branch of peace to wreath our swords, 
I echo thus his augury inspired: 855 
May England’s altars and her throne of state 
Flourish together, evermore combine 

Each other to support and to defend, 

In peace and harmony to endless time.” 


He said; delight his fervent words approved, 
And long applause: rising with awe devout 
And heart-felt ardour, all the noble guests 
Quaff to the sacred wish the brimming cup, 
And joy renew'd the bosom’s transport told. 


Scarce was the fervour of such tribute hush‘d, s¢s 
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Ere noble Plegmund, rising from his seat, 866 
With grace and reverend mien, his feeling spoke. 


‘‘Thanks, graciouscountrymen. Y oursacred wish 
May dew of heaven’s high blessing still attend ! 
May Britain’s sons, howe'er they may surpass 
In worldly empire, grandeur, glory, fame, 

Not rest content alone with things of earth, 

But by possession of celestial truth, 

Cherish’d than riches, power, fame, life more dear, 
And testifying true religion’s end, 

Proved by a life of virtue as its fruit, 876 
A nobler and more lasting kingdom win, . 
After this mortal pilgrimage is past. 

Banded as brothers in their bliss at home, 

May universal charity inspire 

Their hearts toward all mankind; that they may strive 
To spread the knowledge of the Great Supreme, 
Whom best to know is only best to love: 

His will, to us reveal’d; his word the guide. 
Whence, breathing peace, benevolence, and good 
To every nation, may their thoughts aspire 

To liken and connect this earth with heaven; 

To make mankind one family ; as better, 848 
Therefore more happy, till one flock, one fold 
Own but one heavenly Shepherd through the world. 
That this dark stage of being, this brief scene, 
Through heavenly benediction, thus may change 
To brightness, as with alchemy divine, 

While death shall be of all its terrors stripp’d, 
And seem alone the gracious harbinger 

Of endless comfort and felicity, 

With angels and the spirits of the good 

In boundless regions of immortal joy.” 


He said: a sacred awe each heart absorbs. 899 
Then, not o’erlook’d, the attentive bards prefer 
The votive tribute of remembering song, 

Paid to those holy men who grace the feast, 
Learning’s loved friends, and sweet religion’s shield. 


To Plegmund first, England’s archbishop high, 
Admired in his great office; pious, grave, 
Teaching by precept, nor example less ; ‘ 

True shepherd of the land, the country’s friend : 
Aiding her councils with his propbet voice, 
And skill’d in dictates of unerring truth. 909 
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Then learned Grimbald, from accomplish’d France, 
Hither invited by the prudent King | 
From studies rich in Rheims’ cathedral seat: 
Elegant and polite ; in scriptured lore, 

And learning versed of Greek and Latian bards, 
In heavenly music’s art: with charms like these, 
The King intends in Oxford’s founded halls 
Beneath his care to grace the English youth. 


Then Asser, from Saint David’s British shrine, 
The vaunted glory of romantic Wales: 
Plain, pious, by fond friendship much endear’d 920 
To England’s King; his tutor and his friend: 
A servant, and consoling minister 
Admiring much his benefactor’s name, 
And faithful proved amid severe distress. 


Next to the learn’d and travell’d Erigen, 
The pride of Ireland and of Scotia’s realm, 
The due harp pours its tributary strain : 
Various in science, skill’d in antique lore, 
In language many-tongued of Europe’s climes, 
As in the treasures of the earliest east : 
By observation, as by reading, wise; 931 
In morals rich and deep philosophy ; 
Witty, yet in abstrusest wisdom clear, 
In whom the fruits of travel graceful shine. 


Then to the travell’d stranger, new-arrived, 
Sighelm, the pastor sage of Sherborne’s see, 
The harp attunes its welcome; him, whose care 
The King selected on high embassy 
To India’s shores remote, with purpose there 
To cherish friendship, plant fresh colonies, 
And spread the blessings of the Christian truth, 
Which high intent his skill has well begun. 942 


Last to the strangers from the pious north, 
Ardulph and Edred of the holy isle, 
Fled to the south for shelter and repose, 
The bards accord their notice, and due praise. 


Scarce had the honours, to high station meet 
And objects prime of reverence, thus been shewn, 
Before the King, impatient to bestow 
Merit’s due guerdon, rising, while he fills 
A golden goblet, thus attracts the ear, 951 
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‘« Puissant nobles, guardians of the state, = 932 
Ours be the happy duty as the pride 
To seize the moment, when the festal cup 
Should grace the name of an illustrious peer, 
To whom our grateful country owes so much: 
Him, of our banquet the victorious cause, 
Devon’s heroic chief, in whom we see 
The model of an English nobleman: 
One, in whose veins the blood of princes flows, 
Descending unimpair’d for many an age: 
Honour his birth-nght. Him with grateful zeal 
And the full heart’s affection now we greet; —-963 
Nor less the graces of his stately house, 
His generous consort; his deserving son, 
The dauntless captor of this Raven-sign ; 
And the fair flower who owns a daughter’s love.” 


The sovereign ceased a moment, for applause 
Seem’d as to drown his speech, yet soon pursued. 


‘‘ Surely, my noble friends, when we recal 
Such claims on our admiring fond regard, 
And mark amid these hospitable halls 
So bounteous meed of lordly triumph spread, 973 
Whose view may well to thought resuscitate 
Manners of England’s old nobility, 
A picture here exemplified we see, 
What graceful kind repose and generous state 
Beseems a high-born lord, who, soon as peace 
May deign a smile, in his paternal home 
Among his people happy and attach’d, 
His pride as his support in war or rest, 
Here spends a life in chivalrous employ, 
Rural content and happiness, as now, 
Listening, surrounded by congenial friends 
In social ease, to songs of bards, that tell 985 
The fame of his heroic ancestors, 
Nor less his own transcending deeds of worth. 
A life, which old Olympic verse assign’d 
Not sole to honour’d victors, and the race 
Of vying nobles, but the gods themselves 
In their exalted seats, and heroes there 
Whose virtues claim the glory of the skies. 
Oh! let us breathe alike the enlivening wish, 
That after so blest union as shall now 
Ensure us fuller conquest, we may yet 
Transmit these native manners, joys so dear, 
To future ages, to descend unchanged 7 
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To latest generations; that our land 908 
May date from us, her guardians, not alone 

High institutions of her glorious state, 

But these her ancient customs, which her sons 
Shall keep, as worthy memory eterne, 

Fostering England’s spirit, the main cause 

. Of her proud excellence; all tending still 

To patriot feeling, cordial unity, 

To mutual confidence, and public bliss.” 


The sovereign ended : shouts of glad applause 
Welcome so acceptable wish, and while 1008 
The chieftains quaff the cup, the sprightly sound 
Of military music crowns the pledge. 


Which hush’d, with stately yet with modest air 
The noble Oddune, rising, his pleased guests, 
Enrapt in mute attention, thus address’d. 


‘* My gracious liege, and my collected friends, 
Most happy I esteem myself, if aught 
I or my household, (with such warlike help 
As join’d our menaced banners) may have done 
To aid our country, has but served to clear _1019 
The course of glory she has yet to run. 
Whether as soldier, peer, or citizen, 
If any merit should our efforts crown, 
The honours you concede, your kind applause, 
More than repay our duty’s willing toil. 
For meed like this, my noble ancestors 
Erst undertook far more: my care has been 
To guard the honour of my ancient house, 
To answer and maintain its long renown, 
To place my pride and glory in the love 
Of my old friends and numerous tenantry, 
My shield as my support; and in their cares, 1030 
Their pleasures and their griefs, to bear a part, 
Joying to see them happy as myself 
In the possession of these fair demesnes, 
Our fathers’ loved hereditary seat 
So many ages past, to whose dear soil 
Ourselves are rooted like our English oaks.” 


He paused, for at his words delight had way 
Ia wonted sign. Then toward his gallant son, 
Who near him sat, turning, in soften’d tone 
He thus a tender father’s care express’d. 1042 
VOL. II. s 
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‘* My hope has been, shall be, to teach this youth, 
And leave him as a legacy from me, 
These sentiments ; to make his pride of birth, 
Power and command, bend to his country’s weal : 
Using his wealth but as a public trust; 
Deeming true worth but to be kind and good; 
To dread the loss of honour more than death, 
Worst torture less than loss of self-esteem, 
Founded on honest consciousness of right, 
On genuine desert: remembering well 
True honour must have native dignity 
And virtue as its base, and solid root, 1052 
Or else, though deck’d in ermine and in gold, 
"Tis but mean falsehood and hypocrisy. 
Need I declare the pride that swells my heart, 
Seeing within these ancient halls thus met 
Assembly so august, whose hearts combined 
Warrant assurance of renew’d success ? 
Yet prudence our united energy 
Must still control: a deep presentiment 
My bosom feels, that our late battle’s chance 
And firm resistance, will have so incensed 
The Pagan army in their distant camp, 
That when they hear the tidings; with new rage 1064 
In overwhelming numbers of fresh power 
They will assail us, and mad vengeance hurl 
On all who dared their hated yoke oppose. 
Suchis my thought: wherefore, brave lords, prepare.” 


He sat; while long applauses testified 
The guests’ delight at accents, that reveal'd 
The nobleman, and soldier, bold no less 
Than politic, and graced with modesty. 


Nor pause ensues, ere by such notice drawn, 
His son, the youthful Eldred, with an air 1074 
Of winning deep respect, (his wounded arm 
Slung steadfast o’er his breast,) his feeling told. 


“Tf the slight share, which happy chance to me 
In our late battle gave, or any act 
Of one so young, with so much still to learn, 
Among my gallant countrymen in arms, 
Can win such mention and such favouring love 
From my too gracious King and generous peers, 
So high approving praise transcends my due; 
Yet asks from me responsive gratitude. 
Whate’er I did, the honour is my sire’s : 1085 
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He was the leader; I but track’d his steps, 106 
A willing follower, and by him inspired. 

With him, for him, my humble deed arose: 

His be the palm then, and the laurel wreath: 

To his bright head points smiling victory. 

To me the future study must belong 

_ With care to imitate his noble name ; 

To guard the honour of our heritage: 

Cherishing precepts, nor example less, 

Of these my worthy parents, taught by them.” 


He said: the unassuming gentle mien 1096 
Of true desert from all observers won 
Approval proud : his young essay of speech 
Augur’d like honour as his first of fields. 
Then o’er her eyes the tender mother held, 
Drooping, her hand, to hide a starting tear, 
Yet plain her fluttering bosom spoke her heart. 
Calm, yet with deep paternal love and pride 
In silence moved, the thoughtful father sat: 
Yet each the guests’ entranced attention drew. 


Then chant the bards, in strains of answering pomp, 
The noble Oddune, Devon’s princely chief, — 1109 
Sprung from long line of glorious ancestry, 

The worthy son of the victorious Karl, 

Who in the days of Alfred’s kingly sire 

By Winborne’s towers dispersed the Dacyan host,. 
Immortal in his country’s memory ; ; 
But yet transcended by his dauntless race, 

By victory crown’d in many a desperate field, 

Till Denmark’s magic Raven to him bows. 

Nor happy only in the tents of war, 

Alike excelling in mild arts of peace, 

Prudent and skill’d in careful policy : 

The pride, the beacon of the Witan-mote, 1119 
Guiding the high assembly of the wise : 

Giver of bracelets to devoted troops, 

The bounteous lord of hospitality, 

Equal in this to his all-honour’d house: 

Mirror of spousal and paternal love, 

Of virtuous graces that adorn a man: 

Blest in his consort, branch of Cornwall’s line, 
Allied in union to a race of Kings : 

The envied father of a gallant son, 

Whose early acts approve his origin; 

As of a daughter, beauty’s paragon. 

Oh! may a race of long posterity 1131 
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Still flourish fair, with honours braving time, 1132 
England’s defence, her pride and ornament. 


Then turns the harp to noble Oddune’s spouse, 
Majestic hostess of the royal feast, 
The fair Honoria, as she graceful bends, 
Observed of all, while by the bards attuned, 
Her praise resounds ; sung, as unmatch’d in state 
Of generous heart, and hospitable name: 
Long used to courts and to high splendour born, 
Thence knowing to conduct the dignity 
And over Devon’s stately halls preside. 1142 
Justly ambitious of her consort’s fame, 
She, bounteous still to troops of grateful friends, 
Shines the fit patron of his festive board: 
The honour'd mother of a peerless son, 
And of a blooming flower, who by her side 
Presents to thought ber own fair youth revived, 
A budding rose ere summer’s breath has blown: 
Both beam their country’s love and just delight. 


Next the young Eldred’s fame the English harp 
Sounds with fresh rapture: heir of native worth, 
Young Lioncel of war; intrepid, firm, 1153 
Careless of wounds, in battle’s tumult calm: 

The bless’d preserver of a father’s life, 

Shield of his followers, favourite of the bold : 
Modest as brave, ingenuous and kind : 

A sapling oak on Devon's hilly steep, 

Tossing his green leaves in the sun-bright air, 

In youth's new vigour and luxuriant pride: 

His tall stem glittering near the parent-tree 

With rival grace, whose broad majestic cope 

In lapse of years such offspring shall restore, 

And live the genuine monarch of the wood. —1165 


Then to the modest flower itself, the song 
Devotes its melody of trembling joy, 
Sweet Hilda, who in virgin elegance 
Beside her mother, meek and silent, sits, 
With grace enrapturing each captive heart : 
Herself alone unconscious of the charms 
That fix upon her all admiring eyes. 
‘* Ah! let not timid tenderness like thine 
Refuse the homage of the duteous lyre. 
Still bloom in happy peace: may no rude gale 
Blight thy soft blossoms, or thy fragrance wound. 
Delight our England. On some worthy heart 1176 
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 Bestow, in time, earth’s richest happiness, 1177 
Thy angel love, and bless his truth with thine. 
That your adoring country may in both 

Behold a pattern of bright excellence, 

To make our isle scem virtue’s paradise.” 


_ Paused the rich harp: respectful silence reign’d, 
While in the heart deep-sank the grateful lay, 

Yet brief: for now the sovereign, as it seem’d, 

Scarce with such honour to his victor-host 
Contented, speaks. ‘‘ Devon’s illustrious peer, 

Title, wealth, splendour, greater than are yours 1187 

*Tis scarcely mine to grant: yet as your right, 
Next after our own sceptre’s dignity 

Take from us now such token of esteem, 

And just desert, known such by every eye, 

As we can give: (would that the prize were more !) 

This order, badge of honour's loftiest claim ; 

And to our noble Hostess, a weak mark 

Of our regard, we send this union-pearl.” 


So as he said, the monarch from his neck 
A golden torques took, of wreathy link, 
Whereto depending in the centre hung 1198 
A salient steed of gold, an English badge 
Patrician, sign of chief nobility. 
These from the sovereign’s band an honour’d knight 
Took, kneeling, and such envied gifts bore down, 
In sight of all, to each high personage 
Whom the King destined such regard to grace. 


Then Mercia’s Queen from her own bosom took 
A glittering carcanet, of precious gems, 
Hung with a radiant star and jewell’d cross; 
And by a knightly page she sent it down, 1208 
Who gently placed it by the Queen’s command 
Over the bending Hilda’s snowy neck, 
The lovely daughter of her former friend. 


Next in the banquet’s varying interval, 
The sovereign, rising with a solemn air, 
Observed by all with fix’d and silent awe, 
Summons the youthful Eldred to his side ; 
With the two princes, sons of Ethelbert, 
The King’s dead brother; bent on purpose proud 
Each to exalt to warlike dignity 
Of a King’s thane, and grant the high reward 
Of such investiture, as merit’s meed; 1220 
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Esteem’d by all as honour's brightest pledge. 1221 
Before him first the youthful Eldred kneels. 
The King from hands of knights, attendant near, 
Receives a scarlet mantle, rich with gems; 
And o’er the youth, with benediction fond, 
Invoking God’s good blessing on the act, 
Still to protect him as a folding garb, 
Spreads the broad vesture o’er his graceful limbs. 
Next from the knights, with ceremony meet, 
The King receives a studded belt, set o'er 
With precious jewels, and within it hung 
A crooked sword, in golden sheath inclosed. 1232 
This round the loins of the still-kneeling youth 
The sovereign girds, with sacred-suited wish, 
That he may still its honour’s worth maintain 

Tn strictest virtue, and with valiant heart. 
- Then o’er young Eldred’s head the sovereign waves 
(Ta’en from its station by his proper hand) 
The Raven-banner, which the gallant youth 
Had captured from the foe in glorious war : 
And fondly grasping the young hero’s hand, 
In moving language utters once again, 
As in his country’s name, her gratitude. 1243 


‘Oh! may this trophy of thy earliest field 
Prove but a presage of thy future fame. 
Be worthy England's true nobility. 
Fear not, brave youth, in her good cause to die, 
But love thy country, still her rights defend : 
Be thou her true and dauntless soldier still, 
For ever ready on the side of truth. 
Bearing thee, like a Christian and a man, 
Fight for just victory; but that achieved, 
Enjoy thy triumph with humility. 
Follow the virtuous path thou hast begun : 
Be only equal to thine ancestors, 1255 
And shine, like them, in honourable act. 
No undeserved dignity is thine ; 
Preserve it ever pure of every taint; 
So shall the voice of praise still bless thy name, 
And thy example raise in England’s race 
Models of virtue, emulous of thee. 
Thus shall thine own posterity draw down 
Their country’s honour, as thyself hast done, 
From age to age, and win her just rewards 
From future sovereigns, when this hand is cold, 
And my voice silent in an elder grave.” 1266 
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So as he said, he tenderly embraced 1267 
The generous youth; a tear in many an eye 
Sprung, at observance of the solemn sight, 

While words of so importing eloquence 

Fell, deep-implanted in each throbbing heart. 
The King then adds his monitory wish, 

That each religious ceremonial due 

(Wont after knighthood) from the holy priests 
Shall consecrate to purity and truth 

The thane elect, in sign that he become 

Clear member of so high a dignity : 

The benediction of approving heaven, 1278 
The bath, the sprinkling from the stain of sin, 
The wonted vigils in the chapel-fane, 

The humble, oft-repeated orison ;. 

The offering, on the altar, of his sword 

In meet communion with assembled peers. 

Nor such conceded honour to the young 

And gallant Eldred satisfies the King, 

But to the youthful hero, ere he rise, 

The monarch adds: ‘ From this time title bear, 
By merit thine; henceforth be Kinwith’s earl.” 
Then from each heart aspiring wishes breathe 
Their fondest blessings on so favour’d head. 1290 


Afterward with like solemn ceremony - 
The sovereign with the scarlet vest and belt, 
Beset with gems and costly workmanship, 
From whence the crooked sword in sheath of gold 
Depending shines, invests the princes twain, 
Brave A:delm; then the naval Athelwold; 
And adds his blessing with like kind advice. 
And more, to them peculiar; for the King, 
Recalling with a sigh the fatal loss 
Of his own offspring; of his royal spouse; 
Deeming the princes, his dead brother’s sons, 1301 
Now heirs and next successors to the crown, 
Tenderly adds to them endearing words, 
Meet to such memory, observed by all. 


‘* Princes, good nephews, nearest to our state, 
Our own lamented personal loss you know. 
No more I now call mine a peerless spouse, 
Or infant race, as heirs of England’s throne: 
For which lost object of my youthful vow, 
And tender pledges of her faithful love, 
The deep emotions of my secret grief 
To none of mortal mould I may reveal, 1312 
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Breathed but te heaven in meditation lone 1313 
O’er the moist pillow of my midnight rest. 

Since Providence with such calamity 

And sharp affliction visits thus myself, 

That of my lineal race none now remain, 

To keep succession of the royal house, 

The kingdom, which devolved to me entire, 

Both by my royal father’s testament, 

Your own sire’s will, and by assembled peers 
Amid the nation’s high gemote confirm’d, 

May after my decease become your own. 

Then let me hope that heaven in mercy deigns 1324 
You yet to prove a comfort to our realm, 

As to myself. Be you my sons instead, 

And let me deem you born and thus restored 

To heal my sorrows, to uphold our race, 

Our name, our sceptre’s power, our kingdom’s weal 
And glory, when myself shall cease to be.” 


Paused then the King, for deep emotion check'd 
Awhile his voice; till grave he thus pursued. 


‘* If heaven but deign recovery of our own, 
Your future part it then may be to hold 1334 
Our regal office. Be your country’s friend, 
Watch o’er her welfare with paternal love, 

Plead general union ’gainst her ruthless foes, 
And fight her battles in the hour of need. 

Still deem your power but as the nation’s loan, 
Ever to be employ’d for her best use: 

Check every selfish and ambitious wish, 
Existing only for the general good ; 

And know, that firm united courage sole 

From ruin can preserve our dearest land, 

This matchless England, which her enemies, 1345 
Those too her foes’ best friends, would joy to see 
By jealous factions and sedition torn, 

The prey of civil war; that else might be 

By blended valour made invincible. 

Myself have err'd at first: but in the school 

Of sad experience and adversity, 

Perhaps for such intent design’d, I learn’d, 

Too late and fatally, where only lies 

Britain’s true safety: in the care combined 

And vigour of her native, dauntless sons, 

Sternly resisting every envious foe ; 

All guarding with one shield their parent's peace. 
Heaven knows, this wish now most absorbs my soul.” 
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He said, and paused: deep feeling held him mute: 
While such confession from so high a mind 
Melts to affection every generous breast. 
Nor did it scape, but soothed and inly pleased 
The stranger eastern peers. The King resumed. 


‘* Though, when our brother, kingly Ethelred, 
Third of our house, his dear lamented life 
Gave for his country in the field of war, 
His gory crown, the invaded kingdom’s sway, 
Descended, as our royal father doom’d, 
To my unworthy and reluctant hand, 1369 
Our honour’d sire, the good King Ethelwulph, 
No wrong by such his testament proposed 
To you, my nephews, then the infant sons 
Of Ethelbert, our brother predeceased ; 
But for our kingdom's safety and true weal, 
And knowing well the need of union, 
Solemoly will'd that his surviving sons 
Should in the realm’s inheritance succeed 
Each to the other, as his several share: 
That thus it might become entire, no more 
Liable to disseverance, but thenceforth 
The provinces of Surrey, Sussex, Kent, 1381 
(Appanage to the elder born of old) 
With all appendages of royalty, 
Should be united to one English throne. 
That jealousy, contention, bickering, strife, 
And difference ‘mong her country’s noblest sons 
For ever thus should end, and all her race 
Bear true allegiance to one sovereign head : 
That every province of one general realm 
Should join, with heart and hand, against her foes.” 


So as the sovereign tells his prudent thought, 
Seeking with pleaded reason to unite 1392 
And reconcile in league of amity 
Friends and relations, whom his bosom long 
Had panted to regain, and to his side 
Draw meet assistance in their country’s cause, 

On him intent Eltruda fix’d her eyes, 
Not unobserved. Again the generous King 
In tender tone the princes thus address’d. 


‘* Yet not alone after my own decease, 
But while I live, suited to your deserts, 
Power, riches, honours, rank, and dignities, 
With public love, shall still be yours. And first, 


266 KING ALFRED. 


As tokens of my favour, I will now 1404 
To each assign rich lands and fair domains, 

Part of my private won inheritance : 

To one the castled heights of Arundel. 

These be prince A‘delm’s proud allotted part :— 
To Athelwold, our Guildford’s stately town: 
With title each, thence drawn, of honour’d earls: 
Which gifts by will and latest testament 

To each I will assure and full confirm. 

Nor here shall bounty pause, or splendid grace. 
Hereafter, while we live, ’tis our intent 

(So of your country each shall well deserve, 1415 
With willing service blending in her cause) 

To grant to each a princedom in the north, 

Soon as by us regain’d, vice-regal sway, 

In the rich realms and principalities 

Of York and Lancaster; where each may curb 

A haughty, warlike people; sole to us 

Subject, as members of our England’s reign, 

Parts of one nation, so that still the realm 

Shall be united under one sole head, 

And ever own but one superior crown: 

Since, after my departure, all is yours.” 1427 


Such kindness and surpassing honour shewn 
To the young princes, whom they loved and prized, 
(Yet not to them than to the King more dear) 
Conciliates much the late offended earls 
Of Surrey, Essex, Sussex, and of Kent, 
Who, for the princes’ fancied rights withheld, 
With other sources of resentful grief, 
Had from the southern court of late withdrawn. 
Seeing the sovereign, void of jealousy, 
And thus exalting with promotion high 
His nephews, not by him as rivals deem’d, 
All thoughts unkind seem, as at once, to die; 1438 
And each seeks willing union with a King 
Thus sensible of merit, and still prompt 
To crown deservers with their just reward. 
Hearing the monarch patriot sentiments 
Express, so differing from his past reserve, 
The eastern nobles, (genuine Englishmen) 
Accordant in a burst of loyal joy, 
His former errors, by himself recall’d, 
Rapturously overlook, and all forget. 
The King’s relation of his title’s claim 
Attracts conviction of the listening train, 
And Alfred all again contend to hail 1450 
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’ The sole and rightful monarch of the realm. —1.451 
All then seem satisfied, combine in joy, 
And promise union to the common cause. 


_ Happy, and of return’d allegiance proud, 
The youthful A:delm seems, and to the King 
With courtesy declares his gratitude : 
While silence marks the darker, sterner mien 
Of the more wild and haughty Athelwold. 
Him restless, turbulent, and needing more 
The curb of reason, proud ambition made 
More blind to duty, less himself to know. 1461 
Eltruda but with sullen jealousy 
Observes these honours and such promise hears: 
Mutely she eyes her sons with wistful look, 
Nor less young Thora, princess of her love: 
And yet might scarce suppress her inward thought, 
While it seem’d almost in her mien to speak, 
As deeming, wrong infringed some loftier claim. 
Such gifts, such joy, such union pleased not her, 
For discontent yet rankled in her breast, 
As in the bosom of her younger son. 
Yet mindful of her secret purpose, soon 
With soften’d and insinuating air 1473 
Eltruda to the King proposed a change 
In her sons’ titles, interceding thus : 
‘‘ Be Adelm, Guildford, as in Surrey’s state: 
In Sussex province, make our younger sou 
Athelwold, lord of stately Arundel.” 
Then thus, with gentle air, the King return’d. 
‘* Good sister, be it as we first proposed : 
Which best we deem, for reasons politic, 
Already by ourselves observed and thought: 
And such shall therefore stand in our decree. 
Domains in both these eastern provinces, 
We will on each bestow, a royal gift, 1485 
Supporting such high rank; and power in both 
Commingled, by our testament confirm.” 


He said: she silent took the deem’d rebuke. 
Now joy and hope swells every loyal breast, 
And all seem happy, though not least, the host 
Oddune, delighted, glories that his house 
Should witness reconcilement so desired 
And friendship pledged, which ne’er may time impair. 
So as o’er cheering cups the chiefs resolve 
Each purpose, and what most the time demands, 
In fervent converse o’er the gencral board 1496 
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All then in passion tenderly exchanged 1497 
Of cordial friendship, confidence, and truth, 

With sentiment of various character, 

Pledge one main tie, concurring fortitude ; 

And from each past, and noted circumstance, 
Draw wise example for the future’s guide, 

Making their host’s proud victory the theme. 


But not the generous peer of Devon took 
Such honours paid to his illustrious house, 
Unmindful of regard to others due: 
For soon, as in their knightly orders deck’d, 1507 
His son, and gallant princes, had resumed 
Their seats, admired of all, the generous host, 
Rising once more, his listening guests address’d. 


‘‘ My gracious sovereign, and indulgent peers, 
While honours, such as now, are on myself : 
And house by your too high esteem conferr’d, 
Claiming all homage, ill ’twould me become, 
Should I forget to whom so precious prize 
We mainly owe. Wherefore the friendly cup, 
Pledged to the brim, shall mark my fervent sense 
(Such as I know my royal, noble guests 1518 
Will gladly share) what merit marks the name 
Of an illustrious nobleman, who, bred 
From youth a warrior, in our country’s fall 
Disdain’d submission, but almost alone, 

When others, urged by dire necessity, 

Or thoughtful policy, or hope of change, 

To hush’d obscurity retired, or fled, 

Exiled, the realm; or waiting favour’s hour, 

In shew of peace framed some according league 
With our invasive enemies, himself 

Intrepid, restless, and in action still 

Preferr’d the tented field, and danger’s mouth, 1530 
Braving by open arms both foreign ire . 
And treason’s deadlier snare: who, tho’ o’erwhelm’d 
In his own Wilts, and banish’d thence by foes 
Trampling his native fields in myriad hordes, 

Yet yielded not despairing, but on skirts 

Of roving foes, with what dissever’d friends 

His courage and example could combine, 

Still harass’d murderous rapine, check’d its course ; 
Shielding the land in many a bloody fray.” 


So as he said, willing applause his words 
Caught, ere he closed, or yet had fully told = 1541 
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His purpose, interrupting, till ere long, 1512 
Silence restored, again he thus pursued. 


‘‘ He, drawing to his part brave Mercian peers 
Who scorn’d as well the Pagan yoke, as lure 
Of home-bred treason, with Demetian lords 
Protected Wales from Hubba’s spoiling hand : 
Which rescued, then to us their gallant course 
They hither bent, and in our Kinwith’s field 
Wrested with us reluctant victory : 
Nay, most may claim, since they but with a foe 
Grappled, with whom themselves had coped before. 
What honour then from me can over-prize 1553 
The due of noble Aylwin, Wilts’ bold chief, 
Or his compeers and comrades brave in arms, 
The pride of Mercia, Leopold, high peer 
Of Gloucester’s neighbour province; ©xford’s earl, 
Of dauntless name, illustrious Hildebrand ; 
These too, the warrior-peers of southern Wales, 
Julian, the princely head of Pembroke’s state ; 
The fiery leader of Glamorgan’s tribes, 
Unconquer’d Cadwall, and the hero sage, 
Mervyn, whose valour sways fair Monmouth's vales. 
To all, to each I drink, with honour meet, 1564 
As victors chief in Kinwith’s bloody field ; 
Then my support and friends, now as the guests 
Most welcome gracing this our joyous board.”’ 


So spoke the noble host: then to these guests 
Bowing with courteous reverence, quaft’d the cup. 
General delight saluted the glad wish, 

While all the loved example soon pursued. 


A generous pride flutters in Alywin’s breast ; 
Nor wakes less pleasure in his comrade-friends, 
The warlike Mercian and Demetian peers. 1574 


Then rose the noble chief of Wilts, admired 
By all, a lofty martial personage ; 
Observed with grateful eye, as firm he fix’d 
His sunburnt countenance, that instant shew’d 
The hero, used to scenes of hardihood. 
And in his strong hand while he grasp’d the cup, 
Responsive to his generous host and friends, 
His heart’s impetuous hope he thus reveal’d. 


‘¢ Pride may be justly mine, victorious host, 
Hearing to me assign’d the slightest share 
In deeds of yours, which kindness now o’errates : 1585 
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Nor can IJ take desert, far more your own. —1586 

Yet to the peers assembled I may say 

With truth, that for my country all my life 

Has been one course of active soldiership: 

Tf thus in aught successful, it is well. 

Habit has made the field to me a home, 

And what were else a pain, by use became 

Pleasure, since but in martial scenes I joy’d. 

The neighing war-horse, dress of scaly mail, 

The drum, the trumpet’s call, the crowded tent, 

I deem’d far sweeter than domestic ease, 1596 

For since my boyhood, never once has changed 

My soul’s conviction that determined war 

Alone could save us, and claim’d all our care. 

When all seem’d lost, that spirit still I held; 

Which following, some success has oft been mine, 

When hope seem’d none. With aid of these brave 
friends, : 

Wales rescued, and more late the glorious field 

Won by our noble host, afford the proof, 

What may be done by active energy, 

Confiding union, unalarm’d assault. 

True, that in hardy struggles we have had 

Share of reverses: ’twas the chance of war; 1608 

But most the scale has to our part inclined, 

And shall; till amplest triumph crown our hope, 

If but united effort urge the blow.” 


He said and sat: but his bold words, that well 
Accorded with his martial character, 
The high assemblage mark’d. Then Oxford’s earl 
In turn with courteous accents drew the ear. 


“¢ Grateful to all I needs must own my heart: 
Yet feel by me nought done such praise to claim. 
When my brave friend, chief of adjacent Wilts, 1618 
His banner rear’d, some consolation seem’d 
To my sad soul to spring amid despair. 

I own, my heart before had sunk, to mark 

Our Oxford’s halls, late founded with such hope, 
O’erthrown, her noble students all dispersed, 
Disturb’d, profaned, mock’d by invading foes ; 
Our Woodstock’s bowers, once the delicious home 
Of our loved King, where he his palace-seat 

Had joy’d to fix in shelter’d, studious peace, 
Desolate ; its green lawns, its woods, its walks 
Now but a solitary forest scene, | 
Haunts of wild goats, or silent straggling deer. 1630 
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All our fair Mercia seem’d in ruin sunk. 163] 
What pleasure could I find to join a court 

Of base revolt, there with false splendour held 

By a deputed traitor, where before 

I had enjoy’d the royal Burthred’s love, 

With honouring kindness of his queen-like spouse ; 
Endear’d to all our land’s nobility ? 

War, action, then seem’d but to yield employ, 
Soothing my thought, or offering chance of hope. 

I deem’d, perhaps, that other Mercian peers 

Alike disdaining treason’s hateful sway, 

My steps might follow; Warwick’s noble earl,1642 
The puissant Rohand, exiled from his home ; 

Or my brave neighbours Salop, Hereford, 

Derby, or Stafford, or the Cestrian pride. 

Nay, even I deem’d at last that Kenwulph’s self, 
With his seceded peers, through shame’s remorse, 
Back to the paths of duty might return. 

If other chance has on my efforts smiled, 

Your kind regard more than is mine rewards.” 


He said: immediate rose the noble peer 
Of Gloucester’s province, and in few express’d 
The deep emotion of his swelling heart. 1653 


‘¢ Kind, condescending host, and generous peers, 
For notice proud as this receive my thanks. 
More to my noble leader, Wilts’ bold earl, 
Who first began resistance, praise is meet. 
In following him, I took a humble part. 
How sad and fallen soe’er our country’s doom, 
Who could without an all-controlling burst 
Of indignation, see our Severn’s flood 
Invaded, and our hills and sacred vales 
Prowl’d o’er by Pagan wolves, our Cotswold heights 
Scaled, and our sylvan Berkeley’s castled pride 
Held as in mockery; Bristow’s ancient wealth 
Ravaged, and no where room for shrieking peace ? 
I join’d my neighbour peers, aroused to war, 
Did but my duty; happy beyond power 
Of words to tell, if aught of mine can win 
The glorious tribute of my country’s praise.” 


He said, and sat: combined applauses told, 
His words had touch’d each heart. Then rose a chief 
Of the Demetian realm, Glamorgan’s earl, 

Cadwal, who thus his fiery soul reveal’d. 1674 
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‘“‘ Liege sovereign, beneath whose generous sway 
Our southern Wales long smiled in happy peace, 
Since to your youthful hand your royal sire 
Assign’d the sceptre of our guarded realm, 

And you, my noble host, and English lords, 

Ill sure had it become an ancient race 

Descended from a line of British Kings, 

To shrink from perils, and the strife of war, 
Threatening their quiet homes, their castled vales, 
Usk’'s haunted banks, and old Caerleon’s pride. 
Could fires illume our hills, and echo bear 

The trumpet’s clamour from our caves in vain ? 1686 
Could our sage bards sound the harp’s warrior-call, 
Clash on the hollow shield the beam-like spear, 
By woods, by streams, where Druids wont to dwell, 
Nor valour answer from the sleeping breast ? 
Shamed be the thought. We rose, we met the foe, 
Blest in the aid of England’s neighbouring power. 
The proud result we see, and share the praise. 
Henceforth detested then those traitors be, 

Who from the throne would noble hearts estrange ! 
Accurst the counsellors that not incite 

All Britain’s sons in her defence to join, 

And shield her peace, secure and prosperous! 1698 
Blamed be that royal hand, that shall not wield 
The rightful sceptre to so due a prize ! 

In union, Britain sits impregnable 

Like a proud castle, beetling o’er the deep, 

Nor needs dread more the climbing shock of war. 
With Wilts bold earl my bursting heart accords, 
And pants for action of continued fields.” 


He spoke: his wilder words, and unrestrain’d, 
Various, yet tending to the common good, 
As native temper’s flow, yet drew applause. 1709 
Then Julian, Pembroke’s aged and reverend peer, 
And following him, Mervyn, the chieftain sage 
Of Monmouth’s beauteous province, each recall’d 
The need of caution, lest by rashness all 
Thus won so happily, by aid and guide 
Of the brave English lords, be lost again 
In unmatch’d conflict, with more fatal doom. 
They said: their counsel sank in every heart. 
Solemn attention tempers genial joy. 


Now once again the ready song proceeds. 
The changeful strain renewing with delight, 
To the struck chords of the resounding harp 1720 
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Bards tune the praise of Aylwin, pride of Wilts, 1721 
A lay of rapture hymns the warrior’s name: 

A hero, equal to his far-famed sires. 

Not worthy less, or less magnificent, 

Illustrious Aylwin shines, and in his home 

Upheld the honour of his princely line: 

No English chief more hospitable, kind, 

Or to his friends and country more endear’d. 
Wilts’ spacious state he gladden’d with his sway, 
Till driven an exile from his native fields, 

By hideous change of war that ruin’d all. 
Undaunted then, as in his earliest youth ; 1732 
In pride of manhvod yet, with lion heart . 
Burning for action and disdaining rest : 

For ever in the battle’s van: there known 

By fiery haste, impetuous and fierce, 

Rash, venturous, and in fight ungovernable, 
Haughty and stern in fury of the field; 

(Forgive the muse) boastful at times and vain, 
Yet blending still a soldier's courtesy. 

In peace as liberal, amiable, mild, 

Delighting in the feast and social joy. 

Yet since nor education, nor the time 17.13 
Allow’d his youth the taste of learning’s sweets, 
Him boisterous pleasures of the hardy chase, 

By nobles loved, have fitted for the field, 

And train’d to boldness from his early age. 

He in command delights, and active life ; 

Ready at call; still prompt for high emprize. 

War he deems sport, and breathes but in the field, 
In martial pomp, with faithful followers, 

Who love the soldier’s life, and danger’s name. 
Dear he, with reason, to his conscious troops 
Who prize a chieftain, resolute and bold, 

Nor fear to follow, wheresoe’er he leads. 1755 


The bards win honour from the listening train. 
Then turns the various lyre to well-won praise 
Of Mercia’s chiefs, as loyal heroes sung, 
Who scorn'd to join with Mercia’s sever’d bands, 
When from the common cause the rebel King, 
Seduced by foul ambition, erst retired. 
Yet oh! with pride the faithful harp records 
That, not so lured, still Mercia’s heroes own 
True leaders’ voices: some from spreading hills 
Of Oxford led, or Isis’ spiry streets, 
Or Henley’s stream, or W oodstock’s sylvan bowers 
And forest glades: some from the fertile vales 1767 
VOL. IIL. T 
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Of Gloucester’s province, and the castled heights 
Of wooded Berkley, whose high stony towers 

O’er the green meads exalt their stately pride: 
From Tewkesbury’s shelter’d vill and abbey-fields, 
Or the green range of Cotswold’s breezy heights, 
Or pastures fair by Cheltenham’s valley-town: 
Some banded far from Warwick’s forted site, 

And Arden’s woody shades, and Stratford’s peace, 
And the still banks of Avon’s fairy stream. 

These yet own worthy captains, more esteem’d 
For better love of Mercia, whom she trusts: 
Though from their homes by changeful war exiled, 
Still prompted by the thirst of high exploit, —_1780 
Scorning inaction and inglorious ease, 

Still ready in their country’s cause to die :— 
Sharing the glory now of Kinwith’s field. 

And oh! by them, by such responsive hearts 
Bravely upheld, (trust the prophetic lyre) 

From dark despair emerging, triumph yet 

Shall, like the sun from ocean’s whelming waves, 
Rise irresistible, and o’er this isle 

Pour a reviving flood of happy day. 

Britain, proud Queen of isles, shall never bend 
(So heaven decrees) to the proud Pagan’s yoke, 
But, be her nobles to their country true, 1792 
Shall awe with native inajesty the world. 


Next, proud to sing his countrymen’s due praise, 
The famed Geraint, pride of romantic Wales, 
Bard of the chair, the harp’s meet homage pays 
To sons of Britain, hailing then the chiefs 
From fair Demetia’s bays and varied coasts: 
Whether the chief, the shield of southern Wales, 
Sped from the spreading Milford’s haven-lake, 
Who rules its populous and fertile coasts, 

And holy David's high Menevian seat: 1802 
Or him, the princely peer, who dauntless troops 
Leads from the wooded vales of Usk and Neath, 
Peopled o’er many a creek and sylvan dell: 

Or the sage warrior, who the nation tames, 

Where Wye and Severn lave the pictured shores. 
These sings with flying touch the bard inspired, 
Who knows them, tells that harps at crowded feasts 
Amid the castles of their native Wales 

Shall hymn their praise; for them her fairest maids 
Dance o’er the rushes in their lighted halls, 

Her villagers trip o’er her fairy glens, 

When the young moon o’erpeers the shadowy vales, 
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Her cliffs exult, and o’er the mountain-realms 1815 
Lift yet their sacred and unconquer’d crown ; 
While at the feet of some inspiring mount 

The bards assemble from a hundred hills, 

And in their various and alternate song 

To listening chiefs and beauty’s magic smile 
Record with joy their native heroes’ fame. 

Lions in war, harmless as lambs in peace: 
Bounteous and kind as their own native streams 
That water every bank and verdurous field 

They clasp in their meandering pilgrimage ; 

But yet, incensed, more fierce and terrible 1826 
Than mountain-torrents, that with furious flood _ 
Deluge the valleys, whelming shepherds, flocks, 
Cots, fanes, and towns, in ruin to the deep. 


Ceased then the song—a grateful joy pervades 
Each throbbing bosom. Yet to honour more 
The associate chiefs, who aided Kinwith’s field, 
The sovereign from a golden casket’s fraught 
Took glittering bracelets, rich with eastern gems ; 
Then pendent orders of the salient Horse, 
The meed of martial prowess; which proud gifts 
The King to youthful Turgar, waiting near 1837 
As page of honour, (Lincoln’s noble grace) 
Gave, as he knelt, and bade him bear to each [friend: 
Brave chief, whom Oddune named his comrade- 
Adding too, gracious words, that tell what pride 
Affects the royal heart, to note and prize 
The deeds of valour, shewn by dauntless Wilts: 
Nor less by Mercia’s faithful warrior-peers, 
As by Demetia’s chiefs; the realm in youth 
To his own hand assign’d, and still most dear: 
Whose steady union now the monarch hopes 
Will to the land full triumph yet assure. 


So as he utter’d, o’er the royal board 1849 
The sovereign’s sister, Mercia’s widow'd Queen, 
Tells to his willing ear, what happiness 
Would crown their joy, (such as her heart’s fond wish 
Prompts to presage) if omens blest as these 
Of cordial union, and accession new 
Of glad fidelity, shall but precede 
Unhappy Kenwulph’s own return ere long 
To duty’s track, and Mercia’s general sway 
Restore to meet allegiance of the throne: 

Crushing fell treason’s bane, yet harbour'd there— 
Wish that the monarch hails with ardent hope. 1860 
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Pause none delays, ere now the attentive King 
With mien of sacred deep solemnity 
Rising, the generous libation pours, 
And tells his thought : ‘‘ Nobles, our England’s shield, 
While duteous gratitude, with honouring marks 
Not equalling desert, the living decks, 
Meet ’tis that we recal with reverence due, 
(Though sorrow scarce this festal joy beseem), 
The dear remembrance of companions lost, 
The gallant conquerors in Kinwith’s field, 1870 
Who for their country sleep on glory’s bed. 
Thus with the brave’s due rite, ’tis fit the spared 
Survivors grace their hallow’d memory, 
And mournful silence memorize their tombs.” 


With words like these and pious look, the King 
Bespoke to all the ready, votive pledge, 
Drain’d slow the cup, then seated, o’er his brow 
Held mute his hand, in meditation rapt. 
Such graceful act the assemblage all observed, 
Passing the sacred goblet to the brave. 1880 
A pensive silence reign’d, that touch’d the heart 
With grateful change, and woke sensations high, 
Not broke, but only soothed, while mingling flutes 
Of softest air breathed the congenial dirge, 
That took the soul from earth to dreams of heaven. 


Which holy tribute paid, now Devon’s lord 
Rises, the mindful host, full-crowns the cup, 
And courteous thus accosts his listening guests. 


“ After such honours, as our sovereign’s grace 
And country’s liberal regard are pleased 
To shower upon the past, becomes us now 
Fond to anticipate the future’s hope. 
And when I mark thus to our arms regain’d _ 1898 
The noble strangers, who here share our board, 
What glory yet to come, achievements high, 
What wise designs, may expectation bode! 
Proudly I hail their presence, and thus crown 
The flowing cup, that hails to these old towers 
On so auspicious purpose friends so graced 
As these, the nobles of the puissant east : 
The lordly hero of unconquer’d Kent: 
The count of Essex’ shores: the stately earl - 
Of Surrey’s vales, and Sussex’ warlike chief: 
With them, their families’ young rising hope: 
All, all most welcome to their former friends. 1905 
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Health, joy toeach! may friendship’s nearer bands 
From this our meeting more cement our love ! 
Assured that from such fountain, happiness 

Shall o’er the land in spreading current flow.” 


So as he said, new pleasure in each face 
Beam’d, while the hand the heart’s accordant joy 
Express’d in warm applause. But Devon's lord, 
Prudent, with fond conciliating voice 
Extenuates the past, and thus pursues. 


‘* What wonder, if by native kindness led 1916 
And love to princes, whom they early knew, 
Nurtured beneath their own immediate care, 

Some noble minds preferr'd their favour’d claim 
To their dead sire’s once-sever'd heritage ; 
Forgetting that high kingly policy, 

Which by a sacred testament ordain’d 

Division should no more distract the state, 

But all compose one sole united realm ?— 

Yet now, by sad experience, e’en themselves 
Discern that union to the general weal 

Is needed; each unable by himself 

To stem the torrent of the hostile rage. 1927 
No happiness, no safety, now remains 

Save in just harmony of England’s sons, 

Her nobles with each other, to one King 

And father loyal, forming one sole shield 

And shelter from the insulting victor’s arm: 

For England’s sake all prompt in charge combined 
To rush, and yield for her devoted life.” 


At such his words, an emulous ardour glow’d 
In every bosom. Then the generous cup 
Each kiss’d with reverence to guests so named. 


Soon with meet courtesy, illustrious Kent 1938 
Arose, and casting round a stately look, 
Thus to the splendid hall his heart express’d. 


‘‘ For such reception, as our princely host 
And friendly peers accord, my bosom swells 
With grateful pride: with joy no less to join 
These ranks again, than welcomes our return. 
Know, that for England’s weal has never ceased 
This heart to pant, and though when erst denied 
The aid we sought, what time the youthful King, 
Immersed in peaceful studies, hated war, 1948 
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I then in grief (indignant I will own) 1949 
Return’d, and on unconquer’d Kent relied, 

With my own people on our native shores 
Meeting, repelling oft the invasive foe; 

At times retired, and guarding with best care 

Our forts impregnable, the beetling towers 

Of Rochester, or Dover’s cloud-topt cliffs 

W hose alabaster front o’erawes the deep, 

Scenes, consecrated by the memory 

Of Lear, and many famous British Kings, 

Still not a thought waked in my brooding breast, 
That might our country’s state and peace confound.” 


He paused, for at his words, the clap of hands 
Honour’d such sentiment. The chief pursued. 


‘‘ My princely nephews though I loved as sons, 
And knew their claim of deem’d inheritance, 
Though the young Aédelm oft would grace our halls, 
Still welcome, favour'd by myself no less 
Than her, the sole hope of my widow’d house, 

A daughter, now my comfort as my pride, 

While younger Athelwold most loved abroad 

To roam in ships, and made the deep his home, 1970 
Never rebellious or distracting claim, 

Such as might then the menaced kingdom wound, 
I raised, but blended still to meet defence 

My constant care: and pleased I saw the youths 
Such patrons in my noble neighbours find. 

Till I was deem’d of my own family, 

To which a proffer’d sceptre oft was held, 

Too careless, but I knew the higher need 

Of general union, which the nation pledged 
Before, and fit allegiance to one head: 

From whence, by further late experience taught, 
This joyous friendship cordially I greet, 1982 
And pledge Kent’s power to aid the common cause.” 


He said, and loud applause his purpose hail’d : 
While graceful to the high assembly bends 
Matilda, lovely scion of his house, 

Whose hand expressive on her bosom held 

Told the sensations of her gentle heart; 

Admired of all; by none so much as one, 

Prince A:delm, who on her a look intent 

Fix’'d, that affection plain to all reveal’d, 

Auguring softer tier of happy peace. 1992 
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Scarce sat the sire, ere Surrey’s earl arose. 1993 
His portly figure, countenance benign, 
Inspired respect, ere from his courtly tongue 
These placid words his warm heart’s purpose told. 


‘“‘ Kind Devon, courteous peers, with deep delight 
Your welcome gratulation I receive. 
Glories my breast so honour’d friends to meet 
And witness such high auspices unfold 
On our loved country. Yet our sacred land 
Shall from the foreign tyranny be freed 
Though in our native Surrey we have worn — 2008 
Of late our days, shut from the ranks of war, 
And courted peace in our paternal fields, 
Deem not, we dozed alone in idle ease, 
And revell’d in hereditary wealth, 
Blest in enjoyment of our fair domains, 
And mindless of the suffering kingdom’s need. 
Much as we then joy’d in the tassel’d horn, 
The bow, the net, the stag-hound, and the hawk, 
Though music echoed often in our halls, 
The harp, the tabret, and the dulcimer, 
Still amid all our seeming indolence 
To due defence we bent an anxious thought. 2015 
We had retired, ’tis true: yet though, (as tells 
Truly our worthy neighbour, Kent’s brave peer) 
The youthful princes, e’en as sons, I loved, 
Seditious thought none harbour’d in my breast. 
The elder Adelm still I joy’d to rear 
And train in all that might his rank beseem, 
With my own son, and deem'd that e’en in this 
I well might serve my country.” 

As he spoke, 
The King with waving hand, a gracious sinile, 
And honouring bow, his high approval deign’d. 
Echoed applause, that check’d awhile his voice, 
Till thus the peer proceeded. 

‘‘Though at times 

To this, my son, hoped solace of my age, 
The single remnant of my widow’d home, 
And his graced fellow, I perhaps was deem’d 
As too indulgent, while without restraint 
I mark’d their youthful spirits joy in sports, 
Apt for their years, yet pleased I may recal 
That never yet in either could I note 
Aught unbecoming their patrician birth: 
And when in Surrey,s vales the field of oaks 
For our own battle call’d, [ saw them there = 2010 
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In valour foremost shine, and nobly prove 2041 
The genuine lineage of their ancestry. 

Comtort from both 1 hope, and glad presage 
Service from each to England, union more 

From this proud meeting of the east and west, 

As of our ancient houses, which my care 

Shall fond promote, that Surrey’s peace may thrive, 
When I beneath its hallow'd turf may sleep.” 


So said fair Surrey’s earl: the sire benign 
Soon follow’d, with decorous courtly mien, 
Albert, his youthful son, who utter’d thus 2051 
In gentle tone accents that well became 
Him, a young nobleman, mild, kind, and brave, 
Accomplish’d, child of genius and of song, 
Train’d by a polish’d mother’s anxious care 
To a refinement past his age, or wont ; 
The darling now of his too doting sire, 
In whose heart too, warm friendship held its sway 
For the loved prince, associate of his hours. 


‘‘ Will so august assembly grant even me 
For such high notice to express my thanks ? 
As yet no fruit or blossom’s promise decks = 2062 
My barren youth, that now seems run to waste. 
Since J will own, my chief delight has been 
With him, my early friend, the gentle prince, 
More as a brother than companion loved 
Either o’er Surrey's vales with hawks to range ; 
Or stretch’d mid Richmond’s lonely forest-glades 
In frolic ease and indolence to trace 
Nature’s rich pictures and romantic scenes ; 
Or con some book amid delicious shades 
Above the flood of silver-gliding Thames, 
Or on its bosom ply the measured oar 
To music, stealing through its wooded bowers ; 2074 
Or in ‘our Kingston’s halls, or London’s court 
To join the festal dance, where shone the fair ; 
Or at our Surrey’s tabard hostelrie 
That fronts the passage o’er Thames’ crowded tide 
Whence pilgrims speed to Canterbury’s shrine, 
To wanton idler hours, and there our thoughts 
Amuse, observing various modes of men, 
Till we might seem as lapsed from hardihood, 
And heard, for such our idlesse we became 
Slander’d as careless and effeminate.’ — 


He paused, as if abash'd; but from the youth 
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Confession so ingenuous drew from all 2086 
Encouraging applause. Cheer’d, he pursued. 


‘‘ Yet be assured, indulgent peers, ourselves 
Have known the time, when e’en the blast of war 
And the wild stir of tumult, seem’d relief 
Against inaction’s tedious weariness, 

Till these we both as a new pleasure hail’d : 
Whence I dare hope, now that occasion meet 
Summons us to activity, amid 

Your stately ranks, we both shall duty know 

To our loved friends, our country and our King. 
And for myself, humble as yet my claim, 2097 
I greet the prospect of fresh enterprise, 

Of rising hopes that with distinction beam : 

Since, wooing honour, fortune yet to me 

May deign her smile, and grant some bright reward.” 


So as he said, he bow’d, yet bent his look 
Chief on young Hilda, Devon’s fairest pride ; 
Whose damask cheek a mantling blush suffused 
As not unconscious of his speaking gaze. 

Then, ere he sat, his graceful person drew 
Admiring eyes, most of the young and fair. 2107 
Nor did charm’d Hilda’s virgin bosom scape 

A pleasure, scarcely to herself reveal’d, 

A flutter, love’s first token, that might seem 
Harbinger of a future tenderer flame, 

Dawn of kind union, yet to bless the land. 

Both sire and son a generous interest raised 

‘ In the observant company, nor least 

In princely Devon’s heart, atid his pleased house. 


Rose then with graver air, disturb’d, that seem’d 
Almost on melancholy as to verge, 
The manly chief of Sussex: open, free, 2118 
In tone sincere, he spoke his burden’d heart. 


‘¢ Take tooa sailor’s thanks, since most that name 
Has constituted my delight and pride : 
Although not less my duty than my wish 
Has been my native Sussex to defend, 
Which through a long line of unvanquish’d sires 
From old descended to my guardian hand. 
When years upon my strength encroach’d, my joy 
Was fondly then to mark my only son 
Follow his sire’s example, his young heart 
Its glory place in England's native scas, 2120 
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And when the Danish Hastings vex’d our shores, 
There grapple fearless with him, ere the foot 

Of bold invasion should molest our homes, 

Our downs, our castles, Andered’s stretching woods. 
Nor less J loved to train our younger prince, 

The gallant Athelwold, still proud to see 

Him, willingly associate with my son, 

Or in our ships, or in our festive halls.” 


Thus as he spoke, alike the generous King 
His heart’s approval shew’d in graceful sign. 
Applause resounded, till the chief pursued. 2141 


‘‘ From these, methought, I drew reviving hopes, 
The while my own exertion stealing age 
Of late had somewhat lessen’d and impair’d, 
No less than stroke of sharp domestic grief, 
Cast down indeed by a loved daughter’s loss, 
(Emilia, oh! what pangs await thy name !) 
Erring and fallen from duty; whether lured 
By some seducer’s guile, or in lone hour 
O’ercome by daring trespass, darkness hides. 
Oh! such foul insult may I only live 
Yet to avenge! the villain yet to trace, 2152 
And by the locks drag forth to open day! 
Then should the sabres of the sire and son 
Vie with each other, in his blood to reek. 
But why thus brood o’er private grief—why check 
With my own woe the course of happy joy ? 
I join it to my best: pleased I behold 
Consenting union, gladly from it hail 
Prouder success, each hope’s accomplishment, 
Both on the land, and the deliver’d main.” 


At such his words, ere yet he sternly sat, 
A deadly paleness suddenly o’erspread 2163 
Eltruda’s countenance, which save her son 
The younger Athelwold, who on her fix’d 
A look intent, none else might understand. 
Immediate he, nor less her daughter fond, 
Thora, and after these the elder prince, 
/Edelm, with Mercia’s Queen, the sovereign too, 
Offer attention and enquiry kind: 
Which she rejects, alarm’d, and spite of hid 
Sensation, wonted calmness she assumes. 


Nor pause elapsed, ere eager from his seat 
The noble Sussex’ son, young Ernest, rose, 2174 
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A gallant presence; fresh and rosy health 2175 
Illumed his face, fire sparkled in his eye, 

Quick as the hawk’s, hued like his raven hair : 
Grace mark’d his figure, deck’d in constant blue. 
Though from a fearless energy he seem’d 

At first more boisterous than his age bespoke, 

_A frank and native gallantry such mien 

Made not unseemly, or to misbecome 

His lively youth, as ardent thus he spoke. 


‘*¢ Notice so high claims proud acknowledgment 
Even from me, ill able as I am 2185 
To utter all I feel: but noble peers 
Know to excuse a sailor, early train’d 
To stormy action more than softer speech. 

From boyhood my delight has been in ships, 
Proud there to learn of my intrepid sire. 

More than the music of the hunter’s horn 

I loved the boatswain’s trumpet, and to hear 

The fathoms sung, as from the waves was dragg’d 
The lead, the ship-boy’s whistle, and the sound 
Of the brisk breeze shrill-rattling in the shrouds; 
To mark the jocund crew with dance and song 
Mocking at danger; watch the helmsman’s art; 
To ride upon the broad and surging back 

Of the green sea, and o’er his arch’d neck bound 
Taming his pride, as chafes a foamy steed 
Check’d by the bridle; eye the murky gloom 
Portend some imminent storm, ere lightning’s blaze 
Thro’ heaven’s dark vault, that seem to clothe with fire 
The breaker’s swell, fighting in mutual rage.” 


So as he spoke with wilder look, he seem’d 
As if enrapt, but instant thus pursued. 


‘* Still with my honour’d father have I joy’d 2207 
And with the younger prince, loved Athelwold, 
To range the deep, and cruising strive to guard 
Our coasts and fortresses, and castled bays: 

Or quitting Sussex’ shores, and roving mid 

Pool’s harbour-lake, by heights of Hengist’s tomb, 
Or Swanage’ curved waters, (the famed scene 

Of recent victory) we felt our hearts 

Throb high for naval glory, emulous | 

There of the sovereign’s fame, and noble names 
Octher and Wulfstan, admirals, who know 

To crown with honour meet the British flag.” 2218 
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While thus he said, commingling echoes rang 
With tribute to the gallant youth. His heart 
Throbb’d with emotion, but he straight resumed. 


‘‘ Nor this alone: for not the daring prince 
Waited attack of Hastings, prowling near, 
Threatening destruction to the royal house, 

But on the main the robber we assail’d, 

And track’d him too from out our English seas, 
Adventurous, visiting in such gay course 

Seine’s opening harbour, Rouen’s ancient towers, 
The Gaul’s,theSpaniard’s coasts, Atlas’ huge heights, 
And the mid waves that gird Sicilia’s isle. 

Though I have known my father’s bitter grief, 2231 
Revere it, with it deeply sympathise, 

Lamenting still a much-loved sister’s loss, 

We are not quite cast down. I hope e’en yet 

To be distinguish’d in my country’s cause: 
Although the fatal insult on our house 

I will not rest, till I have full avenged.”’ 


He said and sat: assent such promise hail’d : 
But disconcerted, at his fiery speech 
Eltruda trembled, not then unobserved, 2240 
Although her secret thoughts she mute suppress’d. 
When noble Essex, rising, his tall form 
Presented to the sight, as bent to tell 
The feeling of his breast. Attention held 
The audience mute, as the brave peer thus spoke. 


‘‘ Happy me too I own, call’d thus to blend 
In so endearing triumph: proud I hail 
Victory’s star, ascending o’er our land, 
As springs the sun-rise o’er the troubled deep. 
My thought had been, as his, whose honour’d charge 
And title twas to guard our eastern shores, 2251 
Not sole in link of happy union 
To blend our native peers, and princely race 
Of our lost sovereign, soothe the burden’d grief 
Of the fond mother, and to woo the smile 
Of her, the single princess of her house ; 
But from our neighbour Baldwin’s Flandrian coast, 
(The steel-arm’d count) to whose trade-seeking court 
I oft had sent, delighting to promote 
The growing commerce with our utmost wealth 
Of barks and men, to win assembled aids 
Which with our gather'd ships and banded troops 
As well at sea as on the shelter'd land 2263 
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Might serve to shield our ancient territories. 2264 
But now o’erjoy'd I mark, no foreign aid 
Our England’s native, equal courage needs. 
Best, surest safety lies but in ourselves, 
In blended amity, commutual league, 
Such as I witness now, to which I here 
Devote my power, with Essex’ heart and arm.”— 


He said; nor least applause such pledge received. 
Then struck again the loud-resounding harp 
High strains of gratulant joy, with rival grace 
Hailing the stranger chiefs from distant fields. 2274 
First Celmond, ducal head of fruitful Kent, 
The bards with honour hymn, and tune his worth, 
Descended from a long illustrious line 
Of ancestry, in old succession traced 
From the immortal Hengist: after him 
From the great Ethelbert, Kent’s ancient King, 
Whose zealous care the blessed faith of Christ 
First stablish’d ’mong her sons in his own clime, 
Spread thence from Canterbury’s fountain-see. 
His race too in its brilliant roll records 
His sire, the noble Alber, Kent’s last pride, 
Who on the main, before the haven- towers 2256 
Of Sandwich, all the Pagan’s crowding fleet 
Met, and in victory won fame eterne, 
Echoed by vying bards in deathless song. 
But oh! that sorrow e’er should hush the harp! 
At last a nation’s tears, while glory deck’d 
With stars his name, bewept our hero’s doom, 
When after, amid Thanet’s abbey-isle, 
He bravely fell, his country’s sacrifice. 
Soon o’er the hallow’d spot good Alfred raised 
A stately castle, for his honour’d tomb, 
Whose towers, before bis memory, shall fade. 
But, in consoling gift, reviving hope 2298 
Left then a young son, worthy of the dead, 
Celmond, prepared to track his father’s fame. 
Himself soon won fresh glory, when the Dane, 
Entering astonish’d Thames with myriad ships, 
Assail’d and plunder’d London’s gather’d wealth: 
Then ravaged Canterbury’s sacred walls. 
Young Celmond, all indignant of the wrong, 
Summon’d the Kentish warriors from the clime, 
Wash'd by the waters of Thames’ regal flood, 
Came with his power, and with resistless arm 
Drove the proud Pagans back, and saved the land.” 
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A moment’s rest scarce took the inspired harp, 
Ere studious to attach so dear a chief, 
Alternate song this fond monition pleads. 


‘* What high protection may his country claim 
From such a heart, if no disunion strange 
Disturb allegiance from her duteous orb, 
Nor check its due aid to one sovereign throne ! 
Let Celmond but his valued friendship join, 
What triumphs then may happy England bode 
From a loved chief courageous, kind and good, 
Prudent as resolute, who nobly deems 2320 
The honour from his ancestors derived 
His dearest wealth and richest heritage. 
Though by a jealous love of liberty 
(Native to Kent) disdaiuful of control, 
At home indulgent, tender as a sire, 
High lord of many noble families 
Peopling the scope of his unvanquish’d vales, 
His garden-plains, his wealds, his castled cliffs, 
Proud of their chief, their clime; and fiercely bold, 
As of old time invading Julius knew. 
From sons so noble, in their country’s cause, 
Banded beneath the flag of one just King, 2332 
Britain presages, that their added strength 
Shall terrify and whelm the shrinking foe, 
Dispersed like chaff before the winter’s storm.” 


Paused then the lyre: a deep enchantment holds 
Enrapt the martial auditors, who feel 
A generous emulation fire the breast. 
But scarcely to the princely sire was hush’d 
The song, ere to his daughter, lovely grace 
Of Kent, the soft lute bends its willing strain. 


‘« Pride of the east, o’er whom with choicest hand 
Nature has shower’d her gifts, attractions rare, 
Maid of the pensive eye benign and sweet, 2344 
Matilda, by an honour’d prince beloved, 

Oh! may thy gentleness and faithful heart 

Still bend to willing union and to truth 

The grateful love of each admiring heart. 

Be it thy task divine thy country’s woes 

To soothe and tenderly her griefs appease : 

Thine be the ministering angel-hand 

To spread around thee harmony and joy. 

May that rich beauty, that celestial smile, 
Charm’d words, thy kind conciliating care, 2354 


BOOK XXI. 287 


Fix but a wise and all-subduing sway, 2355 
Whose influence shall be peace and happiness.” 


Ceased then the dulcet tone: with louder air 
Next Udo’s worthy praise the bards resound, 
Of Surrey’s hills and vales the ducal chief. 
Him proud they celebrate, a stately peer, 
By virtue no less noble than by birth, 
Whom to his country’s honour both conspire 
To elevate, and bind her fondest love. 
In war undaunted: there yet never foil’d ; 
In peace, attempering his gentle sway 2365 
With mildness native to his princely heart. 
Son of great Wada, Surrey's champion old, 
Who with famed Alher, Kent’s intrepid chief, 
(Immortal pair) on Thanet’s bloody field 
Yielded his dear life in his country's guard. 
With rival valour, but more prosperous fate, 
His dauntless son soon met the raging foe, 
When as the Dane o’er Surrey’s hills had bent 
His course insatiate, soon, with vengeance fired, 
The gallant Udo with impatient troops 
Stay’d the fierce Pagan by the field of oaks : 
There proved his title to be Surrey’s lord. 2377 
There shone his young son and the elder prince, 
Wresting with flush’d hand deathless victory, 
Too dearly wou: for oh! by Oakley’s groves 
How many of fair Surrey’s heroes fell, 
Mourn’d in their funeral by meeting Kings !— 
Then o’er their graves sad wives and virgins set _ 
Rose-trees to drop with fragrance o'er the brave, 
By younger hands to be for aye renew’d, 
And bloom with ever-graceful memory. 
Till then, the invader knew not Surrey’s sons, 
Nor the stag-haunted Holmesdale’s matchless race, 
Yet never conquer’d, who with horned bow — 2359 
And crooked bugle roving, forest-free, (lurk, 
Haunt the wild glens, where woodland strawberries 
That tempt the sweeter lips of Surrey’s maids. 
Then Dorking’s town upon her stately rock 
To her two valleys and surrounding hills 
With echoing shouts her chieftain’s triumph told: 
While Guilford’s royal vill and stately towers, 
Her palace-castle, and her mansions old, 
The heritage and sometime residence 
Of England’s King, now Alfred’s proper wealth, 
Received the sovereign with the victor-train. 
Then Udo’s feasts within her vaulted roofs, 2401 
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Where bards rung music from a hundred harps, 
Made Guildford’s regal town with clamorous joy . 
Resound, and flame with bright-rejoicing fires.” 


So sang the strain, then rested; but brief pause 
The rival harp allow’d: alternate song 
Proceeds the new-won stranger thus to grace. 


‘“« What bounty of devoted loyalty, 
What splendour of an English nobleman, 
Sees Surrey, in her far-famed regal seat, 
When her high leader due allegiance pays 2411 
To England’s monarch, while (as wont) amid 
His province, to the English sceptre dear, 
With answering pomp the new-ascended King 
Receives his crown, upon the ancient stone 
Seated, that rests by Kingston’s honour’d fane. 
Prized is fair Surrey by the English King, 
Visited often, where Shene’s stately hill 
Gazes with clear look o’er her subject vales, 
And the rich prospect's spread magnificence, 
Her verdurous sloping banks, that follow o’er 
The sylvan borders of the winding Thames, 2422 
Till quiet Lambeth eyes old Thorney’'s fane, (spires. 
And Southwark blends with London’s thronging 
These grace brave Udo’s sway: such native sons 
Leap to the standard of their calling sire, 
Prompt for their country, like himself, to die. 
Oh! may kind union in the common cause 
Still in blest order hold so noble hearts, 
Valiant as these, and royally endow’d: 
To whom high triumph is their genuine meed.” 


As ceased the song, delight its echo seem’d, 
Till next the bards their vying harps attune 
To lays, which tell the noble Helstan’s praise, 2134 
The chief of sea-laved Sussex: in descent 
Allied to mighty Kings, and warrior-chiefs, 
Sons of the main: himself to ships devote 
That guard his shelvy sands and opening bays, 
Tempting rash inroads of the sea-worn foe. 
Full oft the roving Pagan has essay’d 
A coast, in look accessible: when tried, 
Found bulwark’d by a host of fearless men, 
Led by a hero, worthy such to guide, 
Who knows to chase in fight invading feet. 
Unconquer’d as the element he loves, 
With heart still prone to glorious enterprise, 2146 
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Not more by sea, than on his native soil 2118 
He shields his province, to the sovereign dear. 
Active, pervading is his general care, 

Vigilant as the shepherd o’er the charge 

That wanders, tended, o’er his champain downs. 
He from the keen air of his breezy heights 

Can summon at command his health-red troops, 
Who eager rush from green and chalky hills, 

Or open wealds, with bleating wealth o’erspread, 
Or cots, embosom’d among beechen groves, 
Cheerful and careless as the flocks they feed, 

Free as their walks, and fresh as mountain-winds. 
He too amid his wide demesne controls 2460 
The ruder dwellers of the forest-wilds, 

Who live, sequester’d, in their woodland bowers, 
Hewing moss’d trees for shelter, or the hearth, 
And through green alleys chase the startled deer. 
He from sunn’d vales, by labouring oxen plough’d, 
Guides vigorous bands of rustic countrymen ; 

Or from wide marshes, verging toward the sea, 
Heads the gay bands of brown and sun-burnt binds, 
Who in their straw hats tend the pasturing herds.” 


Paused the rich song, that to the soothed chief 
Recall’d his province, and its varied charms: 2471 
But emulous joy to welcome and engage 
A peer so noble, wakes renewing strains, 

That with alternate change prolong, and sum 
The stranger’s grace; his worth to England's cause. 


‘* Potent no less than bold the southern lord : 
From fertile fields he leads the lordly thanes, 
Noble by birth, by ancient heritage 
Of lands possess’d, by wealth from commerce won. 
Nor less the chieftain from his peopled seats 
Collects, at his behest, his country’s flower: 2481 
Perhaps the brave from Cissa’s valley-town, 
Laved by the waters of the river-stream ; 

Or Lewes rich, from whose high vicinage 

Opes the wide view of Sussex and her wealth, 

Or from fair vills that grace his varied shores. 

Some banded from the rural neighbourhood 

Of Selsey’s abbey-see, and harbour-lake, 

Or Seaford’s hamlet, by whose margent green 

Ouse gurgling glides beneath her castled hill, 

Soothing brave shades, who there in tombs repose 

That lift their mounds above its guarded peace; _ 

Or crews, who shelter’d by his antique forts 2493 
VOL. III. U 
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Pevensey’s mounds, or old Brighthelmstone’s cells, 
Ply the green main at ease in fisher-boats, 
Cheer’d with the view, as o’er the sea they glide, 
Of some known tower, or sky-ascending hill, 
Beneath whose covert peeps their cottage-home. 
He culls the choicest youths from all, who rove 
The smooth-grass’d downs, whose sward the strolling 
Cut with rude art, and ‘neath the turf ensnare [swains 
(As timidly they shun each passing cloud) 
Delicious sea-birds, wheat-ears, that their flight 
Wing numerous o'er the shores. The hero loves 
The intrepid race, who haunt the cloud-topp’d cliffs 
Of Beachey-head, amid whose shelvy caves, 2506 
Far-echoing to the dashing ocean’s roar, 

Wild sea-fowl shrilly scream in solitude, 

Not undisturb’d ; for o'er the beetling heights, — 
Slung awful down, the sons of Sussex dare 
Quivering descend, and seize the pendent nests. 
Scenes, wild and rich, and various-fair as these, 
Can boast a lord, who knows their worth to prize; 
A sailor, warrior; but esteem’d no less, 

Known as a generous friend, and tender sire: 
Bless’d with a gallant son, whose opening youth 
Beams with glad promise of mature renown: 2517 
Friend and protector of the younger prince. 

And oh! may grief for a loved daughter’s loss, 
With vain regret, be soothed, and melt to hope; 

In union, as in action, find relief. 

Pain’d sorrow then, that loves itself to feed, 

Shall yield to sweet use; while its deep effect 
Serves thy fond country, shall itself be heal’d, 

And yet thy days glide on in solaced joy.” 


Hush’d was the plausive lyre, while sympathy 

Of rich delight held sense in waking trance. 
Then with becoming sung the bards attune 2528 
The praise of Bertolph, Essex’ generous chief, 
‘* Defender of his country, kind as brave : 
Who late inheriting his castled home, 
For ages past the dwelling of his sires, 

Tpholds its wont and hospitable state, 
As best becomes an English nobleman. 
He by the borders of the salt-green deep 
With guardian care protects the menaced shires, 
That oftest need the presence of the brave 
To ward invaders from opposing coasts: 
Him Essex’ nautic sons, whose stream of old 
With his sire’s blood was red, hail as their prince. 
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Him proudly follow her intrepid bands 2541 
From out her sylvan haunts, her oak-built huts, 
And wild defiles, where range the dark-red deer, 
Whose verderors through the woodland coverts roam, 
O’er champains rich, and lordly martial hills, 

And stag-fed parks, and wealds, and moory heaths, 
And bowery vales, and banks that teem with flowers. 
Herules the tracts where stretching horn-beams shade 
Epping’s and Hainault’s glades; where Fairlop’s oak 
Allures the gay-assembling villagers 

To dance around its broad paternal stem. 

His are the thronging troops from grassy plains 2552 
Pastured by myriad-herds, and fleecy flocks 
Whose bells dividual tinkle in the breeze. 

Quick at his beck too rush the hardy race 
Nurtured to valour on his shelving shores, 

And sea-wash’d islets that fair rivulets part 
Among hush’d creeks, and scenery marine, 

By sandy-jutting promontories screen’d, 

That stretch their capes amid the foaming main. 
Troops too he heads from ports, and inland vills, 
Where Ambresbury hides her wood-shut banks, 
And Mistley’s thorny seat, that proudly eyes 
Stour’s opening flood, ere yet the lingering waves 
That glide by Orwell’s pictured marge unite 2565 
Amid the spacious estuary, where rise 

The haunted streets of Harwich’ merchant-haven.” 


Pauses the lyre; but hark! a rival strain, 
Continuous, to the valued stranger pours 
Fresh rapture, and full honour thus accords. 


‘* His voice controls the lordly train, who love 
The Soken’s franchises and free domains, 
And scenes that glory in the fruitful plough. 
He curbs the warriors that at call descend —.2574 
From Pleshey’s castle old, and wide precinct, 
And Dunmow’s Roman site, and Stansted’s power, 
The city’s towers that brow Colne’s winding flood, 
And fortress heights, and camps of elder time. 
Him as their chief protector fondly own 
Religion’s sanctuaries, the stately fane 
Of the Weald’s abbey-town: oft has his arm 
Repell’d the rapine of the incursive foe, 
Hinguar, or Hubba, or stern Hasting’s rage, 
And track’d their plunder to the hiding caves, 
And miny cells sunk mid the chalky hills, 
Haunted of old by British Cymbeline. 2586 


292 KING ALFRED. 


His sleepless courage too yet lives to avenge 2587 
The recent murder of the sainted fair, 

Osyth, the royal martyr’d virgin-wife, 

Slain by the Pagan at the fountain spring : 

And Barking’s temple, by the spoiling hand 

Of the fierce Dane now sunk and desolate. 

Essex’ proud victory to latest time 

Shall memorize the gulfy mouth of Stour, 

Where his met ships forced Hastings vail his flag: 
As by old Beamflete’s strond the insulting Dane, 
By Essex’ arm opposed, essay'd in vain 

To rear a shielding fort, where its skill’d strength 
Might front the tide, and guard fair Canvey’s isle. 
But Essex well the priceless value knows 2600 
Of a bold fleet to guard his country’s shores, 

And ships no less promotes than power on land. 
Oh! still, brave chief, thy province thus defend : 
Yet link in union now with England's ranks, 
O’erjoy'd to take thee to her arms again. 

Forgive the bard's dear wish, his fond rebuke. 
Ne’er may that province, owning such a head, 

Its lineal due successor want from thee! 

Though yet no marriage-tie has bless’d thy home, 
May some fair hand, ere long, thy worthy love 2610 
Honour; and may selected smiles reward 

A chief so graced ; approved not valiant more, 
Than sweetly gentle, amiable, and kind: 

_ May toils of war soon change to happy peace !” 


Ceased then the song, that with so proud record 
Hail’d the brave strangers of the eastern clime ; 
And by such welcome wakes enlivening hope, 
While pleasure vied with emulation’s glow. 

But scarce was mute the duteous harp, ere now 
Mindful, and throbbing with desire to greet 2620 
Other graced guests, who hold on English hearts 
Strong claims of high distinction, the pleased King, 
Rising with graceful act, attention wins 

To his charm’d words, and thus with patriot thoughts 
Worthy of England's monarch, opes his heart. 


‘¢ After such honouring welcome, fitly due, 
As greets the illustrious eastern peers, who bring 
So puissant aid to England's power on land, 
With pride the meet libation I address 
To other worthy strangers, who by sea 
Own claims of merit, prized by every heart. 
With cordial pleasure I invoke the health 2632 
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Of England’s naval heroes, to whom thanks 2683 
Are amply due for glorious service past, 

And from whose bravery and happy skill 

Well may we augur triumphs yet to come. 

One, of our country an adopted son, 

The wealthy, bold, Norwegian chief, long used 

To ships, and nursed amid the storms that tear 
The thundering Baltic and the icy north, 

Intrepid Oether, by our careful choice 

Selected, as expert in arts marine, 

To teach and train our England’s native sons 

In sea-affairs, and knowledge that concerns 2644 
Both meet defence, and commerce, of our isle. 
From whose relation I have gladly drawn 
Instruction touching the spread northern climes, 
The region of our foes; and who for us 

Has urged his venturous ships amid the bays 

Of the stretch’d north, far e’en as Dwina’s flood.” 


So as the sovereign said, heart-felt delight 
Express’d itself in tribute of applause— 
But instantly the monarch thus resumed. 


‘‘ With him too, one, disdaining not as yet 2654 
To bear a pupil’s name, our England's son, 
Her rising fleet’s first native ammiral, 
The noble Wulfstan, who imbibing thus 
His dauntless master’s valour and his skill, 
In time shall seek to equal or excel: 
Ingrafting England’s own peculiar spirit, 
Himself shall prove a leader, and become 
The polar star to Englishmen, whose bright 
Name and example shall conduct them o’er 
The trackless deep, and be esteem’d the sire 
Of England’s naval glory, when the Sun 2665 
Of science beams o’er all the enlighten’d world. 
To Britain’s just defence he first shall turn 
Her nautic strength, and from invasion guard 
Her happy coasts, not waiting till her foes 
Assail her there, but bearing terror off, 
To their own borders till they trembling shrink. 
Safety achieved, and blest security, 
To that the British sailor fond shall add 
The good that from unbounded commerce springs. 
Using the nation’s proud advantages, 
Her enterprise, and active energies, 
His shall be still the peerless pride to make 
His country lift her head, the nations’ Queen, 2678 
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The naval throne of the admiring globe. 2679 
To both, to such as these, oh! pay we now 

The meed of willing honour, richly due: 

Shields of our wave-girt kingdom, though we sleep. 
May future victories their courage grace ! 

May yet unborn posterity extend 

And emulate their high example: taught 

By it, and so inspired, may England still 

Be safely guarded by her wooden walls; 

And may her ships, her trade, her colonies, 

Spread her renown o’er the terraqueous orb, 
Blessings of universal intercourse, 2590 
That every nation gratefully may feel 

Advantaged in her just prosperity, 

That Britain’s power not for herself alone 

Is needed, but to serve the general world.” 


When the King’s words, received with loud acclaim, 
Had turn’d each eye upon the naval chiefs, 
And expectation hung upon their looks, 
The gallant Octher rose, whose hardy frame 
And veteran air inspired respectful awe, 
As with an honest warmth, his right hand prest 
On his brave heart, he thus his feeling spoke. 2701 


‘‘Great sovereign, and assembled English peers, 
Such honour’d mention claims deep gratitude. 
Although of foreign birth, and bred amid 
The Scandinavian seas, whose piny coasts, 

Dear to me still as scenes from childhood known, 
I joy’d to scour in ships and gather wealth, 

Proud swells my bosom now to know myself 

A denizen of England; to esteem 

Her as my country, where myself have been 
Treated so royally ; companion made 

Of her high monarch at his friendly court, 2712 
Intrusted with his counsels; there embued 

First with prized knowledge of the Christian truth. 
Happy I feel, to be by him engaged, 

Whose kindness far o’errates my best desert, 
Amid your southern seas, there to impart 

To England’s sons, in dignified command, 
Whate’er of naval science may be mine: 
Regarded as an instrument of use 

By Britain’s patriot King, his country’s sire; 

To whose extensive and imperial thoughts, 

Not my weak skill to second such intents, 

More fitly the vast honour falls, to make 224 
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This isle the first of nations, and become 2725 
By nature's right, the sovereign of the sea. 

Be but her care turn’d to this prime defence, 

Know but her sons their own, their justest pride, 
Invasion from her shielded coasts shall shrink. 
Britain shall smile at every enemy, 

Secure, in unharm’d majesty serene, 

And as the eternal throne of Ocean, prove 

The beacon, rock, sheet-anchor of the world.” 


So spoke the naval leader: at his words 
Throbb’d generous pride in every British heart, 2735 
That hail’d his cheering voice with meet applause. 
Such scarce had ceased, ere his brave bosom fraught 
With deep emotion on the theme he loved, : 
England’s prized son, the noble Wulfstan, risen 
With stately mien, in answering speech disclosed. 


‘* My duteous thanks too, ever-honour’d liege, 
And gracious lords, receive. Though yet myself 
Am but a student, since I lessons owe 
To skill superior, fain I hope the time 
Not distant, when our country shall behold 
From her own bosom sprung a native race 2746 
Of officers and naval men, alike 
Prompt both to know their duty as to act; 

Who for defence alone assuming war, 

But bearing insult on the main from none, 

Shall place our England’s chief prosperity 

In ships, in sailors, and in power by sea. 
Following in this the sovereign’s lofty thought, 
Himself the founder of her nautic strength, 
Britapnia’s sons, tov small herself to hope 

For sway on land (if that were worth her care) 
Shall learn where lies her greatness; shall discern 
Her empire must be maritime, her true 2758 
But vast dominion, based on social change 

Of mutual comforts, riches, arts of peace ; 

Must be earth’s orb itself: through influence kind 
Her willing subjects, as her friends, shall be 

All nations that can reach the girdling main 

That wafts her joy-fraught ships to every shore.” 


He paused a moment, for combined applause 
©’erswell’d his zealous voice : but soon a theme 
The naval chief resumed which well he knew 
Dear to his sovereign, as the nobles’ hearts. 2748 
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‘“‘ Then our loved country, under her wide wing 
Shielding commercial and affianced powers, 
The isles of Greece, or India’s utmost coasts, 
Shall from her seat in Europe’s farthest west 
O’er all the climes of the discover’d world 
Bear her internal products, and bring back 
To her own bosom new and boundless wealth, 
From regions vast and opulent, that join 
The mighty Danube, Hellas’ classic tide, 
Ilyssus’ stream, the spreading Syrian bays, 
Nile’s endless length, Euphrates’ eastern flood, 
Or where far Ganges rolls his golden waves. 2780 
Britain to these shall as a mother prove, 
Feeding them all; herself supported too 
By glad accession of their filial strength. 
While such shall be her state, safe is her reign ; 
Worthy alliance, and of best esteem. 
Other interior lands fierce wars may waste, 
And overturn their thrones; but Britain’s power, 
Stretch’d but to aid, in vain they would exclude, 
Extending as the light and common air. 
While the resources of her bounteous land 
Her native industry and enterprize 
Make permanent, and solid faith assures, 2792 
Distinguishing the British Merchant’s name. 
Preserving these, eternal is her sway : 
Though other nations fall, she still shall rise 
In growing greatness and prosperity. 
Link’d with mankind in bonds of mutual weal 
All families of men, though varying climes 
Their language, manners, as their homes divide, 
Her merchants still shall benefactors deem, 
And rank as honourable of the earth. 
Then navigation shall be prized the road 
To worth, to riches, and distinction’s claim; 
And while it shall with civilizing touch 2804 
Each people’s state ameliorate, make life 
More genial, happy, tranquil and secure, 
So shall the wants of men be interwove 
In union, and so needful each to each, 
That Britain’s commerce, as transcending all, 
Shall still ensure her proud pre-eminence, 
Making her fountain prime of warmth and light, 
As shines the sole sun o’er the boundless deep.” 


So as he said, according triumph greets 
England’s first native admiral: before 
Each Briton’s soul visions of glory rose, 2515 
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Which time shall after stablish, and mature. 2816 


Then struck the bards the sounding strings, that 
Thus to the Ocean-chief’s decorous praise. [woke 


‘* Hail! noble Octher, ruler of the deep, 
A Sea-King erst amid the rocky isles 
That stud the northern main, whose stately waves 
Roll past thy royal turrets, Elsineur ! 
On land disdaining wealth and reign, though there 
Treasures paternal, or acquired, were thine, 
Thou hast from boyhood joy’d in ships, and borne 
With dauntless sailors o'er the weltering waves, 
Visited many a clime, yet made thy home 
The salt-green deep, thy fleet thy dearest wealth, 
Displaying in thyself a Sea-King’s boast, 2829 
To scorn all roofs except the deck and sky, 
To wield a sceptre o’er the watery surge, 
Fixing more bold and vast dominion there, 
Till distant realms re-echoed with thy fame. 
Thee England's sage and watchful monarch chose, 
And to his court and service drew from far, 
By kindness won; joy’d in thy company, 
Honour’d with friendly love, and dearly prized. 
Now, in the stead of sway confined amid 
The freezing north, thy princely meed shall be 
To act the British monarch’s high designs, 2840 
That with her sovereign’s thy assisting hand 
May place on Britain’s brow the naval crown, 
Till taught by thee, England, as Ocean’s Queen, 
May proudly lift her radiant front enwreath'd 
Witb native oak, for ever fresh and green.” 


Alternate then, to England’s younger hope 
The warbling shell attunes its melody. 


- * Allthail! great Wulfstan, England's native son, 
Ingenuous pupil, thou whom Fate ordains 
Hereafter thy famed teacher to transcend, 2850 
Lesser yet greater: sire and glorious head 

Of England’s naval warriors, of a line 

Of heroes ending but with death of time. 

Hail! light of future ages! following thee, 

Their primal chief, shal] British sailors rule 

A world of waters, seeming to disdain 

Other control or empire but their own. 

Mingling reflection with activity, 

Oh! blessed England, though no veins of gold 2859 
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Nor wines, nor fruits of warmer climes be thine, 
Yet guarding safe thyself, thou shalt become 

Of commerce universal arbitress, 2862 
Defying interruption or decay. 

Though owning little, yet possessing all, 

Thy mines of wealth proceeding from the main, 
May every product rare of every clime 

Centre in thee, and not thyself alone 

Supply, but from thee flow to every realm, 
Pouring abundance richer than their own. 

For like the moon, the satellite of earth, 

Whose moving influence Ocean’s waves obey, 
Thy ships shall o’er its ambient waters glide, 
With kind attraction of commercial wealth, 
Circling the various globe with genial change, 
Enlightening ever thus at season due, 

Cheering, and fertilizing every clime.” 2876 
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Szquec and close of the Banquet, comprizing the character and 
praises of Osmund, Earl of Cornwall, and his son Athelard, Ed- 
gar, Earl of Hants, and Herbert, late Eurl of Dorset, killed in 
battle, whose title and domains are bestowed on Athelard. The 
King presents gifts and orders of merit to his chieftains. He 
incests Athelard also with the Earldom of Somerset, subject to 
the reappearance and claims of Rayner. Edgar ts created 
Knight of Ashdown, with the lands and fort of Pendragon. The 
entertainment is interrupted by the arrival of scouts with news 
that the united main army of the Danes is approaching to avenge 
the defeat and death of Hubba. An immediate retreat to the 
Isle of Athelney is determined upon. The garrison of the castle 
disperse, some to the English fleet, the rest singly over the 
country. Alred, with Oddune, and the other nobles, sets out for 
the Isle. Oddune’s farewell to his ancient castle of Kinwith. 
The King consoles and animates his companions by describing 
the pleasures that await them in retirement, the happiness of 
rural life, and its innocent recreations. Conversation illustra- 
tive of the uses of adversity and seclusion in purifying the mind, 
and nursing the virtues. They arrive at the isle, bearing with 
them the captured Reafen standurd. A pinnace, under the com- 
mand of Nigel, is appointed to cruise off the mouth of the Parret, 
Sor the better protection of the fugitives. 
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O as they sang, strange pleasure and delight 
Throbb’d in each bosom: high excited hope 

In every glowing and expansive soul 
Presaged dominion, beyond Britain’s isle 
Extending o’er the boundless world of waves. 
While thoughts like these swell’d Eugland’s patriot 
Rises with solemn air the King, and calls [hearts, 
QOcther, and noble Wulfstan, to his side. 
They bending knelt, while o'er their honour’d necks 
The monarch badges of distinction threw, 
Suiting their order and high station’s claim, 
The pendent anchor and the golden cross, 12 
(The navy’s mark and new-adopted sign) 
Rich emblem of that flag, whose peerless cope 
Hereafter shall o’er Ocean's subject flood 
Bear Britain’s undisputed sovereignty. 


Such honour to distinguish’d merit paid, 
Seizes the moment Devon’s watchful host, 
And rising, thus his generous heart express’d. 


‘* Among so many claims of rank and state, 
All objects so illustrious and so due 
Of welcome, honour, or meet courtesy, 22 
Can we with justice rest insensible 
To calls of private friendship and deep worth ? 
Saluting noble strangers to our board, 
With cordial pleasure now I hail return’d 
My noble neighbour, Cornwall’s honour’d earl, 
By ties of blood, and fix’d esteem endear’'d. 
Him, of his sovereign the steady friend, 
A prudent minister in arts of peace, 
Nor less a warrior in the tented field. 
Glorying to mark his presence once again, 
From it we hope blest union and fresh aid 
To England’s cause, prompt service to his King, 
And his adoring country’s fervent love. 35 
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He from surrounding desolation first, 36 
Singly almost, appears; as if from death, 

Starting to life, his country still to shield, 

To join her banners, ere they scarce dare fly, 

To victory lead her, heal her fostering wounds, 
And pour the balm of comfort and of peace. 

Oh! would that other absent friends alike, 

Nobles who rule our Wessex’ southern bounds, 
Were here to grace our roof and prop our power ! 
Then were indeed our country’s honour met! 

The virtuous Rayner, Somerset’s good chief 46 
Who too may Berks’ and Dorset’s place supply, 
Both to their country lost; and following these, 
The Mercian nobles, Warwick's puissant earl, 
The noble Rohand, exiled from his home, 

And loyal peers, who those wide bounds adorn. 
With these, and northern earls, leagued to our side, 
(Oh! would that Providence such hour may deign !) 
What then shall stop our march to full success ?— 
Meantime, with grateful thanks, with joy, hope, pride, 
To Osmund’s health we pledge the brimming cup, 
And in his advent see a host acquired.” 57 


He scarce had ceased, ere warm applauses hail’d 
The welcome wish. With aspect mild and sage, 
Soon Cornwall’s earl arose. His figure shew’d 
A gracious person, honour’d in command, 

Nor less for thoughtful studies famed ; while thus 
His silvery accents drew the listening ear. 


‘Need I to those, who know me best, declare 
My bosom’s transport, that I live to join 
This scene, return’d from lost obscurity 
To meet my former friends: by their kind voice 
To share such honour, and to see fair hope 
Thus smiling on our country; bright success 69 
Opening around, by Devon’s arm begun, 
And our undaunted sovereign’s constant care. 
Cheer’d by whose influence and inspiring light, 
All tempers now in cordial union blend 
To one self purpose, and from whence I bode 
Fortune, propitious more than fired the thought 
Of our prophetic Adulph, while with me 
Shut in retreat of Cornwall’s woody dells.— 
Blest shall I prove, if aught my mingled power 
Can aid a cause so glorious. For myself, 
Though I must almost now from failing age 
Resign the charge of arms, yet can I still 81 
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With pride behold my family’s old name 82 
Supported by a son, whose known desert 

Shall more than his weak father’s strength supply. 
He by the monarch’s love and favour crown’d 
Shall lead the Cornish to wont victory. 

Yet what my counsel, or exerted means, 

Can add to aid my countrymen in arms, 

Or serve our honour’d King, shall still be theirs, 
While this worn life remains ; and if need be, 
That life I'll proudly pour in their defence, 

As its whole past, and humble talent’s scope, 
Have yet been but devoted to their call. 93 
Peace yet shall bless our land, the din of war 
Give place to commerce, arts, and letter'’d ease, 
To spread of universal happiness, 

Which my retired old age yet dreams to see, 
Orient as first from Oxford’s founded halls. 

Till England’s sons, for countless ages down, 
Through care of emulous successive Kings 

And patriot ministers shall rise the pride 

Of Earth’s whole orb, through every nation known 
The people, honest, bravest, and most free ; 

Who, cherishing whate’er is generous, bold, 

And noble, scorn all base and slavish things, 105 
But dare to think, to feel, to act, like men. 
Heaven on such purpose shed its richest dew !” 


He ended. Triumph swells; expectant hope 
Fills with the glow of transport every heart. 
Again to waiting ears decorous song 
-Proceeds, and sounds the stranger Osmund's name. 


Tuning the various lay, the conscious bards 
Welcome return’d Cornwall’s illustrious chief ; 
Absent so long, and mourn’d as timeless slain : 
The gracious hero, sprung of high descent, 115 
Allied to ancient Gorlois, son of fame, 

After to great Cadore, renown’d of old, 

That mighty peer of royal Arthur's day, 

Then Cornwall's leader, by her monarch prized : 
The noble knight, who his round table graced 
Eminent there in valour and esteem: 

Who by brave Arthur’s side, with daring aid, 
Follow’d the lightning of Escaliburn, 

His flaming sword; with Roan, his mighty spear, 
And Pridwin's bulwark, his stupendous shield : 
Who shared the fame of his dread sovereign, 
Where’er they stood in many a hard-fought field 
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With varying fate, till Europe with their deeds 128 
Applausive rung. But Britain still believes 

Her hero, Arthur, by the enamour’d fays 

Piously borne to fairy-land away, 

And living yet (such virtue could not die) 

Doom’d still with deathless glory his loved isle, 
To visit, and his peerless reign restore. 

After such sires, the generous hero owns 

An ancestor of like time-honour’d name, 

That Osmund, who in royal Egbert’s reign 

Fought for his England in Dorsetian fields, 138 
Beside the green banks of Carr’s winding stream. 
Then noble Godric, worthy of his race, 

In age maturer, to the present prince 

(His worthy son) beqneath’d fair Cornwall’s rule, 
His patrimonial, graced inheritance. 

"Tis thus loved Osmund Cornwall’s sway assumes, 
Drawing wont sources of unvalued wealth 

From mines of silvery vein, in ancient time 

(As story tells) sought by adventurous Greeks, 
Phoenician ships, and barks of elder Tyre. 

Now with paternal voice the chief controls 

Her ore-rich hills, her vales and marshy plains, 
Cheer’d with the freshness of the mild sea-air. 151 
Here many a lowly and sequester’d fane 

Lifts its dim tower amid the sainted groves, 

Or hermit-cell adjoins its mossy fount 

In bowers of peace and holy solitudes. 

Here by the side of Tamar’s woody stream, 

Or by the marge of many an opening bay, 

Or from the sunn’d banks of her clustering isles, 
Rich nature wantons in variety 

Of form and prospect, beautiful in all, 

O’er hill and valley, river, sea, and shore: 

All things inviting here serene content. 

Osmund, the chieftain of a land so fair, 168 
Justly distinction high from England owns: 

Near in alliance to the sovereign’s self, 

Since erst in nuptial union he had won, 

For spouse, the kin of Alfred’s matchless Queen 
Sprung from the princely Muchil, Gainsbro’s pride. 
By such connection to the monarch dear, 

And trusted oft, with willing preference.” 


Pauses the lyre that sung the chief’s descent, 
And soon the alternate harp with graceful ease 
Tells the loved hero's virtuous qualities. 173 


BOOK XXII. 305 


‘“‘ Eminent in fond duty to the King, 71 
In an affectionate and tender care 
Shewn ever to the regal family ; 
Thus friendly, by the sovereign prized in turn, 
Worthy of all affiance and regard : 
The friend of learning, studious and devout, 
Benevolent and affable to all: 
A leader much endear’d, and to his troops 
Gentle and kind, even too indulgent deem’d : 
Not undistinguish’d by bold acts of war, 
Brave and intrepid in the battle’s rage, 
Yet from a native leaning in his soul 195 
To studious quiet, more to policy 
Inclined, and graver business of the state: 
Versed much, thro’books and deep observant thought, 
In maxims sage of order, law, and peace : 
A statesman, still industrious how to frame 
Rules best adapted to the public weal, 
And in the nation’s high assembly knowa 
A wise and valued voice, defending still 
His country’s part, and winning in his act 
Rather her minister’s, than warrior’s, name. 
But while so many English nobles shine 
With rival glory in the tented field, 197 
His is the rarer virtue, and the boon 
Which Heaven perhaps may hold in best esteem. 
To nature’s richest gifts his own fond care 
The choicest fruits of study has supplied: 
Temperate in all things, by his prudent mind 
And counsel sage, he much assists the King 
In staid direction of the common wealth, 
And settles on just base whate’er is true, 
Surest and best, for England's benefit. 
Awhile to his deploring country lost, 
While hid forlorn in sylvan hermitage, 
Improved by pensive meditation’s calm, 209 
Now he returns with active aid to bless 
That country, and to grace the meet resort 
Of England’s peers to which himself was born. 
Cornwall's high chief again shall proudly guide 
The warrior troops, devoted to his will: 
Observed again, shall utter wisdom’s voice 
In councils that shall yet the kingdom save.” 


The noble Osmund hears the meed of praise 
With courteous gratitude. All share the joy. 
Beams pleasure in each look, and most of all 
A glow of deep and rapturous delight 220 
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Thrills the fond bosom of his gallant son, 221 
Young Athelard. Inspiring, conscious pride 
Fires him to hear his much-loved father’s praise. 


Allured by such dear theme, again the King 
Rises, admired ; and thus with graceful air 
Reverent the high assembly he address’d. 


‘‘ Following the sentiment our generous host 
Expresses as to private friendship due, 
Fain would my voice to public honour’s note 
Present two chiefs, who grace this festal board, 
Who, noble each by birth, distinction high 
Owning no less by station than by deeds, 2383 
Yet on my heart hold more endearing claims : 
Friends of my lorn and sunk adversity, 
Companions of my exiled, sharpest hours, 
Both brothers in affliction. For while seem’d 
Alike the heart’s most near and tender ties 
Rent from us all, early alas! with me 
Inured to sad privations and distress, 
Dancers and toils, these with assiduous care 
Staid with me, still supported, and consoled, 
Till other treasures fled, in them I found 242 
The precious wealth, that other loss supplied. 
One, the graced branch of Cornwall’s honour’d line, 
The faithful Athelard, most worthy son 
Of the recover’d peer, my ancient friend, 
Whose welcome late we pledged in flowing cups: 
The other, Edgar, brave and active chief 
Of Hants’ fair province and her sociate isle. 
Sharers in grief and suffering, though the one 
Now happily regains a sire restored, 
I know, and pleased recal, that when to each 
All, save our own society, seem’d lost, 
Their bosoms for their country warmly beat, 264 
For it they lived, still prompt for it to die. 
From fortitude, fidelity like theirs, - 
Continued, now that brighter fortune dawns, 
Proud I predict hope’s happiest auspices.” 


So as he utter’d, while the listening hall 
Remember’d such distress, in many an eye 
Glisten’d a starting tear, that not alone 
Graced female beauty, ever prone to yield 
To pity’s melting drops, but flow'd from thoughts 
Of hardy warriors, warm with friendship’s glow. 
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General applause soon hails the votive wish. 
Now Osmund’s son, the generous Athelard, 
Rises with mien of gallant courtesy. 
Much as his martial, graceful figure pleased, 
Remembrance of his worthy qualities, 
So friendly-true, and to the King so dear, 
Much more won love, and notice of all eyes 
Drew, nor from Mercia’s Queen least favouring gaze. 
At last these accents held attending ears. 


“‘ Gratified past expression’s power to tell, 
I needs must own myself, indulgent peers, 276 
Marking such kindness from my honour’d King 
And country yielded to the best of sires, 
Greeting with rapture his unlook’d return. 
For me, believe, adversity itself 
Was sweeten'd and made happy, which allow d 
To me occasion and continued proof, 
By many willing offices, though small 
Kindly o’ervalued, of that high regard 
Which in this bosom burns, and will till death, 
For those so richly meriting esteem: 
Those in whose service a devoted life 
Cannot, I deem, more worthily be spent. 287 
For the warm friendship with which still the King 
Honours my family, all I can pay 
Of gratitude and deep affection fails 
To reach what feeling scarce would own a debt, 
By duty less than inclination given. 
But after joy and prospects such as now 
Beam on our view, and cheer the saddest heart, 
I hope, with aid of my good sire, and you, 
Illustrious peers, by our loved sovereign led, 
To save our country yet; yet to enjoy 
Peace and tetirement in our native homes ; 
Out of this ruin’d wreck at last to raise 299 
An ark of safety ; and that happiness, 
With those we honour most and love the best, 
Waits still to compensate all troubles past.” 


He sat: loud plaudits hail’d his cheering words. 
Then rose the gallant chief of Vecta’s isle, 
Edgar the brave, mirror of martial grace. 
A tenderness of melancholy born, 
And unwont sensibility awhile 
Depress’d his look, for the King’s plaintive tone 
Had touch’d a tender sense, and thoughts awaked 
Of one beloved in vain, so fair, so young, 810 
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Pledged in affection, yet from him bereaved _— 811 
Suddenly, and her timeless fate unknown. 
Ab! little deem’d he in what sad confine 
Immured, she pined ; with what distress assail’d ! 


While drew his mien attention and regard, 
Pensive he said: ‘ E’en as our honour’d liege 
Hiwscelf has known, and movingly recals, 
Domestic sorrow seems the general share, 

Till each is of some precious tie bereft. 

Not strange to me is harsh calamity ; 

Who in so early youth the loss deplore 321 
Of father, mother, brother, till myself 

Am left alone, the last of all my race. 

Perhaps too other yearnings of the heart 

Are check’d and fled, fond dreams of hope and joy ; 
Till even one so young congenial gloom 

Might overcloud, and sink in dark despair. 

But fellow-sufferer with the King, I learn’d 
Example of a nobler fortitude. 

In meet activity I sought relief, 

Not vainly, and for sorrow found a balm. 

While for my country and my King I lived, 
Serving them to my best, assured I felt 333 
In lowest fortune, that I should not stain 

The old renown which has adorn’d our line. 

Better ’twere, like my honour’d ancestors, 

Beside my King through worst distress to stay, 

In his defence by perils netted round, 

Patient of hunger, thirst, heat, cold, fatigue, 
Enjoying conscious peace and wont esteem; 
Better to perish thus in life unripe, 

Than doze away in vulgar indolence 

_ Hundreds of years, with ignominious ease. 343 
Mine be no coward’s death, nor drone’s repose.” 


He said. Applause resounded. Scarce he sat, 
Ere now the ready bards, with eyes intent 
On the brave chieftains, their own well-earn’d fame 
Prepare to hail with rapture of the muse. 
And hark! fresh music the struck lyre resounds. 


First minstrel voices wake to thrilling notes 
The praise of Athelard, “‘ the noble son 
Of Osmund, Cornwall’s grace, allied to Kings: 
Himself becoming well his lofty birth. 
The faithful friend, and of his sovereign 
The loved companion in his lone distress. 355 
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Known and regarded by his countrymen 356 
For admiration and affection shewn 

To their dear monarch in each trying hour, 

Firm and unshaken in fidelity, 

Yet scarce profess’d; kind, amiable, mild 

In temper, but in action and command 

Steady, and first in manly fortitude. 

Fired with the spirit of undaunted youth, 

True pattern of an English soldier’s name; 

Model of filial piety and love, 

Image of honour and of nobleness, 

Just hope and glory of his honour’d line. 367 
Nurtured from youth in Oxon’s founded halls, 

He, by the sovereign’s and his sire’s behest, 
There cull’d deep studies, foster’d by the care 

Of learned men, who rear'd with generous thought 
Their pupil, and to worthy feeling train’d. 

He an example in his thoughtful sire 

Beheld, whom still he strove to imitate, 

Blest, since the filial semblance all may trace, 

As the young scion marks the parent-tree. 
Hinself, by due of his own merit, more 

Than by alliance or the claim of kin, 

Raised by the sovereign to the ducal sway 379 
Of Dorset, England’s garden; by the death 

Of childless Herbert, venerable chief, 

(In blood to gallant Athelard allied,) 

Left unprovided of a leader meet. 

But to that station high the thoughtful King 

Chose noble Athelard, as known to be 

Worthiest by just desert, and not alone 

Near in succession, and the claim of birth 
Through consanguinity to Herbert dead, 

And a long race of heroes, Dorset’s pride.” — 389 


Hush’d was the lyre awhile; for o’er such thought 
A sacred sorrow droop’d its fading notes : 
Till thus with gradual strain its tone revived, 


‘¢ When in stern battle, cover’d o’er with wounds, 
Brave Herbert ended a victorious life, 
Himself surviving all his lineal race ; 
To one he prized his honours were transferr’d, 
A fit suecessor of his noble house. 
Thus does the brave and generous Athelard 
Control with mild command the genial vales 
Of Dorset; and with princely voice inspires 
The haughty warriors from her chalky hills, — 401 
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Her bowery forests, and her spacious heaths, 402 
And downs deciduous to the courting sea. 

He summons at his will the hardy bands 

Nurtured to strength in Dorset’s green-waved bays, 
And coasts, by mighty promontories screen’d, 
Where giant castles beetle o’er the deep. 

Troops too he leads from isles, and harbour-lakes, 
And fortress-towns, and camps of elder day. 
Shaftesbury’s peopled site; eurich'd with fanes, 
Late by the King from ruin’s wreck restored, 

And Blandford’s pleasant vill, and Sherborne’s see, 
The holy bishop’s forest-shelter’d home, 413 
And ancient Castleton’s unconquer’d fort, 

With pride the princely Athelard obey : 

Or Wimborne's minster, where in quiet rest 

The bones of royal Ethelred repose, 

Ah! for his much-loved country early fallen! 
Cranbourne’s wild sylvan chase, and Portland’s isle, 
Rich in her quarries of unfading stone, 

And Purbeck’s cliffs, and Corfe’s imperious towers, 
Wareham’s proud town, the scene of recent war, 
And Poole’s bleak-jutting port, unite their sons 
With willing aid to swell the chieftain’s power; 
And Lulworth’s guarded fort and harbour strange, 
Scoop’d by the Ocean in her cavern’d cove: 426 
All these delight to own brave Athelard’s sway. 
Honours so rich, and early won, shall prove 

The glorious earnest of his future fame, 

And stir his spirit to responsive deeds ; 

Copying his sire with rival sentiments, 

Till none in grateful England’s love transcend 

The faithful Athelard’s still-cherish’d name.” 


Hush’d is the music of the tuneful harp. 
While thus is sung the favour'd chieftain’s praise, 
Conscious delight each throbbing heart inspires. 436 
Then, as with fire renew’d, in choral pomp 
Worthy their theme, the bards, who not forget 
The due of merit, celebrate, well-pleased, 
** Edgar, the youthful chief of Vecta’s isle, 
And rightful earl of Hants’ capacious fields. 
Sprung from a line of noble ancestors 
By due of birth illustrious, his descent 
Tracing from far, since in his veins the blood 
Flows of famed Stufa and of Witgar old, 
The earliest princes of famed Vecta’s isle; 
Who both, by kindred union, were allied 
To Oslac, father of Osburga fair, 418 
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Alfred’s loved mother, whence in order'd course 
Brave Edgar, heir of ancient Vecta’s seat, 
Boasts consanguinity to England’s King. 

The noble Morcar, Edgar’s princely sire, 

Equal in valour to his glorious race, 

Joining the ranks of royal Ethelred 

(Then England’s King, while Alfred yet a youth 
Held in his host the secondary place,) 

Approved his name in Ashdown’s fatal field 

And slew in bloody combat, hand to hand, 

In face of all the reverential troops, 

A Danish King, the vaunting Basseg, there; 460 
Whose tomb yet stands, uprear'd of crossing stones 
By the way-side on Ashdown’s champain field 

A monument eterne to after-times, 

Beside the thorn-tree, round whose mossy boughs 
The conflict fiercest raged, till Basseg fell, 
Cover’d with wounds, before his fainting host. 

In honours ripe, the noble Morcar died. 

But, genuine scions of the worthy stock, 

Two sons survived, each pattern of the sire: 
Their mother’s hope, the pride of Vecta’s vales. 
Ingenuous Siward, who in Wareham’s fight 

Died for his country in the midnight strife. 473 
Whom there the brother, youthful Edgar, mourn’d 
Untimely lost, and with embalming tears 

Hid the fresh relics in an honour’d tomb. 

Then in his sire’s possessions, and the rule 

Of fertile Hants, and Vecta’s various isle, 
Holding no less rank in his sovereign’s love, 

The youthful Edgar took unenvied place. 

Since, by his acts, proved worthy of his sires.” 


Pauses the harp that sung his father’s fame, 
Till strains alternate told his own desert. 482 


‘¢ Friend of the sovereign, whom in adverse hour 
Edgar forsook not; faithful to his side: 
Soothing the sting of sharp adversity. 
With native ardour fired, the gallant youth, 
Still warding peril by his active zeal, 
Was ever prompt for daring enterprize. 
Ingenious, quick, intrepid, and with art 
Eluding all discovery of the foe. 
Call’d by sad chance, and loss of all his race, 
Early from sports and pleasures of the field, 
(Becoming well a youthful nobleman) 
From hawks, and manage of the foaming steed, 194 
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Suddenly to resign these trivial aims, 495 
To be exchanged for high and grave affairs, 

Ah! needed in his suffering country’s cause, 

On him she turn’d her fondly asking eye, 

To combat in her service. He, inspired 

To guard her weal with dauntless bravery, 

Was ready, early for her sake to die, 

And meet dread peril in its wildest form. 

Ta’en thus the reins of manhood, e’en so young, 
Seem’d the brave stripling, in his fist essay, 

Not for such lofty station unprepared. 

For early had a native thirst of fame, 506 
An ardour proud for honour in the state, 

To be distinguish’d in his country’s cause, 

And emulate the glory of his sires, 

Display’d their dwelling in his mirror’d soul. 

The daring valour, shewn in Wareham’s field, 
On_that dread night, when noble Siward fell, 

Had testified to all the applauding host 

The generous virtues of the brother’s heart. 

With answering power of bold devoted troops, 

He realizes every bosom’s wish. 

Self-love, congenial to untutor’d youth, 

Erst by a mother’s fond indulgence fed, 518 
(Her pleasure, when their noble father died) 

Now mellow’d into useful virtue, shines. 

O’er his high rank in temper’d gracefulness, 
Vivacity, with various talent blent, 

Now the youth’s mingled character adorns. 
Though with a noble emulation fired 

His sovereign and his country’s cause to serve, 
With anxious hope his station to beseem, 

Fickle at times, and rash, and often prone 

To changeful passion of uncertain youth : 

Gallant and bold, in feelings warm alike; 

Tender in friendship, and with melting heart —530 
Alive to love, and beauty’s witching smile: 

Loved by his equals, to his followers kind. 

From such true scion of so worthy stock, 

So young succeeding, and approved so well, 
What may not England hope, in happier hour ? 
Each manly virtue, that may best beseem 

The manners of an English nobleman, 

Shall blend, to grace her honour’d Edgar’s worth.” 


So sung the bards the English chieftaius’ praise, 
Recording too the glory of their line. 
All bosoms throb with renovated pride, 541 
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To hear their ancestors’ illustrious fame, 542 
Attuned in memory of no venal song, 

But drawing still its justest worth from truth. 
Their own brave acts, and tempers, thus reveal’d, 
All hear with deep observant awe, o’erjoy’d, 

That each proves worthy of his noble birth. 

Pants every heart with strange unwont delight 
And emulous ardour by according deeds 

To win the guerdon most to nobles dear, 

To whom true honour is the food of life. 


While celebrate the bards deserving acts, 552 
The proud assembly, whose remembrance well 
The past may recognize in full appeal, 

The due eulogiums with fond zeal attest: 
Deeming it glory’s summit to be thus 
Embalm’d by their dear country’s love in song 
More lasting than a stony pyramid. 


While reigns such feeling, with well-timed regard 
The attentive monarch summons to his side 
His friends beloved, the faithful Athelard 
And gallant Edgar: as they duteous knelt, 
The sovereign with benignant air presents 563 
Orders of merit, gifts by each well won. 
To decorate and mark so loyal hearts, 
Each noble chieftain with a radiant star 
The royal hand invests, and as he gives 
Adjoins kind words; promising honours more, 
At season meet, not equalling desert, 
Yet fit for grateful memory to bestow. 


To Athelard he says: ‘‘ Unchanging friend, 
Already thine by promise is the rule 
Of Dorset’s ample province, in the place 
Of the good Herbert, whose age-silver’d locks 574 
Were stain’d in death on glory’s bloody field, 
Who by his fate made victory too dear. 
But ampler trust o’ersteps not worth like thine, 
Which yet our will intends. With grief we learn, 
The noble Rayner, Somerset's brave earl, 
No longer in its castled bounds abides, 
Lost, or exiled, his timeless fate unknown: 
While his domains and puissance are usurp'd 
(Meed, as is said, of foul disloyalty) 
By the false traitor, old, kind, Edric’s ward, 
(Ah! too much favour'd by his foster-sire,) 
Hianfrid; who too, by ambition fired, 586 
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Like Mercian Kenwulph, his avow’d compeer, 587 
Alike, as treachery’s prize, assumes the sway 
Of our own native province, sylvan Berks; 
With lordly reign profaning Windsor’s towers, 
And scenes by royal Arthur loved of old, 
Whose sacred site a worthier owner claims. 
Both provinces, our Berks and Somerset, 

W ant true defenders and a suited head. 

Of noble Rayner, well I hope, that he, 

Though exiled and with untold woes beset, 
While life remains, will not despair, but turn 
His time and thoughts to use and good intent, 598 
Such as his thoughtful care may best beseem. 
Nor deem I but his fond solicitude, 

Still brooding on a theme most near his heart, 
Will seek by wont endeavours to reclaim 
Lamented Kenwulph, his revolted kin, 

And with him Mercian noblemen, fallen off 
From duty’s track; (ah! how unlike the part 
Of Warwick’s earl, the matchless Rohand, fled, 
Preferring to false power forlorn distress !) 

Ob! could we noble Rayner yet regain, 

And with him hail too, other absent friends, 
Yet to our side the Mercian peers combine, _—610 
Their faults forgiven, that England thus may see 
Disorder settle into ancient right! 

But till that happier hour, thou, Athelard, 

With rich-earn’d trust shalt rule our Somerset, 
And be by all esteem’d its lawful head 

Gainst foreign power or home-bred treachery. 
Rise, therefore, Dorset; Somerset, in gage ; 
Fight for thine own, and thy just right defend.”’ 


The monarch paused. To Edgar turning then, 
To him he said: ‘‘ Young, meritorious chief, 
In our own native Berks, our purpose is 621 
To make our Wantage, and the regal towers 
Of Windsor, British Arthur’s favour’d seat, 
Our person’s chief and favour'd residence, 
To soothe (we hope) our hours of happier peace: 
Whose ample province too has been the scene 
Of our own better fortune, and some deeds 
In youth essay'd, not bolder than thine own. 
But that thou mayest be near our person still, 
No less in prosperous than in adverse time 
Ever our friend, by thy loved presence thus 
Reminding us with pleasing memory 
What youthful valour and prompt worth can do, 633 
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Henceforth in note of thy fidelity 634 
(Thy other titles more advantaging) 

Be knight of Ashdown, with the gifted lands 

And custody of famed Pendragon’s fort; 
Embracing in their fought and blood-dropt bounds 
The eye’s wide scope from U fhugton’s high towers. 
Rise, and thy early merit but maintain !” 


With meek obeisance heard the favour’d chiefs. 
While their graced persons, as their seats they took, 
Drew every eye, loud plaudits shook the hall. 
Then thus, with thoughtful air, the sovereign said: 
‘s Well have we witness’d o'er this festive board, 
By wine and generous frankness so inspired, 646 
Harmony, and delight, and cordial joy, 

That now we seem, all intimate, to know, 
As from a long acquaintance, every guest; 
The genius, wish, and proper character, 
Through differing rank, sex, station, and degree: 
Statesmen and patriots, soldiers, holy men, 
Sailors, and distant travellers; old and young, 
The sage, the fair; unfolded, as at once, 
The secrets of all hearts, in moments glad 
And unrestrain’d as these, check’d but by grace ; 
All things in common open’d with good faith, 
Each thought, in true and mutual confidence. 658 
Oh! would that ofter, as of ancient time, 
But yet in blessed peace, such festive scenes 
And meetings of her nobles could unite 
In happy union England’s worthiest hearts ! 
All is a presage of awaken’d hope, 
An earnest, and preparing light, whose beam 
Unfolds the future, that as present seems. 
Though differing natures various modes affect, 
As temper, habit, education sways, 
All to one point and self-same purpose tend. 668 
Till as a council may this table seem, 
Where amid happy transport, best design 
May her pledged will to ready action turn. 
This asks the time: much danger yet and toil 
Remains to undergo, with various change, 
Ere we may win’— 

The monarch stopp’d amid 
The unfinish’d sentence—For while yet he spoke, 
Behold ! all suddenly, with panting haste 
Messengers burst amid the startled hall, 
Who tell with hurried breath the near approach 
Of the whole Pagan army, from their camp _—680 
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O’er Eddington’s wide heights in central Wilts 681 
Now crossing by direct and northern way 

The country hitherward, and plainly bent 

Gainst this devoted seat, urged by the fame 

Of princely Hubba slain in recent war, 

And the charm’d standard’s unrequited loss. 


Scarce amid clamour and alarm untold, 
The terrified reporters told this tale, 
Ere on like errand, pour’d from other part, 
Other hot heralds press amid the crowd, 
(Scouts who at Devon’s hest the country scour’d) 
And add, confirming too the previous news, 692 
Of numbers, many thousands, all unknown, 
With all their chiefs and princes of their host 
Thronging around, at hand; in legions borne, 
Shouting with rage dead Hubba’s blood to avenge, 
On fire to punish Devon’s daring act, 
His sudden treachery, his black revolt; 
Augmented (as some tell) by new access 
Of Danish legions from the conquer’d north, 
There serving under Haldene’s regal sway, 
And Hinguar, Hubba’s brothers, who his loss 
Come now to expiate, and glut their ire. 703 
Others of Hastings tell, from shores of Kent 
And Sussex come, quitting his pirate fleet, 
Maddening alike this insult to requite. 
Others, what myriads pour along! that press’d 
With their hot van, scarce distant six short leagues, 
The English power within these fated walls 
Is wholly to the coming foe unmatch’d, 
And that no safety, save in flight, remains. 


Scarce utter’d was such breath, ere other scouts, 
With peasants from the roused country driven, 
Bespeak what tumult, war, and clamour’d vows 714 
Of ruthless fury meet against this fort, 

Its garrison proscribed, and Devon’s race: 
Whom the fierce Dane threats to exterminate, 
Echoing the rumour that the King yet lives, 
Aiding the rebel train, with many a chief, 
Who soon, as Odin’s victims, shall expire. 


Hearing so awful tidings, instant all 
Start from the board. Confusion and alarm 
Spreads general, for a moment uncontroll’d. 
The females pierce the air with shrieks of fear. 
Sudden surprise shakes e’en the stoutest heart. 723 
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What change is here! In place of festive joy, 726 
Terror usurps the scene. To social ease 
Hurry, and agitation wild, succeed. 


Vainly the thoughtful King, in danger calm, 
Intrepid, failing ne’er in meet resource, 
Blest still with presence of a prudent mind, 
Bids all be tranquil, to compose alarm, 
And from each heart dismiss injurious fear, 
Listening what counsel may approve the best. 


Not waiting more, impetuous, rash, as wont, 735 
Intrepid Alywin first his thought proposed. 


‘« My counsel is for battle. What forbids 
But that this garrison, well-arm’d nor void 
Of apt provision for some while, oppose 
Mad entry of the foe, and dare the siege ? 
Or then, or now, as Devon’s victor arm 
Affords the proof, we can with sallying power 
Cut our bold way through hosts of enemies. 
Think not, we thus into the jaws of death 
Plunge headlong. Victory oftest crowns the fight, 
Deem’d desperate. Dangers most the soldier prove. 
So surest safety waits us, and escape.” 747 


Such his advice to some seem’d pleasing: most 
To his hot comrades, chiefs of Wales, nor least 
To the young, gallant Edgar: but not so 
Deem’d Cornwall’s thoughtful peer, who mildly thus 
The plea reproved, objecting. ‘‘ Dauntless chief, 
Ever, as wont, foremost in acts of war, 

Refrain the thought: the pledged intelligence, 
Confirm’d from every side, consider well. 

What could our strength ’gainst force so vast avail? 
Longer to stay, or so o erwhelming power 757 
Here to oppose, were madness, and alone 

A sacrifice, at one unequal blow, 

Of England's last and true nobility, 

Her single shield, and sole remaining hope. 
Therefore myself dissuade; and rather I 

Deem prudent, for the present, swift retreat.” 


Scarce had he said, ere England’s admiral, 
The veteran Octher thus his thoughts adjoin’d. 


‘‘ Instant retirement to the adjacent fleet 
Presents a safe asylum, which may screen 767 
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From this approaching danger both the King, 1708 
The noble chiefs assembled in these towers, 

And all the brave o’ernumber’d garrison. 

And though I deem that this devoted tract 

By the infuriate vengeful plunderers 

Will soon be ravaged with remorseless rage, 

Yet Engtand’s band of friends may thus be saved, 
Now all unmatch’d to dare a general field, 

Till other troops be gather’d through the realm, 
Ere long to cope e’en with these myriad foes.” 


His counsel noble Sussex, chief who loved 778 
Ships and the open main, instant approves, 
And seconds with his own applauding voice. 


Nor did not such advice alike then please 
Many who heard, pausing ’twixt doubt and fear, 
While calm resolve was check’d by strange surprise. 
Till soon the sovereign, thoughtful, and with look 
Grave in deliberation, thus proposed. 


‘« ’Gainst so o’erwhelming number of the foe 
Resistance here were vain, or prone attack. 
Irreparable ruin could alone 788 
Follow such wild attempt. As in a net 
All would at once be snared. Present retreat 
Alone can save our country’s latest hope. 

In that the noble Octher counsels well. 

Yet though retirement to the neighbour fleet 
May pledge us safety, and this hour gives proof 
What use and vantage from a navy springs, 
Though thither of the parting garrison 

Some portion may repair, and shelter gain, 

Led by our gallant admirals, while speed 

The rest away in far-dispersing flight, 

Yet do I deem it best the nobles stay 800 
For purposes of higher need on land. 

Their services on various enterprize 

Are wanted there, importing much the state. 

No time must now be lost; much business yet 
Remains to do, and that with instant care.. 
Myself have safety for each noble friend 
Determined and prepared, which but requires 
(Howe’er to some unused may be the change) 
Courage, prompt resolution, and despatch.” 


Eager at such his words, the audience burns 
To know his purpose. Instant he proceeds. 811 
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‘‘ Sudden retreat the imperious time demands. 
Instant the sever’d garrison must fly, 
Some to the ships, some to uncertain homes, 
Or wandering all abroad, singly diffused, 
Awhile with caution’s untired vigilance, 
From the near grasp of the resentful Dane, 
Till time mature can summon all to arms. 
Ourselves, and nobles present, can retire 
Direct to a lone islet, which myself 
Know, and to which my guiding steps will lead 
Late by myself inhabited; and yet 
Quite undiscover'd by the searching foe, 828 
Such is its shut and difficult access. 
There we may dwell in safety; guarded there 
In latent fortress of our own, mature 
Together preparation such as now 
The roused and perilous occasion claims: 
There by combined activity of each, 
According to his talent, genius, means, 
Awake the courage of the drooping realm ; 
Reconcile lost and yet seceded friends ; 
And with what care we may, mid foreign quest 
And foul domestic treason, rouse the land, 
Seizing the time, while hope is yet on fire ; 835 
O’erstepping impotent delay, collect 
A patriot army, who at fixed hour 
And station, as ourselves concerting pledge, 
Shall banded meet: then after our own care 
Has mark’d the strength and posture of the foe, 
By battle’s irresistible assault 
Pluck from his crest the wreath of victory. 
Thus shall we yet accomplish all our hopes, 
Impeded for a while, but not destroy’d. 
The kingdom’s fate on these our efforts hangs. 
The time is big with chance: fresh change invites 
All from this place: but in a still recess 847 
We yet may hide securely, if content, 
No hour uomindful of our country’s weal: 
With patience watching opportunity, 
We yet shall work out her deliverance, 
Yet found her glory, and her lasting bliss.” 


He said: and soon the venerable sage, 
Prophetic Adulph, such his words confirm’d ; 
Counselling thus: ‘‘ Danger is imminent; 

But let not rashness, or o’erstretch’d alarm, 
Ruio us, or cast down. Prudence shall yet 
Preserve us safely to more prosperous fate. 458 
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The voice that wills precipitate attack, 859 
Or in this place to stay, I deem, much errs: 
And mid the fleet to enter, parting thus 

From the main scene of action, I disclaim. 

No: the just medium settles with the King, 
From whose design I augur best result. 

Him let us therefore follow trustingly ; 

Under his guidance sheltering, till the rage 

Of violence subside. Cautious retreat 

Oft wisdom counsels, bending to the force 

It cannot conquer, save by thought and time. 
Full many a change of fortune, chance of war, 370 
A soldier must endure, and know to meet 

Alike the adverse as propitious hour. 

Each well becomes a leader, who must be 

With prudence resolute, as wise to plan 

As dexterous and patient to achieve. 

Nor deem time (occupied, as tells the King,) 
Lost or misspent, which is but so, consumed 

In doing nought, or ill, or to no end. 

In spring’s mild season, shut in bowery woods, 
We may blend thought with active enterprize. 
Aud so to live together shall indeed 

Work closer union, friendships yet more dear, 882 
Till such adversity may haply prove 

To all a school of virtue, not forgot, 

When Providence may deign us happier change. 
A life so new and strange may to the fair 

Seem harsh and difficult; but mid the scene 

Of hovering dangers, we with them may lead 

A life of sylvan innocence and joy, 

Domestic peace and comfort, till may fleet 
Some hours, as in the fabled age of gold.” 


He said, and some composure seenis restored. 
All hear resign’d: then with accordant voice 493 
They tell their willing purpose to confide 
In him their King; to follow his loved steps, 
Where’er he leads; and if heaven’s will be such, 
Resolute even by his side to die. [deems. 
They bid him guide them straight, where best he 
The tender females, with some natural tears 
Streaming, as thus the counsell’d words they mark, 
Soon prove their deep affection; for their hearts, 
Yet fluttering wild with strange awaked alarm, 
Are soothed to patience and proud fortitude, 
Shewn in expressive mien or words unfeign’d. 
Fondly upon their friends best-loved they lean 905 
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With long embrace ; hang o’er the grasped neck 906 
Of husband, father, brother, the fair face 
Glistening with pearly drops, and in such guise 

Of clasped faith, reveal their bosom’s fraught. 
They ask with those most dear, still side by side, 
Whatever change, whatever perils wait, 

Only to live; their sufferings but to share, 

And yield with them their last expiring breath. 
Oh! blessed proof of female love and truth, 

Still brightest seen in dark affliction’s hour! 


Which sight observed with deep emotion, soon 
The King in soothing accents thus accosts 917 
The generous fair: ‘‘ Models of loyal faith, 

Of virtue and affection, as of grace, 

If to a home, more humble than e’er yet 

Your lives have known, you can awhile submit, 
And heads, as yet to downy pillows used, 

To courtly state and ease of luxury, 

Can henceforth rest amid wild forest shades, 
Pillow’d on green turf, or a couch of leaves, : 

Not lonely, though of art and pomp divest, 

Shall you then find, in such experienced change, 
A home, almost to nature’s state reduced. 928 
Can these loved forms, so fair and delicate, 

Dare thus to meet rude living, scanty fare, 
Various and strange, sleep in a straw-roof'd cell 
Bower'd with leaf’d boughs, taste water from the 
Nor shrink from service, due to menial hands? [brook, 
If these, our England’s glory, beauty’s pride, 

Not daunted, will their friends accompany, 

Their presence sweet shall make e’en this poor home 
Shed the rich solace of a seeming heaven. 

For not in place, or outer forms of life, 

Dwells happiness; the mind is its own haven; 
And, innocent; bears with it sweet content 9.40 
Into whatever spot its peace retires. 

True friendship needs no pomp, nor gaudy show, 
To wake to rapture all it wants—the heart. 

Come then, and follow, friends and nobles all, 
And you, fair ladies; I will lead the way ; 
Fidelity and truth be hence our shield.” 


Nor does the presence then of Mercia’s Queen 
Fail of rich use, pleased that her country’s cause 
She too can serve, promoting now the views 
Of the kind King, and wisdom’s grave advice. 
Her voice with soft persuasion soon dispels _— 951 
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Each timorous doubt, as thus she gently speaks. 


“« Myself the islet know; there have I found 
A placid home, and strange unlook’d repose. 
Here may the fair then join us, and amid 
Scenes new to them, console, assist, relieve 
Their brave defenders: by continual care 
Not slightly aid the progress of success. 
While the bold heroes brave in enterprize 
Dangers and toils, and rouse the English spirit, 
Returning after to their secret home 
For comfort or for safety, then the fair 962 
By kind attentions, bland domestic cares, 
Such as mild heaven has deem’d for them the best, 
May share no useless but delightful part, 
And to their country yield an aid unlook'd. 
No terrors, or suspected perils, need 
Daunt the most delicate: but should worst fate 
Whelm us, and restoration’s hope deny, 
Where happier than with friends can we expire ? 
I pause not, nor the pleasing task disdain, 
Till better days shall dawn and crown our hopes. 
Ah! how would she, ne’er without reverent love 
To be recall’d or named, the dear, lost Queen, 
Have joy’d to tend her consort, and consoled 
The perils, cares, and toils of England’s chiefs ! 
And shall we, since her mournful fate, refuse 
Tendance her hallow’d presence would have deign’d? 
Some female branches of the royal house 
Yet live, Eltruda, and her daughter loved, 
They, with myself, and these our gentle friends, 
Can prove the power of female tenderness.” 


So as she said, Kent’s former Queen, nor less, 
Her lovely daughter, Thora, though at first 
Rapt as in sullen doubt, compliance blend. 985 


Then too the faithful Athelard adjoins 
Few gracious words: ‘‘ After this festal scene 
And state so sumptuous as this castle yields, 
By proof I know what contrast strange awaits 
The fair and noble at our humble isle. 
Yet though it boasts but nature’s frugal fare, 
Our England’s true nobility will know 
Boon nature’s gifts to prize, nor deem the change 
Ungrateful, whose vicissitude presents 
A region of romantic beauty, scenes 
Of love and friendship, to engage the heart, 996 
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With new occasions of meet gallantry, 997 
Which may perhaps make that sequester’d cell, 
With all its poor privations, dearer far 

Than wonted halls of state, or splendid wealth, 
Such as their birth-right’s claim might more beseem. 
Nor such experience has my honour d sire 

Fail’d too to prove, with holy Adulph shut 

In Cornwall’s woody glens: retreat drew there 
Safety, and contemplation’s healing balm.” 


When he had said, Kent’s valiant earl, induced 
By memory of his own strong holds, in brief 1007 
Proposed retreat to Dover’s castled heights. 

But by the King reminded that the spot, 

Scene of his recent privacy, assured 

Shelter, more central, and suspected least, 
However strange and wild, and lay at hand, 

The journey too less perilous by far, 

Kent’s worthy peer his fonder thought withdrew, 
And blent his yielding purpose with the rest. 
Alike the princes then, with Surrey’s earl, 

The hardy Sussex, and their generous sons, 

Add their assent to join the counsell’d way. 1018 


This course determined, now the careful King, 
Accompanied by all the courtly train, 
Quitting the hall and festal scene, proceed 
Amid the open area of the fort, 
Bent there to learn whate’er intelligence 
The time présents: which way the foe announced 
Advances, and how near, and what by care [find 
Thought may in haste relieve. Here crowds they 
Assembled, all disturb’d: alarm and dread 
Convulse the garrison, unequal known 
To so o’erwhelming hosts. In place of lights, 
Glittering o’er splendours of the festive hall, 1030 
The pale moon rising in the hazy east, 
Glared on the scene of fear, as if dismay’d. 
Scout after scout arriving with fresh news 
Teems every moment: chief the tale prevails, 
That the Danes know the sovereign lives, and burn 
To seize him captive, with the nobles met 
In this proud fortress, to destruction doom’d. 


Unruled commotion reigns, until the King 
Besought, while all with anxious ear attend, 
Thus with his voice instructs the unsettled band. 
He tells his thought that opposition here 1041 
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Were vain, and could alone to ruin tend. 1042 
All straight must fly: some to the neighbouring fleet, 
By Octher led; some to their several homes, 

Or if such be in danger’s hostile sway, 

Scour the far country in dispersion wide, 

Singly, not seen as in resisting bands : 

So best for future safety they provide. 

Himself, and these the nobles of the land, 

Their honour’d chiefs, will for awhile retire 

To an obscure and unobserved retreat : 

(Whither let none now mark, or seek to know, 

So best is shunn’d detection, or surprise.) 1053 
** Unceasing there (thus spoke the heart-warm King) 
We will mature designs for England’s good. 

In better time (and my prophetic soul 

Tells the blest season is not distant yet) 

We will return with surer, nobler hope ; 

Again with smiling fortune, ampler power, 

We will appear before you, and lead on 

Your hearts inspired to certain victory. 

Our lives in secret for our country’s sake 

We will preserve, and with these faithful chiefs 
Trust soon through dangerous enterprize and toils 
Untold, with blessing of high heaven to call 1065 
All back to England's sure deliverance. 

Do each the like: let every man defend 

For his loved country’s sake his valued life, 

With patience waiting for the prosperous hour, 
Till our own summons shall to battle call.” 


So as he said, loud-clamouring tumult rung, 
As various feeling sway’d; which soon again, 
Bow’d to his voice, his suasive words controll’d, 
As thus, with pleading mien, the King renew’d. 


‘* Let each man to the suffering nation prove 
A messenger of courage, and of hope: 1076 
Tell to my faithful English that myself 
Am still alive; exist but to devise 
Means for our kingdom’s peace and happiness, 
However sunk, howe’er desponding now. 

Be comforted, and to our friends unfold 

All you have witness’d: all be ready still 

With fix’d resolve, and untired vigilance. 
Myself and these your trusty chiefs will watch 
With an impatience answering your own, 

When best we deem to tempt the bold attack, 
And with fresh powers of dauntless Englishmen, 
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Assembled, ere the thoughtless foe be ware, 1088 
Regain our land with a triumphant arm. 

Faint not, but still be Britons, ever true 

To your loved country and confiding King.” 


He paused, for while he spoke, a herald new 

Press’d through the throng, who fear-fraught tidings 
bears 

How near the insulting Pagans rush, with shouts 
Venting their horrid vows to seize the King, 
Coop’d within Kinwith’s treasonous fort, and hurl 
Vengeance on Devon’s treachery: soon to wrest 
Their magic ensign from his rebel hand, 1098 
Ere, sacrificed to Hubba’s ghost, he dies. 


Then thus the King these latest words address’d. 
‘‘Deem not, but we surmise, what proud rewards 
Will now be proffer’d by the madden’d Dane 
For our own head, for each of England’s chiefs : 
Price will be set on every noble’s life. 

Strict search will be on foot, thro’ port, field, town, 
If England hold us, both by foreign rage 

And treachery’s direr snare, by any quest 

To find (if so they may) our hiding- place : 

As in a net to tangle all our lives, 1109 
And win their captured standard once again. 
Terrible now will be the tyranny 

And spreading vengeance of the furious foe. 
Avoid it; warn your fellows as ye fly: 

Be secret all, save to our countrymen 

And those the loyal to our sacred cause. 

Press’d time admits no more—now instant scape— 
Dear countrymen, my children, comrades, friends, 
We part awhile: but in such interval 

May God’s high mercy bless, and guard you all 
Through danger, through misfortune’s trying hour. 
Each day your safety shall my care engage, 1121 
Disclosed in humble orisons to heaven. 

Farewell! farewell! to it I leave the rest. 

Go, and still think of us with mutual truth.” 


So as he said, with fervent zeal he clasp’d - 
His hands, and o’er his awe-struck people threw 
A tender look, while from his manly eye 
Gush’d suddenly a fond and speaking tear. 


All won and melted by his moving words 
Obey; with sacred reverence assent, 
Silent at first; for e’en the stubborn heart 1331 
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Of the rough soldier with emotion strange 1132 
Was overpower'd. But now the swelling breast 
Gave the tongue utterance: every voice invoked 
A thousand, thousand blessings on the head 

Of the loved King, who for his country lives. 

Like love and deep affection for their chiefs, 
Under whose banners they so oft have fought, 

The soldiers shew, and pledge their bosoms still 
For their dear country not afraid to die, 

As shall be seen when fit occasion calls. 

With honest seizure of the grasped hand 

(True English sign) in this the parting hour | 1143 
Friend every where bids dear-loved friend farewell, 
And over many a hardy cheek is seen 

To drop kind nature’s simple, feeling tear. 

Then taking each whate’er the time allows 

To bear away, of store, or needful arms, 

(So Devon’s peer commands and bids each man 
Preserve those arms, uatil expectant call) 

With many a valediction and exchange 

Of some known token, for remembrance meet, 

Or with their fellows, or vouchsafing chiefs, 

The garrison in long-drawn train departs : 

Some to the fleet, led by the naval band, 1155 
Resolving straight to sail and intercept 

The ships of Hastings by the southern shores : 

So likeliest to be won, while he himself 

Absent thus joins the army of the foe, 

And swells their numbers with his pirate bands: 
After to summon’d action to return. 

The trusty ammirals (so tells the King) 

Shall be instructed, and if need arise, 

Led where his person and pledged friends abide: 
And to his side the monarch beckons then 

The faithful Wulfstan, bidding him be near, —_1166 
To guide their course, where soon himself shall tell. 
The rest, dispersing singly o’er the land 

Cautious the sovereign’s warning voice obey. 


Last the loved Alfred, and remaining chiefs, 
With them the gentle females (sacred band !) 
Prepare to quit the walls, no longer safe. 

Ah! pain it was to Devon’s generous race, 

When need dismantles now the castled home, 

At Oddune’s word, as with exacted haste 

They bear away whate’er of valued wealth 

Brief time admits, costly, or portable : 

Jewels and precious raiment, coin of gold 1178 
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And silver, armour, tapestry enwrought 1179 
By female hands with story of renown, 

Or store of corn and food ; whatever else 

Of useful, or of rich, prompt care may save. 

But chief of all, most prized in his esteem 

The Danish Raven-standard, won in fight, 

Roll'’d up in cautious folds, and hid with art. 

On steed, in chariot, or low-curved car 

Swung (as was then the wont) tween litter’d wheels, 
These are disposed: some to be with them ta’en, 
The rest from thence to lone concealing cells, 

And spots assign’d, by faithful servants borne, 
Hereafter at fit time to be reclaim’d. 1191 
All suddenly the solitary halls 

Seem desolate, as when the fabled hand 

Of Arab’s magic with a touch dissolves 

The palace, glittering o’er the illumined waste. 


Such adverse hour to Devon’s peer then shew’d 
A pleasing instance of fidelity, 
Here bursting forth amid the trying scene. 
As he to them had felt, so in return 
For his imparted love and kindness wont, 
Himself devotion and attachment fond 1201 
Proves now among the vassals of his house. 
Thus yielding earnest and a ground assured 
Of hope, that at due time and summon’d call 
The same firm bond of ancient loyalty 
Will draw his numerous train of followers, 
His thronging troops of faithful tenantry, 
To share their master’s fortune in the field, 
As erst they did his hospitality. 
Pride of the nobles, who with emulous zeal 
Vie with each other still, what numbers most 
Each brings, for succour grateful and regard. 1212 


While Oddune thus prepares to quit his home, 
To him the aged steward of his house, 
Cymbert, approaches, and with feeling roused 
Even to tears, his master thus accosts. 


‘‘ Alas! my honour’d lord, must you then leave 
These towers, these stately halls, for centuries 
The guarded mansion of your ancestors ? 

My father served your sire, as I too did 

From my youth up; and since my only joy, 

Till now old age has bow’d me thus, has been 

To dwell with you, for you have ever proved 1223 
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To me a master kind and good, or less 1224 
A master than a father to us all: 

Gentle, and thankful for whate’er we did: 

That service was no task but liberty, 

And pleasure ever new. You ne’er abused 

The power you had, but ever as we strove 

To do our best, you so accepted it ; 

Nor pressing duty past capacity. 

Sensible of your trust, my chief delight 

Was in your house a willing charge to bear, 
Promoting your advantage all I could; 

Although alas! I fear, my feebler age 1235 
Of late has been too slack, come tardy off, 

And fail’d what younger years had better done.” 


So as he said, him thus his master cheer’d. 
“‘ Faithful, old Cymbert! happy in this home 
We have lived many years: but times now change, 
And now a season comes of suffering. 
By fortune’s chance, thou now thy master see’st 
Reduced from affluent state to poverty, 
Banish’d, and flying from his father’s house, 
His treasures stripp’d, his friends and followers left, 
To sudden ruin sunk; bereft of all, 1246 
Save courage, patience, and yet lingering hope. 
But look to better days. Fortune ere long 
Shall turn her wheel, and thou shalt see me come 
Again to glad possession of mine own.” 


Aged Cymbert then resumes with tender tone. 
“ Ab! unattended would you go! exposed 
To wild and savage solitudes; foregone 
Comforts to which your state has long been used, 
Bred up in daintiness and sumptuous wealth 
Such as your birth and noble rank beseem’d, 
Now to endure the fangs of bare distress, 1257 
Dangers unknown, cold, piercing winds, and rain, 
Hunger and thirst, and toils for you unmeet, 
With every sting of unused penury ? 
Oh! change too hard! deem not my age has pass’d 
Without reflection, and I know the fall 
From prosperous life the sorest, needing more 
Pity than native poverty may claim, 
Suffering but that to which it first was used, 
By habit’s power made mild and tolerable. 
Severest after comfort follows woe!” 


He paused, while for his master’s fute a tear 
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Of feeling flow’d, that from his clouded eyes 1269 
Gush’d uarestrain’d: then with affectionate 

And unwont boldness his shrunk hand he stretch’d, 
While with a reverential air he bow’d, 

And thus his wishes urged in pleading fond. 

‘©In your sad change of fortune shall I now 
Hang back, fall off, and my best friend forsake ? 
My love and service shall not tend you sole 
In prosperous time, and fail when sorrow comes. 
N ow is my turn: troubles whate’er for you 
May be reserved, you shall not bear alone. = 1279 
With meet allegiance I will follow still 
You, my good lord, the patron of my life, 

And your long known and gracious family. 

We will not part: happy with you Pll stay; 
Your love and favour all my recompense. 

Old as I seem, I can yield solace yet: 

And to your unlook’d suffering patient bring 
Comfort and tendance, reach you warm attire ; 
Food, fire; assiduous watch you in your sleep. 
Observe your beck, anticipate each wish, 

With grateful duty and obedience. 

Believe me, while I live, by many ways 1291 
I yet can soothe affliction and relieve, 

Aad prove your guard through much extremity. 
Authority and worship are your due, 

The right of nobleness: but in your claim, 

A homage less to it than kindness paid. 

And I entreat, take others with you too, 

Not solely my old limbs, but younger strengths, 
To add their part of aid and needful care.” 


Then Devon’s peer, with kind emotion touch’d 
At his old servant’s gratitude and love, 1301 
Replies. ‘‘ True friend! well may I call thee such; 
Since in adversity, the test that parts 
The true from false, thou provest a friend in need ; 
I thank thee. Rest assured, I duly prize 
Thy love. A master I have been too long, 

Not to discern the value of a kind 

And faithful servant, to whose care his lord 

For comfort, peace, and safety owes so much. 

In thee, good Cymbert, I exampled see 

All [ have wish’d: more than expectance claim’d. 
Wherefore thou shalt-go with us, and I too 

Will take thy kind advice, and with me lead 
Others, whose aid the trying time may want.” 1314 
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At such the gracious words of Kinwith’s lord 
And by old Cymbert’s kind example drawn, 
Eunice, an aged female, who had long 
Tended Honoria, and in infancy 
Had nursed her lovely daughter, claims alike 
With fond appeal to follow whom she loves; 
Her honour'd mistress and adopted charge.— 
Which kind request their patrons yield, and tell 
The ancient couple, they shall not alone 
Bestow, but own their portion of due care, 
Since they protection, more than service, claim. 
Then mindful of the ladies of his house, 1326 
The generous Oddune, so besought, accepts 
The proffer’d service of a temale page, 

Fair Florence, fresh in youth and vigorous grace; 
Next too of Leoline, a henchman true, 

Of gentle birth: domestics known and loved. 
While to befit the sylvan solitudes 

To which they now are parting, and provide 

For meet support and active offices, 

The lord of Kinwith’s spread domains selects 

A practised falconer, and huntsman skill’d, 

Used with their master oft to range the fields 

In rural sports, the nobles’ wont employ ; 1338 
Bids these too bring, for company and use, 

His favourite hounds, and hawks of swiftest wing. 
A sun-burnt goatherd too, and woodman strong, 
The thoughtful Oddune calls, whose charge he knows 
Will now be needful in their green retreat. 

This small, yet useful train their honour'd lord 
Bids follow, but the rest bids haste away 

And seek their safety till more favouring how. 


The sovereign now, with fore-thought care, in- 
structs 
Wulfstan, the faithful English ammiral, 
In a provided galley to conduct 1349 
Himself, the nobles, and their scanty train 
From Northam’s beech, immediate, so unknown 
And unpursued by the advancing foe, 
While favours thus the moon, along the shores 
Of well-know Devon as of Somerset, 
F’en to the sands, where Parret’s opening stream 
Meets Severn’s tide amid the spacious bay: 
For that beside the woods and oozy moors 
Where Parret’s waters join the silent Thone, 
The wilder’d islet lies, whose shut recess 
Must yield the home to grateful memory dear. 1360 
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The gallant sailor, charm’d, such charge accepts, 
Tells he can instant execute, and make 
The voyage less of danger than delight; 
That he himself will their whole course attend 
F’en to the islet’s bounds, to see them safe 
No less than learn where shelter’d rests the King ; 
And against every accident to guard, 
Bear what commands he will, have too at hand 
Means of communication and escape, 
A pionace, under Nigel’s known command, 
(A trusty officer), shall track their sail, 1371 
And wait on constant watch by Parret’s mouth. 


With so diminish’d retinue, the band, 
Royal and noble, quits the vacuous fort. 
Thus while the gardens and the alleys green 
They pass, late cross’d in triumph, where the fair 
Welcomed the home returning warriors 
And the King’s hand had dipp’d the future oak, 
The pensive lord of Kinwith’s castled seat ' 
Turns on the much-loved and forsaken towers 
A lingering look, till natural feeling burst 
Thus from his heart in passionate regret. 1382 


‘‘ Grey battlements, ye seats of ancient power, 
Hereditary glory of my line, 
Gift of their honour and well-earn’d renown, 
Summing in one all dearest claims—my home— 
Halls where so many happy hours I knew, 
We bid you now farewell—gardens, which hands 
Of our prized ancestry, long cold in death, 
Once joy’d to cultivate, nor less our own :— 
Woods, vales, and fields avhere we so oft have joy'd 
To chase the fleet stag, or pursued the hawk, 
O’er rich and variegated banks that slope 1393 
Down to Taw’s yellow sands, to me more dear 
Than aught of foreign strand, though Tagus roll, 
Or famed Pactolus, over beds of gold, 
Fair Devon now we leave to ruin’s waste : 
Our castle, parks, and manors, our wide wealth, 
To desolation and to plunder’s arm; 
To be the mock of infidels, the prey 
Of fierce invaders, rioting in spoil. 
Our court we now must change for lonely woods. 
In lieu of crowds of faithful followers, 
Respected tenantry by fealty bound, 
Now a few servants form our humble train, 
Reft like ourselves, while I their fallen lord 1406 
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Steal now to banishment and poverty ; 1407 
Braving necessity, and glad to save, 

With those I love, our persecuted lives. 

But oh! connections dear, ever to me 

Grateful for ancient hospitality ; 

Ties sever’d thus awhile are not dissolved. 

While to destruction now you seem resign’d, 

To tyranny of new and foreign lords, 

Burning with insolent revenge and scosn, 

Heaven know what pangs of sorrow pierce my breast, 
And harrow up my soul.—How loth I part! 

But our lost country calls, to save from death, 1418 
Now tottering on a precipice’s edge. 

Her cause is yours. We go—exiled awhile, 
Hope whispers we shall soon return; again 

Hail you, all happy, crown’d with victory.” 


So spoke the peer and master: though his heart 
Deep sorrow wrung, to quit his much-loved home, 
The soldier and the patriot yet prevail’d, 
Triumphing in the conflict, which became 
A constant nobleman, to virtue true. 

This feeling too his gallant son partakes. 

And though the tender females graceful tears 1429 

O’ercame, Honoria and her daughter fair, 

Yet honour in their souls awoke, and soon 

Remembering what they owed to him they loved, 

The husband and the father they consoled, 

Assuming patience and calm fortitude. 

When Oddune’s plaintive words in every heart 

Had waked the throb of sympathy, as on 

Toward Northam’s shores they press’d, the attentive 
King ° 

Thus with meet solace his sad friend address’d. 


‘* Brave friend, by this escape and flight in time, 
We shall a life encounter, new to this 1440 
Graced band, of artless wild simplicity ; 

Exposed to rude privations, all unused, 

Yet howe’er novel, my experience knows 

(By my own turn of fortune forced to learn) 

Not void of unexpected rich delight, 

Nor wanting many tender proofs of love, 

Of gallant friendship, fond fidelity, 

That shall improve, while most they melt, the heart. 
Grieved somewhat though I feel, to deem, our fair 
And female friends must now with us exchange 
Engagements sweet and pleasing as their wont 1452 
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(Nurtured in seemly splendour and in ease) 1452 
For aught of peril or inquietude, 

Rusticity, or stint of elegance, 

Perhaps the various scene may yet to them 

Ope almost a new world, teeming alike 

With fancy as reflection, that may wake 

Mid greenwood shaws and cells, charm’d images 
Of hush’d and pastoral tranquillity 

To lap the soul as in Elysian dream. 

Thus too, if much I err not, shall the fair 

For all the kind affections of the heart 

(Their element) find there continual play 

With every social, graceful quality.” 1464 


So as he said, Mercia’s benignant Queen 
Responsive adds her mild assent, and seems 
Calm mid surrounding peril: but as gloom 
O’ercast Eltruda’s and her daughter’s face, 

That spoke them both io doubts and fear enwrapt, 
Such sense to solace, thus the King resumed. 


‘‘ Faint not, fair cousins ! courage! think of joy. 
Deem, that from mossy couch, and sheltering bowers, 
Waked by the lark, the genial airs of spring 
Shall woo you to behold at early morn 1474 
The fresh flowers ope their colours, sprent with dews, 
While the thrush carols o’er the hawthorn buds, 
And calls the ravish’d sense to change awhile 
Fragrance and beauty for his magic song. 

Then o’er slope lawnds while the shy-peeping deer 
Eye the new habitants, through shadowy glades, 
Pierced but by gold beams of the new-risen sun, 
You to the marge shall steal of crisped streams, 
And there o’ercanopied with waving trees, 

In silent peace, to meditation dear, 

Allure the muse; or to beguile the time, 

With pliant angle from their haunts persuade 1486 
The fish, seen glittering in the glassy wave. 

Or if sunn’d walks invite, there will not fail 

To court the feet, a garden, wrought to grace 
Almost by nature’s self, and asking sole 

The easy culture of the guiding hand. 

To vary too at will amusive sport, 

We can, when barr’d from enterprize, present 

In narrow’d bounds the pleasures of the chase, 
The hawk, the hound; (hush’d the betraying horn:) 
Yet want not music of the harp, or lute, 

Or from the bards, or fair, with rival song ; 1497 
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Or to the native goatherd’s pipe of straw 1498 
Dance on the smooth and daisied grass, or where 
Lurk primrose tufts and nodding daffodils: 
Perhaps by moonlight trod, till Fancy deem 

The fairies blending in their circlet sheen 

Their tripping steps and air-tuned melody.” 


So as he said, Ethelbert’s widow Queen, 
Nor less the lovely Thora seem’d to cheer 
Awhile their sadden’d looks, and graced his words 
With half-reluctant smile : but he resumed. 


‘* Feeding on nature’s produce, scatter’d round, 
There will not scant plenteous, or varied cheer 
Life to sustain, or please; and when the fair 1510 
Deign o’er our household charge their ruling eye, 
With magic as of homely alchemy, 

All shall be rich and valued for their sakes, 

While their prized meed shall be our gratitude. 
Fare we can boast, even for nobles meet: 

Won by our sport, the flesh of venison ; 

The leveret, wild-fowl from the moor or brake, 

Or mallard, snared in watery glades, or tamed 

By falcon’s airy flight, the soaring heron. 

Who shall disdain milk from our goats fresh-drawn, 
Or our cress’d sallad from the crystal brook; 1521 
Or who, when thirsting, Nature’s wine will scorn, 
Clear water, sparkling from the paved spring ? 
Tastes it less sweet, quaff'd from the bow! of wood, 
Than from the golden goblet set with gems? 

Who knows but such new change awhile may he 
Grateful to all, differing so much from known 

And courtly entertainment; yet delight 

From very contrast and from rarity ? 

When through the woods we roam in wild disguise, 
Like shepherds prank’d perhaps in rude attire, 
With crook in hand, and scrip, and hat of straw, 
Or else in pilgrim-weeds, the gown of gray, 

The scallop-shell, tall wand, and sandal'd feet, 
We shall be still ourselves: while as in sport, 

The russet jerkin, or the kirtle green, 

And bonnet sedge, for ease as safety worn, 

Shall seem but masks put on for revelry.” 


So as he said, with pleasing memory 
Mercia’s fair Queen recall’d the scene she loved: 
Blest haunts of peace, to love and fancy dear. 
When she too thus her suited converse join’d. 1542 
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‘s If known our late retreat, how low soe’er 1543 
And poor it seem, from its calm shelter none, 
Noble, or rich, or high, would shrink; or scorn 
The quiet which its humble lodge can yield; 
Boasting indeed new riches of its own, 

And charms to bind the heart in willing chain.” 


Touch’d by her soothing words, the King proceeds. 
‘‘ What needs embroidery, or costly vest, 
To ward the chill air’s breath? less warmth it yields 
Than coat of coarser grain, or cloak of fur. 
Gems here would own no use, seem needless pride, 
Sole tempting danger, glittering to betray; 1554 
Known but as polish’d stones, for rareness prized, 
§n hue not richer, less with fragrance stored 
Than Nature’s diamonds, flowers of every dye 
And odour, springing countless at our feet. 
Changed though the purple be for amice brown, 
Yet nought the sumptuous robe can add to grace. 
Without the silvery pearl, or sapphire’s blaze, 
Beauty’s own native lustre fairer shines. 
Not less attractive, nor respected less, 
These bright toys it can unimpoverish’d spare. 
The fair, in native smiles array’d, with looks 1565 
Cheerful as lode-stars, radiant o’er the night, 
Their locks with wild-rose chaplets simply bound, 
And zones with studs of holly berries set, 
(Such jewels only as our woods can yield) 
Shall seem more graceful and be more admired 
Than if deck’d out in all the pomp of dress. 
While with their converse and good offices 
They soothe the lonely gloom, and angel-like 
Minister to our solace and our wants, 
Their presence in such time of need shall be 
Most precious ; then commanding for itself 
Just love and reverence, nor to the heart 1577 
Less dear for rich instruction than delight. 
Aud as they share our lorn distress, our home 
Shall not be dreary, but shall imitate [selves 
Heaven’s blessed calm, while charm’d we feel our- 
Indebted most for happiness to them.” 


So as he said, the generous Athelard 
Gracefully interposed, while in his breast 
Woke thoughts, embued with truth and fealty : 
For thus his words the sovereign’s voice confirm’d. 


‘“* Absence of grandeur none may need regret, 
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Since love and friendship, but cemented more 1588 
By adverse fortune (as by proof I know) 

In harbour of our sylvan isle shall be 

Tenfold delicious; and from poverty 

We there shall learn much unthought benefit.” 


Responsive then the King, by such his words 
Pensively led, his temper’d heart reveal’d. 


“ The gilded palace, or tower’d mansion, yields 
Shelter not sweeter than the greenwood bower, 
Nor haunts soft slumber less the quiet grove 1597 
Beneath a roof dense with o’erarching boughs, 
Than beds of gaudy state, or ceilings, hung 
With emboss’d tapestry of figured gold, , 
Or damask tissue, wrought in looms of Ind. 
Hover by these anxiety and care 
Rather than ease, and where magnificence 
Is lessen’d, virtuous comfort may be more. 
Though power and dignity seem gone, since fades 
Exterior semblance, there we shbull not need 
Art’s borrow’d splendours : for through low estate 
Shall innate excellence but more be mark’d, 

And take its due precedence and high place, 1609 
Superior ; nor shall silk or ermine there 

Be needed to distinguish nobleness. 

What can adorn that grandeur of the mind 

Which from the hero and the patriot beams? 

True gentleness shall there bespeak the peer, 

And lofty rank irradiate mean attire. 

Our exiled solitude and humble cell 

Shall polish’d manners and continual traits 

Of princely disposition raise to grace: 

Nor shall the warrior less appear, in guise 

Of the vert forest, than in mailed steel. 

There gallant courtesy and chivalry 1621 
Shall our poor hovel, coped with rugged bark, 
And o’er whose gate the woodbine tendrils float, 
Transform to a rich palace in the wild 

Where majesty underogate may shroud, 

And conscious honour yet shall know herself, 
Finding content a kingdom, duty done.” 


Such gentle converse entertain’d their way. 
So as he utter’d, Oddune’s gallant son 
Young Eldred, and his sister, Hilda fair, 
Touch’d with emotion, to their thoughtful sire 
Tender sweet comfort, to their lot resign’d 1632 
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Whate’er befal; while their fond mother blends 1633 
Sedate composure in her look and speech. 

Until the King, (while on his suasive words, 

As full of solace as with wisdom fraught, 

All hang intent,) with graceful air resumed. 


‘* On life we there may meditate, and find 
How much is seeming only, and a dream: 
How wuch but use‘and habit, and not need 
Nor benefit, and where true pleasure dwells : 
There learn, surprized, how little nature needs, 
And what a banquet is spare temperance. 1643 
There shall we by unlook’d experience prove 
That simple life has pleasures of its own, 
‘And poverty a wealth undreamt before, 
Where health, and peace, and small sufficiency 
Transcend sick surfeit and heap’d luxury. 
Discern’d the false fantastic from the true, 
And felt how much is superfluity, 
Our throng’d and visionary wants shall melt 
To singleness and sound reality. 
Seeing what trifles can sustain, can charm, 
We shall, awaked to sense, with courage nerved, 
Know then to value better homely joys, 1655 
Nor scorn the low condition of the poor ; 
Give nature just esteem, and thus disdain 
With vigorous, clear, and taught sagacity 
Affected art and folly, and o’erpeer 
The self-created troubles of mankind, 
Inured to duteous patience and to truth.” 


So as he utter’'d, Cornwall’s earl, enwrapt 
In charm’d remembrance of his last retreat, 
What peace its sylvan hermitage bad lent, 
Joins his resign’d accord, and wakes fond hope, 
Sprung of bis own experience of the past. 1666 
Nor less the musing bards, and prime of these, 
The English Wilfrid, to the King endear’d, 
Adds words of cheer, that ope before the soul 
Inspiring prospect, and attract desire. 
While thus he says: ‘ Illustrious train, believe, 
Not only will the dear sequester’d scene 
Of our past preservation smiling spread 
Nature’s wild charms, imbreathed with poesy, 
Where contemplation hails the deep serene ; 
But its still groves shall interest derive 
From valour, learning, beauty, rarely met 
In bright assemblage mid the ferny woods; _—1678 
VOL. III. Z 
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While sovereignty and gracious used respect 1679 
Not lack’d, shall there revive a rustic court.” 


From which preparing note, ere long the King 
In pleasing turn enchants the yielded mind, 
While talk like this employs their speeding way. 


‘‘Though housed awhile in unacquainted hut, 
Whose rafters are with climbing ivy wreath’d 
And berries never sere, our homely floor 
Boasting no carpet save the flowering heath, 
And our low hearth fed but by wither’d leaves 1688 
Fired from the pebbly flints that line the spring, 
Soft-whispering airs shall to our latticed cell 
Breathe as fresh fragrance as to statelier halls, 
Borne from near banks where cluster’d ox-lips grow, 
Pale king-cups, and the velvet violet, 
Or where wild myrtles kiss the crimson rose, 
Curtain’d with sweet-briar and with eglantine, 
That crown green spots,touch’dwith discovering light, 
Lush with young mints and honey’d trifoly ; 
While from hush’d groves the ring-dove coos unseen, 
And lapse of water from contiguous streams 
Blends murmuring music on the solaced ear. 1700 
Not all to inconvenience exposed, 
We may enjoy, by hand of elegance 
And taste enwrought, though from a little drawn, 
Perhaps e’en here a temperate luxury. 
Though gorgeous pomp, and state’s oppressive train 
Be wanting, yet a faithful few are left, 
To be our Hebes, and our Ganymedes. 
Perchance too not by rural hinds forsook, 
These our employ may visit and assist. 
Poor though we be, in woods we shall not fail 
Regale enough for hospitality, 1711 
Uncouth and wild, yet pleasing: Nature’s wealth 
At hand, that shall for sober gaiety 
Furnish a plenteous feast to willing guests : 
Sweeter too, by our own procurement won.” 


So as he said, the graced Honoria bent 
A look of pleasure toward the female train, 
Chief on Eltruda, and the princess young, 
Her daughter, rapt in pensive seriousness. 
Then while a playful archness from her eye 
Glanced on the King, to him this brief remark 
She next address’d: ‘Share in your rustic joys, 
Meseems, that for the fair your thoughts provide. 
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But will their company cheer hours of gloom? 1724 
And their own spirits how shall they amuse?” 


Soon then with lively air the King return’d. 
‘‘ With us the fair may range the forest glades, 
Like Nymphs or Dryads of Diana’s band, 
And strike with feather’d arrows from the bow 
The branch’d stag, bounding fawn,or silk-fleeced goat, 
Or snare wood-pigeons from their airy nest. 
Or if more soft employ invite, allured 
Where buzzing bees betray the sallow blooms, 
Gather in hasks of rush rathe willow-flowers 1734 
And palmy buds, or strings of feathery broom, 
Wild hyacinths, and lilies of the vale, 
To make our table gay; or for its use 
Cull cowslip blossoms or the elder’s fan, 
To flavour for us the fresh fountain’s draught, 
Ere woodland strawberries be ripe, or bees’ 
Imperfect combs deny us nectar’d mead. 
In summer season, if so long delay 
Detain achievement of our summ’d designs, 
Laden with hurtle-berries from the heath, 
Or wilding apples from our sun-sloped bounds, 
We from their hands may prize such gift, and deem 
Richer than garden-fruits of tended growth. 1747 
Meanwhile, within our turf-cote’s portal, screen’d 
From blasts of March, or April’s silvery showers, 
Returning each from varied enterprise, 
The drowsy rustling of the forest leaves 
Shall lull our spirits into happy ease, 
While nature’s minstrels their wild descants blend, 
And carol for us rival melody; 
Ere stiller Eve her golden eye-lids close, 
And silence ushers soft the glow-worm’s lamp, 
Until the nightingale takes up alone 
Her melancholy strain, and trills untired, 1758 
Listen’d till many a star has brighten’d heaven, 
And last the dim horns of the crooked moon 
Unfold the sign that beckons us to rest. 
Then though we miss the wonted crimson couch, 
Yet there the fleece, thrown light o’er heaps of leaves, 
Shall to endear’d repose seem soft as down. 
Thus not a day without due thought, or use, 
Or meet engagement past, not heavy then, 
The valued hours shall seem to fleet too fast.” 


So spoke the sovereign: by such picture won, 
The acute and classic Erigen, himself 1769 
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A son of song, by travel's note enrich’d, 1770 
Mingling his gracious dialogue, return’d. 


‘¢ Our hermit isle, believe, shall be indeed 
No fabled, but a practic, Arcady: 
Nor shall the far-famed fount of Arethuse, 
Nor Aganippe’s well, nor prophet wave 
Of Castaly, to their enthusiasts vow’d 
More true and hallow’d inspiration breathe [Thone.” 
Than haunts lone Parret’s stream and wood-screen’d 


As to new pleasure waked, the King replied. 1779 
‘‘ Not beggar’d wanderers then, we so shall own 
(As tells the gentle bard) a rustic court, 
Where peace shall hold her reign and innocence. 
In freedom uncontroll’d, from envy safe, 
From malice guarded by impervious woods, 
In weakness we may yet own might and power, 
Protection e’en from low obscurity. 
While every public haunt presents a foe, 
Here out of wealth’s sought way, from cities far, 
Strife, pomp, and bustle, and turmoil of men, 
The world shal] be but as an echo heard, 
Until its noise, soften’d by distance, shall 1791 
To us be music, and to our hush’d sense 
The mingled tumult melt to harmony : 
Visited but by us on themes of good, 
To save our country; as on mission high 
Superior spirits may to earth descend. 
Selfishness from our little realm’s confine 
Repell’d away, such our recluse abode 
Shall to its princely anchorites appear 
A blest escape from turbulent uproar, 
A port from misery’s tempestuous sea, 
Where weary pilgrims, bent on pious task, 
Shall find a home in the drear wilderness, 1803 
And own it e’en a blessing to be poor. 
While mid the still retreat the very air 
Shall breathe reflection, mild humanity 
Shall gather growth from leisure and from thought. 
Ambition we shall then know but of worth 
As to true honour it impels its aim; 
Nor wealth of price, save as it tends to spread 
Comfort around, not differing else in aught 
From heaps of stones, unless by use discreet.” 


So as the sovereign utter’d, eagerly 
Thus wakes new hope the gallant Athelard. 1814 
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“¢ By bold excursions too, and happy chance, 1815 
We shall from time to time fresh faithful friends 
Discover, as our late accession proves.” 


Scarce had he said, ere their dejected state 
Gloucester’s and Oxford’s peers recal, and thus 
A moment interpose. ‘To banishment 
And low obscurity we go indeed, 
Yet but like other loyal Mercian earls, 
Witness good Rohand, Warwick’s gallant chief, 
Fled from his castled home, alike usurped 
By foreign foes and doom’d to treason’s rule. 1825 
As in this very province, whither now 
Our journey tends, the noble Rayner too 
From his own Somerset expulsed, and fled 
None whither know, his old paternal towers 
Quits to the hand of hated treachery. 
Ah! would that these were found, and blent witb ours 
Their aid, and other friends of equal truth!” 


So as they journey on, while eyes the King 
Attentive all the noble company, 
Toward naval Wulfstan turning, soon he adds. 


“Oh! may blest fortune grant the patriot wish! 
Nor sole our bevy shall be friends of home: 
Brave Wulfstan, Octher, Ocean’s wandering sons, 
At times may join our train, cheer our poor cell, 
Our purpose learn, and share our varying fate. 
Well shall our sacred islet earn a name, 

The isle of nobles, honour’d Athelney ; 

Graced with new friends, with added numbers rich’d, 
There in a life of venturous novelty, 

More wild and daring even than before, 

We shall new characters, new themes unfold, 

And clear the avenue to lasting bliss.” 1847 


So as he said, the noble Wulfstan bow’d 
Willing assent, nor less his manly crew, 
Promising oft the assemblage high to greet. 


While thus enwrapt the sovereign spoke of joy, 
And hoped attendance at their humble court, 
The veteran Kent, and eastern strangers, list 
With curious ear; nor seems of these least pleased 
The generous Surrey, of the country fond, 
Or by his side, a pleasing pair of friends, 
Prince Adelm, and young Albert, Surrey’s son: 
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Next these too, the graced lord of Essex’ plains : 
O’er whose soothed minds, Plegmund, arch-prelate 
Of Canterbury’s throne, with look serene [high 
And solemn dignity breathes hallow’d calm. 

Kent’s lovely hope, the kind Matilda, turns 

Her thoughtful glance on the young knightly page 
Who her loved sire attended; whom discern’d, 
Her eye bespoke as of such service glad. 

After these rode disturb’d, and less at ease 

The peer of Sussex and his pensive son: 

Nor far from these prince Athelwold, from all 
Differing in mien, and in his haughty look 1969 
Brooding dissatisfaction, till at last 

His wild ungovern’d temper, swelling o’er 

With smother’d ire, gave vent to bolder words, 

As thus the sovereign’s ear he stern address’d. 


‘‘ My soul for action pants and stir of war: 
Hiddance and shut retirement I disdain. 
If but the King assign me prompt command 
Of troops, soon levied from my gifted lands 
In Sussex as in Surrey’s bounds, or grant 
Rule of few ships, from the main fleet detach’d, 
I do not doubt some fitting enterprize 1880 
Or against Hastings, or the roving foe. 
Fain I'd depart, and my own fortune seek, 
Returning with renown, or else no more.” 


So as he said, his jealous mother watch’d 
His mien with half of pride, and half alarm ; 
And in such feeling silent Thora shared. 
But him meanwhile the mild Matilda eyed, 
As if his wayward temper well she knew, 
And sigh’d, as though she hoped him yet to tame 
To duty and obedience, while again 
A meaning look on her sire’s page she threw. 1891 


Him interrupting then with better aim, 
The noble Edgar spoke his thoughts in few. 


‘* Believe me, prince, the lonely isle will yield 
Enough of enterprize: its neighbouring tracts 
And purlieus all around to me are known; 

Nor less where harbours danger, distant more. 
These we may dare, nor will I fail with you 
Willing to meet, where duty best may call.” 


Such words the martial Aylwin hails; alike 1900 
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Greeted too by the stranger chiefs of Wales, 1901 
On fire for wild and perilous emprize. 


Soon then with look composed, or half-severe, 
The sovereign single rashness thus repress’d. 


“‘ Not idle, though we mingle ease, will be 
Our banish’d life; nor shall retired repose 
Want oft diversity from outer calls 
Of spirit-stirring interest, aroused 
By wild adventures tending all to use. 

Needs safety yet to all of England’s friends, 1910 
Union of all; act of no single hand, 

How bold soe’er, but blended efforts first. 

Much business, still remember’d, yet remains 

To raise a power, such as may match the foe, 
Each from his province to assemble troops, 

And marshal thousands to the ranks of war : 

To eye the fve's array and strength, and then 

To wrest coy victory by a general blow. 

Then for distinction will occasion spring. 

For prudence, patience now is every call 

To meet the worst; and of our hid retreat 

The primal worth will be, that there uncheck’d, 1922 
Observant still of opportunity, 

We can with persevering efforts best, 

Speediest, mature our hope’s accomplishment.” 


So as the sovereign said, the fiery prince 
Seems soften’d and restrain’d: with milder tone, 
In words to all address’d, the King pursued. 


‘“« Nor need we deem to rest there long, but look 
To prompt return, each to his own again, 
Then to enjoy in blest security 
His sires’ possessions, with proud triumph crown’d. 
O’ermastering fortune’s stings by sufferance, 1933 
The very change shall value add and zest 
To hoped prosperity; but sweeter made 
By sorrows past, when we with pride recal 
What perils in our country’s cause we bore ; 
Found but a prelude too to coming joy. 
Till turn’d to rich use, all with grateful sense 
Confess the beauty of adversity, 
And prize it as a sage instructive friend, 
More feeling-true than many oracles.” 


At such his words firm resolution seems 1943 
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Inspired into the listening heroes, each 1944 
Glowing to bear his part in one great aim ; 
Until amid that ruinous scene of flight, 
Fortitude with augmented lustre shone. 

And chiefly Devon’s valiant peer, though lost 
He feels his puissance and paternal home, 
Studious the honour of his ancient line, 

That rose by loyal merit, to maintain, 

Looks now with awed obeisance on the King ; 
And, curb’d the pang that brooded in his breast, 
Soon thus with soften’d accent interposed. 


‘«« Already has my harass’d life endured 1955 
Much of eventful trial; met perhaps 
At times by ward of careful policy, 
Or by opposure, or submissive league ; 
Forgetting never our fallen country’s weal. 
But now, meseems, dispensing Providence 
Other more deep affliction has in store 
To prove us, and our hearts by suffering woe 
Blend in allegiance and courageous faith.” 


He said: and as some pensive sadness yet 
Shaded his countenance, thus quitting fast 1965 
The scenes he loved, such natural regret 
The monarch fondly strove to soothe ; yet soon 
Pondering too on his own vicissitudes, 
Comparing, melts his tender’d friend, as thus 
He gently told his feeling sympathy. 


‘* More, valued Devon, haply than thy own 
Has it been my strange fate erewhile to pass 
Through life’s most varying scenes; since all my days 
Have been one series of conflicting chance; 
Turn’d from extreme of bliss to misery, 

Hurried from grief to grief, or back to joy, 1976 
Doom’d to experience love, then loss, of friends, 
The wiles of treachery, treason’s open hate, 

The rage, or fraud, of foreign enemies ; 

All trials that can stir, or wound, the heart. 

From height of victory to ruin plunged, 

From old magnificence and wealth profused 

To utter poverty, or abject want. 

One while a King; with danger then beset, 

For mere subsistence, seen a woodman bare, 

Or goatherd, tending for a master low 

A flock in solitude; a servant hind, 

Or seeming such, to a poor neat-herd’s call; 1988 


_— 
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A monarch, or a banish’d outcast wretch, 1989 
By foes pursued, or treason’s direr snare, 

From spot to spot, e'en from society. 

Next, owner of a little isle obscure, 

And cavern’d cell sunk in the desolate waste : 
Hurl’d from a throne to a moss’d hermitage, 

More humble than the meanest peasant’s roof, 
Without a home, or where to rest my head, 

Save what awaked invention might supply 

Within the bosom’d depth of pathless woods: 
Call’d sudden thence to Kinwith’s princely towers, 
And scenes of stately triumph: now again 2000 
For shelter to concealing shades recoil’d, 

To humblest state, till loftier duties call. 

Every condition thus my life has known 

By feeling proof; the exalted, or the low, 

The richest as the poorest ; simple need, 

Or the full horn of o’ercharged luxury. 

Yet heaven to each meet comfort kindly blends,” 


He paused a moment, while a tenderer theme 
Awoke within his breast a labouring sigh : 
When his o’erburden’d heart in fainter tone 
To its recall’d emotion thus gave way. 2011 


‘‘ Nor has my lot been sole to undergo 
Life’s common troubles, and the thousand claims 
And public cares that haunt the regal seat, 
But I have drain’d affliction’s bitterest cup, 
Felt sharpest agonies of private woe, 
In Joss of her, as my own life-blood dear, 
Whose virtues and endearing qualities 
Seem’d sprung of heaven, with all my cherub babes 
Untimely reft; sweet pledges of our love, 
From whose fresh-opening youth and worthy care 
A father’s fondness cherish’d other hopes,, _— 2022 
Looking to see them rise props of our age, 
Nor less our kingdom’s solace, pride, defence. 
Ah! torn away too soon! while I seem lost, 
Left solitary in a vacuous world— 
Sorrows than thine, good Devon, heavier far : 
Since yet to thee those tender ties remain, 
Which of themselves to life add precious charm, 
Never on me to beam again: for nought 
Can now to me of perfect pleasure breathe, 
Nor feel I joy, save that an instrument 
To save our much-loved country yet I live, 
Which to preserve is now my single aim. 20384 
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But friendship still is left to cheer the heart, 2035 
And some dear links of near relationship, 

Whose faith must stead of other love supply, 

Once too to me by Providence assign’d, 

Though by its doom inscrutable removed. 

Yet is the heart by grief, man’s lot below, 
Better’d, and to heaven’s chastening hand I bend. 
Grateful I feel for care and kindness spared : 

On these for future comfort still rely.” 


Tears sprung to many an eye, as so he spoke, 
Till soon his sister, Mercia’s Queen, return’d 2045 
Soft consolation thus, in tender tone. 


‘* After enduring bravely such distress 
As man’s weak nature scarce might bear, the hope 
Of all the good and worthy rests on thee, 
My matchless brother, that at last thyself 
Shalt see rich sum of happiness restored : 
That seated on thy England’s native throne, 
Surrounded by a happy people, all 
Shall bless thy reign with an admiring love. 
These shall hereafter thy loved children be, 
And age succeeding age for ever hail 2056 
Thee as their royal and their patriot sire.” 


She said: their healing friendship too adduce 
Good Asser, and the courteous Grimbald, both 
Loved of the sovereign, who to his soothed ear 
Utter inspiring words of pious hope. 

Moved by which strain, the sacred Adulph last, 
Who had to all a calm attention deign’d, 

Takes up the pregnant theme, and thus with sum 
Of moral sage his age-awed thoughts express’d. 


‘‘ All feeling then by proof, on what frail base 
Human enjoyments rest, we so shall learo 2067 
To moderate desire, to fortify 
Our souls, and conquer sharp afiliction’s pang. 
Remains us now in our sunk banishment 
To find what comfort from ourselves can flow. 
And who shall say but such retirement comes, 
Ordain’d by Providence to bind us more 
In friendly concord, stablish’d by distress? 

To teach us the necessity and use 

Of many virtues, tender charities, 

Thus into action call’d; where practised sole, 
Heroic energy, high sentiment, 2078 


BOOK XXII. / 347 


Generous forbearance, steady self-control, 2079 
And cordial union linking every breast, 

Can resolution raise to loftiest pitch, 

Which the time needs to save the ruin’d realm. 
Lessons beyond our past experience yet 

Remain, by Nature’s force and eloquence 
Instructed, and of price invaluable, 

Transcending all glean’d from collegiate cells, 
Study or books ;— in calls of actual life. 

And I too nobler exercise shall know 

Than aught since I deposed Kent’s regal crown, 
Exchanged for Glastonbury’s studious halls, 2090 
Or after for Saint Guerir’s silent peace. 

Since bred in delicacy, riches, courts, 

State and command, now in contrasted fall 

Of poverty, and peril, ’tis our doom 

To bide the fellest stings of keen reverse. 

Yet deem we tenderest ties not all bereaved, — 
Most but to happier regions gone before. 

Here amid suffering shall a heavenly light 

Break in upon us to illume and cheer 

Our gloomy passage through this vale of grief. 
Here we shall gain divine philosophy, 

Worth all the worldly treasures we have lost, 2102 
Wealth of a higher rate, incapable 

E’er to be lost, or from us wrench’d away. 


So as he said, grave Sighelm, travell’d priest 
Of Sherborne’s see, versed much in human life, 
His thought adjoins: ‘‘ Mutual assistance now, 
Kind tempers, patience, active fortitude, 
Discharge of duty to our best, (all else 
Trusted to heaven with humble piety,) 

May through this sad affliction earn a peace, 
Prized more than diadems, or sway of lands, 
Hoards of vain gold, or heaps of Eastern gems.” 


To him then holy Adulph straight replied. 


“True, honour’d brother, still in counsel wise. 
The loss of splendour and possessions shall 
By this blest use, through resignation’s power 
With touch celestial o’ergild poverty. 
Modell’d to excellence, while then we find 
Worth only to be amiable and good, 
This very sorrow, as heaven’s gift, shall be 
Handmaid of wisdom and of happiness. 
Till, blessing such occasion, we shall learn = 2123 
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To calm the passions, purge the soul from pride; 
Clear the stript vision to unspotted truth, 

Seeing what misery greatness may o’ertake: 
Find here a field for magnanimity, 

For pious confidence, and calm content. 

Soften’d from arrogance, we there shall feel 

That all, as men, exposed to common wants, 
Need mutual help, compassion, and relief. 
Disciplined thus to sweet obedience, 

Although the tide of swelling fortune turn 

To lowest ebb, we shall from hence extract 
Salubrious medicine, that shall be the theme 2135 
Of future praise, and stored as precedent.” 


He paused a moment, till again his words 
Fell, breathing gentle balm o’er every wound. 


‘<Withnew acquirements thus,new manners form’d, 
Fortune’s fierce darts assuaged, we shall from pain 
Draw soothing ease, from mourning settled joy, 
Afiluence from want, from low depression rise ; 
From mutual ruin win combined accord, 

From danger, hope, glory from seeming shame, 
From exile, freedom, triumph from despair. —2145 
Virtue shall be the meed of tried distress, 

Of languor, strength; of disappointment, gain ; 

Of havoc, beauty, and of trouble, peace. 

On death we then shall look unterrified. 

The scene shall be for ever sacred held, 

That stored our bosoms with so rich a prize, 
Surpassing earth’s dross, and presaging heaven.” 


He said. In conversg soothing-sweet as this, 
The noble band had now reach’d Northam’s shore. 
By naval Wulfstan led, with eager haste 
On board a waiting galley they embark. 2156 
Then, tide and breezes favouring, while the moon 
Gilds the smooth-rippling waters, follow’d too 
By a light skiff which gallant Nigel steers, 

Along the coast of Devon swift they glide, 

Soon passing Mort’s wide bay, the rocky coves 

Of Ilfracombe, Linton’s huge-beetling cliffs, 

And Vale of stones far-famed, whose awful gulf 
Glaring amid the lunar rays, while past 

They speed along, observant Athelard 

Points to the Mercian princess as the scene 

Late in his vent’rous wandering visited, 

Where he the Danish chief beheld expire. 2168 
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Then by the brightening lustre, which the waves 

Made shine like tremulous gold, and while admired, 

The beauty of the night brief rest forbids, 

By Minehead’s mountain-crags and Dunster’s 
heights, 

Casting vast shadows on the darken’d flood, 

They fleet, and soon leave Watchet’s opening port 

And sylvan Quantox-head, nor stay their course 

Till o’er Bridgewater's spreading bay they reach 

The jutting point that starts amid the main: 

Then turn, and up the Parret’s winding stream 

They steer, not resting till their slacken’d sail 

And oars well-plied amid the narrower flood 2180 

Bespeak them nearing throng’d Bridgewater’s haven. 


Not yet the dawn had streak’d the dappled east, 
Nor had the first lark with his early song 
Hail’d the grey twilight, ere by wooded banks 
And moory glades they disembark, intent 
To ’scape observance of the neighbouring town. 
Then cautious through the least frequented ways 
By Parret’s southern marge they steal along, 
Approaching eagerly the scene of hope. 
Hence by lone avenues and devious paths $2190 
They wind away, through glens and passes wild 
Which the late wanderers knew, at times explored 
In bold excursion or the sylvan chase. 
Not without secret fear, and waked alarm, 
As undisturb’d they keep their guided way, 
Repose they snatch in some waste woody scene, 
And lone sequester’d dell, in hush‘d retreat, 
Where underneath a green and spreading tree 
Or bowery shaw, by thickets all conceal’d, 
Unseen, they enjoy a momentary ease 
From their tired journey’s labour, or prepare 
Under a rude and sudden-hoisted tent 
Nature’s refreshment spare, and needful food. 2208 
It was the silent hour, when sleepy dawn 
Peep’d thro’ the eastern clouds, while the sick moon 
Shed yet dim paleness o’er the misty heath, 
That now their cautious steps, with shy approach, 
Had reach’d the spot where Thone’s dull waters meet 
The lonely current of the Parret’s stream. 
Near whose banks’ union, mid the expansive waste 
Of marshy fens and unfrequented moors, 
Whose view alone alarm’d the startled fuir, 
And e’en the stranger chiefs inspired with awe, 
The sovereign and his late companion friends 2114 
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By tangled paths, known only to themselves, 2215 
Culling with note one unsuspected clue, 
Lead tacitly to the raised islet’s bounds. 


Advancing, each conducts a wondering few, 
Until arrived, they find their low-built cell, 
Their peat-roof’d hovel, and brake-cover'd cave 
All as before, untouch’d and undisturb’d : 
A happy signal, that to each bespoke 
None had discover’d their forlorn abode. 
Only the deer and goats, which native here 
Upon the borders of the little isle 2225 
Lay dozing underneath the alder-groves, 
Started, and rustling through clung thickets stood 
At distance gazing, in aroused alarm 
At sight of so unused a human throng. 
The birds too from the dewy branches flew, 
All scared away, at sound of vagrant feet, 
Rarely molesting here the still repose. 
Here with renew’d surprise the stranger-train 
Perceive prepared a cote ’mong wattled trees, 
Shelter’d, of frame not wanting ornament, 
But interlaced with fresh and living turf 
With porch of boughs in antic tracery hung: 2237 
The close-wove wicker walls, by props sustain’d 
Of fallen alders, or of gather’d reeds : 
Smooth rushes, or the soft and mossy sods 
Cut from the fragrant moor, with heath-flowers gay, 
Composing over all a thick-coped thatch, 
Apt to defend the blast or beating rain. 
Unused to home so humble and so strange, 
The noble train, foresters now become, 
Prepare in rural answering mode to live, 
Unmurmuring, reconciled to fortune’s change. 
While Mercia’s Queen, who the isle’s fashion knew, 
Not merely to the wild and unused cot 2249 
Conciliates by her mark’d example’s claim 
The graceful females, but diffuses round 
Through every heart a new complacency, 
Awoke by scenes of pleasing novelty ; 
While hope burns fresh in every loyal breast. 
Nor long the pause, ere here the thoughtful King 
After congratulation warm exchanged 
And grateful thanks to heaven for shelter deign’d, 
In meditation on the country’s state 
Anticipates what now will be the course 
Of the resentful foe, and thus express’d. 2260 
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‘I can but muse, how fierce will be the rage 
Of the mad enemy: what stern revenge, 
What guileful policy, what toils, what snares, 
Will now be loosed abroad, whose aim will be 
To bring the opposing English in their power, 
And by their death confirm the Danish reign. 
What superstitious rites will now adjure 
Their wild and fabled deities, to wreak 
Destruction upon all who dare rebel : 
Their reaved and sacred standard to regain, 
Deem’d by their faith the pledge of victory ! 
What dangers, woes, and sufferings yet remain 
For our exhausted country to endure ! 2273 
All efforts will be blent in this great cause. 
Nor sole will foreign tyrants lord it wide 
With sword and fire: foul treason too will spread 
Its deadliest web to menace our exile, 
That safety for awhile may seem to rest 
Only in secret, close retirement here. 
Yet burns my bosom all to learn, whate’er 
May or our proper fate affect, or more 
Our menaced kingdom’s safety may concern.” 


So as he said, the gallant Wulfstan then 
His faithful promise adds, that secretly 2284 
He to the king from time to time, as best 
Presents occasion, will due tidings send, 
Or e’en in person bear, of all he deems 
May to protection tend, or patriot use : 
While trusty Nigel shall by Parret’s mouth 
Hover, still watchful of occurr’d events, 
And warding there peril’s too near approach. 


Ere long with valediction fond exchanged, 
The naval chiefs, on such regard, depart : 
Each on appointed task, of import high, 
And in their solitary exile left, 
Quit the lorn tenants of the sylvan isle. 2296 
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Tug main army of the Danes breaks up from its encampment 
at Bratton Hill and Eddington, in Wiltshire, and marches to 
Kinwith Castle, joined by the sons of Regner from the North, 
and by fresh bands from the sea, led by Hastings. They can 
learn no tidings of the fugitives, und are much discouraged by 
the loss of the Reafen standard. The evil spirits meet in council, 
and resolre to re-invigorate and assist the Danes, not only by 
new deceptions, tmitating the supernatural beings of the Runic 
mythology, but by furnishing them with a new magic standard, 
to be woven by the three sorceresses, daughters of Regner, and 
by instigating Hianfrid to become a proselyte to the faith of 
Odin, and employ himself in discovering the English King and 
nobles. Appearance of the Goddess Frea, with her attendant, 
Gna, to the three sisters, on whom she bestows authority over 
the powers of Nature, spells and charms of rarious potency, and 
all the arts of witchcraft. Guthrun, with the brothers of Hubba, 
visits his corpse, watched by the three sisters, over which they 
lament. They are promised revenge by the witches, and full 
empire over the realm of England. They appoint a time for the 
burial of Hubba. Ceremonics ubserred on that occasion. His 
funeral song sung by the Bards. A lofty mound is raised to his 
memory. The three sisters declare to the host their newly ace 
quired powers; and the more to re-assure them and to honour 
the funeral of their brother, they invoke the various spirits of 
Nature to appear before them in their appropriate forms. 
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[drous tale 
EANWHILE Fame spread abroad the won 
Of Devon’s victory, the fall unlook'd 
Of princely Hubba, and the Torridge strand 
Strewn with the corses of bis bold compeers; 
And (tidings boding ruin) that the Dane 
Possess’d no more the Reafen’s magic flag, 
Won by the arm of conquering Englishmen. 
The dismal tale, with circumstance too sure, 
Soon reach’d the Danish army, where it lay 
Encamp’d amid the central province wide 
Of Wilts: there spread along the lofty range 
Of Bratton’s castled hill, (o’erlooking far 12 
The subject country), and o’er all the fields 
Of Eddington, thence sloping down afar, 
Shelter’d in bosom of the ridgy peak. 
Here, in such chosen station, to command 
The vanquish’d region round, and best retain 
The realm of Wessex, the main Danish power 
(Under the sway of Guthrun, sovereign King, 
Proud Amund, and imperious Oskital), 
Since the retreat of England’s royal head, 
And conquest of the last-resisting south, 
Long in their tented domiciles had dwelt, 
Occupied sole in wasting far around 24 
The passive country, for their pride or sport; 
Indulging still in indolence and ease, 
Ta songs, and riot of the festive board, 
In tournaments and mimic games of war. 
Soon as they hear the fatal news assured, 
Fury, and indignation, and alarm, 
Blended with sudden and exulting hope 
Of war at hand, fires every Danish heart. 
Like bees disturb’d within their wild-wood nest, 
When foot of passing deer, or falling tree, 
Invades the secrets of their hid recess, 
They start to seek the scene of novel strife; 
To wreak on Oddune and his traitor crew 37 
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Meet vengeance for his hated treachery, 38 
Chastise this insult to the Danish name, 

And with fresh streams of English blood appease 
Their fallen captain and his faithful band. 

The kingly Guthrun first dispatches thence 

Swift heralds to the kingdom of the north 

To bear the tidings to the princely chiefs 

Hinguar and Haldene, brothers of the dead, 

Sons of great Regner, by false A:lla slain. 

These, burning to avenge their father’s fate, 

And glorying to possess his murderer’s realm, 
Had parted from the rest their mighty powers; 49 
And (since the southern kingdom was subdued) 
Had led their banded host, with equal sway 

To rule the regions of the spacious north, 

Beyond wide Humber and the Mersey’s flood. 
And now within York’s proud metropolis, 

(Late fallen Ailla’s royal citadel) 

They held their state, such as they erst had seen 
Kept there by sovereign Guthrun, when he won 
The hated city from its ruthless King. 

Far northward too these chiefs dominion own’d 
Beyond Tyne’s stretching flood, (still parting these 
Among their followers, as their just reward), — 61 
Bernicia’s fields, and vales of fair Strath-Clyde. 
From such rich climes the sovereign Guthrun calls 
The martial princes, with their presence meet 

To deck the full assembly of the Danes, 

And to the occasion of the endanger’d time 

To add their counsel and unite their aid: 

Now too with pomp of due and seemly state 

To honour their fallen brother’s obsequies. 

This message sped, short interval succeeds, 

Fre breaking up at once their tented camp, 

The Pagan armament in countless throng 

Rushes amain toward Kinwith’s gory fields. 73 
These in their eager course, as wont, were led 

By royal Guthrun, still with lofty thoughts 
Brooding, and vigilance untired, (that spoke 

The prudent general, Denmark’s ablest chief) 
How best to stablish for the Danish race 
Perpetual empire o'er Britannia’s isle. 

Follows stern Oskital, by hope inspired 

Of rapine new, fresh deeds of blood, and heaps 

Of added wealth, the fruit of English spoil. 

The warlike Amund next, in battle sole 

Glorying, and revels of a soldier’s ease, [bands, 
Joins his throng’d power. With these too came fresh 
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Troop’d from the shores of Kent, from crowded ships 
Debark’d, and by the naval Hastings led, 

Whose train the young Biorn accompanied, 

His pupil, of King Regner too a son, 

By him assign’d his dear and latest charge. 
Journeying with fiery haste, the Pagan host 

Soon in its course beholds the gleaming scene 

Of fight, and o’er the hated landscape marks 
Frown on the view old Kinwith’s haughty towers. 
Strown far o’er all the plain the Danes survey 
Unburied corses of their countrymen. 

With looks of fury, and astonishment, 97 
Mingled with sullen grief the soldiers see 

So many of their fellows sleep in death, 
Unsepulchred, and gash’d with gory wounds. 
Amazed too, past the shores and sandy bay, 
Where Tau and Torridge join their confluent waves, 
They mark their country’s ships, that recent rode 
At anchor near, now captive borne away 

In uncheck’d triumph by the English fleet. 

Yet blending satisfaction soon with grief, 

Saved by hard contest from the English grasp, 
And now within a secret cavern hid, 

They find the lifeless body of the prince, 109 
Beloved by all, brave Hubba. This with care, 
Leaving each honourable, mortal wound 
Unwash’d, and ope to sight, his sisters three 

Had tended, and for funeral rites embalm’d: 

The same, who gifted with prophetic power, 

Had with the Raven flag, the charmed work 

Of their own hands, inwove with Runic spells, 
Accompanied their brother’s armed fleet. 

Silent they bend, and mark his ashy face 

Disclose a happy smile, such as of old 

Illumed with an unearthly dignity, 

Scorning the serpent and the pangs of death, 121 
The face of Regner, his immortal sire. 

Such as the sire, so died the son. But now 

Short space the sympathising chieftains stay 

To memorise his doom; all add alone 

Brief admiration of his glorious end, 

While each pronounces the slain hero sure 

Of the Valkyries’ choice, great Frea’s care, 

The love of Odin, and Valhalla’s bliss. 

For (this devotion paid,) to apprehend 

The full dimension of the Danish loss, 

The chieftains visit straight, with anxious zeal, 
The neighbouring vills marine, from whence had fled 
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The frighted English, yet whose homes now lent 
Shelter to many wounded Danes, escaped 

With pain and peril from the routed fight: 

The cots of sloping Apuldore, whose feet 
Meandering Torridge laves with purling tide : 
Northam’s green hill, and wood-embosom’d cells: 
The low and valley-huts of Watertown: 

Or up the Torridge stream the sandy port 

Of Biddeford, and near the inland site 

Of Kinwith’s turrets, the sequester’d vill 

Of Abbotsham, and sylvan Rockydown. 144 
Amid these homes the sovereign Guthrun seeks, 
(Still careful of his subject people’s weal,) 

The wounded Danes, and with exhorting voice 
Inspires and comforts; while a female train, 
Conscious of such kind errand, prompt attend, 

_ And yield, as wont, their medicinal art. 


Then ontoward Kinwith’s odious towers, the chiefs 
Haste, fired with indignation, and discern 
Around the vestiges of furious fight. 
Inly they ruminate the past events 
Of English treachery and Danish loss. 
They mark the castle and adjacent scene, 156 
Deserted by the wary Englishmen, 
Who from dire vengeance had by flight escaped. 
O’er all the country then the according chiefs 
Dispatch full many a band on furious quest 
To track, if so they may, the traitors’ steps. 
Thus as the troops rove eagerly around, 
Caught from their spies, a rumour vague they hear 
That since the fatal battle, ere from hence 
The gather'd nobles fled, their former King, 
Thought dead or exiled, had all unawares 
From some unknown retreat, through favouring night, 
Rejoin’d his countrymen, and hence again, 168 
Join’d by a chosen few, retired away 
To some unknown and distant hiding-place : 
And oh! (appalling news !) ’twas famed, that these, 
Alfred and his detested company, 
Had borne away the captured Danish flag, 
The Raven sign, the gods’ enchanted gift. 
Much does such strange, unlook’d intelligence 
Arouse the Danish wonder, though by some 
Scoff'd as incredible, yet all decree 
That active search shall ransack Britain’s isle 
Both for her recreant, defeated King, 
Or any of the royal blood, whose race 180 
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They deem not yet extinct; since Fame suspects 
The Queen yet lives: none certain know her death, 
Or of her babes: late nurtured too in Kent, 

Two princes dwelt, the sons of Ethelbert: 

All hitherto from Danish quest escaped. 

Yet ne’er shall sleep pursuit ; and both of these, 
Of treacherous Oddune, and the vanish’d crew 
Of dastard English, nobles falsely call’d, 

The heads, (whoe’er the captives may secure) 
Shall be the price of honours and rewards 
Tnestimable, o’er the land proclaim’d. 

Then mad with disappointment and chagrin 192 
For their mysterious standard reft by fate, 

On their blent swords the Danish chieftains swear 
Never to rest till they regain the prize, 

In whate’er quarter of the world conceal’d : 

And to the happy hand of him whoe’er 

May win aguin that treasure, pledge they all 

A meed surpassing any common wealth. 

Fired with new vengeance and transported rage, 
Swift they disperse fresh spies around, to glean 
Whatever rumour may betide, that points 

What course the outlaw’d fugitives have ta’en. 
And chief to Kenwulph, who vice-regal sway 204 
For them o’er Mercia’s spacious province holds, 
As for Hianfrid too, their vassal-chief 

O’er provinces of Berks and Somerset, 
Messengers they dispatch, with charge to bid 
Their presence here, so to engage and best 
Instruct their service in the importing time. 

The vassals too, who hold deputed sway 

In whatsoever quarter of the isle, 

Shall be compell’d the general search to aid. 


Then by command, with duty not delay’d, 
The Danish army o’er the ensanguined fields 215 
Collect on shields the corses of the slain, 

And o’er the bodies of their fallen friends 

On Northam’s sandy shore their comrades raise 
A rampart of accumulated stones; 

A lasting monument to after-times. 

The royal chiefs and all the warrior train 
Array’d in countless multitude, with space 
Allotted for the female train, and youths, 
(Valour’s fresh hope) the funeral rites attend.— 
Nearest the piled heap the nobles stand, 

Their heads declined upon their fixed spears. 
While o’er the lengthen’d tomb, the sacred bards 
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Attired in heaven-blue robes, with decent state, 
Tempering their voices to the harp, attune 

The songs of fame, and give to dear renown 

The deathless memory of the fallen brave. 

Then Odin’s priests, with ceremonial rite, 

(As wont from elder time) Valhalla’s joys 

Pledge to the valiant, who by right have won 
Admission into heaven’s shield-glittering halls, 
The glorious meed of all who die in war; 

Till such ecstatic hope makes violent death 

Seem to each tranced and deep-listening soul, 
Life’s only bright and worthy heritage. 289 
Then in prophetic strains the sisters three, 
Daughters of kingly Regner, o’er the tomb 

Bend, and with murmurd spells of Runic charm 
Invoke the fatal deities they serve. 

These, as possess’d by inspiration’s power, 

With Pythian rapture, and oracular voice, 
Declare the visions of their gifted sight, 

Divining, while their paler lips unfold 

The promised future, to the parted dead 

Glory, and honour, and unfading bliss ; 

To Denmark vengeance; and tho’ Fate’s stern hand 
Work for a moment unexpected change, 251 
Final success and empire o’er the land. 


This solemn service done, with gentle words, 
Full of regard for noble Hubba’s name 
And honour to his regal family, 
The sovereign Guthrun, reverence in his air, 
Approaches, and accosts the sisters three, 
The magic mistresses of powerful spells ; 
Adding his pious promise that ere long 
High obsequies of due magnificence 
Shall grace great Hubba’s last remains, with pomp 
Such as yet burial of northern King 262 
Never surpass d, of late, or antique time. 


The tidings of such purpose and prompt care 
Pleased well the stern and mystic sisters three, 
And to the told design they bow assent. 

Then mixing never with the throng profane, 

These soon retire amid the cavern’d cliffs, 

Intent o’er Hubba’s body there to watch, 

Or muse together by the sounding shore, 

Whose hollow music to their thoughtful gloom 
Fchoed a deep, congenial melancholy. 272 
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Back to the vacuous castle’s halls of state, 273 
Dismantled of its storied tapestry 
And all the wealth that care could thence remove, 
The chiefs return, and with the noblest train 
Selected, occupy its ample rooms ; 
Purposing here to dwell, and use the time 
In whatsoe’er of needed circumstance 
Occasion may present, till from their thrones 
Amid the wide dominion of the north 
Dead Hubba’s royal brothers shall unite | 
Their pomp, to grace the coming obsequies. 283 


Around the towers of Kinwith in throng’d tents 
The Danish army soon with care extend 
Their changeful homes, beside their chieftain’s seat. 
The sovereign Guthrun, for his people still 
Careful, with vigilance o’er all the camp | 
Passes, and meditates its order’d health. 

At times the fierce and avaricious King, 

Oskital, overlooks his numerous train, 

To whom he chiefly promises at hand 

(Prime object of his thought) fresh wars and spoil. 
Then Amund, third in power, in soldier phrase 
Cheerful and gay, accosts his hardy troops, 295 
Makes light of danger, and to all the brave 
Foretels the pleasures of new battle-fields, 

The play of bucklers, and the bath of blood, 

The smile of beauty, still to valour dear, 

With wonted pleasures of victorious feasts. 

While many a Pagan chief, with minor power 
Invested, his superior’s hest attends, 

And through the spacious camp each want supplies. 
These, as o’er all the vale the tented host 

Settles, the chosen station and the work 

Review, and with their gladdening voice approve : 
Blending their various thought, the purpose one. 


Eager they forage then the country round: 
But tidings none of Oddune, or the train 
Of English, late escaped from Kinwith’s towers, 
The Danish spies can win. The vicinage 
Deserted of its habitants they mark ; 
But whatsoe’er of goods their search may find 
Left by impatient haste, cattle, or flocks, 
Corn, or the treasured stores of farm, or vill, 
The Pagans plunder, barrying all the land. 
Amid the camp the observant leaders cheer 
The troops, still pondering on the fatal end 318 
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Of princely Hubba and his martial train ; 319 
And (pain yet sharper to each Danish breast) 

The deep affliction of the Raven-flag, 

Heaven’s gift, bereaved, and won by English hands. 
Vain to repress their sad regret for this 

Unlook’d misfortune were the soothing words 

Of chiefs best honour’d, for dismay unwont, 

Stull as corroding memory recals 

The dismal rout, possesses every heart. 

In secret too, a pensive gloom unwont 

Distarbs the bosom of the sovereign chief 
Guthrun, to musing meditation prone. $30 
For by the superstitious host, (alike 

Confirm’d in this by Guthrun’s self,) to thought, 
The magic ensign from their power foregone 

Other calamity transcended far. 

The rest might seem war’s common accident ; 
Portentous this; in consequence unknown, 

But most the multitudinous female train 

Potent in influence, with religious zeal 

Meditate in alarm, till grief indulged 

Inflames their sad unrest to wild despair. 
Contagious terror spreads throughout the host. 

All dread the anger of offended heaven ; $42 
All from so ruinous and omen’d fate 

Portend affliction, and the people’s woe. 

Yet to avert the impending ire, (whate’er 

Of human care may heaven’s waked wrath appease,) 
Humility, and low contrition, bow 

The people, suppliant to the will of gods. 

A watchful earnestness pervades the camp, 

While sacrifices, hymns, and duteous prayers 
Alternate all around their hoped effects 

So to propitiate the powers supreme. 


But more than all disturbed, the weird three, 853 
©’er the slain Hubba’s clay-cold corse remain, 
Retired from all, and mourn their secret charge 
Thus early parted. O’er the dread event 
Brooding, this sorrow but awakes anew 
The dire remembrance of the standard lost. 

Inly they yearn for Fate’s mysterious sign, 

The heavenly gifted Reafen, charmed work, 
Delight of Odin, and of Frea’s self, 

The glory of the scale-bright Valkyries, 

The guide and signal in the thickest war, 

Still pointing where to choose the noble slain; 

This peerless prize, (oh! horror, grief, and shame !) 
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Fallen to the power of a victorious foe. 866 
Deep vengeance in each labouring bosom swells, 
Beyond wont measure of excited rage. 

Such dark forerunner of some strange distress 
Forbids the hush’d approach of scant repose ; 

But lonely wandering o’er the sea-beat shore, 

At dead of night, abhorring frighted rest, 

They haunt the tomb of the new-buried slain, 
Beside whose wave-wash’d margin, oft with arms 
Reclined upon the lofty sepulchre, 

They muse upon their navy’s crew, so late 
Shouting within the ships, now hush’d in death, 877 
(The remnant, captives to a fleet despised,) 

On glory’s ensign, that so oft had led 

Their course to victory, alike bereaved. 

Then with sunk, hollow eyes, upraised toward heaven, 
Their awful look seems silently to chide 

The powers of battle, who in hour of need 

Had interposed no aid, Fate’s gift to save. 
Check’d soon by thought, their suppliant hands invoke 
Frea’s wont favour, heaven’s imperial Queen, 

The goddess, whom Kings’ daughters serve of old, 
And with low-murmur’d orisons they ope 388 
Their bosom’s fraught: asking whatmost they would, 
Discovery and destruction of their foes, 

Who have with slaughter heap’d this earthy grave; 
Revenge on Oddune, on his traitor-crew, 

On Alfred, seeming from the dead new-risen ; 

If seized, doom’d soon with righteous mockery 

In dungeons, coil’d with serpents, to expire, 

(Such death as ALlla to great Regner gave :) 

And oh! propitious once again, to yield 

Sight of the magic Reafen-flag restored ! 

War, havoc, murder, then shall rage their fill. 
Such prayer the fatal sisters’ voices blend. 

They watch the sinking of the paler stars, 401 
And mark their faint rays through careering clouds 
Gleam, and then dje, like valour’s transient light, 
Soon lost for ever in obscuring death. 

Then rapt in meditation’s ecstasy 

They stand, like statues, gazing on heaven’s vault, - 
Peopling as if with life the passing clouds ; 
Or listen to the hollow-murmuring surge 
Of waters, rolling o’er the sullen strand, 
Like language from the spirits of the deep. 


Intensely watchful of the Pagan Danes, 
Most of the Sisters vow’d, hell’s instruments, 412 
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In such dread gloom and stillness of midnight, 418 
When all the camp was sunk in death-like sleep, 
Save that remains of sacrificial fires 

Illumed at times the dusk with fading gleam, 
While by the new-made tomb the mystic three 
Stalk unconsoled along the dreary strand, 
Aroused, the demon-spirits of darkness meet 

To their obscure consult. High in mid air, 

Each in a pitchy cloud involved, that furm’d 

A wind-swift chariot and mysterious shroud, 

Their awful conclave hovers o'er the field 

Of battle, late with corses of the slain [mark’d. 
Strewn, which with meet alarm themselves had 
In their wide circuit o’er heaven’s spacious vault, 
They compass the dim shore, the burial-mound, 
The heaving main, the captive, fleeting ships, 

The tower'd castle, and the circling tents. 

Their congregated powers to close divan 

Arrest their veiled thrones, with sullen pomp 

And dread portent. Likest a gather’d storm 
Which from the misty earth, the troubled sea, 
And lurid air, conflicting winds impel, 

Impregn’d with thunders and sulphureous fires, 
The fiends of death involve heaven’s conscious dome. 
Needing no lustre of the glimmering stars, 437 
Nor the moon’s faded light, which now scarce bent 
Her paly visage on the ghastly earth, 

The piercing ken of spirits plain discern’d 

The various scene below; the field of fight, 

Yet with perturbed fury eyed askance, 

Where victory late had crown’d the Christian arms ; 
The circling turrets, in whose chambers now 

New lords inhabit, mighty Pagan chiefs, 

All in their stony cells now hush’d in sleep, 

Save kingly Guthrun. In his lonely tower 
Wakeful, he only gave to solemn thought 448 
Of the dread past and future’s boded doom 

The hours, demanded for reluctant rest. 

The parting ships too with receding sails 

Sullenly flapp’d amid the winds of night; 

And near the recent monument, that held 

So many hundred corses of the slain, 

The wondrous owners of the Runic spells 

Glided from end to end, with pace, like ghosts 
Haunting the gory relics of the dead, 

Sepulchred there; yet restless, unappeased. 


Such prospect with importing glance survey’d, 
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Satan, the mighty potentate, ere long 460 
From his dim throne, veil’d in a sable cloud, 
Arose, his brows girt with a dubious crown, 
Which through the circling cope of darkness beaiwn’d 
With lustre like the angry star that glares 

With livid eye on the tempestuous deep, 

What time the fear-struck mariner foresees, 

Mid mountain-surges that the helm deride, 
Destruction to his ship and fainting crew. 

So the false meteor flares, in bogs and fens 
Exhaled from damps and rottenness, that lures 
The traveller o’er some trackless heath by night, 
Till his lone footsteps far from aid of man, 472 
Plunge amid darkness and bewilder’d death. 

The grisly monarch seem’d his awful shape 

To poise upon a vasty spear that gleam’d 

Erect and glimmering through the sever’d clouds, 
Like some sole marble column, which amid 

Huge broken ruins of some city old, 

Towers mid the waste of ages, and ascends 
Through the drear silence of the moonlight air 
With mouldering pomp, to tell to wondering man 
Departed glories, and the wrecks of time. 

While with his outstretch’d arm, that in its grasp 
Held a proud sceptre, (with accustom’d sign = 184 
Turn’d toward the vast assembly, as he rose,) 

His gesture call’d attention, a deep voice 
Sounded, like thunder which beyond the land 
Far-roll’d, at last amid the low-sunk sky 

Where lurk the caverns of the green-sea waves, 
Spends its last strength, and in mix’d murmur fades. 
In tone so strange and awful, hell’s proud King 
Thus to his summon’d peers his thought address’d. 


‘Princes, and powers who rule the lower air 
That girds the regions of this subject earth, 494 
Nor limit there your empire, but are lords 
Of space extending through creation’s worlds 
To the last verge of chaos, and amid 
Its dim confines own even there a world 
Whose changeful terrors add variety 
To spirits bold and unconfined as ours, _[plague, 
(Scarce deem’d ungrateful now, though doom’d our 
Since heaven’s dull sameness none seem now to want, ) 
Justly I glory to be named your King. 

The cause of this our council, now convoked, 
Let none of our terrestrial embassy, 


Here gladly labouring, till its purpose bigh 506 
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Shall be achieved, to banish from this isle 507 
Christ’s peaceful faith, esteem as slight, or vain. 
Not without passion of awaked alarm 

Late we observed the horrible defeat, 

(Beneath the Christian arm) of one proud host, 

No portion mean of these our servant-powers, 

Our human instruments of war and death ; 

Dire as unlook’d. One mighty chieftain lost, 

The vengeful offspring of a captive King, 

Through treason of the recreant English foe, 

With all the valiant troops, that fill’d so late 

A gallant navy, spreading o’er the waves 518 
From coast to coast, intent on waste and war; 
And (more than all) inflamed with settled hate 

Of Christ’s religion, and its servile rites. 

Chance too, yet more afflictive to the Dane, 

The sacred Reafen lost, that magic sign 

Wrought in mysterious hour, with present aid 

Of hell’s dark spirits, to enchanted spells 

Breathed from the lips of tranced witchery. 
Events, which England’s ever-watchful King 

Fails not to hail as happiest auspices, 

And instant seeks to improve; fled hence away 

In secret to mature his hoped designs, 530 
Deadly to us, and to our aim opposed.” 


Paused then hell’s monarch, when from out the 
shroud 

Of misty darkness opposite, a voice 
From some mysterious being, there unseen, 
Answerd. ‘‘ But ours the task is, and the power, 
All yet to counteract : though seem this chance 
Against us now to press, and its effects 
Our agents to dispirit more than wont.” 


To such responded soon hell’s potent King. 539 


‘*True: all yon new-assembled Danish host 
Sunk in dismay we mark, and deep despair. 
And see! along the solitary shore 
The weird sisters, fatal ministers 
Through our excitement and unceasing watch, 
Now wander at this dreary hour, a prey 
To wild emotion and confused regret. 
‘ Slighting dull rest, they quit the cliff-hung caves, 
And the deck’d corse of fallen Hubba, there 
Waiting the rites of warlike burial. 
Surrender’d now to agony profound, 550 
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They linger near yon recent grave, and pine 651 
For the slain heroes of their captured fleet ; 

Nor less for the charm’d standard lost, the flag, 
Gift of the fates, ah! seized by Christian hands. 
Amid the tents too what dejection holds 

In unused terror every Danish heart! 

While through the day, hymns, sacrifices, prayers, 
Invoke compassion from the gods of war. 

Fit object of emotion sure to us! 

Shall we not then, by arts of ours most due, 

Turn this dejection and unwont despair 

Into excited vengeance, yet unfelt, 

So merited, against these Christian foes, 563 
And into just occasion of new wars, 

More dreadful slaughter, unexampled waste, 
Fury, and hate, and never-ceasing ire ?”’ 


He paused, for on his left, another. voice 
Tokening supernal power, thus interposed. 


‘‘That would to us be glory and delight: 
Since mischief is our business, and our joy, 
Destruction and revenge our element.” 


Satan to that approval, pleased, returns. 572 


‘<Not even royal Regner’s fate, that roused 
From Denmark’s climes her congregated sons, 
Ought, as I deem, from our control to claim 
More hecatombs of Christian sacrifice, 

Than should pursue the memory of his son, 

The princely Hubba, and his gallant crew, 

Thus by perfidious Christians burl'd to death. 

We must repair this loss: behoves us now 

With all our best of potence to inspire 

The suffering Danes, and most of all, methinks, 
Yon weird prophetesses, by the host, 583 
As by themselves, deem’d Frea’s chiefest care, 
As whom the Deities of war and fate 

Endue with gifted spells of unknown power. 

Them superstitious most, in Odin’s faith 

Possess’d indeed with an unearthly zeal, 

(Already therefore for our arts prepared,) 

We may arouse, attentive, to a rage 

Of unused rapture, and exalted trance ; 

Whence, thus enflamed, with more than mortal ire 
They may become our aptest instruments 

In dark delusion and fre«h works of death.” — 594 


368 KING ALFRED. 


Hell's monarch paused a moment; for the thought 
Seem’d highly his associate peers to please, 
And o’er the skiey vault, enwrapt in clouds, 
Demons of darkness murmur’d stern applause : 
At which e’en Satan felt expanded pride, 
And with expressive gesture thus resumed. 


‘* Nor deem that so portentous strange events 
I have beheld, inactive and unmoved, 
Nor without thought of promptest remedy. 
Already bas my studious art contrived 
Some hope of instant solace and repair. 605 
List then my forethought purpose. We behold 
The magic sisters, rapt in pensive dreams, 
Stalking by yonder shore-built sepulchre, 
There oft invoking their high mistress’ care, 
Frea, the fabled battle-Queen of heaven, 
With her bright train of goddess Valkyries, 
Who choose her right, one half of all the slain. 
Let then ourselves attend their prayers, and now 
Visibly to the fated three appear, 
One robed like Frea, regent of heaven’s court; 
One like to Gna, her virgin messenger ; 
The rest attired like goddess Valkyries 617 
In moon-bright armour, whom in fields of fight 
She sends to execute her wonted charge, 
And from the bravest victims cull her part. 
Thus when disclosed to their devoted gaze, 
Let us by voice to the prophetic three 
Promise hereafter, at whatever time 
Call’d, or in field, or cave, or thickest fight, 
Swift to attend their summons, to perform 
Their bidding, and adduce our constant aid.” 


So as he utter’d, caught by such device, 
Instant through clouds a hollow voice replied. 628 


- That guile were excellent: nor could it fuil 
To lead to permanent and best effect.” 


Glad of such concord, hell’s proud King return’d. 


‘‘ Our art may gift them too with novel powers 
Surpassing human, greater than e’er yet 
Magician, or famed witches of the north 
In Lapland, or the vex’d Norwegian coast, 
Possess’d, or have been feign’d to own, whose spells 
Could at their will unbind the cavern’d winds, 637 


BOOK XXIII. 3GU 


Make ocean rage, or sink, or rend the earth. G3 
Such power was fiction, and mere phantasy : 

Ours will be real, certain, visible. 

Following their fancies, we to these may give 

Our hellish charms, enchanted Runes, inwrought 
On staves, and rings, and belts, onswords and shields, 
Such as themselves believe, and all adore: 

Whose potent use may call us at their will: 

Nor us alone, like Frea and her train, 

But ut their pleasure, when they bid, we may 
Appear as spirits of the elements, 

The Nornies, good or ill, that animate O19 
And govern nature through her various works. 

In shape and semblance like these fancied fays, 
And acting still their various qualities, 

We at the mandate of the gifted three 

Can their behest obey, whate’er to do 

May be assign'd the summon‘d spirits’ charge. 
The destined office straight shall be perform’d ; 
Which still observant, our deceptions strange 

Can easily pretend and forge to sight, 

And make them irresistibly believe, 

Already credulous, and vow'd our own: 

Nor solely these, but all the Danish host, G61 
As need demands: thus winning from them all 
Religious honour and implicit trust. 

And for first proof and earnest of our wiles, 

Be it resolved, that at the sisters’ beck 

Ourselves, or any of our subject spirits, 

In the mask’d semblance of the Norny-fays 

Will come to honour with our presence strange 
The approaching rite of Elubba’s obsequies: 

That met divinities, with splendours new 

Of heaven and earth, may grace his burial.” a7 


He paused, for such proposal soon was hail’d 
With this response: ‘‘ That would excite indeed 
And cheer the Danish minds, as suiting well 
Their primal wish, now grieving for the loss 
Of him they most regret; and of our power 
Alike make worthy and appropriate use.” 


Instant then Satan more his purpose told. 


‘* And let us promise, that at season due 

Soon as rife war the sacred gift demands, 

To hands of the prophetic fate-loved three 

We will with all our choicest skill impart G82 
VOL. IIE. B B 
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A standard new, wrought with the Raven-sign, 683 
Wherein themselves again shall bear a part, 

But with strange charms endued, intenser wiles, 
More deadly power, far nobler properties, 

Than ere endear’d the gift bereaved and lost. 

So shall the magic sisters be consoled 

Aud roused beyond belief; whence all the Danes, 
Soon as such gifted powers begin to work, 
(Though but illusion, seeming like the truth,) 

Shall be transported to a pitch and height 
Incredible of fury and revenge, 

And be inspired to deeds may please us best. 694 
But (chief of all our care) let us observe 
Incessant to incite determined search 

For Alfred and his crew of fugitives, 

Whom yet, without the means of human power 
And intervening instrument of man, 

(Excited by our arts, as best we may) 

Our personal touch is not allow’d to harm. 

Nor glory mean: though not their lives direct 

We can assail, (permitted not so far) 

Yet by our practice on the Pagan Danes, 

Such as I meditate, we may, and shall, 

Lead to this end: our mortal instruments 706 
Employing to effect our purposed aims. 

If not by force we may destroy, by fraud, 

Glozing deceits, and snares, we can betray, 
Whose machination too our bent shall please, 
Achieving thus the same predominant end.” 


So as the fiend proposed, with eager joy, 
Burning such fell employment to begin, 
Ask’d thus a voice of dread: 
‘* Great sovereign, 
Worthy the powers of darkness to command, 
Tell but the manner you would will us act; 717 
And whom of men on such fraught care engage.” 


Instant response the demon-monarch deign’d. 


‘* Not sole on foreign rage and enmity 
We so may work, but we can call in aid 
Domestic treason, as a deadlier mean. 
Already summon’d to the Danish tents, 
We mark the recreant English chiefs, who rule 
Deputed provinces: one, (it is true) 
Mercia’s proud viceroy, sullen, and legs apt, 
Obedient most through fear: the other, vain, 727 
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Arrogant, whose already evil mind 728 
Easy will be the task for us to tempt. 

We, firing his ambition, can seduce 

Him with full might to aid the Danish cause ; 

In that, his own: since linking him in ties 

Of friendship with the sovereign Guthrun, we, 
Suggesting evil thoughts, can urge him on 

From crime to crime. While yielding all his soul 
To witchcraft of temptation, and a dream 

Of splendour, power, and promised royalty, 
(Phantom, which long has danced before his thought) — 
Him we can make a zealous instrument 739 
Of our main drift; that purpose, which concerns 
Us more than all: by agents, like himself, 

Soon to detect and to our power secure 

The English monarch, and his nobles, scaped 
Together: these, as in a net enmesh’d, 

And suared at once, with ruin to o’erwhelm. 
Perish the wretches in just ignominy !” 


He paused a moment, while tumultuous ire 
O’erswell’d his haughty spirit. The dark attempt 
Another voice encouraged and approved. 749 


‘¢ The scheme surpasses, and must needs induce 
Success, as fraught with happiest auspices.” 


Then instant hell’s proud King his thought pursued. 


‘‘ A glory too will be, this to perform 
By ministry of Alfred’s subject race. 
Flattering Hianfrid’s pride, we thus may lead 
His selfish and presumptuous vanity 
(Which for our snare’s reception makes him fit) 
To act our fatallest intents at will; 
Infusing him with lucre’s restless hope, TH) 
While we hold out the prospect of domains, 
Riches, and boundless treasures, to be won, 
Late propertied by whom his power can seize, 
Then to his sway transferr’d, as the reward. 
Nor stop we so: for Guthrun’s primal care 
Will be to make such friend a proselyte ; 
Him to convert from the base Christian faith 
To Odin’s martial rites, and substitute 
Their altars through each province where he reigns. 
What meed of favour from the Danish King, 
Heap’d with access of wealth and power, will hail 
One who may yet abjure a faith so scorn’d! —71 
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One, by vain inclination predisposed 72 
To weak apostacy, and for gain’s sake 

Prompt to be agent of whatever deed 

May in his selfish aggrandizement end. 

Him, by our dark solicitations wrought, 

Chief, if by phantasms and presentments false, 

To him in time with kingly Guthrun shewn, 

(Some specious wonders, earnest of our art, 

Lying hike truth,) we may apostatize, 

And make become thus the selected mean 

Yet others of the Christians to seduce; 

Himself the first example of what gain 783 
Awaits all those who chase Christ's humble faith, 
And gather for us rival votaries.” 


He stopp’d; while glad approval thus a voice 

Fierce interposed : 

‘*The subtle thought portends 
Best hope: ourselves have mark’d the inflated chief, 
Who lords it now o’er provinces usurp’d, 
And deem he may to primal use be bent, 
As knowing Alfred and his fellows fled, 
Most the late comrades of his former fields. 
A traitor once, he will not scruple, lured, 704 
To prompt and execute the task we need.” 


Sudden then hell’s grim ruler thus return’d., 


“Though but a coward, yet since passions evil 
Lurk in his breast that mainly leans to all, 
Uncheck’d, and unrestrain’d, by pride enflamed, 
(That cheating poison which can most corrupt,) 
This weak Hianfrid, made the tool or dupe 
Of Guthrun, Denmark’s superstitious chief, 

May well for us become, through watchful care, 
Actor of much destruction, malice, fraud, S04 
Dearest to us; may seize, embroil, divide, 

The English leaders, and dissensions breed, 
Rebellious, that may reconcilement bar. 

Herein shall grow our strength: since most in strife, 
And foul disunion our prime potence lies. 

He, led by us, may seck, surprise, immure 

The English King and nobles, and present 

As captives to the torture of their fo.s ; 

To fell destruction, that would sum our joy : 
Himself confiscating their wealth and power, 

Their glorious heritor, if dreams prove sure: 

The female race, the matrons, daughters, wives, 
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Retaining for the beds of Danish chiefs, 817 
Captives, and converts made to Odin’s rites, 

Soon mothers of a nobler progeny. 

Thus led away, running so fatal course, 

Not less to others may Hianfrid work 

Dread ruin; but alike, perhaps, his own. 

Since ‘tis our joy to lead our votaries, 

After a fell career that step by step 

Plunges through guilty deeds, to a dire end 

Of misery, unforeseen; sure consequence 

Of ill indulged, temptation uncontroll’d. 

We smile, when our deluded followers, S28 
Strutting to their near fall in bloated pride, 

Too late themselves discern, that doubling guilt . 
Closes at last in cruel mockery, 

In bitter fruit, unstable rottenness, 

Dark disappointment, agony, and death. 

Then we rejoice, to find that not alone 

Ourselves are sufferers, but that led astray 

By our enticing arts, men too can fall.” 


Paused Satan then, and to grim pleasure gave 
Short respite, pondering on his deep design. 
To whom responded soon some dark compeer. 839 


‘* Such conduct and such consequence indeed 
W ould with our ways accord; and needs must much 
Animate Guthrun, for our plots most apt, 
Whose soul with previous gifted visions teems.” 


Accordant soon hell’s sovereign thus replied. 


‘‘ Strangely would be the Danish chief aroused, 
Elate past measure to behold the gods 
His faith adores favouring his purpose still : 
Not alien, though the Raven-sign be reaved. 848 
More he will burn to know, and restless seek 
From the dread Three to learn his destiny. 
Then by fresh phantasms of wild miracle, 
And spectral visions, raised by us, we may, 
(If cunning to invent and well apply,) 
Lure his blown hopes to towering pitch of pride, 
Fire his own ruling passion, spread abroad 
Odin’s fierce faith, dispel the Christian light: 
On the far-labour’d search, discovery, 
And prompt destruction of the English King, 
Nobles and people to his cause attach’d, 
Make to depend, as by our arts assured, G0 
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To royal Guthran final victory : S6l 
That he shall here a settled empire found ; 

From a won bride of England’s royal race 

Shall in his issue through a line of Kings 

Sway England's future sceptre, and uphold 
Through ages yet to come the Danish reign.” 


Ceased then the infernal spirit; when a voice 
With deep applause the compact dire affirmed. 


‘‘Such strong inductions must prevail, and sure 
With mightiest influence our high aims effect.” 870 


As if o’erjoy’d, the prince of guile return’d. 


‘Thus shall we best achieve our purposed task. 
Thus the prime object of our studious toil 
Shall all succeed, our dearest hopes be won: 
And our base angel foes, the slaves of heaven, 
No longer shall evade our former threats, 
Or triumph in a dream of idle hope. 
Alfred, and all his Christian followers, 
At last shall sink; and by our arts and wiles 
Ours is the task to work this England’s fall, sso 
The pledged destruction of her Christian race, 
By human agents of incessant war. 
Alfred, perhaps, may scape awhile, and live 
To plot and dream of new defensive fields, 
But all shall thus in his own ruin end, 
In worse confusion; shame on sorrow heap’d. 
Thousands shall bleed anew, our sport and laugh ; 
And all this isle present from end to end 
One glorious waste of rapine, blood, and fire, 
Emptied at last of its mean native crew ; 
_ For by the Danish victory and sway 
And Odin’s faith, stablish’d by our sole care, 892 
We shall extirpate hence the Christian truth, 
And this fair land shall henceforth be a part 
Of our own reign, ruled by our subject slaves, 
Ministers of disturbance to mankind. 
So on the Deity we best shall gain 
Ample revenge, whom we have sworn to hate. 
Ourselves shall counteract his deep designs; 
(To that our every deed shall point :) designs, 
So dear to him, though (his high will to please) 
Aided by all the arts of angel-slaves: 
Dastards ! whom we detest, and soon will prove, 
Our power, still more than equal, far transcends.” 
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So as he spoke, the circling dark divan 905 
Convey by hidden sign their proud applause ; 
For all were studious to pass unobserved 
By the scorn’d angels, wheresoe’er they sped, 
Either amid the cloudy cope of heaven, 
Or on the borders of the grassy earth, 
Doubtless somewhere in Britain’s isle on watch, 
There labouring to promote the Christian cause. 


The Stygian council now dissolves; and all 
Prepare their dark illusions, whose deep guile 
May rouse to madness the devoted Danes. O15 


Not yet the witching night had lost her power, 
And hollow breezes o’er the dashing waves 
Boom slowly, fretting on the lonely shore: 
While from inland the screeching owlet cries, 
Answer’d by screaming sea-mews on the heath, 
Conscious of some disturbing presence near. 


Ere yet from heaven the lurid stars retire, 
While still in solemn meditation rapt 
The sisters stood beside the shadowy tomb, 
There hand in hand with charmed utterance — 925 
Invoking secretly heaven’s awful Queen, 
(Frea, their mistress high, whose power divine 
They long have served, her duteous votaries,) 
Lo! o’er the dim and sable-vested night 
A sudden brightness spreads: sun-setting eve 
Shew’d never tints so fair, nor golden morn. 
Into transparent radiance all the air 
Broke, and before the magic sisters’ gaze 
A wondrous vision gradually reveal’d, 
Shew’d as if heaven’s own glory bow’d to earth. 
But not to whelm and dazzle human sight, 936 
(Else shedding splendour that would mock the eye,) 
A thin, light veil of intermingling shade 
Chastised the blaze, and made its beams more sweet. 
The enlarging apparition slow descends 
With graceful state, till near the mystic three 
It reins its pomp, in perfect view disclosed. 


Amid her sapphire chariot, scatter’d o’er 
With stars of gold, in native glory sat, 
(Instant by her imperial fulgence known,) 
Frea, the puissant governess of heaven, 
Alike the goddess of the fruitful earth, 
Which owns with pride her charming sovereignty. 
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The gory-spotted, supple, tiger-team 919 
That drew her orient car, her snow-bright hand 
Held in a golden chain, with playful ease, 
Obedient to her touch. Her radiant form, 
Matchless in grace, was rich’d with sun-bright gems, 
Bracelets, and steely scales, and beamy gold. 
Transcendent elegance her features shew’d, 

Made lovelier by the sweetest smile of heaven. 
Q’er her fair brow a wreath of purest pearls, 
Rounding the tresses of her gather’d hair, 

Spoke the sole daughter of the Ocean-King, 

Who her first birth drew from the yielding sea. 
O’er its white folds a diadem of gold 901 
Mark d beauty’s sovereign, heaven’s supernal pride. 
Below her swan-like neck, her bosom wore 

A flame-hued breast-plate, of unpattern’d sight, 
Whose look proclaim’d the deity of war; 

Celestial work, and brighter than the moon. 

‘A zone of peerless lustre girt her waist, 

Whereon were charms and Runic verses graved, 
Sacred to lovers, for of faithful love 

Herself is patroness, and hears their vows : 

And from that studded belt dependent hung 
Flexible mail, bedropp'd with gems and gold. 972 
Her spreading train, that to her silvery feet 
Flowd in attire of light and shadowy folds, 

Was all of bright and cheerful green composed, 
Besprent with roses aud still-varying flowers, 

Or fruits, an emblem of the favour’d earth ; 

Yet blent with opal and cerulean hues 

That shew'd the mixture of the blue-waved sea. 

In her right hand she sway’d a dazzling sword ; 
And in her left a stately sceptre raised, 

At its extreme orb'd with two imaged globes, 

Of emerald, one; and one, of crystal pure : 
I:mpress alike of the green earth, as heaven. — 94 
More bright than feign’d Athenian Pallas, shone 
War’s guardian Queen, by men adored of old, 

Or Dian, huntress with the silver shafts. 

fu Prea’s self might all their grace be seen, 
Mingled at once with Juno’s majesty, 

Or Paphian Venus’ air, when o'er the sea 
Zephyrs her shell-car drew to Cyprus’ isle. 

A bow beside her in the chariot hung, 

Aud in its spreading concave were disposed 
Swords, spears, and shields, with battle-axes broad, 
And jewelld belts, and helmed coronets, 
Bracelets of gold, and magic Runice staves, 296 
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Of rarest workmanship: sublime array ! 997 
Treasures, befitting such earth-granted sight 

Of war’s high mistress, Odin’s martial bride, 
Delighting favour’d votaries to reward, 

Aud pleased distributing unearthly gifts ; 

On which proud errand bent, now seems she come. 


Attendant near the regal sovereign shone 
Her bright ambassadress, the virgin fair, 
Image of grace and elegance succinct, 
Gna, proudly seated on a winged steed, 
Of yellow hue, with blood-red drops besprent, 1007 
Apparent signs of recent battle-fields. 
Herself was arm’d: her gleaved right-hand poised 
A glittering spear, while her left rosy arm 
Restrain’d her champing, fire-eyed, courser’s pride ; 
And over her dark-streaming raven hair 
A golden helmet clasp’d her polish’d brow. 
Ready she seem'd to act her Queen’s commands. 
Fler various vesture, rainbow-hued, yet gleam’d 
Chiefly with crimson tint, the hue of blood. 
And, over all her mail’d attire, herself 
Had starry wings, that her fair shape enclosed, 
As io an orient shrine, or steel-bright car. 1019 
Such circling veil her beauty not conceal’d 
But made more rich. Than Hebe’s self she seem’d 
Fairer, when blooming in perennial youth, 
She walks, admired, o'er heaven’s star-spangled floor, 
Eyed by each goddess, to the thunderer’s throne : 
Or herald Iris, when prepared she flies 
On Juno’s errands, and with colour’d arch 
Purfling the sky, enraptures earthly gaze. 
In splendid train, crowding on either hand, 
Heralds of fate, the goddess Valkyries, 
Awful in aspect, sat on steeds of war, 
Wing’d, and caparison’d with scaly gold. Lost 
Severe and stern, yet their strange beauty still 
Proclaim’d them all fit habitants of heaven, 
Devote to war; Valhalla’s chiefest bliss. 
Tn steely net-work armour, smirch’d with gore, 
Each was encased, and in her red right hand 
Held a drawn sword: a helmet crown’d her head ; 
And broadly sway’d before her radiant form, 
Each bore a blazing shield, with pictured signs 
Impress‘d of glory and high deeds of war. 
On earth their office proud is to select, 
In battle- fields, the valiaut, doom’d to die; 
And with new warriors, borne from valour’s bed, 
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To swell the splendour of celestial courts : 1044 
Victory to dispense, and save with aid 

Whom Frea wills, and asks for future fight. 

In heaven, amid Valhalla’s shield-hung halls, 

As cup-bearers, their envied service claims, 

To tend, in presence of war's mighty King, 
Assembled heroes at their gorgeous feasts ; 

To hand to each the loved ambrosial food, 

Cut from the still-renewing, savoury flesh 

Of the wild-boar, Serimner, and of mead 

Rich draughts from skulls of earth-slain enemies. 
Apt and equipp’d they seem’d for swiftest flight, 
Prompt as Jove's lightnings, and as eagles fierce: 
While, under each, her flamy-pinion’d steed 
Bounded, like Pegasus, when sprung aloft 

He soars in air from topmost Helicon 

On plumes outspread, and from beneath his feet 
Dashes the fount of gushing Hippocrene. 


The conscious sisters fall, o’erpower’d with awe, 
Entranced, to earth; and lowly on their knees 
Adoring bow their faces to the ground. 

But soon heaven’s potent Queen, her ductile car 
Guiding beside them, with her sceptred orb _—1066 
Touch’d each, as in such reverent act they bend. 
That touch a strange and sacred influence shed, 
Suddenly thrilling through each startled frame, 

As if with more than mortal sense inspired: 
Soothed too the more, as on the charmed three 
All-graceful Frea cast a look benign, 

With smile of witching beauty, that alone 

Might banish fear, and fix enraptured love. 

But more their fainting spirits to confirm, 

Not long she paused to add consoling words, 
Breathed, like rich music through the captive air, 
By moonlight echoing from a distant wood, _1078 
Haunted by nightingales; or rival flutes, 

That pour their dying falls upon the breeze 

Over hush’d waters to some wondering shore. 


For hark! she speaks: ‘‘ From palaces in heaven, 
Where virgins pure and faithful matrons dwell 
Tn blissful ease, to visit earth I come. 
Ye know me—I am Frea: heaven’s sole Queen, 
To whom Kings’ daughters are devote of old. 
I have observed your grief, and heard your prayers, 
Pour'd in the dark ear of mysterious night. 
For your consolement from my shining courts 1089 
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I journey hither, now your long-tried faith 1090 
Worthily to reward; gifts to confer, 

Rich as to mortals yet were ever deign’d. 

Whence ye may solace the dejected host, 

And be yourselves, like goddesses, on earth, 
Working for Denmark glory and revenge 
Unutterable; new until your day.” 


She paused a moment, while astonishment 
Held the mute sisters in extatic awe. 
In adoration’s meekest act they bend. 
Pleased with the sight, heaven’s empress as of earth, 
Thus speaks again with voice of harmony. _—1101 


‘* Yours is the charge the people to inspire, 
Advise, direct : assembled soon, shall all 
Know of our deign’d appearance to yourselves ; 
Know, that heaven’s Queen has witness’d their dis- 
Aud prophesies to Denmark vengeance due. [tress, 
Deem not with common hand ourselves intend 
To stint our favour: hark! from this self hour, 
Capacities and powers are deign’d to you, 
Rare as the heavenly race from earliest time 
Have ever yet conferr’d on child of earth. 1111 
Sprung from dead Kings, ye have from early birth 
Been to my altars vow’d: I know to me 
Y our true devotion, nor to me alone 
Proved, but to all the deities of war. 
Your study has been magic ; and remote 
From human interruption, oft-retired 
Beside the nightly-glimmering lamp, have ye 
Sought Nature’s secrets, and ye know the might 
And hidden properties of thousand things, 
Scatter’d through flood, and fire, in earth or air. 
Still have ye toil’d through mysteries to converse 
With spirits less dull and gross than haunt the earth, 
Ethereal essences, the sons of air: 

\ Of finer being, as of loftier act. 

Therefore on such your labour do I now, 
Responsive to your brooding will, engraft 
Potence beyond your hope or dim belief. 
Ye now shall into beings be sublimed 
More strange and various-gifted than of old 
Fancy has ever feign’d, in tale or song. 
From this auspicious night I deign to you 
Faculties new, dominion, influence, 
Transcending your weak prayer, and passing far 
Mere mortal puissance, or rapt study’s scope. 1135 
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Yet all shall tend to use, and purpose high, — 1136 
While ye shall be my instruments to work 
Blessings, or fierce destruction on mankind.” 


At which dread words, the magic sisters raise, 
As far as whelming awe might dare allow, 
Toward heaven’s high empress their astonish’d looks. 
Yet curiosity, surprise, delight, 
Prompted such act, and they could none refrain. 
Whom, gazing down with smile of conscious joy, 
The goddess-apparition soon address’d 
Again with tones of sphere-born melody. 1G 


‘* Henceforth be therefore consecrate to me, 
My ministers on earth, with power endued 
Like these my train. Henceforth I will converse 
With you familiarly, admitting each 
Hereafter to a knowledge free of all 
My counsels and designs, and ye shall be 
By me inspired, like oracles of old.” 


Soas she said, heaven’s beamy Queen drew near 
The sacred three: and from her own fair neck 
Loosing three magic chains of virgin gold, 1156 
Wrought o’er with Runic charms, ber orient hand 
One o’er the neck of each, with graceful act 
And unscen majesty, delighted hung. 

Then beauty's goddess, as she fond invests 

The radiant ensigns o’er the favour'd three, 
New powers of vast enchantment deigns to add, 
And thus again her wondrous gift reveals. 


** Behold ! with care and mystic thought, I now 
Enrich your sole possession with choice charms 
Brought down from heaven, which I will now present 
From out this wealth-fraught chariot, that yourselves 
May use hereafter, as pleased fancy leads.” 1168 


So as she said, Nature’s all-bounteous Queen 
From her celestial car proceeded straight 
To cull strange treasures, spells, and labour’d gifts, 
Various, and of enchanted quality. 
Then beckoning to her goddess Valkyries, 
And bright-eyed Gna, her purfled messenger, 
(Who instant all her bending throne surround) 
From them receives its wondrous continents; 
Nor these alone, but with unsated hand 
From her own rich attire, jewels heaven-wrought 
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Takes, and from off the bosoms, golden-mail’d, 

Of the quick Valkyries, and Gna’s fair form 

Talismans, that their matchless persons deck. 

Then ushering from her own majestic hand, 

(That breathed of fragrance, as it cross’d the air) 

Beauty’s prime goddess and imperial Queen 

Before the ray’d feet of the favour’d three 

Dropp’d thousand charms, as tokens ot her love, 

Precious beyond all price: graved rings of gold, 

Spell-woven zones, strange books of magic verse, 

Deep-letter’d staves, carved rods, and murmur’d 
wands ; 1189 

Or mystic leaves, from Frea’s gardens pluck’d, 

Traced o’er with spells of Runic charactry, 

The bitter or the good, of awful name; 

Armlets, and ouches, and rich silken vests, 

Studded with eaglet-signs, and glittering stars ; 

The twisted torques, chains, and amulets, 

Diadems, and tiaras, thick with pearls, 

Bullas of emerald, and whatever else 

Of ornament betitted Danish pride : 

Embued were all with some mysterious power. 

Before them too the winged Valkyries 

Proffer’d enchanted weapons, apt for war: 1201 

Crook’d swords, encrusted shields, and hauberks 
brown, 

Wide breast-plates, shatter'd helms, and gore-red 
spears, 

Bracelets, and studded belts, by warriors loved, 

For glorious offerings, or superb rewards. 

With these too mystic-figured drums, and bells, 

Such as of old, (the forgery of dwarfs,) 

Preserved for ages with religious care, 

In secret caves the northern wizards use, 

To prophesy the battle’s future doom. 

Then beauteous Gna herself beseeming gifts 

Offers, and from her lavish hand lets fall, 1212 

Like showers in sunshine, that in spring-tide drop 

From some near rainbow o’er the fresh green earth. 

Each blends some courteous action, while she gives, 

That graces her apparent quality : 

Whether great Frea’s bright-hued messenger, 

Or her war-heralds, choosers of the slain. 

Then while heaven’s empress so magnific store, 

Shower’d by herself, and her celestial train, 

Marks with delight, which vermeil smiles reveal, 

Once more in soothing tone she utters words, 

Whose ravishment makes e’en such gifts mored ear. 
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‘«* Receive, then, cull’d from my celestial cells, 
As from our person’s self, and these bright shapes, 
(The goddess-ministers of sovereign war, 

Or bearers of my will o’er earth and heaven,) 
Tokens, past measure rich, transcending thought; 
Each too with spells endued, diverse as strange. 
For all of such I know, whate’er are hid 

In cavern’d temples of the north, by me 
Instructed, and observed of olden time. 

Their touch can instant at your will procure 
Victory to the side yourselves espouse, 

Or to whome’er you bid, in fields of blood. — 1235 - 
These talismans, at your high call, can ope 
Treasures low-buried in the secret ground, 

And bid before your ravish’d sight appear 

Riches incomparable; or stately feasts, 

Sudden descending through the brighten’d air, 

Or rising slow from out my grass-green earth. 
These spells, with phase turn’d toward the ghastly 
Can, through her fatal influence o’er the earth [moon, 
Cause famine, desolation, and despair; 

In the dry furrows sap the gold-ear’d corn, 

Or taint with mildews, and to barren brown 

Blast nature’s lush and verdurous livery ; 1247 
Wither man’s limbs, and o’er his bed induce 
Leprosy, impotence, and lame disease. 

Behold this magic mirror, graced with pearls ! 
This, on your bosom worn, can on its verge 

Trace you to read each human character, 

There to interpret dreams, and visions strange : 

Or on its face ye may reflected see 

The flight of spirits through the yielding air, 

O’er earth, or sea, across the lunar orb, 

Or trembling stars, against whate’er of new, 
Object, or element, its light be set. 1258 
Mark this war-trumpet ! through its curved mouth 
Your ear may list afar the coming tread 

Of armies, leagues ere yet their crimson flags 
Heave in dim distance o’er the horizon air. 

Lo! a gore-spotted drum, by whose self-noise 

Ye may excite mad slaughter’s fiery rage. 

Here are pale waxen images, whose mould 
Assuming shapes of foes, as ye command, 

Can, as these waste, make pine the emaciate flesh 
Of whom they imitate, address’d by you 

With imprecation strong of murmur’d charms. 

See these light silvery wands, and rods of gold, 
Richly o’er-wrought with Runic symbols wild ! 
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These waved in mystic signal can control 1272 
Workings of wonder through creation’s bounds, 
Freeze running fountains, thro’ the sun-bright air 
Bid feather’d snows, and storms of hail descend, 
Startling the blossoms of the summer-flowers ; 

Or make in winter bare and sapless trees 

Put forth a monstrous birth of timeless leaves.” 


So as the goddess spoke, at such display 
The fated sisters deep amaze absorbs ; 
And though by awe held mute, admiringly 
Their gestures further explanation sought 1242 
Of gifts so rich and rare, from magic’s Queen. 
Keenly observant, their high mistress then 
Proceeds magnificent to superadd 
New treasures, and their mystery thus unfolds. 


‘‘ This magic book of heaven-collected song, 
By Odin taught, father of charmed verse, 
If chanted by your unassisted voice, 
Or to just music of the harp, or lyre, 
Has various power, (since Odin’s self instructs, ) 
To encourage, and make nobly confident 
Whome’er ye favour; melancholy doubts 1293 
To chase in air; bring present help at need 
In sickness, sorrow, or misfortune’s chance. 
It can set free from dread captivity ; 
Bid drop from prison’d limbs the riven chains ; 
Avert man’s mortal hate, and change to love; 
Stay the fierce enemy’s uplifted spear, 
Prepared to strike, and bid the weapon fall 
Powerless, enchanted by the charm of song. 
Contending hosts it can debilitate, 
Frustrate mad fury, and deep skill confound ; 
Charm away pestilence, and spotted plague, 
The shivering ague, or excrescent blots ; 1305 
Allay with soft and sleepy antidote 
Disease’s pang, or poison’s sudden power. 
It can attract, from hills and woody lairs, 
Gaunt wolves and beasts, that prowl abroad by night, 
Snuffing the scent of blood and fields of death; 
And from their cloudy flight bring down to earth 
Vultures, and yellow-footed kings of air, 
Or coal-black ravens, Odin’s servant birds, 
To gorge their beaks on corses newly slain. 
Its verses, utter’d by your tranced voice, 
Can make flocks follow from forsaken folds ; 
Or mermaid-like, beside some secret shore, 1317 
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Can charm from sea-green waves with warbled air 
Sun-sporting dolphins, your sweet tones to hear, 
Varying their shadowy hues through fresh delight : 
Can lure from distant tempests crashing sharks, 
Sea-steeds from rocks of ice, and rolling whales ; 
Hush the loud winds, and into sudden calm 

Stay at your wish the cloud-careering air; 

Guard shipwreck, or proud navies whelm in storms ; 
Call forth magicians your skill’d rites to join, 
Summon dark spirits from Niflheimer’s caves, 

And from their tombs evoke the buried dead. 

In yon superb and fine-spun vest array’d, iso 
Sacrifice henceforth at auspicious hour 

To my wont shrine, the hawk, and warlike steed, 
While hot from battle yet his nostrils snort 

With smoke, his eye-balls glare with fire, and blood 
Sprinkles his broad breast, and wide-arching neck. 
Untying those strict knots, ye may at will 

Let loose to blow along the earth or sea 

What breeze ye bid, and change its guided course. 
And with yon mystic skein of spider threads, 
(Spread at your word round bogs and pathless fens) 
Ye may enchant the viperous brood within; — 1210 
Or with smooth-dittied song the harmless snakes 
Draw forth to gambol in your pleasured eye.” 


Paused Odin’s consort: wonder and delight 
Entranced her earthly votaries. Reverent 
They take the charmed gifts, and seem embued 
With height of all expected potency, 
More wild than e’er their studied art design'd. 
But hark! not yet the heavenly favour ends: 
Imperial Frea to their raptured ear 
More specious miracles of power unfolds, 
Novel, surpassing fondest hope or dream. 1351 


‘* Control your deep amaze, while now my voice 
To you shall plain reveal, more glorious might 
These gifts make yours. Listen with eager ear. 
Arm’d with these spells, and by their means and use, 
Spirits, whoever circle earth’s mix’d orb, 

Whether the Nornies good, who yield their care 
On purposes beneficent to man; 

Elves, nymphs, and fairies trim, who love to dance 
By chequer’d moonlight on the grassy side 

Of hills, and near the mouth of fern-hung caves, 
Alike are servient to your potent will. 

If ye but bid, the shelving mounts shall ope, 1363 
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And sudden ye shall see the gold-green Fays 1364 
Playfully sporting at their secret feasts ; 

But instant flying, at your beck, where’er 

Your call imparts, to do your doom’d behests. 
With these the dwarfs, who in deep caverns dwell, 
Or in mid earth, and forge enchanted arms. 

All evil and malignant Nornies too, 

Who to the sons of men are bent on ill : 

Mischief their glory, injury their joy : 

Mara, and Nicka; all the spectre-sprites 

That hate mankind, and haunt his helpless sleep; 
Strike with diseases strange, or lingering pain, 

Or lure to perils wild, and hideous death: 1376 
These shall acknowledge too your mighty rule. 

All my inferior agencies of heaven, 

Even the puissant three, the sister Fates, 

And all the fiends and ghosts, who dwell amid 
Nifibeim’s dark worlds, or giant-brood, who range 
Under this globe in wide abyss of air, 

Even to the gates of Surtur’s fiery clime: 

All these are subject to your great command. 
Only be firm: and whatsoe’er of wild, 

Awful, or dread, ye call, be sure, yourselves 
Compose: be resolute, abandon fear : 1387 
I still protect you, Queen of earth and heaven.” 


Hearing which words, and wonderous promises, 
The charmed three, enrapt in mute amaze, 
Scarce trust their doubting sense, tho’ answering all 
Their fondest wish, and from the supreme lips 
Of their high mistress told, heaven’s empress-Queen. 
Upward they gaze, as with perplexed look, 
Yet by a deep religious awe chastised. 
Not so delay’d, the radiant deity 
Her vast intent deigns further to disclose. 1307 


“ Whatever spirits roam with savage fvot 
O’er wildernesses drear, and desert fens, 
Comfortless heaths, grim moors, and antres deep, 
Or knock amid sunk mines with viewless hand, 
These shall obey your all-subduing spells, 
And execute, enjoia’d, your dread command. 
Or as ye wander amid pathless woods, 
Desolate forests, and low rocky vales, 
Echoes with you shall hold alternate talk : 
Spirits and Nornies of the sylvan wilds 
Shall ‘dance before your steps with nameless grace, 
Offering to you green wreaths and acorn-crowns, 
VOL. ILI. cc 
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In willing token of your sovereignty. 14l0 
Or if ye rove beside the beached shore, 

Forth from the ocean-caves, sea-nymphs shall come, 
Their green hair strung with pearls and coral studs ; 
Or mermaids, warbling to the vocal shell 
Harmonious music o’er the tranced waves, 

Or Nornies that at twilight love to bask 

In the phosphoric light that gilds the deep; 

And pay their due obeisance at your feet. 

At your dread word the spirits of the air, 

All who inhabit in the rushing winds, 

In sailing clouds, or sea-collected storms, 142) 
Even the natives of the constant sun, 

The changeful moon, or silver-fretted stars, 

Shall tend and recognize your dread control, 

By whose strong influence the sun’s ancient light 
Ye may at will draw nearer down to earth, 

And at your pleasure veil, or bid him shine. 

The crescent, or the orbed moon, by you 
Charm’d, shall by your high ministry diffuse 

Afar her mellow rays, or shut their urn. 

Near her prone verge, ye may survey at will 

Her varying beauty, which with purer beam, 

To please your eye, herself shall proud display, 
Whether upon the silver’d earth she turns 1434 
Her early-bended lamp, or waning globe. 

For o’er her glorious tract ye shall have power, 
And she shall know you, wheresoe’er ye come, 
Whether ye lure her wandering face below, 

Or rapt on earth address your awful charms, 
Potent to bid her frighted sphere recoil ; 

Or with more bold approach the rushing tides 
Attract, or with strange impulse plague mankind. 
And closer to your sight ye may command 
Heaven's glowing vault to bend, and all the stars 
Shed forth a glory, like Valhalla’s courts ; 1445 
Then suddenly such blaze in azure caves 
Extinguish, and the concave hide in dark.”’ 


The enthusiast priestesses in ecstasy 
Receive the symbols of so awful might, 
But not as yet confined or satisfied, 
Heaven’s empress thus her ampler will declares. 


‘* By operation of these puissant spells, 
Whatever spirits in the rainbow’s arch 
Sport, or amid its mingling hues preside, 
(The bridge of gods, passing from heaven to earth,) 
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Shall brighten at your best those dewy tints, 1456 
And spread the gorgeous fabric full to view. 

At your high will, express’d in warbled charm, 
The perfect spirits of the heavenly spheres 

Shall soothe your senses to delicious dream, 
Tuning rich music in enraptured ears, 

Such as to mortals yet is unreveal’d, 

But which gods listen on their golden thrones. 

Or else, if sudden rage shall fire your souls, 

At your sublime command shall all the air 

With howlings dire and wild laments resound. 
Fenris the wolf, as from his prison burst, 1467 
Shall utter from afar tremendous yells, 

As Time’s last end were come, when he in turn 
Must win upon the gods his doom’d revenge. 

The dogs of hell all-terrible shall bark, 

Heard from the realms of death to upper earth. 
While evil Loke within his murky cave, 
Shuddering from fear’d approach of added pain, 
Shall with convulsive motion rend the ground: 
And Midgard’s serpent, coil’d in ocean’s deeps, 
Around the globe shall lift his scaly bulk, 

And dash the madden’d ocean to the stars, ‘1478 
Whose high and surging roar yourselves shall hear. 
Nornies, whoe’er in northern meteors live 

That shoot o’er heaven’s blue dometheir streamy light, 
Whoever rule o’er nature’s scatter’d fires, 

Or, seated in the comet’s chariot, guide 

Its far careering flight, and point its blaze ; 

Who, rushing from heaven’s dome on falling stars, 
Leap down to earth, on my swift errands bent, 

Or fly from star to star on curious wing 

O’er the sky’s vault, sprinkled with shivery gold ; 
And chiefly those, who in the spear-like tree 
Dwell, which mankind have “ Frea’s distaff” named: 
Whoe’er from shock of lurid thunder-clouds —_1491 
Dart crooked lightnings on vale-crowning towers, 
And rend the crashing trunks of mountain pines, 
Or who by night in sportive mockery 

Hang ringed halos round the wondering moon, 
Then bask on grassy banks, on whose green tufts 
The glow-worm sparkles in the evening air, 

Or bid through mist and yellow fogs advance 

A double sun, glaring with dim portent 

To terrify mankind: some too who haunt 
Tomb-fires, and hover over wattior’s graves: 

All these shall serve your potent purposes. 

By their high aid ye may with various charm, 1503 
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In every quarter of the terrene globe, 1504 
Be it made rock with frost, or blazed with heat, 
Exercise prodigies and deep portents, 

To palsy and confound astonish’d foes ; 

Cause showers of blood, and in the dazzled air 
Armies, seen mingling in tumultuous fight. 

The cold, wild waters of the northern isles, 

And frozen bays of the vast Baltic pool, 

What ruling spirits own, from its dark deeps 

Your mandate stern may bid to sight arise. 

Nor these alone; for every river-stream 

And gurgling rill its guardian sprite, evoked = 1515 
By your dread spells, shall from its opening wave 
Send forth, apparent to the unused air, 

Bending with meek obeisance to your will: 

Such be on earth your mighty ministers.” 


So as heaven’s Queen enchain’d attention drew 
From her vow’d priestesses, though wilder’d awe 
Might seem almost rapt sense to overpower, 
Vola, the elder sister, thus dared speak. 


‘* What unheard glory, and what power divine, 
Does heaven's all-perfect empress thus intend 1525 
To us, her earth-bound votaries; deigning might 
More vast than e’er enchantress of the north 
Own’d through its wizard caves! With awe by men 
Shall we be honour’d, as with knowledge, skill, 
Endued to guide, to act; blessings to shower 
Upon the Dane, destruction to our foes.” 


Such bow'd reception of her favour deign’d 
And gifts’ effect, seem'’d nature’s Queen to mark 
With pride and joy; then thus opes ampler sway. 


‘‘ Allspaceis now yourempire; speed,like thought, 
Your messenger ; with boundless change, all place, 
All climes, regard as yours: your servant-train 
Shall range creation to accord your doom, 

Explore their scenes, and fetch their continents. 
From this dread hour, deck’d in these hallow’d links, 
Murmuring the spells graved on these reindeer-horns, 
Yourselves may summon Managarmer’s wolves 
From the black regions of the secret north, 

And as they lowly crouch before your feet, 
Curbing their necks with serpent-reins, by you 
Call'd, sprites may mount upon their winged backs. 
Then instant, at your pleasure, ye may bid 1547 
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Clouds to involve them, that from human sight 1548 
Suddenly they shall vanish, as to air; 

Then glide at will through mists and opening clouds, 
O’er Hecla’s fires, and mountains topp'd with snows, 
Beyond the Giants’ land, and cavern’d vales, 

Past Managarmer’s heights, dim-seen below, 

To tracts, unkenn’d by eye of man, with frosts 
Hoary, and rocks of everlasting ice, 

Where tempests brood, and nature’s spirits hide 
By the sunk pole the load-stone, or protect 

From touch of never-entering mortal feet, 

In their primzval undisturb’d abode, 1559 
The dread materials that compose the world. 

Or else at your command, with instant course 
Eight-footed Sleipner, mighty Odin’s steed, 

Shall be obsequious to your mystic voice; 

Upon whose regal seat, beneath the shield 

Of his high-shadowing wings, enthroned like gods, 
Spirits o’er earth, and sea, and air, may fleet, 
Sallying upon the gust of eddied winds 

With swift chase, rivalling the sunbeams’ flight. 
Thence to the borders of the attending moon 

Ye may command heaven’s bright-maned steed to fly. 
Usher’d by night across the shiny vault, 1571 
Shall at your instance Managarmer’s wolf 

Seize in his gulfy jaws her labouring light, 

Which (as ye know) those dreaded eclipses 

Cause to astonish men; yet then nor fear, 

Nor wild alarm, nor clamours, rung with brass, 
Shall fright the monster from his hideous hold, 

Till you, adjured, shall bid him loose his grasp. 
Then the saved earth shall see wish’d light return, 
And own the wonders of my gifted will.” 


So as heaven’s empress promised, mute amaze 
Absorb’d her listening votaries, till thus 1582 
Rapturous delight from one these accents drew. 


‘* What vast command imperial Frea deigns 
Henceforth to us! what mighty purposes 
May it be ours hereafter to fulfil !” 


Instantly to their thought heaven’s Queen replied. 


‘“‘ Straight at your beck the Nornies of the sky 
May be convey’d afar with easy rein 
They know not whither; yet before their eyes 
Earth’s kingdoms shall be spread, and soon disclosed 


390 KING ALFRED. 


Before the dazed senses shall arise 1592 
The wish’d-for land; wafted around earth’s orb 
To whatsoever clime your fancy wills 

Within an hour, whether the charmed north, 
Among the borders of her water’d realms, 

Where elks o’er whirlpools amid broken ice 

Leap, while the ghosts of drowned men below 
Shriek, or flit past the sledge-borne traveller : 
Where these too, drawn by rein-deer, if ye bid, 
Shall, as swift hunters scour the dazzling snows. 
Or to perform your pleasure, bring you wealth, 
Glad sprites may visit eastern climes, and bowers 
Of Persian Peris, all the storied lands 1604 
Bordering the Caspian and the Tanais’ flood, 
From flowery feet of gold-rill’d Caucasus 

To the rich Georgian and Circassian fields. 
Climes, where of old immortal Odin dwelt, 

Ere to the regions of the distant north 

From Asgard’s city, the famed Asz race 
(Himself of Asiatic birth,) he led 

Far from the borders of the Scythian clime, 

When Roman arms pursued the Pontic King. 
Great Odin then from their invasive rage 

Saved his loved race, nor prudent met in war 1615 
The world’s sole rulers; after doom’d in turn 
Beneath his people’s sovereign yoke to bow.— 
Yours of all countries be intelligence : 

For yet more eastward sprites may bend their flight, 
E’en to the realms of morning’s early shine, 

To the green vales of fragrant Araby : 

Regions of fancy, by whose spicy shores, 

And streams o’erhung with roses ever-fresh, 

Amid whose flowers lurk warbling nightingales, 
Fairies and friendly Genii bid arise 

Palaces, glistering in the golden air, 

Enrich’d within with every new delight, 1627 
To cheer the resting, spell-struck traveller. 

Then while by heaven-bright beings led along, 

Or seated by their tables’ gorgeous state, 

His rapt and weary spirits he regales, 

Soon by illusion of superior charm 

The bliss, too perfect long on earth to dure, 

With all the fabric, shall in music fade. 

These may your boundless power, where’er ye will, 
Transport, diffuse, to animate your friends, 

Or spread deceptive injury to your foes.” 


Heaven’s Queen a moment paused: then inher car 
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Majestic rising from her starry seat, 1639 
Laid down her pearly sceptre, and bright sword ; 
And taking in her hand a spear-like wand 

Pointed with outstretch’d arm its glittering line. 
Then with the grace of beauty’s paragon, 

Thrice o’er the heads of the prophetic three 

She waved it round. Her solemn act and look 
Usurp’d attention, not the less aroused, 

While her renewing voice the deed explains. 


‘‘ Henceforth be added to my other gifts —1648 
All powers of witchcraft, magic’s wildest art, 
Excelling aught of earth, and only known 
To me, who sit by Odin, wisdom’s King, 

Or to the sister Fates, who in mid heaven 

Weave the predestined fortune of mankind. 

Your potence shall transcend the boasted power 
Of Lapland witches, or magicians old 

Of the deep-charmed north, whoever dwell 

In Jarnvid’s iron forests, or in caves 

Beside tempestuous Norway’s rocky coasts : 

Nor shall with you the Hunnish tribe compare, 
Begot of wizards, as past fame reports, 

Still deeply versed in all their parents’ spells. 1661 
But ye with these may hold, whene’er ye will, 
Converse and free communion. If ye bid, 

Shall Jarnvid’s hags and weird enchanters come, 
(Call’d to your presence by controlling spells,) 
Riding on eagles, wolves, or savage bears, 

Led on by Angerbode, the sorceress old, 

Mother of Fenris, by the evil Loke, 

Who, after salutation strange, shall spread 

A feast of death before you, and present 
Wood-snakes, or quaff from skulls the bloody drink, 
Scoop’d from the flooded gore in battle-fields, 
Where ravens wading tear .the new-slain corse. 
The dusk-hued night-mare, and strange incubus, 
Salvage or beautiful, their sight shall ope, 

Who lurk below the dark, and haunt men’s dreams. 
From Lapland forests shall grim witches sail, 
Who there in earthy grots by caldron fires 

Plot their deep mischief and destruction’s rule. 

Or where amid sea-hollow’d, echoing cliffs, mn 
(Haunted by robbers, that on shipwrecks prey,) 
They hide at times, and choose their wild abode 
Near the resort of seals and spouting whales ; 
Within which high-arch’d caverns they confer, 
Tended by dragons, ravens, croaking toads: 1655 
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Familiar spirits, who assume (’tis told) [breath 
Forms thus grotesque and wild; by whose mix’d 
Strange unguents they prepare of awful power, 
With which their wither’d bodies they anoint, 
While they commix their nameless, hell-born charms. 
Then, coming forth to upper light, they sell 

Winds to departing mariners, sea-Kings, 

Hasting o’er hills, and stork-frequented fens, 

Here to consult these guiding oracles, 

Ere their collected navies they dare trust 

To the wild surges of the gulfy deep. 

From these too do the sylvan-savage men 1697 
Enquire their fortune in the dangerous chase, 
Who, clothed in skins, o’er woody lairs pursue 
With spears and arrows the fleet-bounding elk ; 

Or who in secret wilds, with ear to the ground, 
Hearken the soft-furr’d martin’s cry, the yell 

In shadowy coverts of the female fox, 

Or in dusk moors the drake-hen’s craiking scream. 
By you appeal’d, these may to you unfold 

_ Futurity and mortal destinies.” 


She paused a moment; for at such her words 
Wrapp’d in more wild amaze the sisters seem'd : 1708 
Till Saga thus, the second Sybil, breathed 
Her interposing voice, and thus enquired. 


“* Ts it the will of Heaven’s high majesty 
That with our own we blend such dreaded power ?” 


Thus then the sovereign of the world return’d. 


‘“* With these, made subject to your great com- 


To you is every magic quality [mand, 
Which witches use, or have been deem’d to own, 
Tn full and perfect amplitude assign’d ; 1717 


Whether by power malign to injure man, 

Disturb, afflict his race, or lead him on 

Through dark illusion and temptation’s force 

To hideous ruin and destruction’s gulf. 

On whom ye will ye may yourselves draw down 
Mischief, and render fruitless beast, or tree, 
Cursing the smit earth with your blasting breath. 
In misty gusts and snow-drifts ye may whelm 

The traveller, journeying on his wilder’d way. 

At your dread bidding, through such spells occult, 
By my own ruling aid, tempests hell-born 

Shall rise, and in your service with their blasts 
Make abbey-fanes, temples, and battlements 1730 
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Vail their proud structures to the shuddering earth; 
Rend knotted oaks, whose sunk, rock-grasping, roots 
Have rear’d their broad trunks many hundred years, 
Quivering their leafy arms in storms of spring 
Delighted, at whose rage they seem d to smile ; 
Till your sole word shall in a moment hurl 

Their ghastly ruins o’er the drifted ground. 

Ye by such agents may the groaning earth 

Bid quake, convulsed below by fires, that meet 
With waters subterrene, whose bursting vent 

Shall from their fix’d foundations overturn 

Cities, and towers, and fair abodes of man, 1742 
Or whelm the shiver’d mountains headlong down, 
Opening their cavern’d secrets to the day.” 


Stopp’d then the goddess, for such potence deign’d 
Woke in the sisters awe no less than pride: 
While with a shudder of unused alarm 
- One dared again enquire: ‘‘ Shall witchcraft’s aid 
Bound to the earth our given control, or where 
Does magic’s Queen design, shall this extend ?” 


Instant their mighty mistress thus replied. 1751 


‘* Not sole on land shall witchcraft own your spells ; 
For through such call’d, mysterious agency 
At your injunction o’er the obedient main 
Sea-storms may rise, with terror to pursue 
Navies of foes, or singled ships, whose course 
Guided awry shall, at your voice, forget 
The fixure old of unavailing stars. 
The shrieking vessels shall assail heaven's cope, 
Then sink amid the hollow precipice 
Of hell-deep billows, to death’s yawning womb, 
Till their broke wrecks and continents abroad 1762 
O’erstrew the foam-white waters ; while dim heaps 
Of purfled silks, and sails, and merchandize 
Confused are toss’d along the insensate waves. 
But calm above amid the livid air, 
Convey’d secure in chariots, mark’d by you, 
The magic ministers of your control 
Shall rule the dread commotion, and behold 
The incensed Ocean lift his mountain surge 
E’en to their cloud-spread feet, with idle roar. 
Or, for your speeded purpose, these may walk 
The foam and surf of the green-breaking waves, 
Deck’d in enchanted shoes; or on the bones 
Of war-slain foes, join'd in a curious raft, 1775 
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And carved all o’er with Runic characters; 1776 

Spell of imperial potence o’er the deep, 

On which of old witches wont cross the main. 

Or to your use ye may invoke the ship 

Of Nagelfara, (in the abyss of air 

By giants framed of dead men’s gather’d nails, 

Below this floating earth,) and in its strange 

Mysterious bulk bid wizards plough the sea. 

Congested clouds shall choke the strangled day, 

While on some pine-crown’d mountain’s top your- 
selves, 1785 

All-veil’d, may sit in vapoury shroud, enshrined 

Like to communing gods, and all around 

Spirits of darkness wait to know your will. 

The sun himself at terror of such charms 

Shall shrink away, knowing your mighty art, 

Gifted to alter nature’s stated course. 

Your country’s ships you may defend, your foes 

O’erwhelm in whirlwinds, which but speed your own 

With prosperous gales: thus Hubba’s captured fleet 

Seek to regain, to distance from these shores 

Departing now, and Hasting’s navy shield.” 


At such her will imparted, tranced in awe 1797 
No less than joy, the sister, third in name, 
Edda, her labouring soul could not refrain ; 
And thus with proud exclaim her voice adjoin’d. 


‘* What meed is this! since Frea deigns to us 
So boundless gifts, worthy her deity.” 
{sumed. 
Pleased then their bounteous mistress thus re- 


‘* Nor here is circumscribed your magic skill. 
Unbounded knowledge add I to the rest. 
Ye shall be taught intuitive to know 1806 
By my instruction, momently inspired, 
The course and charge of the controlling stars, 
Their influence strange o’er human destiny ; 
Planets malign or good, and when they strike 
With pale disorders, plagues, and secret death, 
Or shower benigner blessings o’er mankind. 
And with no ampler study ye shall learn 
Immediate all the mystic properties 
Of plants, and herbs, and earth-bid roots; the power 
Of shrieking mandrakes, poisonous hellebore, 
The rootless mistletoe, fern, nightshade’s bane, 
Hemlock, all witchcraft’s wild ingredients; 1818 
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Gather’d at what strict season of the moon _1819 

Their hallow’d juices owo most charmed force: 

And by what saws of Runic mystery 

Enwrought on stones, and ore-bright minerals, 

Or jewels, product of the distant earth, 

Spirits are best invoked, and when they bow 

Most active to your service and command. 

Command what shape ye would, it shall appear: 

And in that form it shall be borne away 

Wither ye ask, invisible, or seen. 

Ye to your use may bend obedient air 

To change ethereal essence, till it seem 1830 

Like any image, or of human mould, 

Spirit or fairy of the earth, air, deep; 

Or if ye playfully prefer the shape 

Of wolf, or spotted pard, or snorting steed, 

The eagle, or black raven, (Odin’s bird,) 

Or shark, or dweller of the scaly deep, 

Tis done: for ever plastic at your will, 

Form’d at your touch, the ready light and dark, 

Impell’d to suit each form, or new intent, 

Transparent radiance, or deep-veiling gloom, 

Shadow, or sunshine, at your sportive choice, 

Shall with aérial phantom charm the world. — 1842 

Yours is the charge to use these gifted powers, 

To utter false presentments to your foes, 

To lure, deceive them into snares and death: 

To aid your countrymen in danger’s hour, 

Work Denmark’s glory, with revenge unheard 

To satisfy a sire’s, a brother’s, ghost: 

To hurl confusion on the Christian slaves, 

And blast their coward faith from off the earth.” 

[Queen 

Pledged thus so awful power, heaven’s empress 

Breathes o’er the magic three ethereal spirit, 

From whose effect, pervading every sense, 18538 

Each feels inspired new influence sublime, 

And all her life to subtler being changed, 

Abstracted as to heavenly extacy. 

Then all her vast beneficence to crown, 

War’s goddess thus a nobler gift reserved 

Unfolds in accents, trancing mortal ear. 


‘¢ Beloved of heaven, yet listen, while on you 
Yet loftier qualities shall be conferr’d. 
While I from creatures, chain’d to humble earth, 
Exalt you as to airy goddesses. 
Hereafter, at all seasons, and where’er 1864 
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Your will may prompt, when your enchanted voice, 
Skill’d in so varied charms and mighty spells, 
Shall summon me, or these my hand-maid train, 
All shall be ready to observe your call, 

And bring in every danger present aid. 

Ye shall have access to my palaces ; 

(Ask not, as if entranced, or in a dream,) 
Shrouded from mists of earth, with eyes new-oped, 
Thither, whene’er ye ask, I can transport 

You in my starry chariot, to discern 1874 
The bliss of heaven, and safe to earth restore. 
Sisters, since now such hallow’d gifts are yours ; 
Mingle not henceforth much with mortal race; 

But be by them, like oracles, besought. 

Ye bear o’er nature and her spirits power ; 

O’er human destiny, like Fates, on earth, 
Transcending far the Sybil names of old. 

Dwell henceforth more apart, from human eye 
Retired, and seek to genial solitudes: 

Haunt still some lonely cave, or shelfy cell, 

Or arched grot where springs some mossy fount: 
Lurk in some trackless heath, or mouldering wood, 
Or the thick maze of solitary fens, 

In ruin’d abbeys, or deserted fanes, 1888 
Or by green tombs, dim-rear’d o’er battle-fields, 
Haunted at midnight by blue-glimmering fires. 
There, or on dusky sands of wave-worn shores, 

I will appear to you, and converse hold, 
Attending you with all that ye shall need, 

And ye shall be my favour’d deputies. 

Such shall your food be as no mortal tastes. 

On heavenly dainties ye may benceforth live : 

As much as your exalted nature needs, 

Serimner’s flesh, that strength divine inspires ; 

And sometimes draughts of heaven-quaff'dhydromel, 
Distilling from the she-goat’s fragrant teats, 1900 
Who on Lerada’s fresh-green foliage feeds ; 
Iduna’s gold-bright apples, which the gods 

Eat often, that confer perpetual youth: 

Water, selected from the fountain-spring 

Of wisdom, hid beneath one distant root 

Of Ydrasil, stretch’d o’er the giants’ land, 

And by all knowing Mimis there possess’d, 

Or from the fountain of Time-past in heaven, 
Which the Fates draw, and with it sprinkle there 
The silken umbrage of heaven’s spreading ash, 
Whose falling drops men name the honey-dew : 

Or blood of wise Kuaser, whom the dwarfs 1912 
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Through envious malice slew, with honey blent, 1913 
From which mix’d precious liquor they compose, 
Rare in its gift, (wisdom with sweetness blent,) 
The rich prophetic drink of poesy : 

Or from the radiant groves and gardens fair 

That decorate my golden palaces, 

Fruits such as virgins bright, or goddess-shapes, 
Pluck with transparent hand, themselves more fair, 
Who with their silver steps my state attend. 
These shall be brought you by my goddess-train : 
Fylla, whose tresses flow around her neck, 

Bound with a ribband, made of Freya’s tears, 1924 
Drops of pure gold; who tends my rich attire, 
And, trusted, all my secret counsel knows; 

Or other graceful deities, who tread 

With willing duty o’er my starry courts.” 


So as heaven's empress spoke, new wonder held 
The gifted three, who as they ’gan discern 
The scope of so transcendant potence deign’d, 
Exclaim'd with awe: 

‘¢ Our cells oracular 

Will be besought, even as Kings of old 
Have wont to ask, (so earliest fame records) 1935 
Fate’s will from seers of the wild-gifted north, 
Conferring themes of empire or of war.” 


Smiled magic’s mother, till again her voice 
To their rapt ear her deep intent proclaims. 


‘“‘ There will I ever hover o’er your sleep, 
And visit you in dreams, or trances wild. 
In awful solitudes, by human kind 
Consulted, you, like Pythian priestesses, 
May utter omens and responses dark, 
And to stern warriors who your counsel seek, 1945 
Eager from you to know the future's doom, 
With aid of witches, and of spirits, call’d 
There to exact the wonders of your art, 
Shew apparitions strange of dim portent, 
Appropriate, as my hand shall then o’errule : 
While at your dread command pale-shaddering 
And spirits of the dead, averse-evoked, [ghosts, 
Whether in battle slain, disease, or lost 
In ships, or accident of flood or fire, 
Shall quit their earthy homes, or airy sphere, 
To answer to yourselves, or whom ye bid, 
Questions importing future destiny. 1957 
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Ye may lead monarchs under ground thro’ caves, 
And deftly shew a glimpse of Hela’s world, 
Holding with fiends and ghosts dark conference there, 
Using such spells of power, as can affright 

Grim Death herself, stretch'd on her sable throne ; 
And while light flashes on her trembling realms, 
Make drop her sceptre from her quivering hand. 
Dwarfs then, and spirits, shall to whom ye bid 
Bring magic swords, and rich enchanted shields ; 
Embued with properties of miracle, 

The wearer from all peril to defend, 

And bear his course to certain victory.” 1969 


Paused heaven’s apparent governess, but soon 
The full instruction of her deep intent 
Resuming grave, she toward the gifted three. 
Pointed her radiant finger, as her words 
So to impress with memorable act: 
When thus the deity of war pursued. 


‘* Arm'd with such spells, henceforth my chosen 


Employ at will with ever various power. [gifts 
Proceed in your high work, nor fear to spare— 
But exercise your lavish faculties, 1979 


Till full success is yours in all ye would. 

First their effects at Hubba’s funeral rites 

Essay, when bards have sung his deathless fame 
And actions, rivalling his honour’d sires. 

Brave Hubba, not without our own high will 

Fell, whom ere long to Odin’s splendid courts, 
Ourselves will hence escort, and with meet pomp 
Will introduce to Valhall’s golden domes, 

Which his due presence is required to grace, 
While gods and heroes from their glittering seats, 
To meet the proud procession, shall arise. 

Now let his corse, which you with pious care 1991 
Have (as we mark’d) for exequies embalm’d, 

Be straight interr'd within a lofty mound 

Raised by the shore that saw his glorious fall, 
With regal pomp and due magnificence. 

Heap’d be his mighty tomb of stones and earth, 
(Borne by the assembled host io helms and shields,) 
Equal to any rocky monument 

Of elder chiefs, or sculptured obelisk, 

With Runic letters graved, that o’er the north 
Rises to memorize her ancient Kings. 

Great Hubba’s sepulchre shall own renown, 

Like the famed pillar of his regal sire, 21.08 
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Fill’d with the story of his warlike deeds ; 2004 
And be revered, as is prince Hamlet’s grave, 
(Dead immaturely for his father’s love) 

Which by the sea-wash’d coast of Elsineur 

Each foot religious visits: Denmark’s pride, 
There buried with his royal ancestors, 

Amid the sacred field, named ‘ Amleth’s hede.’ ” 


So spake heaven’s radiant Queen: awhile she 
While the prophetic sisters, all enrapt [ceased, 
In blent emotion of amaze and pride, 

Bow’d an involuntary pleased assent. 2014 
But instant beauty’s empress thus renew’d. 


‘“‘ There first myself with these my heavenly train, 
Fair Gna, my oft world-changing messenger, 
And these, my armour-vested ministers, 

Servants of fate, the ready Valkyries, 

Will glad observe your call, and gifted voice, 

Be it but clear express’d in charmed spell. 
Invoked by you, we will ourselves attend 

Dead Hubba’s obsequies, and with the grace 

Of heaven’s own presence, visibly reveal'd, 
(Honour to buman corse yet never deign’d) 2025 
Adorn indeed a mortal’s funeral. 

In sight of all your bost we will appear. 

Nor we alone, for at your potent call, 

By my high bidding, nature’s sovereign-Queen, 
Shall all ber various and dispersed powers, 
Nornies that dwell in all her elements, 

Who all her operations rule and guide, 

To deck that awful pomp, your voice obey. 
Good spirits only, friendly to mankind, 

In apparition new of wildest grace 

Shall blend their presence rich, disclosed to sight, 
And with quaint offices and tribute strange 2037 
Of quality diverse, unite to bring 

All guardian fays to honour Hubba’s grave. 

The powers of evil shall to that high rite 

No entrance gain, but all be far away, 

Wherever through the regions of the world 

Its sullen works invite their dark employ. 

But all shall there be bright, and kind, and good. 
Of these, whome’er ye will, from nature’s realms 
Call forth, to decorate a hero’s tomb.” 


She said, and in transported thought the three 
Lift to heaven’s radiant Queen their outstretch’d 
hands, 
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O’erjoy'd to hear the glory she intends. 2016 
The beauteous Frea mark’d, well-pleased, the power 
Of her exciting words, and cast a look 

Sidelong upon her proud attendant train. 

Her herald Gna, and goddess Valkyries, 
(Observant of her gestures as her words,) 

Gave to that signal an approving smile. 

Then soon the imperial patroness of war, 

The mighty Odin’s consort, thus resumed. 


‘‘ There bards shall celebrate his deathless name 
Io worthy lays, the dying hero's meed. 2059 
Great Regner’s death-song, (Hubba’s kingly sire, 
As yours,) immortal lives in every mouth, 

Who laugh’d in torture and the pangs of death. 
Great was the sire, well worthy of his fame : 
Nor less the son, in Kinwith’s field who fell. 
Wherefore be now the general care assign’d 
To honour best dead Hubba’s obsequies. 

So shall his spirit, ere it flee to heaven, 

Be strangely pleased, as it shall hear its fame 
Embalm’d io strains of deathless memory, 
While equal glory and revenge shall be 
Pledged to his ghost, as to his kingly sire’s: 2071 
Told by no venal harps, but deep-invoked 

By faithful bards who consecrate alone 

With magic power of their unfading verse 
Truth, as the basis of their living song. 

His mighty name shall, thus extoll’d, impel 

To noble emulation and respect 

The numerous heroes of the Danish power, 

W hose arms shall yet subdue Britannia’s isle. 
Mourn not too much for princely Hubba’s fate. 
Great Regner in his dying song foretold, 

That his brave sons, the loved Aslauga’s race, 
Equal in heart, should soon avenge his doom. 2083 
Dreadfully, as ye know, that prophecy 

Has been fulfill’d throughout the British realm, 
And yet more amply shall be satisfied. 

His restless ghost is scarcely yet appeased : 
The royal father was by me inspired 

To that high augury, and Frea’s self 

Pledges the faith of heaven and destiny, 

That vengeance yet more dire shall be achieved, 
Since now dead Hubba claims the vow anew.” 


The goddess paused : by such her words inspired, 
The elder sister, while the other twain 209.4 
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Join’d their stern smile, in rapture thus exclaim’d. 


‘‘ Such matcliless honour shewn will every heart 
Rouse to unfelt enthusiasm, will inspire 
Wild thirst of glory, and untired revenge.” 
(replies. 
Charm’d with that note, heaven’s watchful Queen 


‘* Such your prime summons, and strange wonders 
Will ownrich use: for all your countrymen [shewn, 
Shall witness, that heaven’s sovereign Queen your call 
Visibly now attends, has gifts assign’d 2203 
Surpassing thought, and still her gracious aid 
To you, her votaries, by promise deigns, 

That your great acts myself inspire and guide. 
Already they believe, you can control 

Nature’s intelligences. Of such power 

They now shall have eye-proof. Long deem’d divine, 
They now shall see you are so, and with gods 
Hold evident communion. Ye have been 

Long used to counsel, influence, direct 

Men’s actions, and with tenfold confidence 
Henceforth they shall consult you, and obey. 

To your sole voice shall monarchs bend in awe, 
And all the people own determined trust, 2216 
Ioflamed, impell’d, commanded as ye will, 
Restored with consolation strange, and fired 

To loftiest hope, and riot of revenge. 

For such effect shall but an earnest prove 

Of after fortune, and proud deeds to come. 

Exert, uncheck’d, your prompted diligence : 

Your efforts, gifts, still bend to themes of use, 

To counteract the English infidels, 

And still promote the Danish weal and reign.” 


Then thus the fatal sisters, at such thought 2226 
Brooding with fellest purpose, swift enquired. 


‘¢ Shall it be ours by this conceded power 
Instantly to detect the traitors fled, 
Where’er they hide; with lingering torments end ; 
Blast thus their new success, destroy pledged hope, 
And on firm base secure the Danish sway ?” 


To such high question Frea gives response. 
‘¢ Bend, mindful ever, your concerting thoughts 


How still the Danish army to retain 2235 
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In wildest pitch of fury; by strict search 2236 
To seize the traitor Oddune, and his crew 

Of plotting fugitives; as new fame too 

Reports, with these the vanish’d English King, 
Alfred, so long from every quest escaped, 

But in some lurking-place evading still 

Meet justice of an ignominious death. 

Nor him alone, but all the royal stock 

Win to your grasp: the root and princely males 
Extirp, but from the captive females seek 

A bride for Guthrun, (‘tis his very thought) 
Confirming thus your warrior-sovereign 2247 
In fix’d possession of Britannia’s throne, 

Not less by conquest than by nuptial claim: 

W hence to his issue it may fair descend, 

A dynasty to late posterity. 

Here rests the pillar of the power you seek. 

On such acquest depends the Danish sway : 

So Odin’s faith shall Christian dreams supplant. 
To this great end (as justly prompts your wish) 
Try whatsoe’er of power ourselves have deign’d, 
Working what now ye know is my high will, 
Happily thus accordant with your own, 

By wiles, no less than force, to be achieved; 2259 
Nor sole through your own people’s burning zeal, 
But by the English, to your side allured, 

Perhaps by treason’s aid too soonest wrought, 
(Knowing their fellows, and their haunts, the best) 
Through lucre made your instrument, and drawn 
By your deep arts to full apostacy, 

Auguring conversion wide and general. 

So shall at last your over-ruling care 

Through every dark concealment and disguise 
Find Alfred’s hiding place, and his fell crew, 

And in one gradual net enmesh them all.” 2270 


At such her words, (remark’d their wily train,) 
Saga, the sister, as o’erjoy’d, made sign 
To speak, but swift the conscious Frea said. 


‘* Ask menot where they lurk: my presence knows 
This equally with all things, which in heaven 
I also learn, by ministry of fate ; 
Since nothing is from Odin’s spouse conceal’d. 
But never, as ye know, myself may dare 
Reveal the secrets of heaven’s awful King. 
Our boundless wisdom may no more impart: 
Nor dare I ope to you what consequence 2281 
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(If heaven’s high laws were broke) from nature’s foes 
On such entrusted knowledge might attend. 
Though now ye own mine, and my spirits’ aid, 

I may not blunt your zeal by adding aught 

To power so vast: for not to you is given 

By your sole will to reave your foes of life, 

But ye must use as means and instruments 

~ Of such destruction, human agency; 

Deeming mankind but puppets to promote 

Your dark designs, and act your dread intents. 
Spirits by you evoked, witches, or Fates, 

And ghosts, apparent from uncorporal worlds, 2293 
To you may henceforth ope what I may not. 

By you be wove the web of destiny : 

Ye shall control events yourselves foredoom. 
Victory, vengeance, sway, be now your work.” 


Ceased then the consort of heaven’s mystic King. 
Eager, and caught the means of fateful act, 
The sisters ask : 
‘* Soon will not Guthrun come, 
Seeing what deity our call attends, 
Brooding with awe, to ask heaven’sdoomand guide?” 


Instant enchantment’s ruler thus replied. = 2304 


‘* He will; nor he alone, but with him lead 
An English chieftain, to his proper side 
Treacherous, but whom observant Guthrun shall 
By tempting meed to his high service bend, © 
Making a convert to our Odin’s faith. 

Of both enflame the ambition, and the pride. 
Bestow on each enchanted arms, a part 

Of these our gifts; ope future destiny, 

Promising empire and enticing lures, 

Potent to make both act your pledged designs. 2314 
Unfold your spells, and in that awful hour 

It shall be granted you what best to shew, 

How best to turn your power to noblest end.” 


Ceased heaven’s imperial Queen, and seem’d in act 
As to depart, but on her state the three 
Fix’d then a wistful look, until ere long 
The weird Edda told her brooding wish. 


‘‘Tho’ gifts and pledges be reveal'd past name, 
Blame not, all-bounteous mistress, if we ask, 
Hlow may we best the Reafen’s loss repair, 2324 


404 KING ALFRED. 
Magic’s summ’d glory, battle’s leading star?” 2325 


Pleased with the question, which her skill foresaw, 
Ere yet she parts to her celestial climes, 
Great Frea, Odin’s partner-governor, 
Proceeds to promise to the wondering three 
Her purposed mission's last and choicest boon, 
(Beyond all other rarer offering dear,) 
And adds in sweet tone these consoling words. 


** Deem not, but soon wish'd war shall full revive. 
From such your gifts and blended potency, 2334 
Hereafter at fit season, when more near 
Thickens the tempest of approaching fight, 
Beneath your charmed hands an ensign new 
Shall grow, inwrought within some misty cave ; 
With awful spells and power fraught and embued 
A thousand-fold more dreadful and intense 
Than your first gift, in recent battle lost. 

Though banish’d from the coming rites afar, 
Invoked at such due season to your aid, 

All nature’s wicked spirits shall attend 

To mingle terrors, and their tribute bring. 

Then, then, remember: call from every clime 2346 
Nornies of evil, who disturb the world, 

That all may in the fatal work conspire. 

Not vainly for such purpose were to you 

So wondrous powers of deep enchantment given, 
Big with destruction, woe, and hurt to man. 

Much for so high intent are these instruct. 
Therefore be calm, and grieve your loss no more, 
Proving to you a novel source and cause 

Of gifts, so rich and matchless, in its room. 
Beneath its guide, these gold-wing’d Valkyries, 
Bid by yourselves, on fiery steeds may ride 
Unsatisfied, through battle’s crimson flood. — 2358 
Mocking at wounds, shall these, while spears and 
Strike idly their invulnerable crests, [swords 
Choose the doom’'d slain, and bear the gasping brave 
(My destined portion) on blood-sprinkled steeds, 
Ere yet their bright and batter'd arms grow cold, 
To grace my green and radiant palaces. 

With matchless inspiration ye may rouse 

Armies to conflict, then work panic fear 

In shouting hosts and sudden overthrow. 

With strange and powerless terror ye may spread 
Berserkic fury, and your warrior-friends 

Render to hart impervious, by your charms; 2370 
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Staunch bleeding wounds, excite the fainting spirit, 
And waken all the storm of glorious war. 

Be then henceforth to these my gorgeous train 
As equals and companions: mark them well, 
And know them, both these ministers of fate, 
And nympbh-like Gna, my beauteous messenger : 

_ These be your friends, and bright attendants too.” 


So as she said, the Queen of war gave sign 
To her proud train, and waved her beamy hand; 
At which known signal with attentive zeal 
Sudden on either side the goddess-train 2381 
Of bright-arm’d Valkyries their eager steeds 
Urged forward, till within a circle wide, 
Blazing with light, their martial state surrounds 
The magic sisters, and heaven’s awful Queen. 
Around, their helmed faces bent alike 
Upon the astonish’d three, the Valkyries 
Sat, war’s fleet messengers, and all with smiles, 
(Though stern, yet beauteous,) honour’d their new 
Then sudden each from her exalted seat _[friends. 
Leap’d down, and while his sinking wings decline, 
Each leads her bright steed by the obeisant neck 
Beside the sisters, when with winning grace 2398 
Bends each before them, as to beings blest 
With heavenly power, superior to their own. 
While o’er the rest by beauty’s winning act 
Conspicuous, Gna walk’d o’er the enlighten’d earth, 
And to each sister with alluring smile, 
(As to whom Frea taught her to obey,) 
With meek bow offer’d her subservient hand. 
From such fond homage the prophetic three 
Strange pleasure own, yet passion feel no more 
Like mortals, but ethereal creatures’ sense, 
Endued with faculties and powers unknown, 
To whom diviner natures duteous bow. 2405 
This act of kind complacency perform’d, 
Springing on light wings to their conscious steeds, 
The glorious ministry their station’d place 
Resume; when to the raptured sisters’ ear, 
Bent to support their gifted dignity, 
Heaven's sovereign adds these monitory words, 
With tone of dearest friendship and regard. 


‘‘ Remember all: no more: return ye now 
Within your secret cell, till morning shine. 
With early dawn, from out Northumbria’s clime, 
Will come with splendid pomp your brothers twain, 


406 KING ALFRED. 


Haldene and Hinguar, Regner’s warlike sons, 2117 
Who now amid the spacious north and realms 

Of conquer’d Aélla, slain in just revenge, 

There hold meet sway and pomp, like victor Kings: 
E’er since on /&lla’s-croft, beyond the bounds 

Of York’s proud fort, (the bloody battle o’er,) 
They dash’d the captive tyrant to the ground ; 
Then through the spine fiercely his sever'd ribs 
Hew’d down, and like an eagle wide outspread, 
Washing their weapons in his guilty blood : 

And when in lingering agony he died, 

Hung the riven corse o’er his sack’d city’s gate. 
After their hasteful journey to attend 

The much-loved Hubba’s coming obsequies, 

Be sure, to them peculiarly, to all 

The chiefs, nor least to kingly Guthrun’s ear, 
(Monarch still labouring for his people’s good,) 
You shew with awful tale our favour deign’d, 

Our presence seen, imparted promises, 

And priceless treasures, trusted to your charge : 
Presents of mischief, if not given by you, 

Or sudden snatch’d by hands profane and rude. 
Farewell! loved ministers! we part awhile, 

But to your call, be sure, I still am near.” = 2440 


So as she spake, heaven’s sovereign empress took 
Her sun-bright seat, and from her chariot side 
Raised her white sceptre and her flaming sword : 
Then in her bended left-hand gently drew 
The floating reins that held her tiger-yoke, 

While, with the right, waving its regal grace, 

She to her train gave signal to depart. 

Immediate at her will the vision rich 

*Gan move away, and gradual disappear’d ; 
Melting within the dim-receding air, 

With fairer hues and more illustrious pomp —2451 
Than decks the evening sun’s departing throne, 
When seen from some high bill whose lighten’d top 
Reflects from his bright face empurpled gold, 

He sinks amid the ocean’s glittering waves; 
While o’er him heaven her gorgeous canopy 
O’erhangs, of clouds with every tint imbued, 

And floods of lustre gild earth's dewy green. 


When thus, pursued with fondly-lingering gaze, 
The glorious apparition had from view 
Quite faded, and the astonish’d sisterhood 
Their deep-absorbed sense might scarce recal, 2462 
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The scene of earth upon their eyes return’d. — 2.463 
All, as before, seem’d dark: though for awhile 
The sudden change confused their powerless glance. 


Night yet was holding her dim, silent reign, 
Save where amid the sky faint-glimmering stars 
Were beckoning to their fellows to retire. 

The gleamy shore, the duskier tomb, the main, 
And in far distance the receding ships, 

The rivers winding each its murmuring flood, 
One forward urged amid the northward fields, 
One turning towards Kinwith’s southern towers,— 
All spoke the scene real as late they traced, 
And that they witness’d no delusive dream, 
The shadowy offspring of uncertain sleep. 
Else might so unwont vision have beguiled 
Fancy, and almost the bewilder’d sense 
Persuade that all was but illusion’s play. 


Recover'd soon, the elder Vola’s tongue, 
(After a pause of dumb and asking doubt,) 
To language thus commits her wild amaze. 


‘‘ Sisters, if rightly I may call ye such, 2483 
(Since if our eyes be true, nor mine alone 
Have witness’d now visions surpassing earth, 
If all alike have heard from Frea’s self, 
In apparition beyond thought reveal’d, 
Promises, powers, and heavenly gifts conferr’d, 
Transcending human,) I may hail ye now, 
Mortals no more; not creatures bound to earth; 
But beings strange, sublimed to natures new, 
Endued with vast, unearthly potency, 
Such as I now seem in myself to feel, 
Inspired, and to possess each alter'd sense. 
Wonderful past all hope, or youthful dream, 2195 
Are Frea’s promises: this is no trance : 
Ecstatic fancy speaks not thus awake, 
Nor leaves such rapture, when the dream is past. 
We now are Frea’s ministers on earth, 
Equall’d by her with steed-borne Valkyries. 
Give me your hands: pledge me your hallow’d faith : 
Let us, like spirits, swear a friendship new, 
Boundless in limit as are now its means. 
Henceforth earth, ocean, air, the realms of fire, 
Hela’s dark world of ghosts,heaven’s splendid courts, 
Alike, by Frea’s word, (great nature’s Queen) 
Own our command, and our dread call attend.” 
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So as she said, the fated three took hands, 2508 
And thrice in mystic circle turning, bow’d 
Their faces toward the earth: three times to heaven 
Lifted their meaning gaze: toward Ocean’s waves 
Glancing, thrice thither stretch’d the wafted hand ; 
And gave like sign to the stars’ setting fires, 
Uttering amid each act mysterious prayers. 
At sudden bidding of the elder seer, 
Hasty they quit the spot, and with dim pace 
Bearing their mistress’ magic gifts along, 
Glide toward the cliffs, impatient for dark deeds, 
And silent vanish from the sullen shore. 2519 


Soon as the earliest tints of dawning morn 
Purpled the borders of the changing east, 
Answering keen expectation now awake, 

Dead Hubba’'s brothers twain, the princely chiefs 
Hinguar and Haldene, with a oumerous train 
Accompanied of noble chiefs, and troops 

Of warriors, borne on horses, raven-plumed, 
Amid the precincts of old Kinwith’s fields 
Display their power, come from the stately north 
Obedient to the sovereign Guthrun’s call. 

Though sad and solemn was the approaching state, 
(On errand come, fraught with revenge and woe,) 
Yet on appearance of the summon’d bands 

From their elated countrymen arose 2533 
AQ general shout of joy : along the air 
High-blasted trumpets and the chilling tone 

Of muflled drums usurp’d the startled ear. 

Loud and tumultuous was the burst of pride 

At sight of chiefs so loved, but absent long 

From the main presence of the Danish host: 
Since in the vanquish’d regions of the north 
These held a new-form’d kingdom of their own. 
Now throwgh the outer camp with princely pomp 
The throng'd procession passes, and full soon 
Arrives the gates of Kinwith’s stony towers. 
High was the greeting of the new- arrived 

From regal Guthrun and his splendid train, 

Stern Oskital, bold Amund, Sidroc proud, 

With glad attendance of assembled chiefs. 

Who from the arch’d gates of the castle-courts 
Issuing, with helmets from their heads upborne, 
Meet mid way from the fosse the stranger troop. 
Here with endearing friendship and regard 

These hail their sight and welcome oft renew. 
Soon entering the vast halls, with stifled grief 2554 
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Regner’s indignant sons unfolded list 2555 
The dismal tale of English victory ; 

The full relation of fallen Hubba’s fate, 
And tidings of the charmed standard’s loss. 


Burning with eager curiosity 
And thirst of vengeance, e’en for needful food 
They stay not, but disdaining brief repose 
Nature’s exhausted spirits to restore, 
Straight Regner’s sons to Kinwith’s inmates ope 
The earnest wish of their o’erlabouring breasts, 
To visit Hubba’s yet unburied corse, 2565 
And hold due question with the gifted three, 
The magic sisters of dead Regner’s line. 
The sovereign Guthrun such their prompt request 
Indulges, and with escort of meet state 
Kindly accompanies the new-arrived 
Toward the wave-neighbour’d cliffs. Amid their way 
(Passing the hated castle’s bounds), they note 
The scene, the manner of the late defeat, 
The fields yet strown with vestiges of war: 
Tracing each object, they in thought revive 
The forced retreat, the terrible pursuit : 
Ab: price too dear of Hubba’s peerless life! 2577 
The very spot they mark too, where he fell 
When the prized Reafen, by the will of fate, 
Sank, overpower'd, to England’s victor-sons. 
Some point the scene, who from that hideous war, 
Wounded and scared, had but with life escaped. 
Grief, indignation, fury, and revenge 
Inflame the bosoms of the stranger chiefs. 
Much too they glow with wonder now to hear 
The strange surmise, (by rumour’s tongue dispersed), 
Of Alfred, England’s late and vanquish'd King, 
Reported present in the fight, or since 
Seen in these towers, and with the traitors scaped. 
Wild thirst for his destruction so aroused 
Possesses then alike each Danish heart. 
Soon on the shore, by Tau and Torridge’ mouth, 
They mark the lofty new-made sepulchre, 
That presses in its huge and gory bed 
So many corses of the fallen brave. 
Musing in silence o’er the intrepid band 
Thus hid and cumber’d in one mighty grave, 
Deep sorrow smote the rugged chiefs, nor could 
These o’er their dark cheeks check the trickling tear. 
Obscurely thence they see the cavern’d cliff, 
That holds (‘tis said) their brother’s last remains, 
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O’er which with secret prayer the magic three, 2602 
(So rumour tells) prepare his hallow’d rites. 


The stranger heroes burn with eager wish 
Straight to approach the spot. A few faint stars 
Yet glimmer’d in the dawning sky, by whose 
Pale beams, and twilight of approaching morn, - 
They pass along the margin of the waves, 

That sullen-heaving broke upon the shore. 

Thus as they near’d the object of their search, 
Behold! (portentous to relate !) each chief 

Fixing in terrified astonishment, 2612 
Suddenly darkness and a night of clouds 

Involved the air, that cover'd from the view 

All objects. While in doubt the heroes gaze, 
From mid the shades obscurely soon appear’d, 
Surrounded with a pale and spectral light, 

Three, first deem’d spirits, yet who creatures seem’d 
Still living, likest women in their shape, 

With aspect wild and dim-diffused attire, 

But in their very port than mortal more. 

Amid the circling vapours their hid feet 

Scarce touch’d the ground, but poised as if in air, 
Seem’d to disdain the grosser element. 2624 
O’erpower’d with mute amazement at the sight, 
Awhile like statues stood the northern Kings; 

Yet in the forms so strange they recognize 

The magic prophetesses, such as erst 

They lived and moved, but visibly sublimed 

To an unearthly power and quality. 

Appall’d and harrow’d with surprise and fear, 

The noble chiefs who blend in company, 

Retire some paces back, or would have fled. 

But as with sudden spell the vision’d three 

Their steps restrain, and thus the train accost. 


‘‘ Start not: for it is doom’d, ye now shall know 
Some instance of our newly-gifted power, 
And learn, ere yet we part, heaven’s purposed will.” 


So as they spoke, lo! at their gifted beck 
While lightnings play amid dusk-hovering gloom, 
And sullen thunders seem to growl from far, 
Descending mid the cliff, a pallid light 
Shew’d to the wonder-wrapt and shuddering eye 
A bier of death, hung with a purple pall ; 
Whereon lay stretch’d, discern’d through foggy air 
By the dim lustre of its steely garb, 2646 
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The lifeless corse of an illustrious chief; 26.17 
So shew’d afar his helm and golden shield: 

Whom as they near approach, a gleamy light 
Steals o’er the mailed figure, so reposed, 

Which then reveal’d the ghastly features plain 

Of the fallen Hubba, kingly Regner’s son, 

With manly beauty smiling e’en in death. 

A silent veneration through each breast 

Thrill’d, as enrapt o’er the soul-piercing sight 

The royal brothers linger’d: all the rest 

Of the arm'd chiefs, by Guthrun’s strict command, 
Waiting aloof with solemn reverence. 2658 
Even the strangers, the two brother-Kings, 

Thus in the presence of the mystic three, 

Before them bend as if to beings high, 
Awe-struck, and to superior natures bow. 

Sore was the pang, (yet check’d by wounded pride), 
Seen thus the mailed corse of the hero slain, 
Waiting the rites of warlike burial. 

But thoughts of bloody vengeance in their souls 
Stirr’d deep: like that which for their murder’d sire 
They felt, and since had dreadfully appeased. 

Till, when each heart to fury’s height was stung, 
After some pause of silent feeling, choked, 2670 
By labouring indignation’s throb intense, 

Sorrow broke forth at last in faltering words, 

That eased their passion in this wild lament. 


‘‘Oh! gallant spirit! early hush’d in death ! 
Too soon for Denmark’s glory call'd away ! 
Though ta’en to enter bright Valhalla’s courts 
With mighty train of all thy faithful troops 
Whose wound-gash’d corses crowd yon gory tomb ; 
Though soon to meet thy royal father there, 

In seemly rank, with glory’s worthy pomp, 
What without thee will seem this sterile world ! 
Thunder of battle—genius of the field — 

Earth without thee is sad; a wilderness, 

A prison, reft of nature’s cheering light. 

Fate thus bereaving thee, and to our foes 
Allotting in its ire heaven's magic gift, 

Angrily plagues us, as with demon-storm.” 


So Hinguar utter’d; when with answering voice 
His stern response the troubled Haldene blends. 


“ Wild Denmark shrieks: along her piny bays 
The North bewails her hero: Ocean mourns 2691 
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Her sea-King lost, and sees the desert shores 2692 
And lonely harbours of her shadowy isles 

No longer active with spoil-laden fleets. 

Wolves now may howl in vain, and quit their lair 
At midnight, idly scenting fields of death; 

For on his bier their feeder lies, the chief 

Who strew’d their haunts with gory sacrifice. 

The spirits of destruction scream in air, 

Missing the champion of their deadly watch. 

Now may the hungry ravens sail along 

In sable clouds, and wildly gaze in vain 

To mark where they may wade, as wont, in blood, 
Feasting on slaughter: vultures now may soar 
With eye intent upon the far-spread scene, 

But can discern no place where they may glut 
Their curved beaks in flesh, nor fiercely dart 
Their quivering talons on the fallen prey. 

Hela despairing groans; since she no more 

Sees ghosts of cowards swell her shadowy reign, 
Entering in wonted crowds death’s ninefold world. 
For here her bravest, best provider parts, 

To rank with gods in heaven’s supreme abodes.” 


He ceased, when thus the elder sister raised 2714 
Her voice, and mingled her prophetic strain. 


‘* E’en Frea grieves; the goddess Valkyries 
Sigh to behold their favour’d warrior, 
Equal to Tyr in fight, untimely fall ! 
Yet rest in peace, great spirit: unavenged 
Thy death shall never be. Smile thy proud ghost! 
By “illa’s pangs thy kingly father died. | 
Hot vengeance soon the cruel murderer seized. 
Thyself, great Hubba, too by treacherous art 
(Assassin-like), of England’s stealthy race, 
Through unsuspected blow, hast fallen unware. 
But retribution meet awaits their track, 
Where’er they lurk, though o’er the coward deed 
Perhaps exulting now, and in the pride 
Of fancied triumph plotting idle war. 
Fierce quest, and sure discovery shall o’ertake 
Their steps, where’er they steal through Britain’s isle. 
No arts, no dark disguise shall let them scape 
Our certain hand: torture and death from us 
Shall be their righteous curse and destiny.” 


With looks of stern joy and unearthly smiles 
The magic sisters promise such revenge, 2736 
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And secret hail from deep-excited rage 2737 
The prospect near of bloody war renew’d, 
Pleasing to Frea, and her will on earth. 
Marking those words, in Regner’s warlike sons 
Immortal heavings rapt their swelling hearts. 
With passion, and enthusiasm’s holy fire, 
Unspeakable, each labouring bosom boils. 
Then Haldene, brave as Tyr the martial god, 
Inspired with courage new, and his great heart 
Bursting with strong impatience, thus accosts 
Beings so far transcending buman power. 


‘This vision is no tranced dream, but sure 
More than of mortal potence and employ. 
Your high and dread condition I discern, 
Yet what heaven wills us act, I know not all. 
But nathless, since my own intent is right, 
My heart is void of fear, and I will dare 
Accost you now: let not my words offend. 
Say then, mysterious and prophetic three, 
What would the powers of Fate? what must we do? 
For ours is now the task, with duteous zeal 
You to obey in all things: speak your hest.” 


To whom the gifted sisters thus replied. 2759 


‘‘ Be mute, attend, and learn the will of gods. 
List both our own, and your, appointed task.” 


Then turning toward the chiefs, the magic three 
Each blended in swift turn her spell-struck voice. 


“« Know, that through favour of heaven’s mighty 
Our mistress, lately deigning to ourselves [Queen 
Visible presence, we are made ere death 
Her ministers below: the agents high 2767 
Of war’s proud goddess, ere the pangs of doom. 
To us she opes futurity, to us 
Gives power o’er nature’s sprites by mystic spells, 
To aid in danger or distress, whome’er 
Ourselves deem worthy, or whom Frea loves. 
Hurling upon our foes confusion strange, 

With fear more dread than fancy yet has feign’d.” 


So spake the elder prophetess: the theme 
Instant the second, as inspired, pursues. 


‘« She us has equal raised in attribute 2777 
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To her own goddess Valkyries, and made 2778 
Them our assistants and companions now. 

We shall retrieve insulted Denmark’s cause, 
Forcing her triumph o’er the English crew, 

And QOdin’s reign o’er Christian fallacy.” 


Nor more: for interposing swift, the third 
Weird sister thus the gazing chiefs address’d. 


‘* But to our prime and present purpose now :— 
"Tis that, with pomp of regal obsequies 
Ye honour fallen Hubba’s last remains, Q7S7 
In amplest rite—such our dread mistress’ will. 
Your part is now, amid the general camp 
Returning, to prepare with fervour due, 
And to these rites collect the Danish host.” 


Scarce had she utter’d, when her voice anew 
The elder blends, and thus the charge imparts. 


“‘ Come all within three hours: long ere mid-noon 
Beside yon lofty promontory’s edge 
Above the banks of sloping A puldore, 
He shall be borne with seemly state of Kings. 
There to his hallow’d memory ye must rear 
A tomb, eternal in its vast renown, 
As shall be Hamlet’s, his great ancestor, 
Beside the sea-wash’d verge of Elsineur ; 
That this proud hill may be to future times 
Famed equally among the Danish race, 
Who conquer and possess fair England's realm : 
Or as near Hartland’s rock-based promontory, 
Named from Pheenician Hercules of old, 
Great Melec Carthur, Carthage’ Ocean-King. 
There shall the bards prepare his song of death, 
To celebrate our Hubba’s memory, 2809 
Next to his kingly father’s glorious name.” 


Scarce Vola ended, ere their main intent 
Eager the tranced Saga thus reveals. 


‘* We will attend, and at high Frea’s hest, 
There ye shall see the wonders of our might: 
Proofs, that beyond all wonted rapture may 
Astonish and transport the wilder’d soul. 

At her sublime injunction we will there 
Summon all nature’s spirits who obey 
Our dread commandment, several to appear, 2819 
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And to the worthy warrior’s latest rite 2820 
Confer with their rich presence honour more 

Than ever yet graced mortal obsequies : 

These then shall with their happy favour bless 
And augur to the Dane prosperity. 

So shall your people be consoled and cheer’d, 
Fitted for high events in after hour.” 


Paused the weird sister, but an equal note, 
Inspirited, the impatient Edda blends. 


‘* At season apt we may to you reveal 2829 
Much more hereafter: though henceforth with men 
We may not mix, that might our state demean, 
Yet distant converse will we deign to hold, 

As the doom’d oracles of nature’s Queen. 
Though bid to live apart ’mong cliffs and caves, 
Or desert forests, grots, and shadowy cells, 
Fed on celestial food, yet will we come, 
Invoked aright, and use committed power.” 


Scarce ceased these accents, when her sybil voice 
Again the labouring Saga interjoin’d. 2839 


“‘ When wakes the summons of approaching war, 
We will attend the call of Kings to form 
Another standard, that shall far transcend 
(Such is to us great Frea’s will declared) 
The magic Reafen which before we wove, 
Late from the dying Hubba’s grasp bereaved ; 
Whose blasting charms shall victory ensure.” 


She paused: when thus the elder prophetess 
With awful dictate the wild conference closed. 


‘‘ Know, to encourage and protect the brave, 
Armour is ours, high Frea’s matchless gift, 
On us conferr’d, of pure intrenchant proof, 
Which at fit hour we may on you bestow. 
Depart, for we must now awhile retire : 
Ere long appearing at the destined spot, 
Whence ye yourselves shall Hubba’s body bear, 
Deck’d in celestial armour for the tomb.” 


Astonish’d at the vision beyond bounds, 
And long in silent ecstasy enrapt, 
The chiefs are fired to more than human rage 
And thirst of vengeance. This the demons’ hope 
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And main intent, these pleased in secret see 2861 
Thus answer to their wish. The regal chiefs 
Swift to the camp return: to every band, 
Listening with strange emotion, they reveal 
The wonderous vision, Frea’s awful doom, 
The raised condition of the magic three ; 

The fated sisters’ promise and intent, 

The purposed obsequies, the standard new, 
Vow’d in the place of the lost Raven-sign : 
Till every bosom glows with ecstasy, 

Fury Berserkic, and awaked revenge. 

All for the coming funeral prepare, 2872 
And burn to witness to themselves reveal’d 
The glorious vision, promised to their Kings. 
The chiefs the preparation high survey : 

The bards in thought revolve exciting song : 
Sole on the near event o’er all the camp 

High expectation broods, while every heart 
Throbs for the hour, impatient, when due rites 
Shall honour thus the noble Hubba’s death; 
And heaven itself shall deign his loss console. 


Within three destined hours, ere yet the sun 
Had half ascended the meridian sky, 2es8 
The general host, in order meet array’d, 

And in vast throng by all the female train 

And infant youth accompanied, advance 

From the precincts of Kinwith’s castled towers 
Toward the sea-shore, and seek the appointed cave. 
Arrived in sight of the predicted spot, 

Lo, first the attendant Kings, Guthrun, prime chief, 
And mighty Oskital, and after him, 

The stately Amund, and the brothers twain 

Lords of the vanquish’d north, great Regner’s sons, 
Haldene and Hinguar, to the dead allied, 

And noble Eols, and high chiefs of name, 2895 
The naval Hastings, and the young Biorn, 

Step forth, and to the cavern’s verge approach. 
There standing in rapt awe, the sovereign King : 
Guthrun, with reverential act invokes 

The promised presence of the fated three. 

He, as inspired in look, bids blow aloud 

A trumpet, ere he spake: commanding sign: 
Then thus with lifted voice these words he pour’d. 


‘‘ Ye gifted sisters, ministers on earth 
Of heaven’s immortal Queen, translated spirits ! 
Denmark’s assembled Kings, with all their hosts, 


BOOK XXIII. 417 


Attend your bidding, and beside his cave 2907 
Ask at your hands, by earthly sprites prepared 
For its doom’d obsequies, dead Hubba’s corse, 
Regner's great son, in glorious battle fallen ; 

That now, with due and ancient pomp of Kings 
We place the sacred relics in the earth, 

And o’er it raise a mighty sepulchre, 

~ Which still may consecrate his memory, 

And to succeeding ages bear his name. 

Therefore produce it forth: or if it be 

Rather your awful will, that we this cave 

Should enter, and yourselves will us protect 29138 
From spirits, your companions, who transcend 

All mortal power or knowledge, speak the word.” 


So as he said, while all expectant wait, 
Lo! from the entrance of the illumined cave, 
Breaks forth, advancing into open air, 
Usher’d apart in misty glare of light, 
The apparition of the sisters three 
Palely disclosed to view, like goddess shapes 
Majestic, deck’d in dark and flowing robes, 
That glimmer’d as of steel or flexile mail, 
Broider'd with spots of dusky crimson tinct. 2929 
Their brows were bound with diadems of stars, 
And in her hand each bore a silver wand, 
Of magic power: bright zones their waists inclused, 
Inscribed all o’er with spells and Runic charms: 
Full many a mystic emblem else they wore, 
Tokening their potence, Frea’s splendid gifts, 
Such as to every eye their state reveal'd, 
And spoke them beings now, than mortal niore. 


At sight of these the army not restrains 
An universal shout, with mingled cries 
Of wild astonishment and joy, yet check'd —2y40 
By strange mysterious fear. The sovereign King, 
Anxious to hear the sisters’ will’d response, 
Waved high his hand, and with that signal still’d 
The murmur of the admiring multitude. 
Till from the cloud that o’er the enchantress-shapes 
Curl’d circling, yet not veil’d the magic three, 
Issued these words of bidding, soon obey’d. 


‘‘ All is prepared: now therefore, mighty Kings, 
Enter the cave, in whose first dim recess 
Ye shall see stretch’d upon its regal bier 
The noble Hubba’s corse, graceful in death. 2951 
VOL. III. Ek 
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Hence be it borne on high with seemly state 2952 
By noblest heroes to its destined tomb, 

Where lofty banks rise o’er the Torridge stream, 
Whither ourselves, supernal guides, will lead 

The general host, in order all reversed, 

With vast procession for their leader’s loss. 

But, warriors brave, while by dead Hubba’s bier 
Ye walk, mourn not, but emulate his doom, 
Knowing what heavenly honours wait his grave.” 


So as the gifted vision spoke, by all 
©’erheard, the sisters, like a guiding star 2963 
To shepherds, or to sea-toss’d mariners, | 
Lead on, slow-guiding through the brighten’d air, 
Survey d by all with looks of fixed awe; 
And still the way they point with silver wands. 
The army moves, with armour all reversed, 
In stately march, and last the sovereign Kings. 
Ascending from the shore, they pass the banks 
Of Torridge river, and the steepy port 
Of Apuldore, until in fields above 
Their steps reach opposite the scene of fight, 
And spot, where bravely warring in defence 
Of the lost standard, noble Hubba fell. 2975 
By the sharp angle of the turning way, 
Below the Danish fort erected near, 
Amid this field, whose promontory height 
Looks o’er the waters of the Torridge flood 
Above the valley-port of Apuldore, 
(Commanding thence the various view afar, 
The blending rivers, and the sandy bay,) 
Surnamed to after ages Hubba’s-field, 
The mystic guides the hallow’d rites intend: 
That this bold cape, fronting the waves he loved, 
May to the conscious mariner present 
His sepulchre, and keep from age to age 2087 
His memory fresh in every gallant heart. 
Here then they check their course, and to the Kings 
Directing mark with bended wands the spot 
Where shall be rear’d the hero’s glorious tomb. 
The bidden army at such signal rests : 
Then prompt divides, and thro’ the obeisant throng 
The chiefs and nobles, and the sovereign Kings 
Advance with awe, and bring the precious bier, 
Clad with a purple and wide-fiowing pall. 
At the doom’d spot, the sisters hovering near, 
They lay the sacred burden on the earth. 
Io glittering armour deck’d, the crowding troops, 
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Array’d in crescent rows with solemn pomp, 3000 
As in vast amphitheatre appear, 

That visible, and shared by all, might be 

The splendid honours, to their hero due. 

Within which space, the Kings, and chiefs of power, 
And noble matrons stood, in place of state 
Nearest the body ; next in flowing vests 

' The priests to Odin vow'd and gods of war, 

And sacred bards, the living witnesses 

Prepared to sing the glory of the fallen. 

Then at the bidding of the magic three 

Begin the ceremonies, wont of old ul! 
To a departed monarch’s last remains. 

First in a hollow o’er the chosen ground 

They lay the hallow’d relics of the dead, 
Glittering in steely mail, with studs of gold. 

A graven breast-plate o’er his body blazed, 

And on his arms his golden bracelets shone, 

Beset with sparkling jewels, rich and rare, 

The wonted sign of high nobility : 

His face was in his steel-bright helmet clasp’d, 
Whose brazen cheeks, and crossing bars, half-hid 
(Shadow’d by waving plumes,) that countenance, 
Whose aspect amid fields of death so oft 3023 
Had terrified, like storms, the shrinking foe. 

The dead man’s hands yet grasp’d his splendid sword, 
And by the gem-bright hilt seem’d still in act 

To draw the gleaming blade, prepared for fight. 
Down from his waist broad greaves of plated gold 
Cover’d his limbs, and clasp’d his spur-girt feet. 
At sight of whom an universal awe 

In silence rapt the gazing multitude. 

As if at times, when winds of autumn shake 

With groaning murmur the leaf-shedding woods, 
All for a moment suddenly are hush’d, 

Mute prelude of a tempest gathering near. 3035 
Then by the body the approaching Kings, 
(Offering oblations that may grace the dead,) 
Deposit ruby rings, and coins of gold, 

And Runic belts, and spoils of piracy ; 

Vessels of silver, gems from altars torn, 

Mantles of precious cloth, and golden mail, 
Spears, swords, spurs, weapons, which the hero wore. 
His battle-axe beneath his head they lay, 

And near his arm adjust his silver shield. 

Last with apt care around his neck they hang 
(Pendent in strings of gold,) the proudest prize 
Of valour, which in Valhall’s festive halls 3047 
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May still be Hubba’s envied drinking-cup, — 30043 
The skull of Alla, that proud northern King, 
Dead Regner’s foe, avenged by Hubba’s hand. 
Then to the wonted sacrifice advance 

Great Odin's priests, and to the hero’s ghost 
Devoting, bid his favourite war-horse bleed, 

Now buried by his noble master’s side :— 

Hawks too, and cocks, emblems to Odin dear. 
Then (after savage custom of the north,) 

Vow’d captive slaves, (to swell the warrior’s state 
And pomp of entrance into Valhall’s courts,) 
Bleed in the wont allotted sacrifice, 3059 
And find around the chief appointed graves ; 
While Odin’s priesthood, o’er the altar bent, 
Invoke with suppliant voice the favouring God, 
And sprinkling far around the crimson-flood, 

From Havamaal, and QOdin’s moral strains, 

Sing Runic verse, and holy sentences, 

(By such great master taught in times of old) 
Revered of all; that tell the glorious meed 

Of valour, and with pregnant wisdom teach 

The duties prime of faithfulness in war, 

Of friendship, hospitality to man, 

And to the gods authentic piety. 3071 
Then, ere the Kings the fallen Hubba’s corse 
Covering inclose within a purple pall, 

A sacred train of bards, in azure robes, 

Beside the altar pass, and on the dead 

Gazing, them Guthrun and the brother-Kings 
Entreat to sing his actions, and with fame 

To soothe his ghost, as his immortal sire’s. 

These bow; then music of their echoing harps 
First all in deep and solemn chorus strike; 

Till every bard alternate pours the strain, 

And like the sire’s renown exalt the son’s. 

For hark! this descant wild resounds afar. — 3083 


‘Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
King Regner welcomed death with laugh of joy. 
While on his heart, in Zlla’s dungeon sunk, 

Fell vipers prey’d, amid unheeded pangs, 

His spirit an immortal death-song breathed, 
Gasping his latest breath in prophecy. 

He told, his sons would soon avenge his doom. 
His princely sons that prophet-voice obey : 
Widow’'d Aslauga cries: hark! Denmark’s shrieks 
Awake : the cry resounds :—‘ To sea! to sea!’ 
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‘‘ Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 3094 
Lo! the sea-serpents, driven along by fate, 
Swifter than white-wing’d screamers of the deep, 
Follow the Raven-standard’s guiding flight! 

Soon hail we, shouting, AElla’s frighted cliffs : 
Roar the Berserkic nations, mad with joy, [shields. 
- And clash their dwarf-charm’d swords, and Runic 
Then bit the land the dragon-headed prows : 

Then o’er the rocks, (the water’s bones), we spring, 
Burning to feast with dead the howling wolves. 


‘Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 3104 
Hubba, the ruddy-hair’d, showerer of gold, 
Ruler of thousands, from his high-beak’d ship 
Laden with mail and spear-despising shields, 
Gives to each follower a pledge of love. 
Before his troops magnificently rides 
The princely chief, not used his life to spare. 
The bird of battle opes bis shadowy wings: 
Near the high promontory glares the foe: 
Swords sing, and nobles’ bracelets stream with blood. 


‘¢ Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! [feet : 
Flies proud Northumbria’s power, with Sleipner’s 
But Regner’s sons, with lightning-fires, pursue : 
Crowds sink to earth: fierce over hills of slain 
Leap gore-dash’d steeds: loud crash the cloven 
Amid the yell of war King Osbert sinks: [shields : 
Ouse flows with blood of eight Northumbrian earls, 
Rallying their heartless thousands there in vain: 
A cloud of ravens haunts the scene of death; 

And QOdin’s swans croak music to our ear. 


‘¢ Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
Instant to /Ella’s city, York’s proud fort, 3025 
We lead the war: there Regner’s maddening sons 
Soon scale the curst walls where their sire had died. 
There to the hawks we spread the plenteous feast, 
And tire with slain the laughing Valkyries. 

The hovering ghost of Regner shriek’d for joy: 
The hail of spears o’er shiver’d helmets roars : 
Delicious was the sport of fight: wounds gush’d, 
And every field was drunk with crimson wine. 


‘‘ Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
In /Ella’s croft (we named the fatal field) 
Captive we seize the haughty northern King: 
Hin, victim of due vengeance, Hubba’s arm 3037 
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Dash’'d prone to earth: him soon with thirsting sword 
Oped from the spine, and his dissever’d ribs 
Spread wide asunder, like an eagle’s wings : 

High hung the corse on York’s affrighted gate : 
Gleam’d on the ghastly head a cloven crown. 

His skull was Hubba’s prize and festive cup. 


‘‘ Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
Tyr’s race, bold warriors, skill’d as well to guide 
Ships o’er the main, as lead the fields of fame, 
Not vainly fight: Fate’s self assists their power: 
The victor Kings possess York’s royal seat, 3148 
Her streets by name for ever own their lords. 
Dominion, spoil, the gods decree our own. 
Illustrious Regner! of thy sons be proud! 
Hamlet, thy princely ancestor, of old 
Avenged his father’s death: so Hubba thine. 


“Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory! 
Blood, desolation, fury, track our steps: 
Field after field we win with play of spears: 
fElla’s wide northern realm soon kneels our own: 
Proudly we riot o’er the Scottish hills : 
There our red falchions dye the strath-spread vales : 
The tawny eagles range o’er unwont prey : 3159 
Abbeys and temples smoke along our march: 
Plunder and wealth reward each lordly Dane 
Through climes where Regner’s line shall eversway. 


‘* Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
Flush’d with new triumph, our unsated troops 
Burn in fresh war to win the southern crown. 

On Reading's towers we burst with fiery haste. 
There fell brave Sidroc in the bath of blood, 

Giver of bracelets :—Hubba’s reafen-flag 

Swims o'er the purple tide: his mighty axe —3170 
Cleaves to the earth a haughty English earl:  [far. 
Wolves snuff wild slaughter’s smoke, and roar from 


“« Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory! 
Soon royal Ethelred, with Alfred, meet 
Our eager battle: both the sun and moon 
Shone o’er that field: all Ashdown’s champain tract 
Seem’d like a sea of gore, where shuddering steeds 
W aded o’er slaughter’d Kings, through isles of slain. 
Then droop’d ourRaven first: there groan'd the Fates. 
King Basseg, and seven princely chiefs, we lost. 
Their tombs we rear'd with stony coronets, — 3181 
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That shall to after times their fame record. 3182 


‘* Revenge for Denmark! Glory! Victory ! 
Spring-breezes blow: the streams and valleys fair 
Of southern Wales invite, and glow with spoil :— 
Till, turning thence to Devon’s northern shore, 
There treacherous Oddune dared our course oppose. 
But him brave Hubba chased to Kinwith’s towers, 
And there besieged.—Alas ! in turn each chiet 
Must yield to fate: the song to mournful notes 
Must tune its close—Here noble Hubba fell ! 


‘* Revenge for Denmark !— Hubba’'s spirit calls! 
Him heaven’s great Kiug now seats with pomp be- 
Reguer, and his immortal ancestors, [side 
Sigurd, and Hamlet, o’er the world admired: 

A line of Kings, see, from their thrones approach 
Far-off to meet him, and to hail their son, 

Now lifted equal to assembled gods. 

Oh! worthy hero! from this happy hour 

Eternal be thy memory on earth, 

And thy renown match thy immortal sire’s!”  s2ut 


Ceased now the harps: loud shouts from all the host 
Spoke the delight that throbb’d in every breast, 
To hear the glory of the chief they loved. 

Soon toward the dead, the Kings and chiefs approach, 
Led by the princely brothers, Hinguar brave, 

And Haldene, rulers of Northumbria’s realm ; 
When these the bordure of the purple pall 

Seizing with reverent hand, its broad expanse 
Upraise, and o’er the corse in silent awe 
Enfolding, cover all with seemly state. 

Then each in turn, Kings, princes, nobles, chiefs, 
Bear in their hollow helms, or ample shields, 3213 
Stones, or a grassy turf, and o’er the dead, 

With wonted rite congest the gathering heap, 
Raising a royal soldier’s sepulchre. 

Example high to all the expectant troops !— 

For after, every soldier of the host 

Brings in his steely helm or concave targe 

A tribute, or of stone, or verdant turf, 

To add his share of honour o’er the brave. — 
While his fond band so sacred task perform, 

Full many a labouring sigh, or trickling tear, 
With blessings utter’d o’er his hallow’d corse, 
Reveals the love which to their chief they bore. 
They vow to his untimely death revenge, eee 
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Equal to that which honour’d Regner’s name. 3227 
Gradual the fallen hero they inhume, 

Till by such care high o’er the dead is rear’d 

A mighty mound; a monumental tomb, 

As wont of old to Denmark’s warrior-Kings : 

A vast oblation that shall vanquish time. 

Around, and on its top, they plant a crown 

Of circling stones, emblem of royalty, 

Wont to the Scythian, as the Trojan, race; 

And high uplifted ’gainst the sloping hill 

Fronting the river, a huge stone they fix 
Perduring as a rock, on whose flat face 3238 
Like a vast altar-table, they inscribe 

In Runic characters, the hero’s name : 

A simple, yet unneeded epitaph, 

To keep in memory his deathless fame. 

Last, o’er the lofty sepulchre they spread 

(As used in pomp of regal obsequies) 

A broad magnific standard, that afar 

Beaming with gold and purple, mark’d to all 

The honour’d rank of him who sleeps below. 
Which duteous service done, from all the host, 
(As wont) to heaven exulting shouts uprose, 

That spoke perform’d full glory to the dead, 3250 
And call’d on gods to bless the pious act. 


Then solemnly the Kings with reverent step 
Approach the lofty tomb, and by its base, 
As at some holy altar, newly rear’d, 
In sight of all the silent-gazing host 
Stretch their bright swords across, and touch the tomb, 
Naming the lofty station “* Hubba’s-lowe.” 
Each in this awful attitude observed, 
Swears by his sword, his bracelets, and his steed, 
Eternal warfare to the Christian race; 
Never to cease due vengeance to the fate 3261 
Of Regner, Hubba, kingly sire and son, 
Rivals in glory and in fame eterne, 
Till finat conquest win fair England’s realm. 


Then Guthrun, sovereign chief, as if inspired, 
In accents tremulous with awe, invokes 
The magic sisters, Frea’s ministers, 


‘* Daughters of Regner, sprung of ancient Kings, 
With power endued surpassing mortal thrones, 
Heaven’s mighty agents, ye who still are wont, 
Mysterious prophetesses, to attend 3271 


gel 
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Our armies’ march, and urge the soldiers on 3272 
To battle, holding victory in your hands, 

Deign to approach; our human rites are done. 
Weird three, without whose counsel no emprize 
Begins, who hold commerce with destiny, 

Ye, to whom late your goddess-Queen has deign’d 
New gifts and attributes, and given control 

O’er all the Norny-fays, to act your will, 

Shew now your wonderous qualities, and pay 

The promised honour to dead Hubba’s grave. 

Call now on Nature's spirits to perform 

The destined pageant o’er the hero’s tomb, — 8283 
And consolate his deathless memory. 

So may we learn the oracles divine, 

Hear from prime source futurity reveal’d, 

What hidden Fate decrees and will of gods: 

If fell revenge shall Hubba’s ghost appease ; 

If England shall be vanquish’d, and her faith, 
Meet but for slaves, expulsed ; if thro’ our search 
Her dastard King, with all his traitor crew, 

Shall be discover’d soon, where’er they lurk, 

And given to torments, suited to their crimes. 
Thus shall we be assured, that heavenly powers 
Watch over us, and our dejected host ; 3295 
That these have not forsaken us, though now 
Hubba and all his gallant host be lost, 

Nor we the mystic Reafen now discern 

Wave his charm’d pinions, and to triumph lead. 
Ah! fled, and fallen to the treacherous foe !— 
Thus may new hope and confidence inspire 

Our fainting people ; yet invincible 

Fury, and loftiest rapture fire each heart 

With courage, equal to our glorious task.” 


Soon from the sphery radiance, where they stay’d 
Retired apart, (as their majestic state 3306 
Befitted best) answering that regal call, 

The magic three advance, and on the top 

Stand of the new-raised tomb; at sight of whom 

A cry of awe-blent joy from all the host 

Arose, as thus conspicuous they beheld 

Frea’s vow’d ministers, earth’s Queen and heaven’s. 
Novel their aspect seem’d, and wildly strange ; 

In vests they shone, the gift of Frea’s self, [furs 
(Late dropp’d from her stored chariot,) streak’d with 
Of fierce blood-spotted animals; some dusk 

As wolves, or cat o’ mountain ; hung with scalps 
For ornament, or rows of polish’d teeth ; 3318 
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Emblems, beloved by the dread Queen of war. 3319 
All party-colour’d was their loose attire, 

Whereon were figured Nature’s elements : 

On one side strewn with images of earth, 

Flowers, trees, and shadowy hills, and opening caves ; 
In part of greenish hue, and there adorn’d 

With wreaths of pearl and gems, or varied shells 
And twisted coral, ensigns that bespoke 

Their mistress’ empire o’er the watery main. 

A magic belt alone their robes confined, 

Inscribed all o’er with Runic charactry, 

Within whose grasp a naked sabre gleam’d. _— 3330 
Their brows were girt with diadems of stars, 
Tokens of heaven, great Frea’s other reign, 
Cinctured with eagles’ or with ravens’ plumes, 
Expressing rule over the boundless air. 

Dishevell’d flow’d afar their streamy locks, 

And from their heads the magic fillets flew, 
Emblems of power and fancy uncontroll’d. 

Tall wands they bore, sculptured with potent spells, 
And in her bosom each a scroll display’d, 

Instinct with talismans and binding charms. 
Sandals of russet, set with sparkling ores, 3341 
Guarded their feet. Awhile observed they stood, — 
Till from the tomb, with voice that seem'd of heaven, 
Responsive thus the wondrous beings spoke. 


‘* Listen, assembled nations, for through us 
Nature’s imperial Queen her will reveals. 
Know, we, beyond all former favour won, 
Have late from Frea’s self (with presence high 
Disclosed in happy vision to our gaze 
On yonder shore, where sleep the fallen brave,) 
Received new gifts and powers, transcending hope. 
Commission’d to hold converse with the Fates, 
With power to Nornies equal, or her own 3353 
Valkyries; nay, commanding these, for we 
Have potency assign'd at our behest 
The spirits of all nature to control, 
Elves, Fays, who all her operations guide: 
Tempests who raise, or chain the winds, or sail 
Unseen through air, or probe the inner earth, 
Or watery depths; ope Alfheim’s bright abodes, 
And shew the wonders which its sphere contains. 
To us ’tis deign’d by our sole will to sway 
Events we prophecy. Attend our words. 
Hark! we foretel. Be it that now sad loss 
Deforms these plains, though piled on yonder strand 
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Hecatombs sleep of Hubba’s gallant troops, 3366 
Himself reposing in this hallow’d mound, 

Fallen in defeat, o’erpower’d by traitor foes, 

His magic standard lost to English guile, 

Yet bating fortune’s change and sudden chanee, 
The gods are still propitious, Odin pleased, 

<nd Frea showers her favour on your cause. 
Banish despair, fear, sorrow, and be fill’d 

With hope and confidence: admit new joy, 
Cherish revenge, and prove invincible.” 


So as they said, answering that potent call, 3276 
The clamorous host strike their resounding shields : 
But instant the charm’d sisters thus resumed. 


‘‘ Ye, sons of ancient valour, have perform’d 
To Hubba’s grave what honour mortals can, 
And o’er his sacred relics ye have here 
Raised grateful an unfading monument ; 
Such as whose grassy turf, by Kings now rear’d, 
Whether hereafter mark’d by shepherd-swains 
Tending their flocks, or visited from far 
By mariners who haunt these opening coasts, 
Shall still be known as for a mighty chief, 3357 
And emulation wake from age to age : 
That from this time not more renown’d shall be 
Immortal Hamlet’s tomb by Elsineur, 
(Himself great Hubba’s royal ancestor) 
Nor Trojan Hector’s pile o’er fallen Troy, 
Nor rear’d beside Sigeum’s promontory 
Achilles’ and Patroclus’ lofty mounds 
That eye the flood of turning Hellespont, 
Than, seen where Tau and Torridge blend their waves 
On Britain’s western shore, shall be the grave 
Recording there the Danish Hubba’s fame. 
But now by Frea’s sovereign hest, the more 3399 
To solace and assure you, (giving proof 
Both of our power and truth) honour divine, 
Deign’d never yet to mortal man, shall grace 
This high solemnity, and celebrate 
With richest pageant, shewn in festive mask, 
The obsequies and name of him she loved. 
By promise now the immortal Queen of heaven 
(So her late vision to ourselves foretold) 
With Elfin spirits who through nature dwell, 
Nornies benevolent and kind to man, 
The guardian Genii of each element, 
Shall at our bidding visibly attend. S41 
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All evil Nornies shall be far away, 3412 
The sprites who secret mischief joy to work ; 

And such alone shall come, whose presence brings 
Grace, glory, blessing to this hallow’d scene. 

So shall ye know, Gods aid the side they love, 
Intending full success; that Hubba’s fate 

Shall on this land more amply be revenged 

By Denmark’s sons, than e’er his kingly sire 

Told in his dying song his fall should be ; 

That yet to you the British isles shall yield, 
Destined to lasting conquest, and their crown 

Be the doom’d heritage of Danish Kings. 
List—and observe things strange to eye and ear.” 
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Tue three sisters, by their incantations, eroke the spirits of the 
elements: Nornies of the sea and waters; of the mountains, the 
earth, and mines; of the air and the clouds: Nornies of the 
light and the sunbeams. The spectre of the dead Sea-king, Hubba, 
is summoned to appear, and is carried away by Frea in her cha- 
riot to Valhalla. ‘The Danish army returns to Kinwith castle, 
where Guthrun holds a solemn feast. Description of the banquet. 
Council of the chiefs, and proposed division of the country, when 
finally conquered, amongst the Danish princes, which is ratified 
by oaths and the ceremony of the weapon-touch. Arrival of 
scouts bringing accounts of rarious rumours respecting the 
concealed English. The approach of Kenwulph and Hianfrid 
to aid the search, is anxiously expected by the Danes. 


KING ALFRED. 


BOOK XXIV. 


‘() as they spoke, the magic three awhile 
.J Kneel o’er the tomb, and bending toward the 
Turn from the people: soon as if enrapt —_[north, 
In an unearthly inspiration’s trance, 
With solemn gaze upraised and lifted arms, 
Waving their wands around, aloft, beneath, 
They call by talismans and gifted spells, 
And murmur’d verses, graved on Runic staves, 
And secret magic of immingled charms, 
Their mighty mistress, (pondering on her hest) 
And unseen spirits of nature, Nornies, fays, 
By Frea’s will made subject to their voice. 12 
Thrice through the air they shoot a magic dart: 
Thrice scatter staffs, inscribed with mystic rhyme, 
And stretch divining circles o’er the ground : 
Thrice toward the waves they hurl a charmed ring: 
Thrice strike a shield with spears, thrice wake the 

drum, 

Chanting the while strange words and labour’d song. 
A web they link with airy threads, and shake 
Over the nameless work enchanted bells. 
Then while soft flutes seem’d in their witching voice 
Changeful to breathe (as far as mortal ear 22 
The more than mortal sounds might understand) 
Thus said, or seem’d to speak, the wondrous three. 


‘* All-potent Queen of heaven and earth, and ye, 
Spirits of nature, Nornies bright and good, 
Her guardian elves, fairies, and lucid fays, 
Imperial Frea’s serving ministers, 
Where’er through every element dispersed 
Ye dwell, each working in allotted sphere, 
On several charge assign’d to move and guide 
The germs and operations of her power, 
Whether in earth, or sea, or air, or fire, 
Alfheim’s abodes, or Frea’s gardens bright, 
By her commission’d to pervade and rule 35 
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All her creation on still-varying task, 36 
Attend, approach. We call, who are on earth 

By her own will ordain’d her agents too. 

You we command, not sole by magic spells 

Of former potence, such as erst were ours, 

But now her new-appointed deputies, 

We hold dominion o’er your subject train, [heaven. 
By gifts which her own hand has shower'd from 
Such love is hers. Come hither now, and grace 
With your rich presence (sensibly vouchsafed 

In divine vision, never yet to man 

Permitted,) these our solemn obsequies, 47 
Paid to a princely chief whom Frea loved ; 

One, who to her of old in battle-fields 

Sent thousand victims to adorn her state. 

Answer our voice, and from your secret haunts 
Compell’d, assemble to this sacred spot. 

Appear, and with unearthly courtesies, 

In masque of beauty passing mortal dream, 

Add your sublime rites and beseeming pomp 
Fitliest to decorate a hero’s tomb. 

Display your qualities: give fancy wing, 

And shew us now her wildest witcheries, 

To prove that ever shall the good and brave 59 
Be deem’d by nature’s animating spirits 
(Intelligences of superior mould) 

Worthy of every honour in their end. 

Scarce blend lament, but with your happy praise 
Exalt his proud departure, and to all 

Foreshew the bliss of Frea’s joyous courts. 

Thus with your gentle action soothe and cheer 

A fainting people, sadden’d by their loss. 

Promise too, and confer upon this host 

Each benison of nature, subject still 

Through all her regions to your several sway, 
Bring here your hovering guard, supernal aid, 71 
And to our wondering eyes, or ears, unfold 

Your powers diverse, and destined offices. 

Now let us from your elfin voices hear, 

Rather than tongues of earth, rich prophecy 
Portending joy and glory to our race, 

Good fortune, full success, and boundless sway. 
Prosper a people, Frea’s votaries, 

Tu war, in love, in plenty, and in wealth. 

Come only, beings good, benign to man. 

Be hence all evil Nornies scared away, 

Nor dare contaminate this blissful scene. 

But be all genial spirits of the world 83 
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Alert with honour and protection meet.” Bd 


' So as they said, the magic sisters stood 

Iv trance of solemn inspiration rapt. 

When lo! all other sense of ecstasy 

Whelming in fix’d astonishment, that seized 
The universal host, and spite of awe 
Burst forth at once in one wild shout of joy, 
Behold! above, the illumined dome of heaven 
Opens with sudden blaze, and to the sight 

Of men reveal’d, see! in transcendent pomp 
Appears, enthroned amid her fulyent car 94 
Great Frea’s sclf in majesty divine, 

Surrounded by a train innumerable 
Of steel-bright Valkyries on winged steeds. 
The single view proclaim’d heaven's matchless Queen. 
Beside her Gna, her favour’d messenger, 

Rode, on a fiery war-horse borne along, 

Aud with extended hand seem’d still to point 
The course of the swift tigers, who such state 
Drew on buoy'd pinions through the sever’d air. 
Immediate too from every quarter come, 
Floating resplendent o’er the golden sky, 
Fine forms of beauty, fair as ever yet 106 
Rose on the fancy of the dreaming bard. 
From all creation’s grace in every sphere, 

From all its loveliest scenes and sweetest haunts, 
Hither approach, array’d in every hue, 
With winged motion in assemblage rare, 
Nornies, and elfin shapes, and spirits strange, 
Fairies, and young divinities, employ'd 
Throughout the elements on various task ; 
Genii, whom Frea bids great nature’s works 
To tend, and o’er their several watch preside. 
Thus as the throng of bright ethereal fays 
Came fluttering down the sheeny vault of heaven, 
Of elegance unparallel’d, unseen 

Before as unexpress’d of mortal tongue, 120 
A new and magic light seem‘d all the scene 
To illumine o’er : each lovely object grew 

More beautiful : the yellow sands seem’d touch’d 
With dyes that turn’d them all to gold: fresh rays 
Of mild translucent glory tinged the clouds : 

A mellow lustre was diffused afar 

O’er all the sky, as when the light of gems 

Plays in the moonlight, or the beams of eve. 
Amid such radiance borne with downy ease, 
Light elves descend like birds, on silvery plume. 
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Some rise from off the waters, crystal-hued, 131 
Or sparkling in bright tinct of azured green, 

Some sudden are reveal’d through opening clouds, 
Some glide from off the cliffs, the fields, the trees, 
And fill the temple of o’erarching heaven. 

Look’d then, amid ethereal splendour met, 

The lucid fays, waving in vestures rich, 

Never the same, but varying while beheld, 

Light blent with shade, of colour ever new : 
Sometimes as when the yellow moonbeams stream 
On waterfalls; then with transparent tint 

As of the rose, or crimson'd gold, more fair 142 
Than morning’s throne enchants the shepherd’s eye. 
Fresh orient rays play o’er the water’s face 
Reflected, and o’er all the enamour’d air 

A thousand shifting rainbows seem to blend, 
Increased in number as in charmed change; 

While nearer to the spot the magic forms 
Commingling gather, and their hovering flight 
Collect, like stars, o’er the predestined hill. 

Most from the scene where Tau and Torridge blend 
Their vagrant floods, where the green-sloping banks 
Of Instow cliffs shine all in emerald light, 

Seems an entranced bower of paradise 154 
New-risen around: playfully odorous gales 
Perfumed the air, that whisper’d as they flew 
Celestial music, which from lutes unseen 

Ravish’d the ear, as thus together join 

The spirits of the various elements, 

In presence clear to the transported sense. 

Bright clouds of gold seem’d sporting round, and all 
Gave signal of the Nornies’ pageant masque, 

Met thus as in divan magnificent. 

Infinite in variety, yet all 

Beautiful; though in count innumerable, 

Each had a station known and office due. 166 


Silent amazement, blent with strange delight, 
Absorb’d at once the whole observant host. 
Nor least amaze held Guthrun, sovereign Dane, 
(Albeit to wonders used) in rapt suspense 
As doubting his own sight: until ere long 
Fain would he strive approach the magic three, 
Eager from their oracular lips to learn 
All they intend, But his accost the three 
Check’d, as they mark heaven’s Queen in act to bow 
Her sinking chariot nearer to the tomb, 
And thus with hush of awe they murmur’d words. 
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‘* Be silent: yield attention for awhile, 178 
Nor interrupt the power of spells unheard. 
List—list—Lo! nature’s empress moves to speak.” 


Scarce had they utter’d, when the radiant state 
With slow and solemn dignity descends, 
Staying its flight o’er the crowd-circled tomb 
' Aloft, above the magic ministers. 
The mortal gazers such dread glory know, 
And hail the presence of heaven’s awful Queen. 
Most in prompt union at such hovering pause 
With adoration bow beneath her feet, 188 
And in such flexure wait her sovereign will. 
But by the dazzling novelty surprised, 
That drew on her all other gaze away, 
Some, at so unused sight o’erpower’d with dread, 
Their present safety meditate by flight. 
To soothe alarm, hark! nature’s gracious Queen 
Deigns now, in words of music, to address 
And solace mortal creatures whom she loves. 


‘* Nations, departed Hubba’s brotherhood, 
Abandon fear: though thus in seemly state, 
Most strange to human eye, heaven’s empress-bride, 
Earth’s goddess, and all nature’s sovereign, 200 
Vouchsafes appear, with honours new to deck 
A favour’d hero’s obsequies, be sure, 
No harm to you her kinder visit brings ; 
Comfort instead, and courage born of heaven.” 


Then turning toward the northern clime, the while 
Waving her orient hand in noted sign, 
To her attending fays herself pursued. 


‘* Come then, our peerless train, yé busy powers, 
By whose choice aid we nature’s action guide, 
Your duteous service featively perform. 210 
First from the quarter, which the dead sea-King 
Has loved the best, sea-sprites, advance, ye elves 
And Nornies, who in waters live, and there 
With sportive joy my ruling hest attend. 

Fairies and spirits of the native deeps, 

Ye who have hither o'er the golden waves 

Sail’d in rich cars of amber from your homes, 
Fairer than Nymphs or Nereids, feign’d of old, 

Or the bright-tressed Syrens of the main, 

Ye that inhabit coral grots and isles 

Unseen of man, where ocean’s treasures lurk = 221 
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Of all that’s rich and rare, amid whose wealth 222 
In untrack’d lakes, (your own committed charge,) 
Where pearls and gems peer thro’ each sparkling 
wave, 
You bright elves dance, and from your sparry cells 
And emerald caves ascending oft, aspire 
To the sea’s surface, there with dulcet song 
Lulling its murmurs, that still pause to hear. 
Or else, all-playful, ye with sea-birds rove, 
That dip their white wings in the rolling floods, 
Where sit the fays marine, as if on thrones, 
And in the hollow of each liquid arch 232 
Couch, while the sun to evening rest declines, 
Who smiling paints with hues more various-rich 
Than Heimdal’s bow your gold-green canopies. 
Ye too, with jewels deck’d and crowns of shells, 
Come, exquisite in grace, gay sprites, who love 
By moonbeams through transparent tides to chase 
The changeful-coated fish in frolic mood 
Through crystal groves and agate-pillar’d halls, 
Which caught, you quick bestride their quivering 
And as they dart like arrows thro’ the deep, [fins, 
Pluck their bright scales, your vests to ornament. 
Ye too, approach, in wavy green attired, 244 
Who joy to watch the toss’d ship’s gleaming sails 
Spread o’er the horizon, till their flote be near, 
When you, fair-bosom’d elves, timid of view, 
Amid the opening haze, like mermaids, sink 
Thro’ the green ooze, and close your sparkling zones, 
Yet to the favour’d seamen bid arise 
From ocean-bowers fresh gales to speed their way.” 


The goddess paused a moment: but her look 
Turning on other fays, them soon address’d. 


‘« Nor less, ye Norny-elves, who ever love 254 
To haunt the sea’s marge, and the yellow sands, 
Where out of roseate gold, or spotted cups 
Ye sip the glittering foam for a repast, 

And dews from rocky greens; or wanton bind 
Your dropping locks with samphire and wild flowers, 
Enwreath’d with opal, and with twisted pearls ; 
Sprites all, that love lone craggs and airy cliffs, 
Caverns of sparry cope, and tide-wash'd vaults, 
Amid whose gloom winds, stolen to the coast, 
With dying cadence murmur ye to sleep. 

Fays too, that duteous watch the narrow’d flow 
Of far-meandering rivers, in their stealth 266 
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Thro’ valleys edged with flowers and pastured banks, 
Rolliug o’er ampler sands and tawny shores, 

Till with the ocean’s dusky blue they blend. 

Come too, fair elves, who choose your watch by 
That undulating creep with ceaseless talk [streams 
O’er pebbly beds, by margins girt with reeds 

_ And speary sedge, where you, bright beings, lodged 
Delight to lead their current to still pools, 

Along whose verge the heron broods, by spots 

Of shadowy green that in the waters sleep 
Reflected, where your bevy marks surprised — 277 
Another heaven below, deem’d then your own, 
Mid which you dance, yourselves as bright as stars. 
Ye scrvants too, whoe’er in hush’d retreats 

Haunt the pellucid springs, and fountains pure, 
Come, crown'd with crystal, or your white brows 
With green moss-diadems, and in your hands [girt 
A water-lily’s chalice, or a wand 

Of russet bulrush, from the favour’d rills 

Where’er at sunny eve ye meet to lave 

Your fairy feet, or in sequester’d glades 

Court in the dewy cool your Naiad brides. 

Attend around, and list our bigh command. 

Serve now these magic sisters, made by me _—290 
On earth my new-exalted deputies: 

Perform their bidding, whatsoe’er it be. 

Call’d as ye are to check and counteract 

This first success of foes, and triumph’s hope, 

Aid ye their blest designs in all they would, 

Still hovering like a providence to bless 

And prosper this my people whom I love.” 


The goddess ceased: again the attentive host 
Scarce a deep trance of wonder could restrain 
In meet tranquillity. O’erpowering awe 
And sudden fear tempted almost to fly 301 
The scene of strange enchantment: yet delight, 
Unfelt before, withheld them, more increased 
As they behold descending fays approach 
The gifted sisters. Lo! a radiant train. 
Of cast cerulean-green, on fin-like wings 
Spring forth, and fluttering near the mystic three, 
With looks and act of graceful courtesy 
Token obeisance: then with winning smile 
Add language too—‘‘ Hail! mighty mistresses, 
Owners of spells, transcending human power, 
Frea’s own gift, that bind us to your beck, 
We, Nornies of the waters, tou whuse care 343 
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Is task’d the free and boundless element 314 
To the dead chieftain dearest, wait your will. 

Sped hither, both from ocean-deeps we come, 

And shallow wastes of silver-dappled sand, 
Where sea-mews scream o’er each returning tide, 
And crystal rivers, turn’d in many a ring, 

And cold-clear fountains, and the freshet rills. 
Declare your purposed pleasure and command.” 


Then fixing on the radiant elfin throug 
Their lifted looks, the magic sisters raise 
A voice as of authority, yet blent 324 
With gracious mildness, and in chanted strain, 
Imbreathed with charms, the attendant sprites adjure. 


‘‘ Bright, airy beings, ministers of good, 
Nornies of waters, by the gifted spells 
Of our imperial goddess, hither troop’d, 
As may beseem your native qualities, 
Do honour to our princely hero’s grave, 
Transcending mortal tribute, such as yet 
Graced none of his illustrious ancestry. 
Our ancient rites of regal honour all 
Shall by your nobler homage be supplied, $35 
And in the place of wonted funeral games, 
The course around the tomb, the listed joust, 
The vast procession, or the matron’s dance, 
Your own diviner glory may adorn 
The royal warrior, to ourselves allied. 
Since your high presence in this first display 
Assures what potence Frea’s favour deigns.” 


At such their words, the thronging elfin train 
Bow with strange gesture, as in fealty. 
When thus the mystic three their hest pursued. 


** Console this people for their sea-King’s loss : 
Pledge now some tribute of your guardian love, 
In earnest of your future purposes. 

Still hover watchful over Denmark’s ships: 
Prosper her fleets : her naval reign restore, 

Now menaced by the insulting English cross : 

Let not that ensign wrest the ocean’s crown. 

As Frea’s mighty agents, bend ye still 

The boundless element that owns your art 
Through its unending change to bring relief, 
Protection, triumph, glory to the Dane. 

But from his foes ward not destruction’s arm: 357 
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Let fellest tempests thunder on their heads 358 
To blast the project, that from care like yours 
Arrogates to usurp, and make their own, 

That sea-dominion, Denmark’s heritage, 

Destined through rolling ages hers by doom. 

Bid every salt flood, and each freshen’d stream 
Bear on its tide, smooth flow, or rippling lapse, 

~ Riches, fertility, and plenteous joy, 

‘To bless the race, great Frea’s worshippers.” 


This heard, the spirits of the waters blend 
Tokens of homage. First advanced aloft 368 
In spreading arches, like green waves, tipt o’er 
With swan-white foam, all suddenly they sink 
In seeming valleys, then with gradual rise 
Image the sea’s wide swell: then calmly changed, 
Smoothly they glide along, like purling tides, 

Or streams that wind with undulating flow. 

A diadem set o’er with gems marine 

On the grave’s top they place, and near it lay 

. A coral sceptre, emblem proud, to mark 

The legacy of the fallen Ocean-King. 

Then to the sight they ope with various change 
The flags of many a nation, and o’er all 380 
Unfurl the Danish standard, in vow’d sign 

Of Denmark’s old predestined sovereignty. 

Soon with hush’d voice (as when the sea-wind bates 
Its murmur under lee of some fair isle) 

To soothe the spirit of the buried dead 

The ocean-Nornies tune their warbled song, 
Usher'd in liquid music, rarely deign’d 

On earth, but such as in their jewell’d bower 

(The tempest o’er) lulls the sea-fays to rest. 

If mortal ear might catch the novel strain, 

Or to the tongue interpret, thus they sang. 391 


‘‘ Rest, happy spirit, favourite of heaven, 
Of Nature’s Queen, whom Nornies all obey, 
Herself, like fabled Venus, sprung of old 
Out of the sea, our eldest element. 
Although by doom of fortune, not to us 
Thy body is assign'd, but given to earth, 
Yet near our bordering waves thy life expired, 
Beside the watery reign, best loved of thee. 
Nor is sea-sway, by thee from childhood sought, 
Yet to thyself denied: for every day 
In homage meet to thee, till time’s last hour 
(As to an ocean-sovereign) will we bring 103 
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Some rich memorial of unfading love, 404 
That to sea-Nornies may for ever mark 

The hero’s grave, who fell in fight to gaia 
Dominion o’er the chief of earthly isles. 

Duly will we ascend at eve or morn 

To visit this hush’d shore, shield thee from wrong, 
And o’er thee hymn sea-music, fairy lays, (shells, 
By west winds blown, breathed through our curved 
Such as shall ever charm thy soul to joy. 

Beneath this cliff, that banks the Torridge stream, 
Our hands shall work a secret cave, to note 

The sacred spot, crown’d with thy honour’d mould. 
Whereto we will transport with choicest care 416 
The ocean’s treasures, and unfathom’d wealth, 
Unseen of man, yet to our vision clear; 

There hang with gems, or silks from sunken wrecks, 
With wreaths of virgin pearl, and spotless gold, 

A palace meet for our superior state, 

Preserved for ever to ourselves apart, 

But barr’d by gates of rock from mortal view. 
Sea-nymphs, and mermaids too, our cove shall haunt, 
And to thy warbled mention trill the songs 

W herewith they wont to lull the fretted fays 

That shun the tuinult of the wintry gust.” 427 


Husli’d was the song a moment, but the strain 
Voices alternate sweetly thus pursued. 


‘* Mighty Niord, old ocean’s God, shall come, 
With all his train accompanied, to hail 
His dearest chieftain’s memory, in whose dirge 
Bells of sea-shell shall ring from grot to grot, 
Till mingling echoes in strange concert blend. 
His spouse, sooth'd Skada, too shall oft incline 
Hither her sapphire chariot, and with whip 
Of sea-weed point along the dolphin-team 437 
That draws her beautiful and gliding state, 
Wherewith she traverses the soundless deep. 
In sight too, over all the expanded bay 
Where gleam yon yellow and shell-scatter’d sands, 
When the green waves in sparkling foam retire, 
Or placid glitter like a lake of gold ; 
Nor less from Tau’s fair river, and the creeks 
Border'd with grey cliffs and green-wooded crags 
©'ertopt by heaven’s clear blue, in mingling train 
Shall river-sprites, fresh-water elves, devote 
Hither their silver feet, and fond unite 
Their fantasies in graceful harmony. 449 
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The Norny-fays who haunt each valley-brook, 450 
The rushy rivulets and oozy springs 

That over moss and sparkling pebbles flow, | 
Shall hither come, and mix in circling dance: 
Untwine their amber locks, with samphire strung, 
Or wreathed with coronals of rarest tlowers, 

_ And scatter agates, pluck’d from sparry caves, 

In honour of the chief, who slumbers here. 

By all more favour’d than this crescent strand 
None other scene through Britain’s isle shall be, 
Not regal Thames, nor Humber’s stately flood, 
Pride of the north, where Regner’s sons shall reign. 
Rest then in peace, great spirit! to thy race 
Incentive ever of corrival deeds, 

Such shall thy glory hover o’er this hill, 

As shall transcend in fame yon lofty point, 

Whose promontory, shielding Devon’s coast, 
Deputes to ages down the far-spread name 

Of the old leader, sea-worn Hercules.” 


Ceased the wild song: a pause of rich delight 
Held the mute host in raptured wonderment. 
But hark ! obedient to the sisters’ will, 
With solemn action hovering o’er their heads, 472 
The spirits pledge these cheering promises. 


‘¢ Bound by your spells of power, our service hear 
Assured: henceforth the ceaseless charge is ours, 
To watch o’er Denmark’s ships ; their course to steer, 
Fraught with fresh warriors to each needful port ; 
Or if their home be ocean, there maintain 
Perpetual empire, while their voyages 
Hold in one chain of sway the circling globe. 

Our agency shall vex conspiring foes, 

And every rival navy doom to wreck, 

Until the Dane’s dominion every shore 483 
Shall own, nor least Britannia’s regal isle. 

Under our conduct led, shall Denmark’s fleets 
Recovering soon what recent guile has lost, 

Ever commanding naval victory, 

Traverse her coasts, and England’s power disdain. 
For you shall sail beneath an awning safe, 

Made of the sunken standards of your foes, 

In glory o’er you held by ocean-fays. 

By valiant Hastings taught, the young Biorn 
(Regner’s last offspring, worthy of such sire) 

Shall vanquish Alfred’s new-aspiring hope; 
Stablish a seat on England’s southern shores, 495 
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And thence at will bear his triumphant flag 496 
Adventurous o’er the main: visiting oft 

Rollo’s fair dukedom on the banks of Seine, 
There mark his brethren’s settlement and laws, 
Then bear them to a nobler kingdom back ; 

Or on Sicilia’s fiery-streaming isle 

At pleasure land his victor-chivalry. 

While the fierce north shall Haldene’s sceptre feel, 
And priocely Hinguar’s (sons of Regner too, 

Still vengeful of his death): but the spread east, 
That fronts the Saxon shore, with London’s mart, 
Shall bow beneath imperial Guthrun’s throne. 507 
By us impell’d, each river of this isle 

To Denmark’s sons shall flow fertility, 

Every fresh-bubbling fountain gush with health, 
And riches teem their own, no less than power, 
Prospering beneath our care, to endless time. 
Glory then, sisters of the sea-King dead ! 
Courage, proud nations! Denmark’s living sons, 
Conquest, wealth, ocean’s empire, wait you still.” 


Scarce had such utterance ended, and the air 
Breathing of ecstasy, to silence sunk, 
(While the strange tones yet floated on the ear) 518 
Ere the sea-fays, with motion as recedes 
The ebbing tide, in wavy dance retire. 
While on the breeze their sea-green tresses flow, 
As hand in hand they glide with zephyr play, 
Or wave bright flags, or sail on shell-like thrones 
With restless grace in token of their love, 
For precious gifts to the superior ranks, 
O’er the tall mound with copious hand they drop 
Rich strings of pearl, or amber, sparkling gems, 
Emeralds, or coral, gold, and rubeous spar ; 
Sea-ivory pure, and many-colour’d scales, 529 
That shone o’er wreaths of sedge and fringed weeds 
Like stars upon a regal coronet. 
Then thousand shapes of variegated shells, 
Cull’d from sea-corbels or the spiral conch, 
By some in blent procession borne along, 
They scatter o’er the host, with gracious sign, 
As if in memory of this vision’d scene, 
Each with some fairy property endued 
Or strange enchanted charm, of magic power 
To ward from evil, like an amulet. 


Wonder usurp’d the assembled Danish host 
At words and acts so strange. Nor least amaze, 
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Arousing deep enthusiasm, possess’d 542 
The naval chiefs, Hastings, the young Biorn, 

And the bold brothers of the sea-King dead ; 
Hinguar and Haldene, burning each for war, 

In vengeance to a sire’s and brother’s ghost. 

Alike too in the kingly Guthrun’s soul 

- Visions of future glory woke, to hear 

So high presages of the ocean’s rule, 

Theme to his early meditations dear. 


Scarce had the sea-fays back from view retired, 
Ere watchful Frea, empress of them all, 652 
Smiling to mark the effect of her strange spells 
And gifted vision on the host she loved, 
Advances, and another radiant band 
Beckoning with orient finger, thus accosts. 


‘‘ Now, Nornies of the earth, this presence grace, 
Known by meet ensigns of your quality: 
Ye elves, in green attired of various shade, 
Or dusky vests, some of the grey cliff’s tint, 
Some hued like the fresh mould, or cavern’s gloom : 
All ye, whose tendance guards the springing fields, 
And clothes with verdure the depastured lawns, 563 
Or motley mead: who, when gold harvests wave, 
Chase blight of taint-worms, or the sickening blast, 
Ere cropt by sun-burnt swains at midsummer. 
Spirits, whoe’er for summer-pastime joy 
To hang the grass with diamond-drops of dew, 
Caught from the sun’s hair, as he sets at eve. 
Advance too next, fair Nornies of the flowers, 
Ye, with sweet garlands deck’d, and lilied bells 
With feathery tendrils twined, or myrtle wreaths : 
Some, hung with woodbine blossoms, or in robes, 
Strung o’er with pearl-like snow-drops: others 

crown’d 574 

With musk-rose coronets, all bright with dews 
That richer make their damask tints, and throw 
A freshen’d fragrance over all the air. 
Approach, ye spirits, whosoever couch 
In chaliced buds throughout the season’s lapse, 
And watch their birth, their progress, and decay. 
Such, who unfold the cowslip’s golden eye, 
Sweetbriar, or pensive lily of the vale, 
The harebell’s azure grace, wild violet’s smell, 
And every petal, lone and rare, that blooms 
With hue as various as the rainbow’s scarf 
On mountain sides, or o'er the untrod heath. 
Elves too, attend, whoe’er with hovering care 587 
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Protect the peace of rural scenery : 588 
Ye, who by turfy hills or turning vales 

Speck their green banks all o'er with chaplets new 
Of asphodel and yellow marigolds, 

And in each hush'd nook scatter daffodils, 

The sapphire orchis, or bright jasmine stars : 

Gay creatures, whose is the delicious charge 

To ope io spring the leaves of tenderest green, 
Who, as ye flutter round on saffron wings, 

Deck with light hand the maidhood of the year, 
While from your soft aid shrink not the young stems, 
But yield delighted to your genial care. 599 
Ye scatter fairy tints, more quaintly blent 

Than are the plumes of rarest butterflies. 

Gently ye spread fresh glories on the air, 

Then kiss the beauty that yourselves have made. 
Fairies, who in the haunch of spring-time fly 

To shelter’d spots, where shunning eye of man, 
Ye revel in the sunshine all the noon 

To lapse of rills, or music of wild bees, 

Chanting o’er blossoms of expanded sweets. 

All, who by moonlight, when eve’s radiance fades, 
Sport o’er the smooth-green turf in airy rings, 

Or listening to the throat of nightingales, Gil 
(The mazy dance at end,) lull’d by their song, 
Linger the happy night in trance and dream.” 


She paused a moment, for so various grace 
Distraught the view: but soon their Queen resumed. 


‘* Elves too, attend us, ye more mildly fair 
Than Persian Peris, and who use your hours 
In richer joy: such as delight to lurk 
By brims of haunted woods in lonely dells 
O’er beds of thyme or silvery lavender, 
Feeding on fragance, pillow’d on the lap G21 
Of choicest verdure, and o er-canopied 
By leaves of sycamore, or feathery fern. 
Ye, who in sylvan scenes preside, whose task 
Is to adorn the groves, and thicket tufts, 
Or odorous limes, and hawthorn-scented bowers, 
And hang o’er every bough a leafy wreath. 
Ye, round whoselocks and changeful vests are strewn 
Tokens of green, or crimson-faded sprays, 
Who joy to walk unseen through arching glades, 
There to hold talk with Echo, or at times 
Springing aloft on sportive wing, assist 
The stock-dove to construct her airy nest: 033 
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Then from such height shake down a sudden shower 
Of acorns, shatter'd from their ripen’d cups, 
Startling with wilder’d laugh the eld-horn’d stag, 
Advancing solemn through the sun-screen’d shade, 
Or couch’d upon his favourite lair below. 

Elves too, approach, whose task it is to watch 
Unnumber’d fruits, and bring to happy birth 

- Earth’s foison for man’s use; the teeming herb, 
And golden grain; or in still orchard-plots 

Paint the ripe apple’s cheek with vermeil bloom. 
Ye that with downy velvet clothe the peach, 

Or teach the grape to swell its luscious pulp, 645 
That feeds the fairy tribes with liquid joy: 

Who hang the groves with crimson mulberries, 
Swell the rich pear with nectar, or bespread 
Gemm’d cherries o'er the coral-chequer’d trees : 
Who to the squirrel push the clustering nuts, 

Or e’en on barren heaths with berries sweet 
Check in unwont delight the wanderer’s foot ; 

Or by still dells the musing virgin lead 

To fairy banks of woodland strawberries, 

Red as her lips, and fragrant-fresh as they. 

Elves all, who love each lone and desert spot, 
Where hermits rest and weary pilgrims bend, 657 
By ruin’d towers, o’erhung with ivy-veil, [cells : 
Near which some clear fount drips from shadowy 
Ye too, from mines, amid earth’s veins conceal’d, 
Where riches strange and ores of silver grow, 
Serve all these magic sisters, now become 

My chief-deputed ministers on earth, 

Attend their hest, and act their purposed will.” 


Scarce had she utter’'d, when another band 
Of Norny-sprites diverse, fronting the first, 
Spring forward at her word, and take their place: 
Chiefly of verdurous hue and freshest look, 668 
Tn grace all various. In their grasp some held 
Garlands of flowers, or fruits, or leafy wreaths, 
Which charmingly with blended hand they waved 
Before them, or around, or overhead. 
At sight of whom, as o’er the wondrous three 
They glided downward, their strange beauty drew 
Fix’d admiration, which the sisters held 
In rapt attent, nor less the thronging host: 
Augmented but the more, as thus with tones 
Of homage, new to mortal sense, they speak. 


‘Lo! we attend: sprites of the changeful earth, 
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Hail! potent three, its guardian ministers, 680 
Clothed thus in superhuman majesty !— 

We own your sovereignty, your spells obey, 
Transcending far scope of enchantment old; 
Gifted to your controlling hands by her, 

Nature’s all-ruling goddess, whom we serve, 

Who to our care assigns this lower sphere. 
Mysterious favourites, arbiters of doom, 

Agents of power divine, tell then your will, 

That whatsoe’er ye bid us, we may act. 

Ready alike, all to your pleasure bow.” 699 


Hush’d was the voice. Then thus the magic three 
With beck of lifted wands and spells display’d 
Of Frea’s choice, instinct with Runic charms, 
In tone of awe impart. 

‘‘ Terrestrial fays, 

Who come at call, according to your power 
And office, grant your aid and promise meet. 
Work full assurance of our mistress’ love, 
Your earnest of her favour to the Dane. 
Yield your assistance, that by eager quest 
We may ere long o’ertake the dastard foes, 
In whatsoever nook of earth they-hide, 702 
The lurking Alfred and his traitor-slaves, 
Plotting eternal mischief to our cause. 
Assure us conquest, unconfined revenge, 
Glory to Denmark, England’s lasting shame ; 
War, war ;—dominion o’er this ample isle, 
Where, in the stead of the base Christian faith, 
Altars to Frea, worship to her name, 
May rise, and flourish through eternal time. 
Ye to her duteous people grant on earth 
Blessings and joys, which you alone can shed 
On those who serve her willingly like you. 
Declare what benisons in your doom'd sphere 714 
"Tis yours to add ; what pledges to the brave, 
Friends of the chief, thus honour’d in his tomb.” 


Instantly thus respond the observant elves. 
‘‘ Ours is the circling rule of earth’s vast orb, 
O’er her green surface scatter’d: every spot 
To our keen eye is ever ope alike. 
Then for your solace hear our promised pledge. 
No place, so hid, cheerful or drear, shall be 
From our strict watch exempt, until we guide 
Your active search to find the foes ye seek: 
To this our care shall add devoted aid. 726 
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Nor deem our means unequal to our will: 726 
For every maze in every tangled wood 

We know, each bower, and cottage, hut, or cell 
On every trackless heath, each cavern-gulf, 
The deep recess of each subterrene mine, 

With every habitant, where’er he bides, 

While on this earth he draws his vital breath, 
His daily habits, and minute concerns, 

That nought can scape our prying scrutiny.” 


So as they said, visible joy, new hope, 
Inspired the listening crowd. Ardent they gaze 
On their divine protectors, as endued 
With means, peculiar to their chief desire. 738 
Sportively then the watchful elves return. 


‘* Tis we who in deep forests curl the boughs 
Of seld-seen trees, and fear’d as Erl-Kings, haunt 
Huge antique oaks, whose ragged mouldering horns 
Proclaim to sight the age of centuries: 

Amid whose broad and hollow trunks, o’ergrown 
With grey-furr'd lichens, arching vaulted space, 
We form our table, and hold Norny-feasts, 

Where pink oak-apples hang, that ask our touch. 
Or underneath umbrageous foliage hid, 7418 
We sit upon the moss’d and spreading roots 

That clasp some primrose bank, and mark all-hush’d 
Through the dusk alleys the shy-peeping doe 
Lead her young fawn to some clear fount or rill, 
Whose waters man ne’er sipp’d, then bend to drink. 
Or in the gloomier depths, where feathery tufts 
And bushes of wild juniper half-shade 

The colour’d spake’s retreat, we joy to lurk 

In autumn hours among the silver leaves 

Of beech-trees, or brown-spotted sycamores, 

Or mid majestic rows of mingling elms. 759 
Oft in spring-mornings, when the throstle’s bill 
Awakes the sleeping glades, with Oread-step 

We trip along, each to our several charge, 
Gliding through every covert at our will, 

To aid our mistress’ work, till day declines. 

Then others take in turn the nightly task, 

While mid wild roses, bent in graceful wave, 
Compass’d by woodbines, or by jasmine-stars, 
We take our rest on purple beds, but ere 

We yield to transient sleep, in revel gay 

We sip the nectar-breathing dews that hang 

On germ or spray, or kiss the pearly drops 771 
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That hang upon the virgin rose-bud’s cheek. —772 
©’er our repose the pensive nightingale 
Shames the hush'd blackbird with his sweeter song.” 


While fairy-voices utter’d tones like these, 
Around the three, who waved their charmed wands, 
The spirits flew, with many a graceful act, 

And kiss’d the tiny hand, with bow and smile: 
Till, versatile, some thus the pledge resumed. 


‘¢ Believe us, sisters, oft to haunts like these 
We can conduct you, such as late we know 
Great Frea bade you seek, and dwell retired 
In meditative wood, or tent, or cell ; 783 
Life, envied-sweet, for we can bring you there 
Food, fit for goddesses; such as ourselves 
Joy to partake; sap, fruit, or juice of flowers, 
Milk, which the wild-goat ushers to our hand, 
Wine, press'd in heaven, inspiring prophecy, 
Drunk amid music ; bring you raiment there, 
Spun in the woof of spirits, swift as thought ; 
Vests like our own ; thin veils, and magic belts. 
There while at ease on downy inoss you rest, 

Or odorous leaves for your soft-cushion’d couch, 
Cull’d by our choicest Nornies, oft will we 794 
Before you play, with many an antic quaint, 

And twine the fairy-dance and morris-ring. 

With secret charge we can instruct you there 

In needful search, if haply in such scenes 

Of sunny plenty your scaped foes may lurk ; 
Inform, and be your guides: fetch what you ask, 
Your pages, who for Frea’s votaries 

Act each familiar office with delight.” 


So as they said, by such allurement won, 
The sisters thus wild colloquy renew [lors, 
With the charm’d spirits—‘‘ Heaven-sent counsel- 
With you consulting thus, we too may soon 
Pierce scenes, scarce visited of mortal eye, 
And bend our knowledge to each high intent.”’ 


To whom at once the enliven'd fays respond. 
‘¢ Ye shall; with us, companions; for ’tis ours 
Io many a dingle’s deep-sequester’d nook 
Beside each winding rivulet to bide 
In watch; to couch upon the purple cliffs 
Whose hollow banks, edged oer with fringe of green, 
Look over valleys wide, and glens, and caves: 3815 
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No secret spot secluded from our gaze; 816 
While the moon rises o’er the glimmering scene, 
By which we mark the owl’s unknown retreat, 
Listening her melancholy hoot afar, 

Or eye the drake-hen in the mossy brake 

Steal from the hush’d steps of the female fox, 

Or note the wild-cat to his earth-hole slink, 

Or to the pool’s edge the still otter creep. 
Sometimes on borders of some bosom’d lake 

That glistens in the moony sheen, in sport 

We smooth the plumage of the snow-white swan, 
As she lies sleeping, her curved neck thrown back 
At ease along her silver boat-like shape, 828 
Till by our sudden and shrill cry disturb'd, 

She starts away, and o’er the mirror’d waves 
Glides with insulted arching majesty. 

Others, the Pixy-elves, of glossy green, 

Haunt each cool grot, and vault, in mountain-sides, 
Beside whose verge they glance and scan the print 
Of every mortal footstep that intrudes, 

Be it climbing goat, or sheltering traveller. 

We traverse earth throughout her various range 
Of landscape, or of climate: sun, or cold. 

Some most affect the motley-vested meads: 639 
Some choose the heath and solitary fen: 

Some over dales and valleys wind untired, 
Following the music of the tassell’d horn. 

Some in the confines of the frozen north 

The skin-wrapp’d hunter aid, buoy’d on snow-shoes, 
Where on fleet elks, or rein-deer, sovereigns ride, 
Aod hurl unerring arrows o’er the waste. 

The chase we love, and rauge each crannied Jair. 
Then in deep caves we waste the wintry nights, 

Or in the centre of the hollow mine 

Instruct the dwarfs to cull rich ores, and gold, 
When with experienced art they joy to form 851 
Armour more rich than Hubba ever wore.” 


So as they said, the sisters, as enrapt 
Tn wild enthusiasm, that might seem diffused 
Through the vast audience, on that vision strange 
Ponder’d, and powers in language wild reveal’d, 
Waking new hope and expectation high. 
But hark! to purpose answering every wish, 
Earth’s fays thus pledge their mighty properties. 


‘Such as our power is, so our gifts shall be, 
Vouchsafed from Frea, empress of our sphere, 861 
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(The mighty governess of victory) 862 
Who to your service all our potence bends. 

Our task shall be, pledged now to Denmark’s sons, 
To counteract these traitors’ first success, 

Begun in vain; your late mischance repair, 
Which by our care shall thus redound alone 

To Denmark’s higher glory.—Hear our vow. 
Ne’er will we rest, till through our artful guide 
Ye have discover’'d England’s sovereign fled ; 
Nor sole himself but all the royal brood 

And princes of his house, with all the train 

Of nobles who yet haunt his vagrant steps. 873 
Whence shall accrue, in order fair achieved, 

A royal bride to Guthrun, Frea’s choice, 

(For nuptial ties she favours) war revived : 

To whose grim ranks the standard lost shall be 
Restored or new-vouchsafed, with deadlier charm. 
Then, then by Danish heroes shall be won 
Dominion over al] this British land: 

A lasting dynasty to Guthrun’s race. 

Sprung from his blood a line of Danish Kings 
Shall wear successively this England's crown. 
Realms too and principalities alike 

Dead Regner’s sons shall dignify, nor less e835 
Brave Amund, Oskital, and chiefs supreme, 
Palaces, riches, captive brides, await, 

To be select and shared among yourselves. 

To asking chiets we pledge enchanted arms, 
Fields rich with blood of battle, o'er their soil 
Profusely shed, whence to their lords shall rise 
Plentiful harvests waving o’er their face 

With golden grain, scarce needing toil of yours, 
Or care to reap, save by your English slaves. 

The earth shall teem with foison, and full cups 
Flow round in graceful bounty to the gods. 
Blending with Britain’s race, and so extoll’d —_s97 
To glory’s height, we tell, the Dane shall be 

The lord of nations, sovereign of the world, 

And Frea’s reign shall over earth extend.” 


At such their words a burst of ecstasy 
From all the listening chiefs assured the effect, 
By Frea first presaged. But most of all, 
The sovereign Guthrun, in his nature prone 
To deep devotion and to musing thought, 
(On whose rapt sight already had been deign'd 
Unearthly visions, yet in memory fresh,) 
Wonder absorbs. Upon the present scene, 908 
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An apparition, cheering as divine, 909 
On words, on acts, encouraging as strange, © 
Entranced he broods; nor scarce did less amaze, 
Blent with new hope, fierce Oskital possess, 
Firing his avarice, and thirst of spoil ; 

Nor princely Amund, ope to beauty’s charm: [swell’d. 
While Regner’s sons wild thoughts of vengeance 


But straight the impatient sisters interposed, 
Accosting thus the watchful sprites again. 


‘‘ Tell, heavenly messengers (all burn to know), 
Shall your own art, detecting, then destroy 919 
The foes we seek, or human vengeance kill ?” 


To such stern question thus earth’s fays return. 


*‘ Discovery is our charge ; but to destroy 
To spirits of destruction is assign’d, 
Or mortals’ hand. Our nature, office, sphere, 
Alike forbid. But o’er all fays of ill, 
The powers of darkness, witches, and the fates, 
That govern human doom, your spells have sway, 
By our great mistress deign’d, who rules them all. 
These too invoke at pleasure, and from them, 929 
Consulted on such themes by anxious Kings, 
Learn all that future destiny intends.” 


Instant the sisters add this solemn charge. 
‘* Hear then our will. Ye, whom all nature's Queen 
Bids our behest obey, conduct the search 
Where Alfred lurks: teach ye, by what best mean 
Him and the traitor-train, who with him hide, 
We to our grasp may snare in one wide swoop, 
Since well we know, our other doom’d intents 
Will to this prime of fortune soon succeed.” —9s9 


Immediate, in obeisant homage bow’d, 

Earth’s sprites respond : 
— By human agency 

Expect your foes to fall, discover'd soon ; 
And chiefest by those wiser English chiefs, 
Late to your side allured. Soon will they come, 
Bid to this presence. Them on strictest quest 
Employ, compel, as best the persons each 
Knowing, of whom they seek. Such search ourselves 
Will guide, in secret hovering, or discern’d, 
As need demands. Be these your instruments. 950 
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Excite their zeal by prospect of rewards, 951 
Such as may glut temptation’s amplest wish. 

Nor failure fear ; enough of earthly meed 

It shall be our delighted task to part 

Both to yourselves, and all whom ye protect. 
Theirs may be tributary coronets, 

Deputed sceptres, castles, rich domains, 

Won and confiscate from the chiefs they seize, 

W hate’er ambition can for prize demand, 

Price not too valued for the traitors’ heads: 

So may your foes in one wish d mass expire. 

Nor such high guerdon shal] alone repay 962 
Chieftains of power, but every humbler Dane 
Whose active zeal shall such distinction claim. 
Who Hubba’s bright example emulates 

Shall from our willing hand like honour own.” 


A moment paused the Norney-fays; but soon 
Toward the dead hero’s relics turn’d, in tone 
Of soften’d fondness, ere they part, adjoin. 


‘* Hail! glorious name ! to thee be then thy meed, 
Perennial glory; nor on earth we bid 
Farewell, for on thy tomb our constant care — 972 
Shall nurse fresh wreaths of never-withering green. 
Myrtles shall o'er these cliffs breathe rich perfume, 
And all shall whisper of eternal peace.” 


So as they said, to the prophetic three, 
Next to the people in alternate turn, 
They proffer blessing: soon with lifted arm 
From crystal chalices and cups that shone 
Of fairy-gold, libations o’er the earth 
They pour of wine, and sparkling hydromel. 
Then, with last duty, meeting, o’er the tomb 
Hang, and enfold it as in blent embrace, 983 
Bow’d all with acts of graceful courtesy, 
As wave to morning’s breath the summer trees. 
Now kneeling reverent o’er the sacred spot, 
Some in the ground drop seeds of fairy-flowers 
To deck a monument, for ever fresh. 
While the light Pixies, bearing lily wands, 
Implant blue velvet-bosom’d violets, 
Cull’d from each favourite bank in vale or dell, 
To gem the hillock with unfading sweets ; 
Some uttering charmed spells to guard from blight, 
Or check the step of cattle, wandering near. 
Aud all around fair chapilets they hang, 995 
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Link’d with the bells of pensive columbine, 996 
Wan-drooping daffodils ; and o’er the top 

A regal crown of spotless lilies raise, 

Enwreath’d with eglantine and myrtle spray. 

Then o’er the mound, so graced, some fondly place 
A fairy-sword, enrich’d with jewels rare ; 

And, forged by dwarfs below, a gorgeous shield, 
Imprezed with bright compartments, all of gold, 
That blazed afar, a mooned canopy. 

Then in bright union blending, the fair elves 

From groves, from mead, from valley, wood, or cave, 
Dance in wide circle, interweaving still 1007 
Order, new-springing from variety, 

With graceful morrice-step and playful masque, 
Each change in beauty fairer than the last, 

Yet every gesture marking honour meet 

To the brave warrior’s bed, who sleeps below. 


_ A pensive trance came o’er the admiring crowd, 
Bathing the spirits in delight, that still 
Aroused fresh courage in each throbbing breast. 
Smiling to mark her favour’s blest effect, 
Yet stay’d not nature’s goddess to confine 
To these alone her charge, but her fair form _1018 
Turning toward other fays, who higher float, 
Accosts the lighter and aérial elves, 
In words, which instant listening mortals seize. 


‘* From veil’d recesses of withdrawing clouds, 
Come now, ye favour'd Nornies of the air, 
Fairer than Houries of the fabling east, 
Azure in tinct, who in your easy flight 
Seem like embodied zephyrs, as ye bend 
Your silvery pinions, fluttering o’er the sky, 
Each with a sapphire set as with a star. 
Ye in ethereal robes, and astral crowns, 1029 
With eyes dove-hued, who wing your meeting way 
From each wind’s various track, and seem to bear 
The morning’s incense in your shadowy train, 
Hover along this green hill’s sloping side, 
And fleet, like sea-birds on your circling wheel, 
Borne on the breeze, while all is peaceful-still, 
When evening sun-beams deck each sparkling wave. 
Transparent shapes, who with the opening rose 
Play, and inhale unseen its virgin breath : 
Who to the ground in sunny rains descend, 
And make the.cool’d earth fertile, or with dews 
Drop on the hawthorn, bearing thence away 1041 
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Its sweetest odours through the ravish’d air, 1042 
Fraught with shrill music of the blackbird’s song. 
Fair Nornies of the dawn, whoever send 

From the dim purlieus of each lingering star 

Grey mists before ye o’er expectant earth, 

At stated hour dispensed, what time the lark 
Greets your young spirits at heaven’s purple gate, 
Hailing with joy the earliest streak of day; 

Beside whose flight you playful elves aspire, 

And mimic his trill’d lay, then on his back 

Borne down, as in a car, with slope descent, 
Repose a moment in his grassy nest. 1058 
Elves too, advance, who in the rainbow live, 
Mingling its transient hues, and in its glow 
Freshen the beauty of your crystal shapes, 

Nor avet your filmy plumes with glittering showers.” 


She paused an instant, but with sceptred hand 
Beckoning, address’d the favour’d of her train. 


‘* Come too, ye Nornies of the changeful clouds 
Whoever dwell in fields of amber there, 
Lit by the moon; or haunt the flaky scarfs, 
Of azure, vermeil, or of golden tinct, 1063 
That canopy meek eve’s departing throne: 
Or in the sever’d fleeces love to sail 
That gleam, like islands, in a boundless vault. 
Fays too, who pleased renew your evening rounds, 
And love to play amid the village-smoke, 
That curls among green trees ere curfew-time, 
While redbreasts warble on the sweet-briar bush, 
And every bud through drops of silver shines. 
Fairies of twilight, too, advance, dim elves, 
Who choose the soft hour when the dor-fly’s buz 
Tempts ye abroad among the wheeling gnats 
To sport, or chase the modest lady-bird, 1075 
Till the owl's hoot gives signal, when away 
You steal to visit her dusk ivied nook 
In silence, there to mark the hush’d approach 
Of the broad moon, when o’er the horizon hills 
She quits her golden chamber, and ascends 
In dreamy vision up heaven’s glimmering dome. 
Approach ye Nornies of melodious breath, 
Who hover o’er the shepherd’s oaten flute, 
That with enchantment stills the listening vale ; 
Or tune the deep notes of the forest horn, 
When airy Echo from her voice returns 
Tones sweeter than the original she hears. 1087 
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Ye fays of fragrance too, and odorous scent, 1088 
Hither commingle on your balmy flight, 

And shake from jewel’d censers strange perfumes 
With lavish hand, that creep along the air, 

And peise the sense with melting languishment. 
Be near too, subjects, Fancy’s richest birth, 

Ye elves of dreams, such as fond memory paints 
In clear appearance, when illusions sweet 

Of gentlest image sooth the pillow’d sleep, 
Strewing with flowers the path of this world’s pain. 
Be ready all, obeisant to our wish. 

Serve ye alike my magic ministers, 1099 

Their willing heralds: learn and act their will.” 


She said, and duteous at her call advance 
Aérial Nornies from their upper sphere, 
Who, marshall’d, by their brilliant beauty throw 
Fresh glory o’er the scene. Raptured surprise 
In all the human multitude below 
Woke keenest expectation, and on these 
Drew every eye and ear. Floating approach 
Before the sisters in transparent robes 
Of soft ethereal azure, other shapes 
More fine and delicate than those of earth, 1110 
With added elegance, yet all their own. 
But hark ! with voice of melody they speak. 


‘‘ Behold! by your controlling spells allured, 
We come, observant: Nornies of the air, 
Who live amid the rainbow’s purfled arch, 
Or playful blend the many-colour’d clouds 
That decorate the sky, when dies the day ; 
Owning dominion round this orb terrene ¢ 
More wide than e’en circumfluent ocean claims. 
Hail! magic sisters, loved of nature’s Queen, 
Our homage take, your zealous messengers: 1121 
Tell but your will, and what we can is done.” 


They bow with duty, and expect command. 
Instant the sisters, as with novel joy 
Inspired, displaying Frea’s choicer gifts, 

In tones that blend behest with awe, return. 


‘¢ Fair spirits, gracing your supernal sphere, 
Pledge then your higher potence, and unfold 
What blessings apt your boundless charge can yield 
To aid this people, Frea’s worshippers.” 1130 


456 KING ALFRED. 


Soon then the Norny-elves to such appeal 1131 
Answer in accents, sweeter than a lute, 
Play‘d on the water, when a lover’s hand 
By moonlight serenades his lady's bower. 


‘‘ Deputies of our empress-chief, our power 
Is yours. Our task shall be with gradual hand 
To sway the seasons; at our touch the sky 
Shall melt to showers ; health breathe in every breeze; 
E’en as we bid, life animate, or end. 
Drought we can cause, or shed refreshing moist, 
Spread by these gentle spirits of the dew, 1141 
While float their tresses on the balmy gale. 
For every wind it is our charge to rule, 
Be it of forcible, or softest breath, 
To point its aim, and bid it act our hest. 
"Tis we, who, when the sought enchanter sells 
Propitious blasts to parting mariners, 
Note every sign, and while the hallow’d knot 
Is in mid course untied, we waft aright 
The swelling sail, and call the sea-nymphs round 
To ward the bark from many a rifted rock. 
Some in the palace of imperial Thor 
And vast Thrudwanger’s halls, a thousand gusts 1153 
Summon, to decorate the thunderer's pomp. | 
Some pierce the deep abyss of lower air, 
Where Earth, the vessel of the ages, floats, 
Self-poised; and those dread giants of the frost 
Build Nagelfara’s bulk, that monstrous ship 
Which shall at time’s last end upbear aloft 
The gather'd foes of nature and of gods 
To conflict, in their final-fatal war. 
We watch their malice, and guard nature's peace.” 


Rapt in amaze, the beckoning sisters thus 
A moment interposed this prompt request. 1164 


‘* Majestic beings, be our heralds kind, 
And bear our wishes through your boundless sphere, 
Whene’cr we call, as various need demands, 
No task made yours, that asks not to the Dane 
Good, but confusion to our hated foes.” 


As with such charge delighted, instant then 
The fays of air respond : 
« Such joy we hail, 
And every erraud fly to execute, 
Swifter than thought, and knowing every clime. 1174 
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"Tis ours upon the plumage of the dove, 1175 
Or vagrant swallows’ wing, to sail around 

Earth’s orb, and buoyed through liquid element 
Survey each region, light as gossamer. 

Ours "tis to revel in the crimson dawn, 

Or on the tops of the gold-castled clouds, 

That overhang the margin of the west, 

W hat time the sun sinks to his gorgeous couch, 
Amid the diamond-chambers of the main. 

Then in delight we watch the earliest star 

Rise opposite, and when meek twilight’s hand 
Has lull’d the placid globe, we leave our seats 
And linger o’er the lips of shutting flowers, 

Ere yet quite close their languid, asking eyes, 
New-freshen’d with descent of skiey tears. 

Then from the dimm’d sky sullen mists we chase, 
Aud leave the air (the throne of night and day) 
Open to mellow light, to mortals kind, 

Frighting foul sprites and spectres thence away, 
While the hush’d world in moonlight beauty sleeps. 
Then our benigner office more to please, 

We soothe the dear repose of whom we love. 

Then is our charmed care, o’er fancy’s realms 
Presiding, airy dreams to shew to men, 1198 
And happy visions in the hush of night, 

That lift the veil of hid futurity : 

Foreboding good, and prosperous events, 

Through mystic omens, Frea’s richest gift.” 


So as they said, their own observant Queen, 
Nature’s supernal goddess, thus adjoin’d. 


‘Ye too in dreamy trance, your element, 
Rapt mortals can excite to dauntless deeds, 
And tempt ambition to each daring height, 
’ Pledging as bright rewards glory and fame, _1208 
Oft visionary e’en themselves as air, 
But to my favour’d votaries ever true. 
Ethereal train, this host and its won friends 
Still watch and guide. Own ye none other power ?”’ 


Reminded, straight the duteous sprites return. 


“ We point the arrow’s flight: we guide the spear: 
We urge the Danish raven to his prey, 
Where hottest rage the steel-wing’d Valkyries ; 
Who oft bestow their thanks and shews of love, 
When heavenly Frea, in her star-hung car, 1218 
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Sportively drawn by birds of paradise, 1219 
Greets us with waving hand and smile of grace, 
Smooth-sailing on the yielded breast of noon. 
Then as she passes heavenward, o’er its bridge 
We play, and as her mounting chariot comes, 
Drop o’er the heads of heroes, crowded there, 
Crowns of air-bubbles, sparkling rich, with hues 

- Reflected from the rainbow’s brighten'd gleam. 

All shapes too we assume, or change at will 

To guard whome’er we would, or to decoy, 
Beheld in image clear, or ere an eye 

Twinkles, invisible again. At times 1230 
Shapeless, as airy voices sole, we move 

And over dusk heaths, or the forest’s gloom 

We personate some dead, or living friend, 

And to the ear of wondering mortals there 

From shadows call their names. So various power 
Great Frea deigns; then bids us speed away 
With motion fleeter than careering clouds, 

Till, like to them, our fleeting vesture fades. 

The flight of every bird we rule, that spreads 

His fluttering plumage in the sky’s expanse. 

The eagle’s eyry, as the thrush’s nest, 

We shield alike; nor wanting our regard, 1242 
Could the wild hawk e’er deck the chieftain’s hand, 
Or tercel-gentle his bell’d jesses wave. 

The lonely heron slowly swings along 

His fan-like wings, by our directive touch, 

And led by us, (to pay the fowler’s art) 

The teal and mallard cross the secret net, 

Slung in the alleys of the shelter’d woods. 

We guide along the powder’d butterflies, 

First breaking through the sunshine of the spring, 
The speckled moth, and every insect bright, 
Whose glossy plumes skim over mead or stream. 
All sound alike is ours, serene, or harsh. 1254 
Parents of music, we can melt the soul 

In ecstasy, through harmony divine, 

Sweeter than odours soothe the captive sense. 

Oft at her call, nature’s high Queen to please, 

We in her Alfheim’s fairy-arbours sing, 

To all the assembled state of Frea’s court, 
Honour’d by all the dwellers of her home, 

Such melodies, from Braga’s harp drawn down, 
As through some opening of the clouds at times 
Our ears have caught amid enchanted air, (back, 
Which breathed from heaven, call charmed faucy 
And teem with presage of its richest joy.” 1266 
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Seizing those tranced words, the sisters then 1267 
Accost the fays : 
‘With music such as this 
Sootheand console usnow. Deignthus, graced elves, 
To honour now this grave, and o’er this host, 
Frea’s own people, shed your blessings kind 
_ In sweetest flood of fairy-melody.” 


Scarce had they spoke, when hark! o’er all the air 
A mingled concert stole; a thrilling bymo, 
Of mortal tongue ineffable, for sense 
Of human ear too passing-fine, unless 1277 
The conscious hand check’d, e’en in act, its power. 
Music, all undiscern’d from whence it sprang, 
Crept on the ear, in cadent unison. 
From airy harps it broke, and instruments, 
Unheard before, unknown: from Norny-lyres, 
Strung with their silvery hair, like sunny beams ; 
Or flutes, or magic reeds, or curving shells, 
Blown by the breath serene of airy fays. 
Such dulcet harmony with tenderer fall 
Echo prolong’d, until it seem’d a shade 
Of music, melting to its native heaven, 
Prelusive, calling the lull’d hearer there. 1289 
While ever and anon, between the strains, 
A faded drum, and trumpet, seem’d to sound, 
That mark’d a warrior’s obsequies with notes 
Accorded e’en from Frea’s opening courts. 
The wild dirge, though with holiest pleasure fraught, 
To sadness as to fancy was allied, 
And through each mortal bosom woke a sense, 
Of dream celestial, that alone to heaven 
Pointed as to its home, while on the ear, 
Soft as the lapse of summer-evening dew, 
It fell, and rapt in silent languishment 1301 
The soul, like that, when dies upon the rose 
The nightingale, by music’s power o’ercome, 
The voice they blend, surpassing human words, 
In roundelay and varying madrigal, 
Still uttering honour to the immrortal dead: 
After, to all the Danes (his fellow-race) 
Prosperous fortune, omens ever bright, 
And sportive grace, and sweet amenity, 
Propitious care of every Norny-power 
That serves amid the train of nature’s Queen : 
And when proud victory o’er Britannia’s isle 
Has fix’d its full dominion, temperate skies, 
Gales, that shall waft rich fleets to happy ports, 
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Unfailing spring, delicious summer-hours, 1314 
And seasons rich in waste fertility ; 

Pleased intercession too, with mighty Thor, 

The Thunderer, still to ward his lightning-rage, 

To point his shafts on Denmark’s foes alone, 

But on her sons shed every gracious boon. 


Hush’d such unearthly strain, the sprites of air 
O’er the deck’d tomb their treasured censers fling, 
Replete with sky-bred incense, fraught with scent 
Of rarest odour, strange to human sense, 

Cull’d from the fragrance of celestial flowers. 1324 
Whose lingering influence to expand the more, 
These from a silvery cloud bid gently fall 
Dew-drops, whose moisture spread not to a shower. 
That while delicious gales flew all around, 

A balmy softness stole, as after rain 

Earth’s foison smells in spring, when hawthorn buds 
Ravish the sun-set air, or ripen’d grass 

In summer’s harvest scents the new-mown fields. 
Soon o’er the impendent cloud a rainbow bends, 
That in its arch enfolds the hero’s grave ; 

Beneath whose canopy the tribes of air 

Hover, like birds, and soon with circling hands 1336 
Blend the bright Norny-dance, like wreaths involved 
Of curling vapour, melting thus away 

As to the confines of a brighter heaven, 

Whither their presence led the raptured thought. 
Yet fled they not, but as they slow retired 
Resign’d to other fays more glorious place. 


After those charmed tones, and acts so strange, 
The magic prophetesses seem’d entranced 
In new enthusiasm, which the aspiring soul 
Raised from this earthly ball to loftier spheres. 
Like sense too seized the wondering audience. 1347 
Great Frea mark’d the moment. To complete 
The vision’s full intent, and in each heart 
Plant hope, devotion, transport uncontroll'd, 
Heaven’s gracious empress, pausing scarce, again 
With strong enchantment, in alternate turn, 
(Not welcome least, delay’d) her last bright band, 
Natives of light, with thrilling voice accosts. 


‘‘ Ye too from out the pure empyrean break, 
(By changeful music of celestial spheres 
Accompanied amid your gorgeous flight) 

Nornies of light and beams, ye lucent fays, 1358 
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From my own Alfheim's palaces supreme, 13590 
Koown as the paradise of fairy-land. 

Descend ye now before the ravish’d gaze, 

As if the air dropp’d jewels, floating down 

With grace more playful-wild than shooting stars. 
Transcendent in your aspect, ye who shine 

_ Ethereal shapes, irradiate elves, reveal’d 

From loveliest domiciles of charmed ease, 

Where upon golden thrones and orient flowers 

Ye muse on joy and blessings for the brave ; 
While magic suns dispense reviving rays 

O’er scenes of beauty, meet for forms so fair. 1379 
Ye, o’er whose rosy bosoms play like gems 

Your crisped tresses, strung with coronals 

Of thousand sparkling colours, born of fire : 
Whose eyes far-glance, like Vesper’s messengers, 
Your rich attire instinct with rubeous sheen. 
Some, in your hands who bear refulgent wands : 
Others, with tapers, swung in fairy-chain 

By threads of moon-beams, glimmering soft, as flame 
Gleams through a lamp of purest alabaster. 

Ye, who disport amid the galaxy, 

Elves of selecter task, whoever love 

At eve to flutter o’er the spangled sky, 1382 
And on the forehead of each virgin-star [touch 
Hang drops of heaven-wrought gold; then with soft 
Ope the coy incense of their fragrant urns. 

Others, who, mid the lunar light enshrined, 
Descend on shadowy cliffs, or moss-grown towers, 
And tip with silver every greener bank, 

Where fairies dance amid enchanted rays: 

Then slumber in the moon’s sequester’d eye, 

More lovely than Endymion, when he drew 

Her stealing steps of love on Latmos’ hill.” 


She paused an instant; then with heavenly smile 
Turning, thus others of her train address‘d. —13914 


‘* Ye too, who when the chaste dawn first peeps 
Coped in her violet-veil, obsequious fly [forth 
To strow fresh day-light o’er the purpling steeps, 
And when the broad sun lifts his blazing throne, 
Attend the track of his imperial car, 

Hovering in lucid chariots by his side, 

Till the last look of his all-glorious state 

Bids ye farewell, above the farthest brim 

Of waters, by his presence turn’d to gold: 

Then with rich hues ye hang his couch of rest 1404 
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Playful, as when the changing dolphin dies. —_ 1.405 
Alike too, ye of gentle mood, who oft 

Wander at will o’er earth’s dark orb, and joy, 

As dancing meteors, o’er the dangerous beath 

To lead the nighted traveller, or benign 

Dispelling his confusion, in new shape 

Of glow-worms, safely speed his wilder’d track, 
Till from the window of some shelter’d cot, 

As lights far-seen, ye shew a home of rest. 

But chief, ye trusted Nornies, sprites who watch 
By holy tomb-fires, such whose charge it is 

At my behest, (dear as ye know to me), 1416 
Lambent to play around the turfy mound 

That laps the sacred relics of the brave, 

And guard from touch profane their deep repose. 
Fays all of light, ye favour’d train, who share 

My counsels, nearest to my person still, 

Ye best my wishes know, that even you 

Should to the potence of these gifted three [sphere) 
(For spells are theirs that bind your heaven-bright 
Add your high service. Then approach, obey, 
And tender now your fealty divine, 

In sight of this vast host, who thence may know 
In whom to trust, what joys await the brave. 1428 
Look! how they raise my spells! attend their will.” 


So as bespoke the imperial deity, 
Succeeding to the denizens of air, 
Advance with grace a brighter train of elves 
In honour’d rank. Such who in radiant worlds 
And heaven’s own courtly mansions joy to dwell; 
Whose single view, as they approach, proclaim’d 
Their order of celestial dignity, 
Known as those charmed beings, spirits fair, 
The ruling guardians of supernal spheres, 
The lucid fays, who haunt the elements 1489 
Of light, and chiefest live in sparkling sheen 
Where Frea holds above her royal state, 
In Alfheim’s seat, the city bright in heaven, 
Where her graced throne and brilliant domes ascend ; 
Peopled with spirits pure as these, o’er whose 
Bright gardens goddesses of beauty walk. 


These to the magic summons in array 
With bending gesture tendance apt express. 
For see! the sisters wave their silvery wands 
In airy round, and a charm'd mirror hold 
That glitters in the sun, of power unknown. _— 1460 
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With awe observant of those spells display’d, 1451 
The spirits bow, and mute expect command. 


Then in more reverent tone, the sisters’ hest 
Enjoins the radiant Nornies to assure 
Bright consolation brought to humble earth 
From the rich glory of celestial climes. 


Obedient to whose voice, the splendid throng, 
(Bursting conspicuous on the ravish’d view, 
In robes of roseate, or of golden blaze, 
Their beamy foreheads wreath’d around with stars,) 
In strains surpassing human utterance 1461 
Ope their intents. To Fancy’s ear they tell 
Ofrealms from whence they come: their accents sound 
Of glittering wonders there, of starlight bowers, 
And visionary beauty, pomp, and power, 
Such as yet storied page in magic tale 
Never reveal’d, or dreaming bard has feign’d. 


‘* Hither (they seem to say) on sun-bricht cars, 
We come, responsive to your call of might, 
Quitting awhile our native climes of bliss, 

Our Alfheim’s radiant element, where sits 

Frea, enthroned, her silver-sandal’d feet 1472 
With rubies bound, and pearls, each dazzling gem 
A talisman, endued with mystic charm: 

Whose shrine each duteous spirit kisses meek, 
Ere parting from those ever-blest abodes 

On purpose, still beneficent to man. 

Know us by this; our silk-soft locks entwined 
With fairy crowns, pluck’d from the garden-bowers 
Where Frea rests, and Alfheim’s flowery fields. 
Others, the spirits of the starry fires, 

Shot down the galaxy, heaven’s orient wreath. 

Ours is the tissue, strung with thousand stars, 1483 
Whose bright hair floats uncheck’d, like Hesper’s 
Others, the dwellers of the moony sphere, [beams. 
That deck with silver the green-shadow’d earth, 
Who joy to be light’s meek-eyed messengers. 
Some mark by day the progress of the sun, 

From his young rise until his sleepy fall. 

We come too, Nornies, who beside the gates 

Of Surtur’s fiery world, below this earth, 

Observe within his blazing clime designs 

Of his black Genii: ours is power assign’d 

For a doom’d space, till gods must yield to fate, 
To chase from earth those spirits’ stolen approach, 


464 KING ALFRED. 


To man malign, and foes to nature’s frame. = 1496 
You now we serve; your voice, your wish obey. 
Our joyous embassy, by Frea’s will, 

To Denmark's sons for ever shall promote 

Good destiny, bright aspect of the stars ; 

Bidding each planet roll with prosperous turn, 

To operation high of great events, 

Each heavenly orb. On errands to your aid 

We ride the meteor, as the lightning’s fire, 
Flashing confusion on your enemies ; 

And from the comet’s beacon-flizht portend 

Ruin to kingdoms, victory to you. 1597 
We pledge assurance of our constant care, 
Welcome to heroes, brave as Hubba’s self.” 


So as they said, in words divine, discern'd 
Partly by mortal ear, strange transport, blent 
With new amaze, the musing Guthrun fired, 

And many a chief; nor less the wondering bards ; 
The sisters too, whom these bright elves address. 


But soon recalling thought, the magic three 
Thus to the fays commit their present charge. 


‘¢ Ye elves of light, whose task it is to guard 
Mysterious tomb-fires, ever seen to play 1518 
With flickering beam around the warrior’s grave, 
(His sacred meed) oh! now that dearest rite 
Perform: o’er Hubba’s sepulchre pledge now 
Perennial presence, and your courteous watch. 
From your accorded honour give presage 
And foretaste of that heaven, your happy sphere, 
Reward of life in Frea’s service spent.” 


Straight, to fulfil the destined augury, 
With smiles divine the heavenly spirits tell, 
(In tones of tenderest promise at the name) 
That ever o’er this storied hill shall haunt 1520 
The lucid fays, and weave the mystic round, 
What time the moon-beams sow the air with light, 
Soft as young blossoms on the floor of gold, 
Spread over Alfheim’s court for Frea’s feet. 
Oft lunar rainbows shall their beauty blend, 
With every halo, which the mellow light 
Obscures a moment in its faint eclipse, 
Till fairy-hands, unask’d, the moon shall clear, 
And ope her spotless smile o’er Hubba's grave. 
Nor less day’s crystal globe, what time his throne 
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Sinks mid the waters, west of Torridge-stream, 1540 
Shall gleam with soften’d ray, and cast a gaze 
Of kingly favour on this holy scene. 
To Hubba now, hereafter to his race, 
And all, who die like him in dauntless war, 
These promise too unutterable bliss ; 
Glory on earth: but after life expired, 
For its bright guerdon, deathless joy in heaven, 
In worlds of light, in Alfheim’s fairy-bowers : 
Joys, which the faithful sex, man’s help and pride, 
Matrons, and virgins chaste, alike shall share. 


So as they said, orb’d like a mighty shield 1551 
In concave arch, the glorious forms of light 
Bend o’er the lofty mound with order’d grace, 
And shed effulgence wide, in emblem proud 
Of Hubba’s glory and eternal fame. 
Nor stays such honour here. Lo! at the beck 
Of one superior spirit, who in robe, 
Bright as the sun, before the rest advanced, 
Waving the while his signal wand around, 
The whole assembled throng of Norny-elves, 
(Creation’s various agent-ministers) 
Whether of sea, or earth, or air, or light, 1562 
Join hand in hand, in one wide fairy-chain, 
And in magnific pageant, passing thought, 
All in quaternion move with mystic round, 
Solemn, yet beautiful, when wildest, ruled. 
While with consorted harmony, in sound 
Rivalling music of the planet-spheres, 
All in one choral hymn the voice attune, 
And tell, by wondering mortal ears discern’d, 
That now, all-charm’d, according nature blends 
In every element, through all her works, 
To aid the Danish cause, and o’er the tomb 
Of her loved warrior thus with images 1574 
Of grace and consolation (honour more 
Than ever yet was deign’d to mortal man) 
Pledges in vision clear commingling vows. 


Joy and amaze, in universal shout, 
The feelings of the mortal crowd disclosed. 
Glad of which sign, the lucid spirits seem 
In act as to retire; yet ere they part, 
(Thus, more than all, to crown the glory deign’d) 
In unimagined language last reveal 
The present purpose of heaven’s mighty Queen; 
Who now intends with this assembled state, 1585 
VOL. III. HH 
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In presence plain of all the mortal host, 1586 
To bear great Hubba’s spirit hence away 

E’en to the very heaven themselves presage, 

In safe-guard of her own imperial car, 

With escort proud, thro’ Alfheim’s beamy realms, 
And crystal bowers, to Valhall’s glittering halls: 
Meed, which she deems but to his merit due. 


Such purpose told, scarce did a moment pause, 
When, lo! each sense of pleasure and amaze 
Fixing in proudest ecstasy, that seized 
The chiefs, the people, as the magic three, 1596 
Great Frea forward bow’d her fulgent throne, 
Invested by her winged Valkyries, 

While 6’er her Gna her rainbow-crescent hung. 
Soon then creation’s empress her bright fays, 
In adoration bent beneath her feet, 

Address’d in words of tuned majesty. 


‘* Subjects, and ministers, ye sprited powers, 
By whose high aid we nature’s movements guide, 
(Your duteous service featively perform’d,) 

Rise, and with all our train, our will attend. 

Here in unfading honour rests entomb’d 1607 
Our favour’d chief. His body bows to fate ; 

His spirit Gods will now extol in heaven. 

Now his raised ghost ourself, and glorious train, 
Will upward lead through all my starry courts, 
And gardens bright, to join his mighty sire, 

The godlike Regner, in Valhalla’s domes. 

With what ecstatic joy will there the sire 
Welcome such loftier glory of his son! 

Following whose proud ensample, all their race, 
This favour’d people, still my dearest care, 

(If bent on war, conquest, revenge, and death) 
Like glory too shall share, like blissful meed.” 1619 


So as she spoke, nature's imperial Queen 
Before the watchful train, her high intent 
Deeming to execute, a solemn look 
First cast upon the decorated tomb. 
Then from her chariot’s side, with careful hand 
She seized one magic spear, whose spell-graved length 
She poised far forth, and held o’er Hubba’s grave, 
While thus with mystic tone she murmur’d words. 


‘‘ Ghost of departed Hubba, prince renown’d, 
Pride of thy nation, whose inhumed corse, 1629 
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In battle slain, all nature’s guardian -fays 1630 
Conspire to honour with their presence deign’d, 
By shewn endowments, new to mortal eye ;— 

Ye too, the shadows of the fallen brave, 

His vow’d companions, dauntless followers, 
Sleeping in death o’er Torridge’ yellow strand, 
Who, faithful to your chief, his meed shall share, 
List to the voice of Frea, nature’s Queen, 
Descended from her palaces in heaven, 

To consolate on earth your sudden loss. 

She calls her favourites to those bright abodes. 
Arise! appear! come from your earthly graves, 1641 
To join the radiant pomp that waits for you. 
Ascend the chariots, or bright-winged steeds, 

Led in the hand of goddess- Valkyries. 

With such assemblage swell the matchless state 
Of Hubba, while he takes his meet reward, 

And enters, graced, Valhalla’s glittering halls. 
Soon shall he hail his kingly father there, 

There soon enjoy among assembled gods 
Pleasures eternal, destined for the brave; 

But not for him alone—for you—for all 

The faithful, who the mighty Odin’s name 

Adore, and ours; for all, who dare to die 1653 
Like this immortal hero, sword in band.” 


Ceased the dread voice, when lo! the potent 
Beckons with signal to the sprites of air. (Queen 
These, in a moment, by exertion slight 
Of power their own, augmenting wonder more, 
Veil the dimm’d sun, and over all the sky 
' Induce a misty shade and hazy dark, 

As of dim twilight, or when first the moon 

Gazes o’er forests, and drear wilds, aghast. 

The sudden gloom obscure, whose screen chastised 
The former blaze, hail’d but with suited awe 1664 
That apparition strange, which on itself 

Fix’d now all eyes. Behold! before the view 

Of all the host, (who at the sight stand rapt 

In trance, that blended transport with amaze,) 
From out the bursting tomb is seen to rise 

The spectre of the dead sea-King, in form 

And figure wont, again to earth reveal’d. 

Awful the sunmon’d vision glided on; 

No death-shroud the sepulchral image hid, 

But arm‘d in steely panoply it gleam’d, 

Known, and with signs impress’d of many a wound. 
Slow through the air it rose. A shadowy hand 
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Held drawn a sword that sparkled as with fire, 
Though gouts of blood its blotted surface dash’d, 
And mid his wide habergeon glared the rent 

Of one huge scar, itself the due of death. 

Beneath the lifted helm his paler face 

Beam’d, striped with gory gashes, which nathless 
Disclosed the hero. O’er that visage wan, 
Serene, though fearful, play’d a smile benign, 
Sucli as composed his kingly sires, who died 
Musing on heaven, and scorning agony. 

Him follow’d, by a mailed figure led, 1687 
His war-horse, (dimly floating as through mist,) 
Which best he loved, still neighing for the fight. 
Buoyant, the shadow of the mighty chief, 
Self-borne through call of influence divine, 

(As the red comet tracks its course remote,) 

Sail’d upward through the sky, until it join’d 

The heavenly pomp aloft; by which arrived, 

To heaven’s high Queen obeisance meet it paid, 
With reverent sign adoring at her feet. 

War’s goddess, with attractive look and smile, 
And gracious hand, gave signal to ascend 

The gorgeous chariot wherein sat herself. 1699 
At which mark’d summons, the raised warrior- King 
Took the proud honour, and with salient step 
Beside her firm’d his stationary place. 

Erect he stood, and on tlie scene below 

Gazing, by all the admiring host observed, 

Ere quitting earth, look’d like a demi-god. 

But what strange pleasure in that ghostly eye 
Beam’d, (such as mid the mortal crowd below 
More novel-wild astonishment awoke,) 

When from the glimmering tombs, that o’er the sands 
In leftward distance stretch’d, they mark arise 
Through the dim air, what seem’d a vasty cloud, 
Shadowy, yet flashing thick with steely gleams ; 
Which, as it nearer moved, and o’er the heads 
Hover’d of the compacted multitude, 1714 
Shew’d it embodied in complete array, 

As if of battle, (for above them stream’d 

The Raven-flags, like meteors, on the gloom) 

The assembled ghosts of all the valiant troops, 
The princely Hubba’s followers, who in fight 

Fell with their chief on Kinwith’s bloody field, 
Call’d now by Frea’s voice to swell the pomp 

Of their loved master, as he enters heaven. 

On war-steeds some, but most with haughty stride, 
In eager. tumult, near their honour’d chiefs, —-:1724 
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Beside the chariot of heaven’s watchful Queen, 1725 
Assume in order’d ranks their envied place : 

In splendour of their arms more dim-discern’d 
Than their plumed King, yet all unearthly-bright. 
Prompt still they seem to rush where’er he bids, 
While round with busy preparation flew 

On winged steeds the joyous Valkyries, 
Ambassadors of heaven, whose office proud 
Marshals the state of its imperial Queen. 

These in bright row dispose the glorious train, 
And range in ambient circles the bright fays, 
Through nature’s orbs her agent-ministers. 1736 


At which the spirit of the risen King 
Gazed round, as if with an astonish’d sense 
At so much glory strange, from every sphere 
Brought thus to honour his retreat from earth; 
Seen thus by all to be no promise vain, 
But perfected in full reality, 
Passing imagination’s richest hope, 
Or all the chief had dreamt in living hour. 


Amaze no less and joy the faithful train = =—.1745 
Usurp’d, who with their dauntless prince had died. 
"Twixt whom by many a sign is now exchanged 
Remembrance dear and mutual ecstasy : 

Yet most, when each to other points with pride 
To wounds, which on the heart or brows they bear. 


Such their won bliss exalting, lo! heaven’s Queen 
Herself, to Hubba first her gracious hand 
Extends, in pledge of favout high, and next 
Waves it in turn to all his valiant band, 

Diffusing o’er such act a smile, that shew’d 
Only of heaven, as sun-beams pierce the dawn. 1756 


But hark! ere yet she part, she speaks. Her voice, 
Melodious-sweet, resounds along the sky, 
Q’erheard no less of all her listening train, 

Than by the tranced mortals throng’d below. 


‘“ Now Hubba, Denmark’s star, from me receives 
His latest triumph on this earth of mine, 
Borne by myself from hence away to scenes 
Of pleasure new, of everlasting bliss, 
Enthroned among his kingly ancestors. 
Not from their fame degenerate, his shall be 
Reception, glorious in magnificence, 1767 
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Rivalling these among collected gods. 1768 
With him too come a train of followers, 

All comrades, dying with their chief in fight, 
Numerous, as ever graced the approach to heaven 
Of any through his ancient line of Kings. 

Yet his transcending theirs, since graced withal 
E’en by the presence of heaven’s Queen herself, 
As of her subjects, nature’s ministers. 

Her happy favourite these will lead to share 
Society of gods, without restraint. 

Oh! enviable state of all the brave! 

Farewell awhile then, scenes of earth, we go 1779 
To visit now our Alfheim’s fairy bowers, 

And enter Valhall’s shield-hung palaces. 

Yet, sons of Denmark, soon shall we return 

To watch you and protect. Be active, bold: 
Cherish revenge, and courage: scorn despair. 
Myself you see, and these my agent-spirits, 
Engaged your friends. Meanwhile some guardian 
Elect e’en now from every element, [fays, 
Shall with you stay—to shield, to guide: the rest 
Our train shall follow. From the liquid sphere, 
You, Coral, Foam, and Water-fly, with each 

A chosen band remain, Of the green earth, 1791 
You, Snow-drop, Grasshopper, and Myrtle-flower, 
Take each your company. Of air, let these 
Charm’d spirits, Dew-drop, Whisper, Gossamer, 
Call a fair few away: and born of light, 

Ye, favourites, Rainbow, Moon-beam, Spangle, 
Lead each your party, while I bide away. [hence 
Observe these magic three: still hover near, 
Haunting this earth. Answer their potent call, 
And in our absence act their bidden hest. 

Watch all, and make them your peculiar care, 
Bringing them dainties, such as I partake 

In heaven, amid the bowers of Hydrasil, 1803 
Where feeds the mystic stag, from whose ray’d horns 
Descend the dewy vapours that compose 
Vergelmer’s fountain, whence the rivers flow 

That water the blest cities of the gods.” 


So to her sprites as spoke all nature’s Queen, 
Forth from their troop the elected Nornies spring, 
And with swift signal beckon to their side 
Companions, whom they would, who floating bend 
Around the owners of the gifted spells. 


Pleased Frea smiled, but soon recalling thought, 
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Thus to the people whom she loves, imparts 1814 
Her last injunction, caught with greedy ear. 


‘‘ Nation, my own, my brave, my true, attend : 
Fail not in each importing time to seek 
These gifted prophetesses, who from me 
Have power assign’d o’er all the world of spirits ; 
Both good, as here, and evil, yet unseen, 
Summon’d at their command, from realms below. 
Whence, first predicting, these can influence too 
Human events, and sway the general work: 
Which is, to vanquish Britain, and possess, 1824 
To spread my faith and altars o’er her land, 
To alienate and crush all meaner faith ; 
Avenge dead Hubba; to yourselves achieve 
Prosperity on earth, and after death 
Joys like to these at hand: but on your foes 
Destruction, ruin, and eternal shame. 
Doubt not, but all shall follow in bright train, 
And every happiest hope be yet your own. 
To this great end search for the English King, 
With his chief nobles fled: nor him alone, 
But all the royal stock, whoe’er yet live, 
In whatsoever coigne of earth they hide. 1836 
Rest not by day, by night, till these you find: 
The captive males destroy; the female stems 
Make brides and concubines, by nuptial ties 
Strengthening your empire o’er the conquer’d isles, 
Raising from these a long posterity, 
With added right to wear the English crown : 
So shall you reign through many a rolling age 
O’er regions, suited best to ocean’s Kings. 
Seek too the magic standard to regain: 
If previous war summon you to the field, 
Ere it be found, look from my gift to own 
A Reafen new, endued with direr charm. 1848 
Despond not o’er the present loss. Though foes 
Boast it an earnest of renew’d success, ; 
And fortune’s change, yet heaven itself, you see, 
With novel magic counteracts that hope, 
Now plain disclosed to all, and capable 
All your high purpose to effect at need. 
Let resolution then fire every soul. 
To your vast aims, know, ye have ready still 
My strong support and aid: nor fear to fail.” 


The goddess paused: but to the magic three 
Soon with grave look these parting words address d. 
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‘* And ye, my deputies on earth, your power 
Use free, and fearlessly. Invoked aright, 
Bound by dread spells, are ready at your beck 
These sprites, or others from dark spheres of ill, 
Who in destruction joy, malign to man. 
Secretly, or to open sight reveal’d, 
Point ye their potence to the doom’d design: 
Nor deem so awful gifts conferr’d in vain. 
Think of past worldly scenes but as a dream 
Confused, and on the future solely bend 
Your thoughts inspired. To sacred solitudes 
Resort: there ever dedicate yourselves 1871 
*Mong books and charms with spirits to converse, 
And win strange prescience of approaching fate. 
Foreknowing which, your art, than human more, 
By aid of these, may mortal actions guide. 
Attendant, these your answers shall instruct, 
When Kings shall sue for your oracular aid.” 


She ceased, and turning, seem'd in act to part, 
Her silver sceptre raised, as with command. 
Marking which sign, the sovereign Guthruo, buoy’d 
In strange excitement at her wonderous words, 
Cannot refrain, but lifts his voice aloud. 1882 


‘‘ Stay, gracious goddess! for a moment list 
An earthly creature’s prayer, your worshipper ; 
One, who (ere death) presumes from earth’s low orb 
Heaven’s empress to accost, whose majesty 
In presence clear deigns visit mortal men. 

You I adjure, adoring: leave us not 

Darkling in ignorance, but ope, dread Queen, 
Knowledge complete of what concerns us most. 
Tell, patroness and prophesier both 

Of things so high, so suiting human hope, 

Where Alfred lurks, with his secreted train: 1893 
In what low cell, or cave, or forest hid. 

How we may seize them, and by such chief prize 
Quickest and surest sum our beaming hopes.” 


Not with so fervent orison displeased, 
Heaven’s ruler downward gazed with smile benign, 
And to the monarch-Dane thus gave response. 


‘* Be not too speedy, Guthrun, in thy act: 
Since more by wily art and prudent snares 
Thou shalt effect, than force of instant blow. 
Though in one vision, or unfolding dream, 1903 
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Or through the guide direct of ministering elves, 
’Twere mine to shew thee straight thy foes’ retreat, 
Yet less would that accomplish in its train 

Than quest, redoubled through thy care. Thy task 
Must be in one vast gradual net to snare 

Not Alfred sole, but all the royal brood, 

With all his nobles, till not one be left, 

Save such as join your cause, and to my faith 
Apostatize. But this is time’s grand work, 

In due degree, since inconsiderate haste 

Would but mar all. Be firm: be resolute. 

But on the search sits nearest to thy heart, 1915 
Still with thy courage blend consulting thought, 
Such as beseems the sceptre, doom’d to thee.” 


Sheceased. The monarch knelt; yet unrestrain’d, 
(So mild her look) thus his request advanced. 


‘‘ Forgive, blest deity, my words too bold. 
Yet ere this glory leaves thy earth, instruct 
Myself, thy votary (since all thou knowest) 
How best that searchtoframe. And ope the course 
Of future destiny, which but the more 
Thy cheering words excite my soul to know.” 1925 


Heaven’s empress, conscious, and indulging then 
Her warrior’s roused impatience, answers kind. 


‘‘Thy zeal needs only care. Be this thy course : 
Late by you summon’d, hither soon will come, 
Kenwulph, wide Mercia’s deputed King, 

And proud Hianfrid, Somerset’s new lord. 

These on determined quest employ, compel, 

As knowing best the persons of your foes. 

Them on such office in your service bind, 
Tempting their pride by offering rich rewards, 1935 
Of power and riches on this earth, domains, 
Castles, and provinces, vice-regal thrones, 
Confiscate to themselves as better lords, 

For price set on the heads of fues they find. 

Nor deem, but that myself and subject spirits 

Will on such charge mingle our guiding aid, 
Though not of man discern’d, yet ever all 

Ruling by secret means and studious watch. 

For more seek these mysterious prophetesses, 

Still hovering near you: them in shadowy cave, 
Lone cell, or gloomy wood, or wilder’d heath, 
Consult hereafter. Guthrun there shall know 1947 
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More that concerns his fate: what now myself 1943 
Stay not to tell, if Odin’s counsels here 

’Twere mine to utter, scarce to me allow’d. 

Fates and dark spirits of destruction there, 
Evoked by magic power and spells, (my gift) 

Can ope what I do not; can lift the veil 

Of dim futurity, and point its track, 

By specious wonders and in manner strange. 

To which charm’d cave if Guthrun’s luring art 
Can bring one English chief in company, 
Converted as a proselyte to me 1958 
And QOdin’s glorious faith, that deed shall prove 
Earnest of future triumph. From that hour 
Treason shall league with witchcraft, to effect 
Whate’er ambition would; the destined search 
Shall govern, and accomplish Fate’s dark will. 
Thus with apt instruments of quest supplied, 
Plunging from step to step through pride’s career, 
Guthrun shall soon behold his latent foes.”’ 


The goddess ceased, and to the sovereign Dane 
Waved slow her orient hand, in graced farewell. 
He reverent kneels in solemn gesture bow’d, 1969 
With hand on heart impress’d, as swelling high 
With gratitude for this her counsel deign’d. 


At signal now of Frea’s outstretch’d arm, 
That sway'd her regal sceptre, the bright pomp 
In order’d motion toward heaven ascends. 
While all the throng divine in glorious train 
Follows the guiding Queen of earth and heaven. 
Around whose state, as upward thus they flew, 
All nature’s sprites and fairy-elves benign, 
At Frea’s playful hest, hovering above, 
Dropp’d gems, and flowers, and links of starry pearl, 
That fell on earth, in memory of the scene. 1981 


So rising, Hubba and his martial band, 
With hand oft-waved, vouchsafed a fond adieu 
To their companions wont, yet left on earth. 


Thus it ascended, till the vision seem’d 
One scarf of mingling rainbows, coping wide 
The golden air, beaming in light again 
Of pristine lustre, whose bright canopy 
Seem’d to unclose the farthest veil of heaven. 
For still beyond, remoter from the view, 
Shew’d, as if open’d, Alfheim’s lucent realms, 1991 
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Where to earth’s straining vision gleam’d afar 1992 

A glimpse of radiant palaces, and bowers 

Of fairy-rest, and Frea’s blest abodes ; 

Whence virgin-trains, of beauty unconceived, 

Too bright for human eye, seem’d forth to spring 

In airy dance to meet the coming state ; 

Which, as it moved, e’en in retiring, shew’d 

Glories ineffable of mortal tongue, 

Reserved for heroes after death, and sole 

Then to be all disclosed, where Odin sits, 

Yet from his throne will rise, to gratulate 

Such entrance of the valiant and the good. = 2003 
Onward the gorgeous apparition past, 

Till closing on the view, the spell dissolves, 

And all the visionary splendour fades, 

Melting to silence and the vacuous air. 


Tranced at such sight august the host awhile 
Gazing from darken’d earth in mute amaze, 
Upsent at last an universal shout 
In signal of extatic gratitude. 


Transported past all pitch of precedent, 2012 
Consoled beyond expression or belief, 
The Danish people muse; o’erjoy’d, to deem 
Superior natures deign’d their guardians thus, 
In vision plain, (no fiction now, but truth) 
And vying all in honours to the brave. 
Nor through that vast assemblage is there one 
Whose heart now glows not with excited pride, 
And thirst of glory in the general task. 


Themselves not less enrapt in breathless awe, 
The magic three, in adoration bent, 
Toward the receding glory stretch their arms 2023 
And lifted wands, that gleam’d as touch’d with rays 
Partaking of the power divine, which left 
A portion of its influence yet on earth. 


Full of inspired enthusiasm, then the host 
Pay divine honours to the magic three, 
Seeing them hold communion with the gods, 
Made deputies on earth of Frea’s power. 


Ere they to mystic solitudes depart, 
Thus the prophetic sisters pledge their care. 2032 
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“Ye mark the wondrous gifts of nature’s Queen, 
The favour and the potence deign'd to us. 
Though henceforth we must dwell retired, in cave 
Or holy hermitage, be sure, invoked 
We will attend and answer your just call, 
Or visit you at times, e’en unbesought : 
For still your interest forms our secret care. 
Let chiefs and princes seek in time of need 
To learn futurity, and will of gods ; 
And Guthrun first, whose claim we soon expect, 
Nor shall forget great Frea’s parting hest.” 2043 


They said, and silent vanish’d from the view. 


In highest frenzy of tumultuous hope, 
Now to their camp in Kinwith’s gory field, 
And to its castled towers, the Danes return. 
There feasts invite. O’er these they burn (as wont) 
Schemes to mature of future acts: no deed 
But tending jointly to the general cause ; 
Detection, extirpation, of their foes, 
Conquest, partition of Britannia’s isle. 2052 


From chieftains to the humblest soldier there, 
All on destruction rave with clamour loud, 
On vengeance, glory, action, war revived, 
Till full dominion perfect Britain’s fall. 
Guthrun, the sovereign King, delighted hears, 
Pledging accomplishment of every wish. 


Arrived with haste in Kinwith’s tented field, 
The feast, prepared, attracts the soldier-bands. 
Frequent amid the scene of recent fight, 

O’er the bruised grass tables are ranged along, 
Cover’d with plenteous viands, sparkling mead, 

Or the brew’d beverage of strengthening corn. 2064 
Around each crowded board the fair-hair’d troops, 
Blended with matron dames (in ancient wont) 
And rising youths, and virgins ripe for love, 
Cheerful refreshment share, to nature due. 


As thus proceeds the soldiers’ festival, 
The chiefs, benign, tendering their followers’ health 
And comfort above all before their own, 
(Ere yet retiring to the spread repast, 
That waits themselves in Kinwith’s lordly halls) 
Walk by each board among their comrades brave, 
Adding the courtesy of talk and smile, 2075 
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With condescension kind and winning grace. 2076 
Nor on the heart was such their favour lost; 

For, then with equal love and pride admired, 

The troops survey their captains, as they move 
Graced with their golden helms, that nod with plumes, 
Or girt with crowns, or topp’d with jewell'’d spikes. 
Then with delight the vying chieftains hear 

Their presence greeted; blessings on their heads 
Invoked; their healths pledged loud in brimming cups, 
As worthy leaders, or their deeds and fame 

Tuned to resounding harps in songs of bards: 
Honour to which each noble mind aspired, 2087 
Prized as a presage of Valhalla’s joys. 

Pleased too the chiefs observe their followers form 
The social guild of friendship, each to each 
Pledging with grasped hand (their custom old) 
Mutual support in battle, life for life : 

Never to fly: to perish with their chief: 

Who in the hour of danger most shall dare : 

And while the frank heart throbs with high resolve, 
Each drains the bowl, in sign of sacred vow. 


The sovereign Guthrun, by a train of chiefs 
Attended, passes thus, beheld with awe, 2098 
Temper’d by fond regard. He with an eye 
Paternal, whose mute eloquence bespoke 
Care, blending love with pride and gratitude, 
Surveys the martial nation, till at times 
His overflowing heart forced words like these. 


‘Oh! happy people! gods occasion seize 
To shower new love upon us. E’en from loss 
We vainly mourn’d at first, they now conspire 
To lift us to sublimest height of hope, 
Triumph, and bliss. Enjoy regale, well-earn’d, 
Cheering each heart with confidence and joy, 2109 
A preparation meet for action new, 
Not long delay’d. For whatsoe’er remains, 
Yourselves have witness’d heaven itself reveal 
What glory shall our future efforts crown.” 


Elate, the people list his cheerful words, 
While every breast with ardent zeal responds. 


Which visitation done, the chiefs retire 
Toward Kinwith’s towers, their own set feast to share. 
Kings, princes, nobles, chiefs of each degree, 
Met by their beauteous wives and virgins fair, 2119 
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With vying trains of azure-vested bards, 2120 
Assemble mid the castle’s high-roof’d hall; 

Where royal Alfred, guest of Devon’s earl, 

With England’s nobles had so lately sat, 
Designing for their country other hopes 

Than fire the new possessors at this hour. 
(Fortune! how strange and sudden thy reverse!) 
Here Denmark’s chiefs their revels now begin, 
While at the table each takes order’d place, 

All mindful of accorded dignity: 

Kings at the head. First, Guthrun, sovereign chief, 
Prime leader of the general enterprize, " 2131 
Monarchal e’en in aspect. On his brow 

Thought sat, still brooding o’er his people’s weal. 
Designs magnific, aims of policy, 

That in their ample scope embraced no less 

Than full dominion o’er Britannia’s isle 

And fixture of the Danish dynasty, 

Possess’d his soul. Embued alike with thoughts, 
That soar’d above this earth, he ponder’d oft 

On visions to himself vouchsafed, (the meed 

Of valour here) whose high-exciting proof 

Before them made earth’s richest glories fade. 


Him next sate Oskital, the lordly chief, 2143 
Potent Sea-King: his mien was sternly fierce, 
As if incensed: his dark and sullen mind 
Brooded on Oddune's treasonous revolt: 
Yet hoped he thence new wars, and added spoil, 
To glut his own insatiate thirst of wealth. 


Next whom, the princely Amund took his seat, 
Descended from illustrious ancestry ; 
Martial in look, and proud in manly grace : 
The soldier gay, who for its own sake loved 
War, and its rousing stir, of glory fond, 2153 
And after fight, joying in songs of bards, 
In feasts, in tournaments, and virgins’ smiles. 


Beside him sat the princes of the north, 
Hinguar and Haldene, elder brothers twain 
Of Hubba dead: both sons, renown’d in war, 
Of kingly Regner: one, of genius vast, 
He, second-named, born to command and reign. 
The other, Hinguar, famed for fortitude 
Unmatch'd, and by devoted troops admired. 
Stately they sat, enrapt in serious gloom. 
For, musing ever on their father’s fate, 2164 
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Stung but the more by their slain brother’s fall, 2165 
Deadly revenge usurped their labouring thoughts ; 
Which still on /Ella’s realm they vow’d to wreak, 
There spreading desolation, waste and war, 

Till full dominion should their double thrones 
Establish, and the murder’d ghosts appease. 


Near these, the noble Hastings took his place, 
The veteran sea-King; stranger, new-arrived ; 
Friend of dead Regner; his companion oft 
In many a voyage ; rival too in fame 
For bold exploits in many a foreign land ; 2175 
On ocean bred, of naval glory proud. 

To him the royal Regner, while he lived, 

Had, on desert’s election, given in charge, 

To train to war and dangers of the main, 

His dear and latest son, the young Biorn. 

Now at this board, beside his foster-sire, 
Drawing each eye, that princely pupil sat, 

A goolly form; ‘‘ severe in youthful grace.” 

His glance was like the hawk’s: his countenance, 
Resemblance to his kingly father bore, 

Recalling still his memory: from his face, 
Embrown’d by winds and waves, in every look 2187 
Beam’d native nobleness and royalty. 


Beneath these, other chieftains thronging sat, 
Of rank inferior, each in due degree. 
And all among, the fairer sex, like stars, 
Shone, scatter’d; matron-wives, not one to each 
Confined in tender union, but (as wont 
From elder time) owning divided love 
With many partners of the noble bed. 
Yet though the great and high a train of wives 
Boasted with pride, still with a chivalry 
To northern climes peculiar, (single ties 2198 
Disdain’d) the female sex alike were held 
In honour and respect, as if divine. 


The splendid feast in martial guise proceeds. 
Of each the helms and shields hung opposite 
O’er the stript walls, which now the observing Danes 
Indignant eye, (with many a murmur’d vow 
Of vengeance on their once discover’d foes) 
Bared now of all the storied tapestry, 
Which late there hung, profused: alike they miss 
The massy wealth, (once ancient Kinwith’s pride) 
Vessels of gold and silver, that adorn’d 2209 
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The board of Devon's earl, now by himself —2210 
From these confines in stealthy flight removed, 
With whatsoe’er of valued prize he thence 

Could bear away ; naked to leave his home. 

At this enraged, most Oskital derides 

His fellows’ folly, (a memorial proof 

For future use) which could such riches leave, 

By any treacherous English hand possess’d. 


Their cups were polish’d skulls, with silver tipp'd, 
Which the Danes with them bore, (as honour’s sign) 
Of enemies in arduous battle slain. 2220 
From these (as goblets now) the sparkling mead 
They quaff, and wine, or draughts of foaming beer ; 
Stores of the quitted castle, or the camp. 

Here too with pride the northern princes shew 
Their drinking-cup ;—which once wore AElla’s crown. 


When now the plenteous viands were removed, 
Hunger appeased, and nature’s needful claims 
Refresh’d with wine, that deck’d the cheerful board, 
The bards to vying harps attune their songs 
Of ancient fame, in reverence by the chiefs 
Listen’d, since these their fathers’ actions told, 2231 
That in the sons’ roused emulation’s pride, 

Or woke spontaneous lays that sung their own. 
Then too, before applauding beauty’s smile, 
Endearing honour, many a health is pledged, 
And interchanged in flowing chalices, 

With meet respect and graceful courtesy. 

Most by the attentive Guthrun, who salutes 
Early the princely strangers from the north, 
Haldene and Hinguar, Regner’s worthy sons ; 
Shewing distinction, to their merit due. 

Nor less to those, from southern harbours come, 
The noble Hastings, and his princely charge, 2243 
The young Biorn, branch too of Regner’s stem. 


When customary honour many a chief 
Had dignified with notice, and while wine 
Opens the heart, then ever frank and true, 
(After the northern nations’ wont) converse 
Free, unreserved, proceeds, that turns to use 
The table’s joys; the graceful females still 
(As used) remaining, and partaking there 
The high and generous councils of the brave. 
The chiefs revolve at large each told design, 
And hail events at hand, in mild debate, 2254 
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Touching the several purpose or the main. 2255 
And while the recent vision they recal 

With reverent gratitude, (its full effect 

Still working in each heart) such confidence 

The cheer’d assembly feels from aid divine 

And Frea’s promises, that all elate 

Each hope they now anticipate as won: 
England’s fallen sovereign and his nobles fled 
They treat as found already and destroy‘d, 
Britain as conquer’d, and themselves assured 

In settled empire, ending but with time. 

Mingling the future’s glory with the past, 2266 
Then they proceed by choice and mutual claim 
Among themselves in kingdoms to divide 

The spacious regions of the British isles. 

Now the full heart and genuine character 

Of every chief, developed plain, appears, 

Proved in the warm sincerity of wine. 

First to the sovereign Guthrun they appeal 

To learn his thought, and hear their several hopes 
By his high voice adopted and confirm’d. 


Soon then the regal chief, prudent as brave, 
Sovereign of men, through royal ancestry 2277 
For ages past to Denmark’s throne allied, 
Greatest in power, and wide extent of sway 
In sea-dominion, rich in coast and ships, 
Possessing as his favour’d heritage 
Odin’s own isle, where stately Elsineur 
Frowns o’er the billows of the Baltic main, 
Obey’d by all with duteous reverence, thus 
To his expecting countrymen responds. 


‘¢ Heroes, whom heaven decrees myself to lead 
To war and victory, rest convinced, my heart 
Forebodes full triumph, every wish achieved: 2288 
I see it all disclosed in prospect clear. 

Our shrinking foes discover’d and o’erwhelm’d, 

Conquest, dominion, thrones to us assign‘d, 

And to our sons in long posterity ; 

Christ’s coward faith expell’d, and o’er our realms 

Odin’s and Frea’s temples proudly rear’d. 

The gods forbid alarm, deigning to us 

Present protection, unexampled love, 

And omens of fresh glory, sprung from loss : 

Hovering but nearer, as new perils rise. 

By them not vainly is the sceptre given 

To my sole hand; since all shall be by me _—2390 
VOL. HIT. 1! 
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Guerdon’d to satisfaction of desert. 2301 
Though dead be many a prince with us who came 
In chance of war; who, living, should have shared 
With us no less the glory than the spoil ; 

The royal Basseg, Sidroc, chiefs, alike ~ 

Falling in fight on Ashdown’s fatal field ; 

The princely Frena too, friend, loved of old, 

With many a comrade of long-during war, 

Yet still enow survive of friends to share 

The kingly meeds, to dauntless valour due, 

While we divide in realms Britannia’s isles. 

All is within my anxious mind forethought.” 2312 


He paused : those thoughts all eager burn to know. 
Nor stay’d he long, ere Guthrun, large of soul, 
Royally framing still the general weal, 

Desired, thus opes his preconceived intent. 


‘* From knowledge personal, and memory sole, 
With other survey none, than mine own mind 
Has gain’d by wars and observation past, 
Methinks, I yet the British island know, 
And have predoom’d, how best its stately realms 
And seignories among ourselves to share. 2322 
Own’d as prime sovereign, overruling all, 
Wearing for public weal the crown supreme, 
Ourself, for our first portion, will retain, 
As our own royal seat and proper home, 
Our old East- Anglian realm, where late we reign’d. 
For our own heritage and special charge 
We keep this region, whose broad-jutting breast 
From Lynn’s curved bay o’erlooks the northern main 
Past Holkham’s spacious tracts and Cromer’s strand: 
Then southward turn’d, presents its adverse coast, 
Fronting the Saxon shores extending deep 
Past Cerdic’s sand and Donwic’s haven-town,’ 2334 
Beyond Stour’s opening flood and Harwich-port 
On to the gulfy mouth of regal Thames; 
But inland reaching from the sea-ward sands 
To Lea’s fair river; and in answering line 
Embracing in its favour’d scope the heart 
Of Britain’s empire, London’s peerless port, 
And city old, renown’d as Troy renew’d: 
Realm of my choice, whose ample bounds are dwelt 
Both by the northern and the southern folk : 
Holding too Cambridge-province in its sway, 
And wave-wash’d Essex ; region, best beloved, 
In which our purpose is these bones should rest, 
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After the cares of war and rule are o'er, 2347 
In Hadleigh’s vill, where erst we held our court, 
Beside the fertile banks of winding Brett.”’ 


He paused a moment, as in soften’d tone 
Those words he utter’d: when thus interposed 
Amund, the prince, of spirit, nobly free. 


‘Ts this then all the allotted territory, 
Which royal Guthrun for himself reserves 
From the vast space of Britain’s vanquish’d isle ? 
Sure all too little is the scanty boon, 23356 
To compensate the leader, or maintain 
Duly his high imperial sovereignty.” 


To him then instant Guthrun thus replied. 


‘‘ Thanks, generous Amund: royal is thy soul. 
But hear the whole of my predestined thought. 
For mutual safety, and the isle’s defence, 

(If taking power, foremost in danger too,) 

To this I add, in our own care retain’d, 

The southern realm of Wessex, (with the tracts 

Of Kent and neighbour-confines) region wide, 2366 
Ever esteem’d the base of England’s throne, 
Nature’s foundation of imperial reign : 

Apt@st for spacious guard, whose coast presents 
A balwark ’gainst the opposing continent. 

This, for a common shield, be deem’d mine own, 
In due acknowledgment of sovereignty : 

Including in its ample range those rich 

And fertile provinces that stretch below 

The varied banks of Thames to Severn’s flood : 
Projecting ’gainst the southern main a coast, 
Indented deep with bays and sheltering ports, 

Far as remote Belerium’s point extreme. 2378 
Oat of such kingdom, with deputed sway 

I can reward my meritorious chiefs 

By lands and gifted castles, at my will, 

And can uphold my state, with splendour meet 
For dignity of Britain’s sovereign rule. 

And sinee the eare of all alike must be 

Not sole to conquer (as our easier task) 

But to retain the won, and govern well, 

With kindly polity of mutual aid, 

(For Scandinavia’s glory binds us all) 

Tribute from every King subordinate, 

More as in token than exacted claim, 2390 
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Shall own one head with duteous fealty. 2391 
Answering my summons with their presence rare, 
My brother-Kings and nobles shall attend 

Sole on occasions high and calls of state, 
Touching the nation’s weal and isle’s defence, 

By apt array of armies and of fleets 

Still to submission bending every foe.” 


He ceased: when all the monarch’s claim applaud, 
As suiting reason and propriety : 
All save stern Oskital. He sullen sat 
Silent and no approving sanction deign’d. 2401 
Him then observing royal Guthrun next 
Soothes with bland words, and to conciliate strives 
By bounteous promise of possessions vast : 
A mighty realm, or ampler than his own. 


‘To kingly Oskital, as next in power, 
Be this the meed: wide Mercia’s central realm : 
. So guarded on all sides, that it demands 
Not vexing care and trouble to protect, 
But rather spoil, enjoyment of its wealth. 
Therein too, as I deem, with his own wish 
Agreeing best, since in that kingdom vast 2412 
Riches abound of scope to satisfy 
Ambition’s amplest aim of wealth or power : 
Extended from the opposing rivers down = ® 
(Humber’s and Mersey’s floods) in southward range 
Even to Thames’ and Severn’s distant streams. 
Stretching too from our own East- Anglian clime 
Westward to marches of the castled Wales ; 
Where Offa’s ancient dyke dissects the land, 
Down from Dee’s wizard-wave to Severn’s tide: 
Kingdom, which borne from the Vergivian main, 
Past Wirheal’s tracts and Runcorn’s horned flood, 
O’er Cestrian meads, and Derby's mining hills, 
Sherwood’s green forests, Lincoln’s champain-fields, 
Enclasps the rich interior provinces, 
Warwick and Leicester; Stafford’s, Worcester's 

wealth, 

Salopia’s pride; Hereford’s garden’d slopes, 
Far over Oxford’s heights and Gloucester’s vales. 
Of all this spacious realm be Oskital 
High lord and King: region, methinks, in size 
E’en greater than mine own, or than the vast 
Northumbrian kingdom, whose late sever’d clime 
Found room to satisfy two rival Kiogs, 
FElla and Osbert both in war o’erthrown. 2435 
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Though now of regal Mercia Kenwulph hold 2436 
Deputed sway, till all shall be subdued, 

Yet his is but a temporary throne. 

Be this our Oskital’s own royal seat ; 

Large surely to content e’en his great soul, 
Worthy so high and opulent a King. 

Region, with stately abbeys throng’d, all stored 
With priestly treasures, gold and hoarded gems, 
Vessels of massive silver, gorgeous vests, 

(Such as in Crowland’s fanes himself made prize; 
Conflicting erst with Lincoln’s vanquish’d power, 
When jewels from their altars deck’d our swords,) 
Riches amass’d in Repton’s kingly seat, 2448 
And merchant-towns ; booty in every mart ; 
Irriguous rivers watering valleys fair ; 

Plains, bow’d with plenty, famed for flowing cups ; 
Tower’d castles, ancient seats of guardian chiefs ;— 
Let all these proud possessions aggrandize 

The mighty King, whose throne is next our own.” 


Such meed the assembly hails with high applause. 
Yet not the sullen chief, to whom is pledged 
So regal meed. He muses, silent still; 
Yet not, howe’er insatiate were his thoughts, 2458 
Open dissatisfaction ventures now. 
On him with wonder and displeasure then 
The other chieftains gaze, while not a smile 
The fair vouchsafed, but frowns o’ercast their brows; 
Reproof, which his stern mind scarce took with pain. 


Attentive then, the sovereign Guthrun turns 
Toward princely Amund, and him next accosts. 


“‘To royal Amund be assign’d for meed 
(Not equalling his valour’s high desert) 
The principality of castled Wales, 2468 
A realm and sceptred seat extending wide 
From Offa’s mound e’en to the western main. 
Such ample bounds, with Mona’s druid-isle, 
Boast through their region interchanging scenes, 
Unmatch’d in beauty as variety: 
Land of romance, in hills and valleys rich, 
Strong towers, and lordly halls of ancient pride, 
In long descent traced down from British Kings; 
Loved of a haughty people, prone to arms, 
Not quickly tamed, scarce brooking curb or rule, 
Nor shunning angry broil or edge of war; 
Well suiting Amund’s spirit, needing all 2480 
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His active vigour and conflicting strife 2431 
To bend in conquest to his duteous yoke: 

Task, by the noble Hubba but begun.— 

He striving long to vanquish southern Wales 
Founded by Milford’s lake a town that bears 

To after-times his name; restless and bold, 

Who but in danger lived ;—immortal now !— 

But victory ever on brave Amund smiles, 

After whose toils, sweet will enjoyment be, 

In that fair country, of its glorious fruits ; 

There in proud castles, harps of native bards 

Shall rouse the dance, inspire the gorgeous feast, 
Where all shall swim in revelry and wine; 2493 
While faithful warriors the retinue swell, 

To decorate his gay and martial state, 

And trains of virgins wait the chieftain’s love, 
Amid the bowers where pleasure, splendour, reign, 
The soldier’s pride and dear to woman-kind. 

Nor wanting to his power is large extent 

Of sea-ward coast, apt for assembling ships, 
(Alike his care) stretching from gulfy Dee 

Past Orme’s huge head, and Menai’s wooded straits, 
O’er Cardigan’s broad bay by Pembroke’s shores, 
Beyond the rich Menevia’s deep retreat, 2504 
Where David’s minster calls their patron-saint ; 
And Milford’s harbour-lake and peopled shores, 
And strands embay’d along the Severn-fiood ; 
Verge of rich regions fronting Devon’s coast 

And narrowing cliffs of neighbour’d Somerset, 

To Chepstow’s fort and rocks of sylvan Wye. 
These be loved Amund’s regal heritage.” 


The sovereign said,and ceased. Cheerfuland gay, 
The princely Amund, satisfied accords, 
And hails his coming portion with delight. 
For Fancy now anticipates, well-pleased, 2515 
Pursuits and pleasures nearest to his heart. 
The assembled chieftains too alike rejoice, 
And deem the chosen lot appropriate most. 
Nor paused delay. Remembering yet rewards 
To other heroes due, partition full 
So to complete, the monarch-leader now 
Turns to the stranger princes of the north, 
And them with gracious courtesy accosts. 


‘Such our predoom’d allotment (as meseems) 
Already for our southern tracts provides: 
Whence it remains that upward now we look, 2526 
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And of the spacious northern realm dispose. 2527 
To whom so fitly then can these belong, 

As to the worthy sons of that great King, 
Immortal Regner, who himself that throne 

First sought to win, yet in the mid attempt 

His fated death to us induced the gain? 

In part alone; since his brave sons yet burn 

With vengeance deep to vanquish and retain 

The clime of those fell foes who slew their sire. 
Hear then, great princes, Hinguar, Haldene, both; 
(And, chieftains, witness and confirm my vow) 
Henceforth, by general consent, be yours,- 2538 
Answering, I deem, herein your preference best, 
Northumbria’s clime, that region vast, of old 

By royal Oswald in one kingdom held, 

(Name, there renown’d and loved from elder time, 
Ancestor of its late defeated Kings) 

But after (such was its unwieldy size, 

Bordering too on the ever-restless Scot) 

Into two several realms it was disjoin’d, 

And in that state was by our arms assail’d: 
Bernicia’s realm, the regal Osbert’s part, 2548 
From Forth to Tyne: but Deira, A:lla’s rule, 
South from Tyne flood to Humber’s princely wave. 
Realms by myself esteem’d, in all things rich, 

In coasts, in fertile lands, and apt for war. 

Where, reigning once myself, I could have joy’d 
Still to remain, and in York’s stately walls 

Fix’d our imperial seat :—but other claims 

Of arduous war call’d us from thence away. 

These potent realms be jointly yours, twin heirs 

Of glory as of valour, each with sway 

In his own kingdom, in partition wont: 

Enough, I deem, to claim your several care 

To rule, as Kings, and to maintain, subdued, 

After your reign, to late posterity.” 2562 


The monarch said. The listening chiefs approve. 
And pleased alike the sons of Regner seem. 
But Haldene then, thoughtful, of genius vast, 
In frank and manly tone, with noble air 
That spoke the brave commander and the prince, 
Suggests a change, fraught with deep policy, 
(Fruit of his meditative hours) and grave 
The sovereign and assembly thus accosts. 


‘* Leader, and nobles, gratified indeed 
I feel (nor less, I deem, my brother-prince) 2572 
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Seeing us chosen to possess and sway 2573 
The region, late by our immortal sire 

Sought, and where vengeance most to him is due ; 
Due to that name, among us all revered, 

Whose glory mine is ever to pursue. 

But, bowing to the royal Guthrun’s will 

And yours, my generous countrymen, forgive 

My thought premeditate, when I advise 

That for convenience apter, safer guard, 

(In place of the partition wont preserved 

Of Deira’s and Bernicia’s ancient realms, 

Named by our head, to be by each retain’d) 2584 
My noble brother and myself divide 

Northumbria’s region in another form, 

(Himself concurring, as his voice can tell) 
Centrally downward from the north to south : 

I taking henceforth the whole eastern coast, 

With lands up to the ceutre; Hinguar then 
Holding, as sovereign, the whole western shores, 
And countries to the midst, till meeting mine. 
Thus may our several fleets, in constant range 
Along each coast, or far in lengthen’d line, 
Protecting, or invading, as we may, 2595 
Scour each our sea: I from my Humber’s mouth 
Ready to second neighbouring Guthrun’s call; 

My brother from his Ribble’s crowded bay, 

Or Mersey’s flood, speeding impetuous down 

With duteous aid to Amund’s realm disturb’d, 

Or northward to the Scottish islands borne, 

Or the near Man’s or Erin’s peopled shores.” 


So as he said, and paused, as if to note 
His words’ reception, when his ready eye 
Mark’d no displeasure in the sovereign’s look, 
Who seem’d as with the new idea smit, 
Embolden’d, Haldene more at full pursues. 2607 


‘* For mine own part, I thus in sway should hold, 

*Twixt Forth’s wide frith and Humber’s spacious 
flood, 

All the bold cliffs, and bays, and river-ports, 
Distinguishing that rocky side; fair scenes, _ 
Which, having traversed oft, I know and love. 
Berwick’s old site; the cells of Lindisfarne, 
Whose pilgrim-shrines, by Oswald founded there, 
Are now our prize, laden with treasured spoil 
Of geins and gold; whence crowds of frighted priests 
Fled southward, scaped with relics sole, or books. 
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Bamborough’s royal city (from old time 2618 
Bernicia’s capital) my rule should own ; 

Alnwick’s high crested fort, with Coquet’s isle, 
And sylvan dale; the castles that adorn 

Tyne’s miny mouth; the hoarded wealth of Were; 
Heorta’s wide pvol, and Streanshale’s abbey-fane, 
Which saintly Hilda’s magic shields in vain, 

Nor bids our raven, like her serpents, die. 
Scorning her spells, indignant Hubba spread 
His barks o’er Dunsley’s bay, and rear’d his flag : 
O’er cliffs, by him in sport named Raven-hill. 

All these should feel my power: nor less at times 
Scarborough’s green-waved bay and kingly towers, 
Filey’s wide shores, and Flamborough’s beetling head, 
Whose sky-rear’d beacon glares afar with flame 
That guides by night the seaman, like the moon: 

‘ Across whose high and jutting promontory 

My sire’s invading Danes erst rear’d the dyke, 
Named after. them; the deep ravine, which yet 
Parts their old forted settlement, where still 

The fair-hair'd tribes delight to dwell, and keep 
Among themselves, unmix’d with baser race, 

Their customs, language, as in memory : 2640 
Stretch’d from the south coigne to the northern sea, 
Among whose vaulty caves and hoary cliffs 

With annual visit million sea-birds brood, 

Safe in their craggy, undisturb’d retreat: 

Image in this of Deomark’s sea-sprung sons. 
These should I joy, as sovereign, still to rule, 

Aud Deira’s forest-wold, and Beaver’s lake, 
Whose minster rich adorns the land, and tracts 
Even to the distant point of sea-dash’d Spurn. 
Inward such ample bounds would hold for me 
Another regal city, York’s proud walls, 

(Deira's old capital) beside whose towers 2652 
Renown’d Severus, Rome’s dead emperor, sleeps : 
Site, where of old e’en he not scorn’d to dwell.” 


At such remembrance, sovereign Guthrun then 
Pleased interrupts, and thus his voice adjoins. 


‘* A favour’d realm, great chief, your choice pro- 
Nor envy I that choice, though I admire. [jects : 
Deem not, but that Y ork’s scenes myself have mark’d 
With pride, which their remembrance yet endears. 
The seat, by Rome’s great emperor loved of old, 
The palace, built by him, myself possess’d, 

His late successor, though with power less vast, 
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And noted oft, admiring. Well myself 2664 
Know hisold work, throng’darches, sculptured baths, 
(The Roman’s boast) amid the spacious square 
Which past Christ’s newer fane, and forted walls, 
On toward Layburn-postern far extends, 

East from the city’s gate, whose leading street 
After myself I then named, ‘‘ Guthrun-gate ;” 

An opening entrance, which toward Denmark points. 
A monument to future time, I deem, 

As lasting to my name and memory, 

E’en as the record loved of Scaldic song ; 2674 
Or as those massive stones and high-rear’d cliffs, 
Which in my native Denmark's warrior-clime, 
Inscribed with Runic sign, to every eye 

Proclaim heroic acts from age to age.” 


So as the sovereign said, that strain again 
Prince Haldene seizing, thus with pride renews. 


‘* Alike too, gracious leader, both myself 
Aud princely brothers, your example high 
Observing, follow’d; and to other parts 
Of York’s proud town (once /Ella’s throned seat) 
Assign’d in memory our several names. 2685 
Hungate my brother Hinguar’s name records : 
The dead yet lives, still named in Hubba’s bar: 
Myself in Haldene-gate too own my fame. 
Here had we all, like Rome’s old emperor, thought 
To sleep in death, e’en near his burial-mound, 
Those sister-hills, conspicuous mid the plain, 
(Oft visited by us with emulous hope), 
Rear’d by his sons, which still bis ashes shroud ; 
Round which (tradition tells) the soldiers oft 
Woke funeral games and martial exercise, 
With Roman rites honouring his sacred pile. 
Kingly indeed it was, at times to muse 2697 
Along Y ork’s lofty walls and deep-sunk fosse, 
Impregnable. How have I loved to stray, 
Attended by a troop of friendly chiefs, 
And eye the Mickle-gate, where /Ella’s corse 
Once hung in death, spread like an eagle’s wings ! 
With what delight my steps I oft incline 
Toward the Bail-hill, beside the two vast mounds 
That rise on each side of slow-slumbering Ouse, 
And there to memory recal the hour 
When thence we issued forth to Ella’s croft, 
To meet in furious fight the rival Kings, 
The haughty murderers of my prison’d sire; 2709 
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But slew them soon in Foulford’s blood-wash’d vill ! 

What thoughts did it inspire of future reign, 

When at our splendid feasts myself and chiefs 

Have quaft’d deep draughts from Ulphus’ treasured 
horn; 

(Old gift of Deira’s King, with vast domains, 

To York’s rich minster) earnest, that this realm, 

This trophy, and rich seat, might be mine own ! 

What sense of pride has in my bosom swell’d, 

When through that old cathedral’s aisles I gazed, 

O’er sculptured arches, shafts, and tracery rich, 

And storied windows, and high roof, embow’d; 

_Or heard its organ, pealing on the ear — 2721 

Like thunder, deafening the loud trumpet’s swell ; 

And mark’d its treasured wealth,and learning’s stores, 

There heap’d of olden time, famed (as was said) 

E’en to the envying ear of Charlemagne, 

And hoped all these at last my gifted prize ! 

Methought, this fane would as a temple serve 

To Odin’s name, in nobler substitute, 

No more to Christ's weak faith devote; and all 

These treasured books, (folly’s memorials) made 

Food for the flames upon some beacon’d hill.” 


So as he utter’d, pleased to mark the pride 2782 
Which Haldene in his novel kingdom took, 
Nor least, the use he purposed for its fane, 
Thus of the chief the sovereign Dane enquired. 


‘* What inner country then does Haldene’s thought 
Intend, as his ?—Tell, that the conscious chiefs, 
May, with myself approving, yield bis wish.” 


Then, with renew’d delight, the prince pursued, 

Answering : 
‘¢ Not sole I purpose to retain, 

As mine, Y ork’s regal seat, but as my part, 2741 
All its wide province: Craven’s pastured scenes, 
With neighing steeds abundant, apt for war; 
The land of caves, and tarns, and sheltering coves; 
Wharf’s fertile dales, and champains rich in corn, 
Otley’s fair heights, and Bolton's sylvan vale, 
Granges of verdant sward, or moory hills, 
Choice tracts of Beaver’s lake, whose minster rich 
Adorns the land, and Deira’s forest-wold, [range. 
And Cattaract’s wilds, and Cleveland’s sea-ward 
But upward thence, the province famed be mine, 
(Erst saintly Cuthbert’s patrimonial clime) 
With abbevs rich’d, and forts, and fair domains, 
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Gifted by Kings of old in pious dream ; 2754 
The haunts of priests; where Jedworth’s abbey-fane, 
Northam, and Dunholme’s lofty temples rise, 
Stretching from Tee’s fair stream to distant Tyne. 
There bordering on that ancient Pictish wall, 

That crosses Britain's isle, from waves of Tyne, 
To Solway’s sounding frith: vain boundary, 

I deem, against our own victorious arms. 

Since, northward yet, my purpose is to sway 

That province large, with monasteries stored, 
Where many a fane in smoking ruins lies, 

(The work of Hubba’s hand, who joy’d to see 2765 
Christ’s altars prostrate), Jedburgh’s treasures rare, 
Coldingham’s shrines, by female votaries kept, 
With Hexham’s lordly scenes, and miny hills, 
And water’d borders of the princely north 

To Tweed’s fair side and Yarrow’s sylvan stream. 
There not a vill shall rise, but shall be dwelt 

By my own red-hair’d Danes; and settling chiefs 
Shall to each thorp, and hamlet, grange, and stead, 
Add, their own names, or of their favouring gods; 
Making the native slaves to plough our lands, 
While we in ease and revelry shall live, 

Their wives and daughters ta’en as concubines. 2777 
Scenes of my brother’s glory, as my sire’s, 

Dear too, reminding still their peerless fame. 

Nor will I rest, ere I have vanquish’d more, 
Extending thence my realm o’er Scottish climes, 
And vexing with my ships their eastern shores. 
Region, if granted, that beneath the sun 

None other dearer smiles on my desire: 

My brother’s miad concurring, as I deem: - 

Since for his part a realm, not noble less, 

E’en to his conquest opening ampler space, 

Vaster dominion, waits: realm too, methinks, 
Himself by choice prefers. For meenough 2789 
Remains to crown ambition’s proudest hope.” 


Such purpose known, the sovereign King concurs, 
Admitting more convenient policy, 
And favouring Haldene’s claim, whose genius high 
And talent for command the sovereign knew. 
To this when other chieftains pledged assent, 
Courteous he adds: 

‘‘ Happy alike we feel, 

That to so able a commander thus 
A realm so large and powerful is assign’d. 
But now, brave Hinguar, prince, to every friend 
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Here present, dear alike, your due consent 2800 
Declare, and let us hear your equal claim.” 


Then thus with duteous mien the brother- prince, 
Bowing his mailed figure, straight responds. 


.** Well Haldene’s told division meets my will, 
Which of his thought and genius is the fruit, 
Since I too deem it apter for defence 
And for extended conquest, than was erst 
Parture of Deira’s and Bernicia’s realms. 
For thus, conceding his east shores entire, 2809 
Reverts to me then all that western coast, 
From Solway’s frith to Mersey’s regal stream, 
Parting the confines old of neighbour-Kings: 
All the vast bays, that on this side indent 
The flat and sandy shores, where hafbour-ports 
Screen sheltering ships from the Vergivian main. 
Whether by Mersey’s flood, where as I deem, 
(So apt by nature is the favour’d site, 
Fronting direct to Erin's plenteous isle, 
And Dublin’s capital; supported too, 2819 
By neighbouring tracts, with busy people throng’d, 
A hive of industry, to which this spot 
May be the outlet and inducting gate) 
A splendid port in future time shall rise, 
Though I not found it, but may only mark 
The auspicious station with my transient ships, 
Anchor’d at times beside the fisher-vill, 
Which on my side now skirts the sandy banks: 
A port, which yet may form another Tyre, 
Command the commerce of the admiring world, 
Her ships a forest; of the west be Queen, = 2830 
Even as London now sits throned in the east. 
My power advancing northward, should be mine 
AN that vast bank, whose coasts invade the main, 
Circling ’twixt Mersey’s wave and Ribble’s bay, 
Full of wide plains, for cattle apt or corn, 
And all the space of that deep-opening gulf, 
Which sweeps to Ribble’s marge and winding vales. 
Ascending thence, my sway too would embrace 
The sea-ward country of rich champain fields 
Round Rossal’s point to Lune’s retiring bay, 
And that majestic fort, which proudly lifts 
Its princely towers o’er Lune’s meandering stream.” 


So as he said, Haldene, his brother-prince, 
A moment interrupts, and thus adjoins. 2844 
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‘‘ Brother, on those commanding heights your 
Proposes there to fix your regal seat: [thought 
A site, that looks afar with kingly eye.” 


To whom then Hinguar, instant, thus replies. 


‘¢ Haldene, that thought is mine, but not the intent 
To bound my reign and portion’d princedom there. 
Lune’s fort and town but central to my realm, 
Mine should extend a far ascending rule. [sands, 
Thence passing Morecambe’s bay and spreading 
The Castle-head and Medup’s hoary rock, 2854 
And Milnthorpe’s river, and Holme’s islet green, 
My power must yet include that sever'd tract, 
Furness’ wild country, rich in miny ores, 

Whence ancient Romans drew metallic wealth, 
And forged those arms, ensuring victory : 

Region, by nature apt for strong defence, 

Whose huge black coombs and airy mountains guard 
Deep-shelter’d tracts, and forest lairs, alike 

To the bold hunter dear, where lurking wons 
Amid his craggy haunts the elk-like legh, 2864 
The antler’d stag, gaunt wolf, and tusked boar: 
Scenes, which their native bulwark, Walney’s isle, 
Shields from the main, while Peel’s low fort defends 
Cartmel’s green wharf; Conishead’s sylvan park, 
And Chapel-isle, and Ulver’s haven town. 

Thence past fair Duddon’s river, sweeping by 

The beached strand, whose upward scope adjoins 
Egremont’s towers, the cells of Ravenglass, 
Ponsonby’s dells, Bega’s aspiring head ; 

And all the haven-vills that court the deep 

E’en to the curved extent of Solway’s sands, 

W hose sea-ward flood there waters Scotia’s bounds, 
Below her thronging isles, that overlook 

The intruding shores of Ireland’s giant-head.” 2878 


So as he said, the sovereign Guthrun, pleased, 
Thus interposes courteous compliment. 


‘¢ Meseems, that you too, princely Hinguar, bear 
Ideas, scanning the capacity 
Of your own purposed realm, and rate its means; 
Mighty indeed, by nature form’d for power.” 


[ plies. 
To whom then, cheer’d, brave Hinguar quick re- 


‘‘Holdsnot such sea, embay’d, Man’s spaciousisle? 
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That would I too, permitted, call mine own. 2897 
Nor e’en with such accession rest content : 

For ranging with my fleets those stormy seas, 
Thence upward would I vex the Scottish isles, 
And western coast, Argyle, and merchant Ayr, 
Piercing the north to Orkney’s cavern’d cliffs, 

All known to me; possessions for my troops: 
Such but awaking still new energies, 

And daring rivalry of fierce attack. 

Nor should my thoughts know rest, till to my realm 
Were join’d that country fair, whose bounds extend 
From Solway’s sea to banks of fruitful Clyde. 2898 
Where that old Roman wall and chain of forts 
Divides the upper clime and highland hills 

Dwelt by the Pictish tribes, or Trojan race, 

Land of the roving Celt or ancient Gaul. 

Nor would these satisfy extended sway, 

For thence my arms should Ireland’s isle invade, 
Apt to my western realm, and fleets impell’d 

From Mersey’s, Ribble’s, Lune’s and Cumbrian pcrts. 
Already Dublin’s bay and peopled town 

I know, (erst visited in warlike ships 

Both of mine own, and join’d by those bold chiefs, 
Anlaff, and Sygtric; him, with beard of snow) 2910 
Belfast, and countries by old Ossian sung, 

And harbours, even to Cork’s southward cove. 
Hibernia’s isle I contemplate, as won; 

Such would be triumphs of my dauntless fleets.” 


So as he said, the sovereign Dane again, 
O’erjoy'd to mark the action and new sway © 
Proposed by his bold followers, seconding 
Herein his own designs, thus adds his voice. 


‘‘ Doubtless, brave Hinguar, your invasive ships 
Your sway, already vast, might much extend : 2920 
But you would cherish, with attention meet, 

And cultivate your inner countries too.” 


To whom then Hinguar answers : 
“‘That would be, 

Imperial sovereign, politic as brave, 
Alike my pride and pleasure. Not alone 
To coasts and seas my thought should be confined, 
(Though these, I own, taught by my royal sire, 
I love the best, and joy to hold his fleet, 
Blent with mine own, my dearest heritage), 
But e’en to Britain’s centre, mine would be _— 2931 
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Interior rule, till meeting there the hills 2932 
Which as a backbone, part the west from east. 
Of England thus myself should own a part; 

A region, than my brother’s less in size, 

But bearing in its varied face compare 

E’en with his proudest scenes, nor yet to his 
Yielding in power or valour: both alike 

Fronting the sea: mine fair in hill and dale, 
Rivers, and valley-streams, mountain, or moor, 
Castles, and peopled towns, and inland lakes, 
Matchless in grandeur as in pastoral grace. 

For following Mersey’s borders and the plains 2943 
Of western Derbé, Croxteth’s ancient tracts, 

And Knowsley’s noble hill, my realm would hold 
Old Ford-town’s primal pass, and near its bounds 
Fair Bewsey’s moated isle, and sylvan park, 

And Winwick’s rich domains and spiry fane, 
Station, which kingly Oswald loved of old, 
Whose name Northumbria’s kingdom yet holds dear ; 
Prince, who his realm defended and enlarged, 

Till Mercian Penda near his own confines 

Slew him in battle on the Macker-field ; 

Beside whose border Winwick lifts his shrine, 
For ever sacred to his glorious fame : 2955 
Renown, which ’tis my bosom’s ardent hope 

Yet to excel, and prove (if so I can) 

To its bold habitants, that there a Dane 

In greatness can transcend their favour’d King. 
How would such glory by his son achieved, 
Rejoice my father’s ghost, whose doom is yet 

But half-avenged, and act his fondest dream ! 
Surpass too wild Aslauga’s prophecy, 

Seen by her son exceeded, while fulfill’d !” 


He paused a moment, while his swelling heart 
Seem’d o’er that all-absorbing thought to brood 
That check’d his utterance, till with milder air 
Softening emotion, his design he closed. 


‘¢ My pride would be to hold internal sway 
O’er territories, following Irwell’s course, 
On to Man-cester’s forted station old, 
And, northward, own possessions stretching far, 
Beyond the moory fens and coaly heaths, 
To Whalley’s abbey-fane and Tulketh’s towers 
That overlook fair vales and winding streams, 
The Priests’ proud town, and many a rustic vill, 
Toward Penrith’s ancient camp, and wall’d Caer-lisle: 
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A land with booty and with treasures rich, 2978 
For vying soldiers; with brave people throng’d, 
Thristy for war, but for enjoyment apt, 

For feasts, for sports, for beauteous women famed. 
Whom my own lordly Danes, studious to please, 
And nicely careful of their flowing hair, 

Shall win to preference and to willing love, 

Ta’en with our softer ways in hours of peace, 

Our dress, our martial air, and odour’d locks: 

A realm, which either not by nature is 

Inferior to my brother’s, or my care 

And conquests shall make equal, or excel.” 20989 


He ended. Guthrun, prudent, and as touch’d 
With note of that last sentiment, adjoins 
These monitory words, not useless deem’d, 
Or vain, to spirits fierce and proud as theirs. 


‘* Princes, and brothers, neighbours in your states, 
Let care prevail of quarrel ’twixt yourselves. 
From two so vast and potent regions near, 
As York’s and Lancaster’s two realms compose, 
(Seeming indeed, methinks, partition best, 
And natural, which may to future time 2999 
Found there two mighty principalities) 
Jealousies may in future hours arise, 
Engendering strife, that may to bloodshed lead, 
Which most I deprecate; since in our isle 
Nought should we so much dread as civil war. 
But you, as friends and brothers, will, I hope, 
Avoid this rock, and with one heart and hand 
Agree promoting still one nation’s weal.” 


Both instant then with emulous voice respond. 


‘Oh! fear not that, nor doubt our amity. 3009 
But if yourself and these high chiefs approve 
Division, which we each at large have told, 

Swear by your swords to ratify our choice.” 


Atsuch their words, Guthrun, the sovereign Dane, 

And all the chiefs who throng the festive board, 
Rising spontaneous, first with solemn act 
Crossing in weapon-touch, (a custom old,) 
Tn token all of faith and mutual aid, [held ; 
Swear by their drawn swords, thus with reverence 
Then kiss their spotted blades, with sacred vow. 
His, kinghy Guthrun lifts with heavenward eye 
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And gazes mute o’er Hela’s wondrous gift, 3021 
Death’s herald, proffer’d to his charmed band 

Mid scenes, remember’d oft in brooding dream. 
Then Regner’s sons swear by the murder’d ghosts 
Of sire and brother, spirits borne to heaven, 

By their sea-sceptre, crown, and Raven-flag, 

To avenge the dead ; to vanquish and retain 

The northern kingdom and its power extend. 

Then deep they quaff pledged draughts of blood-red 
Partaken round, within the goblet-cup, [wine, 
Whose concave once wore Ailla’s diadem. 3031 


After which martial ceremony done, 
The sovereign Guthrun toward Hastings turns, 
The naval hero late from southern ports 
Arrived, and him with kindness thus accosts. 


‘* What kingdom then for Hastings yet remains ? 
But well from ancient friendship do I know 
That noble sea-King’s mind; that Ocean’s rule 
Best pleases him. Yet whatsoever meed 
Remains of lands, e’en of my proper share, 
Such be his own: whate’er the boon he asks, 
If still to win, or mine be to bestow.” 3042 


So as he spoke the noble Hastings bows 
With manly courtesy and thus responds. ° 

‘* Thanks to the royal Guthrun, who thus deigns 
Me too to honour. But the sovereign knows 
My heart’s chief passion. Empire of the sea 
Absorbs my thought. My territories there 
May be as wide, perhaps, as any chief’s; 
No less than every coast and region-shore 
My ships can visit in their devious track 
O’er earth’s vast orb. These shall provide me spoil, 
And subjects too. Fleets shall my cities be, 
And the green ocean my sole home of rest. 
To England’s realms, while held by Odin’s sons, 
My presence will, I deem, still welcome prove, 
As sailing round and shielding Britain’s isle ; 
For, ever will it be my dearest care 
To keep for her dominion of the main.” 


So as brave Hastings said, the assembled chiefs 
All smiled with pleasure, and the sea-King’s hope, 
Expansive, sailor-like, hail with applause. 3062 
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But Guthrun thus addresses: ‘‘ Gallant chief, 
Ask you no gift then at the general hand, 
Such as, besure, it must the pleasure prove 
Of this august assemblage to confirm ?” 


Straight noble Hastings answers: ‘‘ For myself, 
All my wish prompts to ask is only this: 
To have from all acknowledged as my right, 
My reign and station, England’s southern main, 
The channel, where my flag may float with pride 
From Kentish downs far as the isles of tin, 
That lured Pheenicians old to Cornish shores; 3073 
Use of your English harbours for my ships ; 
But chiefly among these, that haven vast, 
Greatest and best, that meets Port’s spacious flood 
And gulfy mouth ; Hampton’s fair water too, 
Plym’s nautic bay, and Fal’s capacious flood. 
But if my sovereign’s pleasure grant the boon, 
As token of his favour, then be mine, 
From his own proper part, Wight’s beauteous isle, 
Which, as his gift, should be my naval throne. 
Be this of parted England all my share, 
Together with that fort on Sussex-heights $084 
Which there myself have rear’d, and my own name 
Given to the site; delighted to defy 
All opposition of fierce Sussex’ earl, 
His s8n, and that young cub of royalty, 
Nurtured with them, all turbulence, by name 
Athelwold, (as I hear) ere long my prize. 
Content and happy should I be with these 
My honours, and to be regarded still 
England’s prime admiral; to which I deem 
My aid not useless, tending to oue point, 
To guard its empire in security.” 305 


Thus, as brave Hastings said, with willing zeal 
All are disposed to grant, while they admire 
His gallant purpose, as his modest claim. 


Then royal Guthrun, not himself unversed 
In sea-affairs, and by experienced thought 
Knowing the importance of the sea’s command 
To sovereignty of empire, thus responds. 


‘* Gallant sea-prince, well worthy to be such, 
Thy generous views cheer us with sprightly hope. 
Bound to thee even by thy kind request, 

Favour'd and aided we must deem-ourselves. 3106 
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Be thine then, with our added gratitude, 3107 
All thou hast wish’d, with title too of Earl, 

And exercise of regal privilege. 

For under thee the Danish Raven-flag 

Shall be o’er English seas predominant, 

Respected by all nation, sand defend 

Our southern empire there from every foe. 
Where’er thou wilt, thy moving towers can glide, 
Not only to protect, but to assail, 

And at thy pleasure thy own rule extend.” 


At such his words, the naval Hastings fired, 
Hardy, inured to seas and storms, to war 3118 
Alike on land as ocean, thus pursues. 


‘‘ Nor deem, but that possessions shall be mine, 
Ample to satisfy each wish and need. 
Quitting at times these shores in venturous fleets, 
After example of my ancient friend, 
Illustrious Regner, I may yet assail 
The southern isles, and in my sway retain [shores: 
Lands bordering France, Guernsey’s, and Jersey’s, 
Nor satisfied with these, force France herself 
(Where I have sail’d already, leading there 3128 
My pupil, this young prince, the brave Biorn, 
To mark memorials of his sire’s renown) 
To yield her tribute to the victor-Dane. . 
Sheltering my fleets by Havre’s port allied, 
Or Harfleur’s favouring beach, or Honfleur’s heights, 
I can that province visit at my will, 
Where friendly Rollo, with his Northmen bold, 
A stately dukedom late has joy’d to found, 
Holding his court in Rouen’s ancient walls. 
Thence following Seine’s fair river, I too may 
Rich Paris’ princely palaces assail, 
Sack her cathedral-seat and Christian towers, 3140 
And force large booty from her frighted King. 
So Regner did before; and my delight 
Shall be to imitate the bold exploits 
Of him, whose memory my heart reveres.” 


He paused, as moved. The sovereign Guthrun then 
His cheering voice adjoins: 
‘‘ True, naval chief, | 
Possessions, far extended, may be yours, 
And wide indeed your own commanding sway.” 


Fired with new spirit, Hastings thus replies : 
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“* Scouring the seas, joying in naval war, 3151 
Our dauntless Raven-flag defying all, 

Aspiring enterprize shall know no curb, 

But many a distant clime make feel our yoke, 

As yet untaught. Our Scandinavia’s power 

Be mine to raise, and glory of the north, 

Which shall, with lustre like the polar star, 
Spread its dominion from the Baltic shores, 

Till every nation dread the Northmen’s name: 
Whose boast has ever been, and shall be still, 
Issuing gigantic from their forests vast 

And snow-clad hills and isles in myriad-hive, $162 
To carry conquest o’er the warmer south, 

And bend the crouching Europe to their yoke; 

To wrest the sceptre of all-conquering Rome, 

And only universal empire change 

To the wide sea, of which themselves are lords. 
Such the decree and doom of destiny: 

Thoughts, which myself from kingly Regner’s mind 
Learning, with pride inspire into his son, 

Who knows no life with honour fraught like ours.” 


The hero paused again, and cast a look 
Of pleasure on the youthful prince that own’d 3173 
His guardian care; who, bowing, smiled in turn. 
His thought then noble Hastings thus pursued. 


‘‘ Our fleets o’er Biscay’s swelling waves can ride 
To shores of stately Spain, or Tagus’ flood, 
Rolling past nature’s wealth; or urge our course 
Round Atlas’ giant-heights, by Afric’s sands, 

To Gades’ haven rich, or sunny shores 

Of southern France, or in Sicilia’s isle 

Win new domains, where thundering Etnaeoars, 
And Northmen now display their chivalry. 
Thence seas Mediterréne can waft our flote 3184 
To far-famed Greece, and climes of old renown; 
Syria’s strange regions, Sidon’s elder shores, 

And purple Tyre; or Egypt’s land approach 
With awe, and wonders of religious Nile, 

Bowing submissive to the Raven-flag. 

Thence, northward, at our will we can revert 

By Saxon shores, with triumph proud again 
Entering the sever’d main, whose parting flood 
Flows amid Scandinavia’s regions wide, 

On both sides bordering the Baltic main; (shores, 
And bear to Denmark's, Norway’s, Gothland’s 
Germania’s confines, Sweden’s piny hills, 3106 
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To snow-bound Lapland and the rocks of ice, 3197 
Happy intelligence of added power, 

New gratulation, and commutual aid. 
Keeping with royal Guthrun constant league, 
Continual friendship, firm allegiance, due 

To Odin’s hallow’d isle and palace-towers 

Of Elsineur, where his illustrious race 

For ages past have held their majesty, 

Myself may own a kingdom and a throne, 

To none inferior, nor confined in bound 

*T wixt the far Euxine and the Northern seas.” 


So as he said, the sovereign Guthrun, glad 3208 
Of promised aid and league from such a friend, 
Bends gracious, and the pledge in heart records : 
Then anxious adds : 


‘¢ Thanks, noble-minded chief: _ 


Ever may strictest friendship link our souls! 
And tell us, princely sailor, where now wait 
Your gallant ships? on what new purpose bent?” 


Instant brave Hastings answers: 

‘* Honour’d liege, 
My fleet awhile by Rother’s water rides, $218 
In Limen’s harbour on the shores of Kent. 
Late have my cruisers hawk’d by coasts of Hythe, 
Near Andred’s wold, intent (if chance had smiled) 
To seize, and of the eastern earls make prize, 
With those same youthful princes in their charge, 
Sons of the King deceased, themselves a part 
Of England’s royal stock. Fired with this hope, 
I with choice bands of valiant troops embark’d 
Intending quick surprise. But in our course 
Rumour we heard, the conscious earls had fled, 
Escaping westward with their harbour’d wards. 
Their track we follow’d o’er the land, until $230 
Hearing the recent news of Hubba’s fall, 
Hither we sped, and in less favouring time 
Of fortune, thus the assembled army meet. 
My purpose is soon to rejoin my ships, 
If aught demand, and lucky prize not claim 
My dearer quest on land: that Fate decides.” 


Struck with the avow’d design, the sovereign then 
A moment interjoins: 
‘* Noble indeed 
Would be the destined prize, if your bold search 
Can seize those scions of the royal house, 3241 
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And with them captive bring the eastern earls,” 


Then Hastings : 
‘ Nor do I resign that hope: 

Care of my fleet my watchful captains guard, 
Whose worth is estimable now, when chance 
Has given to Octher momently success, 
And to his navy too superior force, 
Since here he captured Hubba’s nautic power; 
And since disastrous fate and envious storms 
Erst gave to Alfred’s hand the fleets combined 
Of other leaders, in that luckless fight $252 
Which stain’d with blood the waves of Swanage bay. 
Whence, save mine own and ships of Regner’s sons, 
None other naval armament is spared 
Now to assail, or shield, this England’s shores: 
All others captive, or in war o’erwhelm’d. 
Nay, almost now a contest seems to spring 
And struggle for the mastery of the main, 
"Twixt our charm'’d Raven and the English cross; 
Which shall be lord, the Christian, or the Dane. 
Hardly, methinks, as yet will Octher dare 
Attack ourselves. . Short time can intervene, 
Ere I expect arrived fresh aids of ships 3264 
From Rollo, in his Norman dukedom fix’d, 
To whom already I have prudent sent, 
And who in this my friendship but returns. 
Myself will Octher then defy, and seek 
In open fight that northern renegade, 
Whom erst in happier hour I knew, ere yet 
Seduced by artful lures, he sank to join 
Service of Alfred; by that subtle King 
Engaged to teach to England’s infant flect 
The naval skill, our Scandinavia’s pride. 
Was it not Octher’s duty to have raised 
His nation’s power, and to his best promote 3276 
Great Odin’s reign, nor like a traitor turn 
To coward tenets of the Christian dreams ? 
Punishment yet awaits such recreant deeds, 
And pleased I bode the chastisement from me: 
That soon his upstart flag shall vail to mine, 
His motley navy made in turn my prize.” 


Then Guthrun adds response of courtesy. 
“* Sea-King, our alder-liefest admiral, 


Under your conduct, we are sure, our trust 
Is safe, and prudence all will govern well. 3286 
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Then, nobles, since our thoughts are thus agreed, 
Meseems, when I reflect, that England’s realms 
Are now among the chiefs divided all 

In fair partition suited best to each. 

Anticipated thus, by land, by sea, 

Seems general empire, with a policy 

Prudent and just, as my thoughts can devise : 

If better seems to any, let him speak.” 


Then with concurring voice the festive chiefs 
Opinion blend, that such allotted rule 
Is meet and aptest, such as well beseems $297 
A sovereign’s polity, still sedulous 
Of public good, and whose imperial state 
Will all consolidate to that great aim. 


Not as dissenting, yet with soften’d tone 
That ask'd for pause an instant, ere they rise, 
The noble Hastings his request prefers. 


4 Pardon, my liege, and ye, assembled peers, 
If by the sovereign’s generous courtesy 
Embolden’d, I yet ask another boon.” 3306 


Instant the sovereign bids him freely speak. 
Then thus the veteran chief, with winning grace 
Of kindness, that on such his act in all 
Pleased feelings woke, while his loved foster-son 
To favour of his country he advanced, 

Thus oped his heart, in part of young Biorn. 


‘* Permitted then, not for myself I seek 
Aught more, but deem there is an honour still 
Remaining, which, methinks, were well bestow’d 
On this young prince, dead Regner’s latest hope ; 
To whom, by that immortal hero’s trust, $817 
Myself, as second father, now succeed. 
One, whom not only, as such charge, I love, 
From prized remembrance of his father’s claim, 
But for his own worth and docility : 
That, were he even mine own proper son, 
Scarce to this bosom could he prove more dear. 
The gallant youth I have observed in fight, 
In stormy voyage, or in perilous watch, 
By day, by night, ever at duty’s call, 
Prompt, hardy, bold; a model to his crew. 
Already, after him the sailors name 
An island in the northern main, Bornholm; _3329 
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And tracking o’er the Atlantic wave the course 
Of his illustrious sire, his venturous ships 
Discover’d unknown lands, afar remote. 
Forgive then for such merit some request.” 


At words like these, to hear from honour’d lips 
His own praise told, ingenuous blushes sprung 
O’er the young prince’s cheek, that shew’d the heart, 
And to his comely beauty added grace. 

His modest mien in Guthrun woke (to whom 

In blood the prince was near) regard and pride : 
Who bids the veteran warrior name the boon. 8340 
Then generous Hastings thus his suit explain’d. 


‘* His princely brothers, elder, yet his peers, 
Of England’s parted spoil proud kingdoms share. 
Then though Biorn be young, as yet on land 
His sword scarce known, let to the royal youth 
A princedom be assign’'d. Of England’s soil 
Carve out for him alike a regal realm, 

Such as you deem his merit now may claim. 

His young hands will not shame a sceptre’s sway. 
Small is the realm I ask; not equalling 

. Theirs in extent or power, but yet enough: 3351 
Such as will please him best, as near to me, 

Near to yourself, liege sovereign; even held 

As your own vice-roy ; adding to your guard 

And safety of the region I intend :— 

‘The unvanquish’d coigne of Kent, the hilly downs 
Of Sussex, and interior Surrey’s vales ; 

Appanage to the English crown of old. 

Be these fair provinces the brave Biorn’s, 

Which most he loves as opposite that France, 
Erst of his father's noble deeds the scene. _ 
Behold this sword! ’twas given me by his sire, 
With jewels set, wrested from Paris’ shrines, 3363 
When he from Charles the Bald drew tribute large. 
On board great Regner’s ships myself have sat 
At tables, spread with silver chalices, 

The spoils of France, until the hero these 

Melted to pay his followers, for he knew 

Well to encourage and reward the brave.” 


He paused, remembering his friend with pride, 
But gazing on the son, thus soon resumed. 


‘‘ Thus may again his son, with easy sail, 
Visit at pleasure those contiguous shores, 3373 
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When in deputed government enthroned, 3374 

In station which the haughty eastern earls 

Have for those princes labour’d to retain, 

Ethelbert’s sons,—(late England’s sceptred King) 

Yet living, and who there such right assert, 

As of old sever'd from the English crown. 

These earls and princes, deem not, but myself 

On eager enterprize with young Biorn, 

Landing on Sussex, or the Kentish shores, 

By Thanet’s minster and the mouth of Thames, 

Have sought within their castles to surprize, 

As yet in vain: though often near our hand, 3385 

And deem’d our captives, till we forced them fly 

The endanger’d east, alarm’d at our inroads. 

But ever-active search we will renew, 

And soon we hope to seize them—to supplant— 

And bar succession to the stock we scorn. 

More than their seat for this young prince as yet 

I ask not, since himself will, as I deem, 

Follow mine own example, and obtain 

Possessions wide o’er many a foreign shore; 

Holding dominion of the English seas, 

When I shall sleep: with pride remembering me.”’ 
Soon Guthrun mild responds : 3397 

“ For young Biorn 

I purposed regal meed in future day. 

But even now, so proffer'd, the request 

Pleases me well; and though ourself had doom’d 

To link such region to our proper crown, 

Be it as Hastings wills: so to advance 

The gallant prince, to whose aspiring youth 

A tributary throne shall be assign’d : 

On this condition and assumed event, 

That he, with noble Hastings, to our hand, 

Vanquish’d and captive by their care, present 

Those princes of the English royal stem, $109 

And stubborn earls, who them excite to hope 

Unbridled sovereignty in that old realm. 

So will our Hastings and his pupil prince 

For these pursue unceasing search, while we, 

With aid of English servants, hither call’d, 

Urge quest for Alfred and the traitors fled.” 


Then Hastings thus in few : 
‘‘ Thanks, royal liege ! 
Such terms must needs a new incentive prove 
To bring their heads, on whom such fortune hangs. 
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Soon to those eastern confines will myself, $420 
With this young prince, resort; there prowl abroad, 
Inland, or o'er the coasts, where’er we learn 

A likely fame, with mariners debark’d 

Scouring the region, till our prize we meet. 

Deem not, but that by fame I know them all, 

-Oft to myself opposed, disturbing still 

My forted settlement on Sussex’ shore : 

Aiming to drive me from their eastern realm : 

Both that unruly Athelwold, in care 

Rear’d of the Sussex’ earl, with his own son, 
Who dream of some attempts in sea-affairs; 3431 
And the proud Kentish earl, sullen and stern, 
Ever within his white-faced castles pent; 

And easeful Surrey, who the other prince 

Makes fellow to his own luxurious son, 

Votaries of pleasure and of vanity. 

For these, we nobler rulers will supply: 

This prince, on whose head now I lay my hand, 
And comrades of bis own, who have with me 
Shared many a danger; whom ’twill be his pride. 
Richly to guerdon, through his own success.” 


He said, and sat. Hope in the young Biorn 8442 
Fired his bright eye, and in his sprightly air 
Avgur'd such regal fortune, as achieved. 
Delighted seem’d the noble audience, 

Who kiss their swords, the promise to confirm. 


Such mention of the meditated search 
For the fled princes calls the assembly’s thoughts 
To loftier hopes, such as yet inlter brood 
On issue of that search in progress now 
By high command throughout the neighbouring tracts 
For the lost Alfred, and his royal brood, $452 
And England’s nobles, from this scene escaped ; 
Whose capture all esteem the primal means 
To fix that empire, aim of every heart. 


Eager all now expect the prompt return 
Of spies, and herald-bands, dispatch’d around 
On such doom’d errand, auguring wish’d success. 
When lo! in midst of these elated hopes, 
Messengers in successive haste return, 
Entering the festive hall. Among the chiefs 
Ardent anxiety prevails to know 
The event of such their efforts. In response 
To Guthrun’s instant question, with regret 3464 
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These tell alike of ineffectual toil: 8465 
That yet of Alfred or the traitors ’scaped, 

Or of the charmed standard, late bereaved, 

Best care no trace discovers, though belief 

Deems still the rebels lurking in the land ; 
Likeliest at no far distance. At behest, 

Each tells the fruit of his observant note, 

Whose sum is, that the country near seems now 

A desert waste: the natives all in fear 

Fled from these bounds away : that as advanced 
The spread pursuit, in vills, and peopled towns, 
The sovereign Dane’s decree was far and wide 3476 
Proclaim’d, denouncing doom of certain death 

To any harbouring the fugitives ; 

But high rewards to such, whose better choice 
Would point their course, or yield the victims up, 
With prices set on every leader’s head. 

Guthrun intent enquires, what provinces 

Their care has track’d already. In response 

The herald-spies relate, their devious steps [bounds, 
Have ranged o'er Devon’s, Dorset’s, Cornwall’s 
And o’er the vales of neighbouring Somerset : 
Thence penetrating onward, some have pass’d 

O’er hills and forests of adjacent Wilts, $488 
Or southern borders of wide Mercia’s realm, 
Through Gloucester’s province and Oxonian vales: 
But yet no happy fortune crowns their toil. 


Guthrun then asks: ‘‘ Heard ye no rumours there 
Tending at all our future quest to guide, 
Nor in these tracts collect ye aught of clue?”’ 


Some heralds instant answer: ‘ Royal liege, 
Chiefest in Somerset, a fame obscure 
We learn’d of strange attacks upon the Dane, 
Not long by-past, repeated oft by night, $498 
None knew from whence, but fiercest, as was said, 
On Enmore’s castle, where the ousted lord, 
Old Ordmer, dwelt of yore. Else by the tombs 
And ruin’d shrines of Glastonbury’s fane, 
Mysterious rumours we could mark afloat, 
Darkly explain’d; which most suspicion woke. 
To Mercia’s bounds too, we reports might trace 
Of wanderers forlorn, there seen at times, 
Deem’d above common rank: but certain nought 
Our care could glean, which strictest search repaid.” 


Guthrun responds, as if in lively hope, 8509 
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Blent with surprise: 3510 
‘** Soon Somerset's new lord, 

The English chief, Hianfrid, will be here, 

And summon’d too, Mercia’s deputed King, 

Kenwulph; our tributary vassals both, 

Who well the persons of their comrades know. 

_ These on redoubled search we will employ, 

In such their own domains, suspected most. 

For though to rumour’s voice I trust not all, 

Yet where concurrent, e’en with error blent, 

Some base of truth may ever likeliest rest.” 


The spies dismiss’d, with charge of search renew’d, 
At such his words, the chiefs, with waken’d hope 
Expect arrival of their English friends, 

Since every Dane from their instructed aid 
Anticipates success, as yet denied. 8525 
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Arrivar of Kentculph and Hiunfrid at Kinwith Castle. Guth- 
run assigns to them their respective charges in the search to be 
prosecuted after Alfred and the English nobles. Conference of 
the two English chiefs, in which Kenwulph, torn by remorse, 
recals the happier days of his early life, but is induced by Hian- 
frid to give a reluctant assent to his projects. Hianfrid's secret 
meditations, and treacherous designs against Kenwulph, His 
interview with Guthrun, who incites him to accompany him in 
his intended visit to the prophetic sisters, and endeavours to con- 
vert him tothe Pagan religion. They proceed together to a care, 
where the sisters evoke the spirit of Regner, who foretels to Guth- 
run the possession of Empire and a royal English bride from whom 
a race of sovereigns shall issue. To aid in the discovery of the 
King, the Sorceresses then call up the witch Angerbode, mother 
of the three goblins, the wolf Fenris, the serpent Midgard, and 
Hela, queen of death, with her train of hags and monsters. 
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CARCE had the spies the presence left, when lo! 
To joy of all, answering expectant wish, 

Amid the festal hall, each with a train 
Of martial knights escorted, stately come 
Kenwulph, of Mercia the vice-regal head, 
And proud Hianfrid, lord of Windsor’s towers, 
Of Berks’ wide vales, and castled Somerset; 
The last, the guerdon of its captured earl. 
High was the greeting: courteous ceremony 
Welcomed the vassal chiefs, that might at first 
Banish almost subjection’s sense of pain. 
For at their sight in every Danish breast 12 
Hope swell’d afresh, deeming detection near 
Of troublous foes, whom most they thirst to seize ; 
And now they mark apt instruments obtain’d. 
This primal theme absorbs each labouring thought, 
Till frenzied fury in each bosom glows. 


Full soon the sovereign Guthrun opes his will 
To these his English subjects, and declares 
The general thought, that by their active aid 
Discovery of the foe may best proceed, 
And under such their care he deems it sure, 
As knowing best the persons and the haunts —28 
Of their wont comrades in defeated fields ; 
Not sole the traitor, who late own’d these towers, 
With all bis train of household officers, 
But the lost Alfred, rumour’d lately here, 
The royal race, and all the nobles fled : 
And thus his kingly mandate he adjoins 
With solemn voice as of authority. 


‘* Throughout this Devon, and adjacent bounds 
Of his own Somerset, and countries near, 
Be it Hianfrid’s charge and task assign’d 
Strict search to undertake, which I forebode 
Prosperous soon, since he has won due meed 35 
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Already. Are not Windsor-towers his own, 36 
In place of one, whose state he better fills ? 

Aod is not Somerset's late captured earl 

The pledge of nobler and renew’d success? 

Even to Alfred, traced he not some clue, 

Finding the cottagers, whose home (’tis deem’d) 
Had lent low shelter to the wandering King? 
From these beginnings on Hianfrid’s hope 

Let brighter prospects dawn, and loftier claim. 

If through his care Devon’s fled earl be found, 
For guerdon to that service, he shall own 

Not sole this castle and superb domain, 47 
But all that rebel’s power and heritage: 

Nor less of other chiefs, o’ertaken thus, 

Shall all the lands, confiscate, be his prize. 

And for the lurking King and royal brood, 
Rewards shall shower on him as yet untold, 

As unbethought. Nor for our magic flag, 

Reft by sad chance, by him to us restored, 

Shall any gifted meed be deem'd too great.” 


The sovereign paused, observing in the eye 
Of the vain chieftain kindling hope to glance. 
Then bending gracious, as he turn’d his look 58 
On Mercia’s vice-roy, Guthrun thus pursued. 


“ And let our royal Mercian deputy 
In his own spacious kingdom urge his search; 
Since there we rumours trace of wanderers mark’d, 
Deem’d of no vulgar rate. These borders wide, 
As the Queen’s native region, likeliest hold 
Herself and royal race (if yet they live ;) 
Perhaps too, nearest them, the flying King. 
For these, so captured, we to Kenwulph’s hand, 
Be sure, shall add new honours, higher state, 
And yield, from Alfred’s, substituted power: 69 
To him especially : Hianfrid too, 
If with their last addiction to our side 
They add one surest claim; —that they become 
Proselytes to great Odin's martial faith, 
Nor cherish the weak Christian errors more. 
Let each make known ;—to every Englishman, 
Who on these terms shall swear us fealty, 
Not sole shall life and property be spared, 
But honour follow suited to desert. 
This is our will. To such committed charge 
Let both our English friends hereafter look. 
Let each seek out his prey, by day, by night, 81 
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Bring them alive, or dead, with earliest speed, 2 
Since each well knows dire punishment awaits 
Neglect or disobedience. He who, found 

Or insincere, or not in heart and hand 

Zealously active, shall our trust betray, 

Shall instant be degraded and deposed ; 

His proud possessions, and his power seized back, 
And given to others, worthier our regard. 

Our board’s refreshment o’er, let these retire 

And here consult together on their task ; 

How best on this to blend their mutual aid. 

Let all their mingling counsels point to this, 93 
To fix our empire, crushing all our foes.” 


Such mandate by the stranger English chiefs 
Was heard with reverent awe. But yet of each 
Differ’d the mien, in spite of check’d restraint. 
O’er Kenwulph’s faded cheek and care-worn brow 
Sat, visibly infix’d, reluctant gloom ; 

As if the heart by inly grief was torn. 

But in the younger chief a forward air 

Spoke vain presumption. No remorseful pang 
Forbade his smile, or curb’d ambition’s glow. 103 
On his gay mien the Danes most fix’d their eye, 
Presaging from his lively look success ; 

While he from all the chiefest favour drew. 


But Oskital his stern and sullen eye 
Bent singly on the Mercian King, as if 
Envying possession of the throned seat, 
Doom’d soon to be his own. Observance slight 
Might mark determination in that look, 
Soon to supplant a rival whom he scorns. 
The soldier Amund, gay and unrestrain’d, 
(By Hastings seconded, whom policy 
Rather impell’d,) questions the new-arrived 115 
On many a subject, touching England’s state, 
Suited to each, and most with curious note 
Asks the condition of the English chiefs, 
To either known: who yet survive defeat, 
Their present purpose, power, and character. 
At such their mention, serious, taciturn, 
The Mercian vice-roy sat, and scarce the sigh, 
Which heaved his struggling breast, could caution 
hide. 
But quick, in fluent words, Hianfrid names 
The chiefest English leaders, and recals 
His memory of their state; whate’er his thought. 
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Against the living chiefs reminded thus, 127 
Revengeful passion fires the invading foes. 
And instant Guthrun tells, more general search 
Shall subjugate them all, their heritage 
Given to the hand that finds them: care alone 
Is needed to prevent their union, 
Whose junction is the primal danger now. 


The feast dissolves. The Danish chiefs disperse, 
Each to his chamber, or his several tent. 
Then, as enjoin’d, amid the gloom of night, 
That added poignance to conflicting thought, 137 
The Mercian King, and Somerset’s new lord, 
Retire, conducted, to a separate tower, 
Where are apartments to themselves assign’d. 
One, proud ambition and excited hope, 
The other, sorrow, rankling in the heart, 
And deep remorse that on the spirits prey’d, 
Alike held wakeful from unwelcome beds. 
The younger chief, all life and eagerness, 
Broods only on the lofty promised meeds, 
And sees the golden prospect near at hand. 
As the prime mean stch glory to achieve, 
Scarce other thought fires his inflated soul, 119 
Save to divine where Alfred rests conceal’d, 
What covert hides the regal family, 
(If yet they live;) where scape the flying chiefs : 
‘* Some den, or rocky fastness, (he exclaims,) 
Sure holds them all, where hid from common view, 
The nest of serpents broods, till art of mine 
Enclose this quarry in one net of doom.” 


Hearing these thoughts imparted, while his look 
Deep melancholy bow’d, the Mercian King 
Return’d approval none. Mutely he sat, 

As if oppress’d, e’en to the roused surprise 160 
Of his observer, till at last in words 

Corroding passion and repentant grief, 

That oped without disguise the real heart, 

Broke the hush’d silence of the midnight air. 


‘* Into what pit of misery am I fallen! 
Not only by insulting foes constrain’d, 
Against reproaches of my secret mind, 
And torn with agony of conscious wrong, 
To ceaseless acts of cruelty and crime, 
To spoil and robbery that feeds in vain 
Fierce Oskital’s insatiate avarice, 171 
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To pill the merchant, or the labouring poor, 172 
And wrest the hard-earn’d product of his hand : 
By impious sacrilege to plunder fanes, 

Rend from their altars gems and gifted gold, 

And tear their silken vestments from the priests, 
While music vainly plains through Croyland’s aisles : 
Not injuries like these, it seems, suffice, 

Since mad ambition fix’d me on a throne, 

But now fresh fury and indignity 

Compels the search, ’gainst nature’s kindly ties, 
E’en for those early friends I loved the best; 

For England’s rightful King, for noble chiefs, 183 
Far worthier genuine honour than myself, 

Who hold allegiance with unshaken zeal. 

Oh! how such hateful office I disdain, 

How from the painful task my heart recoils, 
While from bad station to new treason call’d: 
Fresh consequence of past ingratitude !” 


He paused a moment, while in mute surprise 
Hianfrid heard; but instant thus renew’d : 


“Nor yet seems all of sorrow’s bitter cup 
Drain’d to the dregs! How was my soul but now 
Shock’d at proposal of the Pagan foe, 194 
That for base lucre’s sake, we should abjure 
Our fathers’ creed, apostatize from faith 
That taught our innocent and infant years, 

And to my first delinquent lapse add thus 
Damnation that may close the door of heaven. 
Such degradation shame forbid on earth ! 

Though thence all other joy be fled. Sad truth, 
To which my heart bears witness every hour ! 
There with its lost condition still with pain 
Contrasted, former recollections live, 

That lend to fix’d remorse perpetual stings.” 205 


He stopp’d, for pain’d remembrance in suspense 
Held him; and thoughts that check’d his faltering 
Such his emotion his less feeling pheer [voice. 
Sought then to soothe, and mildly thus address’d. 


‘** Compose this mood of sadness, royal sire. 
Recal to mind the glory you have won: 
What various joy your state and power present 
Still to your hand in never-failing spring.” 


Not so consoled, such memory but awoke = 211 
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Against the living chiefs reminded thus, 127 
Revengeful passion fires the invading foes. 
And instant Guthrun tells, more general search 
Shall subjugate them all, their heritage 
Given to the hand that finds them: care alone 
Is needed to prevent their union, 
Whose junction is the primal danger now. 


The feast dissolves. The Danish chiefs disperse, 
Each to his chamber, or his several tent. 
Then, as enjoin’d, amid the gloom of night, 
That added poignance to conflicting thought, 137 
The Mercian King, and Somerset’s new lord, 
Retire, conducted, to a separate tower, 
Where are apartments to themselves assign’d. 
One, proud ambition and excited hope, 
The other, sorrow, rankling in the heart, 
And deep remorse that on the spirits prey’d, 
Alike held wakeful from unwelcome beds. 
The younger chief, all life and eagerness, 
Broods only on the lofty promised meeds, 
And sees the golden prospect near at hand. 
As the prime mean such glory to achieve, 
Scarce other thought fires his inflated soul, 149 
Save to divine where Alfred rests conceal’d, 
What covert hides the regal family, 
(If yet they live;) where scape the flying chiefs: 
‘« Some den, or rocky fastness, (he exclaims,) 
Sure holds them all, where hid from common view, 
The nest of serpents broods, till art of mine 
Enclose this quarry in one net of doom.” 


Hearing these thoughts imparted, while his look 
Deep melancholy bow’d, the Mercian King 
Return’d approval none. Mutely he sat, 

As if oppress’d, e’en to the roused surprise 160 
Of his observer, till at last in words 

Corroding passion and repentant grief, 

That oped without disguise the real heart, 

Broke the hush’d silence of the midnight air. 


‘* Into what pit of misery am I fallen! 
Not only by insulting foes constrain’d, 
Against reproaches of my secret mind, 
And torn with agony of conscious wrong, 
To ceaseless acts of cruelty and crime, 
To spoil and robbery that feeds in vain 
Fierce Oskital’s insatiate ayarice, 171 


—_— a 


—— ee ee 


BOOK XXV. q 


To pill the merchant, or the labouring poor, 172 
And wrest the hard-earn’d product of his hand : 
By impious sacrilege to plunder fanes, 

Rend from their altars gems and gifted gold, 

And tear their silken vestments from the priests, 
While music vainly plains through Croyland’s aisles : 
Not injuries like these, it seems, suffice, 

Since mad ambition fix’d me on a throne, 

But now fresh fury and indignity 

Compels the search, ’gainst nature’s kindly ties, 
E’en for those early friends I loved the best; 

For England’s rightful King, for noble chiefs, 183 
Far worthier genuine honour than myself, 

Who hold allegiance with unshaken zeal. 

Oh! how such hateful office I disdain, 

How from the painful task my heart recoils, 
While from bad station to new treason call’d: 
Fresh consequence of past ingratitude !” 


He paused a moment, while in mute surprise 
Hianfrid heard; but instant thus renew’d : 


‘“‘ Nor yet seems all of sorrow’s bitter cup 
Drain’d to the dregs! How was my soul but now 
Shock’d at proposal of the Pagan foe, 194 
That for base lucre’s sake, we should abjure 
Our fathers’ creed, apostatize from faith 
That taught our innocent and infant years, 

nd to my first delinquent lapse add thus 
Damnation that may close the door of heaven. 
Such degradation shame forbid on earth ! 

Though thence all other joy be fled. Sad truth, 
To which my heart bears witness every hour ! 
There with its lost condition still with pain 
Contrasted, former recollections live, 

That lend to fix’d remorse perpetual stings.” 205 


He stopp’d, for pain’d remembrance in suspense 
Held him; and thoughts that check’d his faltering 
Such his emotion his less feeling pheer [voice. 
Sought then to soothe, and mildly thus address’d. 


‘‘Compose this mood of sadness, royal sire. 
Recal to mind the glory you have won: 
What various joy your state and power present 
Still to your hand in never-failing spring.” 


Not so consoled, such memory but awoke = 211 
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In Kenwulph keener pain, who thus return’d. 215 


‘‘ Deem not, mistaken youth, my sceptred state, 
Or all the fancied splendours of a throne, 
Can ease the heart o’erwhelm’d in vain regret. 
Pleasure from me bas vanish’d like a dream. 
A dream seems all that pomp, for which I sigh’d; 
For which in fatal hour (oh! foot!) I dared 
To barter innocence—and with it, peace, 
On shadow’d pageantry—(I know it such—) 
I think not now.— No—still on other thoughts 
My loaded memory dwells.—Oh ! injured saint, 
Loved, lost companion !—oh! unequall’d wife ! 
Couldst thou but live again, whom deeds of mine, 
My course of mad ambition struck to heart, 
Implanted daggers in thy faithful breast, 
And last, e’en to a violent death exposed !— 
Can penitence o’er memory of thee 
Avail me aught ?—In dreary solitude 
Still let me mourn.—I love its gloom the best, 
And cherish pangs that most consume the heart. 
No female company, no early friends 
Remain to cheer me now, nor darkness yet 236 
Opes its sole chasm to hide me in its shade.— 
For oh! she too is gone, who once I deem’d 
Should fondly comfort my declining years ! 
My only child !—fair daughter of my youth! 
In whose loved presence I had look’d to live 
Honour’d, and happy in her tender care ! 
Fondly presaging 1 should see her blest, 
A faithful wife—a mother too herself,— 
Seating her offspring on my aged knees.— 
Oh! agony too keen for words to tell ! 
Gone—gone for ever !—She too is no more !— 
But I yet live—live to remember still, 248 
And feel that my base conduct caused the death 
Of my own innocent and darling child. 
Oh! Emma !—treasure !—pearl, untimely lost !— 
Bereaved of thee, of solace,—guilty, lone,— 
What is this world to me ?— illusion all! 
To follow thee—yet only to the grave— 
(Beyond it dare 1 hope ?)—is all that’s sure, 
Is the sole comfort that remains me now. 
No other balm can svothe thy father’s heart, 
Broke thus and sunk in heap’d calamity !”— 


So as he said the unhappy penitent 
Struck his raised hands across his pallid face, 260 
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While heaving sobs his burden’d bosom eased. 261 
With transient pity touch’d, Hianfrid then 
Approach’d, and words of solace strove to add. 
A pause of silence intervened, until 
The widow’d husband and bereaved sire, 
Drawing aside the drops that fill’d his eyes, 
More calm, yet still recalling friends best loved, 
Disconsolate, return’d. 

‘‘To me alone 
Are penitence and prayer now fitly left, 
While, bow’d in sorrow, still I inly muse 
On my poor child—my matchless consort—both 
Justly removed from my contagious guilt. 273 
Still must I pine, till death my sufferings end, 
Mark’d by the meet abhorrence of good men. 
But wherefore this ?— Mine is the part to bear. 
And yet I must—who but must ever hold 
Fix’d in strong memory, rooted in the heart, 
Friends, loved from early time ?—heaven knows how 
F’en while affection cannot quit the dead, (dear! 
On some I ponder yet, with hope they live ;— 
My kinsmen both—good Rayner—vainly known, 
Companion of my happier, youthful days, 
When all was joy, and grace, and confidence— 
The friend—the favourer of my nuptial love —.285 
To her—the sister whom bis kind soul prized :— 
On Rohand too—once Warwick’s rightful lord, 
By marriage to that dearest friend allied,— 
On his loved daughter, fair Felicia, 
Associate of my Emma’s infant play :— 
And on that gracious Queen, to me so kind— 
Who once o’er Mercia ruled with worthier sway, 
(Would she may yet survive !) relict of him, 
Whose piteous exile from his throne and home 
(Oh! grief to think!) my mad ambition caused.” 


He paused awhile, as if with thoughts like these 
Oppress’d, but soon the plaining chief pursued. 


“Can substituted pomp their loss repay, 
Or vain possession of a crown usurp’d? 
Such consciousness recals my turpitude, 
And pierces but the heart with keener pangs, 
E’en when I cherish fondest memory. 
Ruio’d affection preys thus on myself.— 
Oh! state of woe! condition lost indeed ! 
How falsely erring men misname me King !. 
How gladly with the meanest cottager 306 
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Would I exchange that station, could I gain, 307 
With his poor home, its inmate’s innocence, 

Its low content, and unrepentant peace ! 

Whelm’d thus in shame, how gladly would I die! 
My own death now were nothing,—yet in life 

I linger on, deeming at times, in hour 

Of pensive care, some way (I know not how) 
Chance may he mine my country yet to serve ; 
Some e’en of those in happier time beloved, 

(If from my hand they not disdain the boon) 
Perhaps all unexpected, yet to save. 

And tell me truly, (ease my tortured soul,) 318 
Lives yet good Rayner, of whose capture late, 
Methought, that Guthrun spoke,—that too by you? 
Where is he now, if that report be true? 

Kindness and care, I hope, to him are shewn, 

As once I urged, if he by you were met.”’ 


He ceased, and seem’d enrapt in gloomy grief. 
At such his words, Hianfrid, whom as yet 
Unsatisfied ambition vainly buoy’d 
Reckless to swerve from honour’s duteous path, 
Lured on by visions of yet loftier gain, 
Uncheck’d, unterrified by what he saw, 829 
Or heard by treason’s victim utter’d now, 

Soothes the complaining King in tone subdued 
Addressing : 

‘‘ Royal sir, it grieves me thus 
To see you sunk in lowness of despair. 
Lament no more your own compulsive lot, 
Or the long course of such domiestic woe, 
Which but unfits, indulged, for other thoughts. 
Rayner is safe, unhurt, and in my care, 
Whom in fit season you, perhaps, may see. 
Remain you quiet then, while I the quest 
Enjoin’d in Mercia’s confines undertake, 341 
Your deputy and friend, and ease your task. 
There likeliest England’s Queen, and royal brood, 
Shelter, in provinces that gave her birth, 
Nor far from them, most like, will Alfred hide. 
Since she was daughter of a Mercian earl, 
Great Muchil, and the youthful Alfred’s heart 
Won in his Mercian wars, their nuptials held 
With seemly pomp in forted Nottingham. 
Where rather would their exiled footsteps tend, 
Than toward the friends known in their joyous youth ? 
Perhaps in Sherwood’s forest-bowers,—some cell 
In Gainsbro’s tranquil vale,—or placid spot —353 
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Along the banks of Avon’s sylvan stream, 354 
Their wandering feet may cull some lone retreat; 
Scenes, o’er which you preside. Forgive me then, 
If, since I note your own desponding grief, 
Absorbing all your heart, I offer thus 

To act the charge, unwelcome now to you.” 


So as he said, Mercia’s deputed King 
Returns : 
‘* Alas! what sad and fatal change 
Sees Mercia now! that, as her chief, myself 
Am thus besought for license to hunt down, _— 364 
As enemies, those once her honour’d friends. 
For oh! how oft on other thoughts of joy, 
Myself, with Alfred, from our Mercian court, 
(Then a young soldier and fond lover too) 
Accompanied by Burthred’s royal train, 
With hawk and hound from Nottingham’s proud 
towers 
Have urged our course to Sherwood’s forest-dells : 
There after the gay pastime of the chase, 
We oft the greenwood festival partook 
Under the canopy of waving boughs, 374 
That fann’d fresh coolness to our ruddier cheeks, 
While ’mong the trees, where hung our arrow’d deer, 
Trains of bright ladies join’d our revelry. 
Oft too, in other mood, at early dawn, 
Or the still evening hour, I joy’d to stray 
With the kind, thoughtful Rayner (loving oft 
As visitor to join our Mercian state— 
Friend, dear in vain!) when rapt in converse sweet 
Together, with none other company, 
We stroll’d, scarce knowing whither, and his talk, 
Still fraught with sage remark, or moral theme, 
Importing public weal, or practic use, 386 
Would run o’er life, the cottage, camp, or court.” 


He paused, as o’er the memory of that friend 
Pondering, with sighs: then faltering, thus resumed. 


‘¢ Thus as we roved o’er hill, and dale, and field, 
Each charm’d with varied Mercia’s matchless grace, 
Pleased I recal, that in such musing vein, 

If baply Sherwood’s confines we had reach’d, 
Beside some antique abbey’s gothic pile, 

Rayner has stopp’d, and with enraptured eye 
Gazing o’er wooded hills, and vale, and stream, 
Or tranquil beauty of its bosom’d lake, 397 
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Seem’d fixing thought in prophet-reverie ; 398 
Then pensive said :—that scenes, so lovely-fair, 
Seem’d sacred to some future pilgrim-bard, 

(To Britain dear, her wonder, as her pride) 

Some heritor, who here in after-time, 

With all a poet’s inspiration fraught, 

The native gift of heaven, possessing too 
Knowledge and insight of the human heart 
Intuitive, with such high faculty 

By study, travel, observation rich’d, — 

Should haunt these shades, and in his varied song, 
Breathing love’s tenderness, or moral grave, 409 
Gay wit, or satire, sly in frolic laugh, 

E’en while delighting, should instruct mankind : 

A being strange, endued with conscious pride 

Of a superior nature, for the world 

Scarce fitted, in his own unruly dreams 

Wayward, yet worthy love, though needing much 
Gentle compassion and considerate care: 

Himself a spectacle and monitor, 

Exampling what to follow, what to shun, 

Adoring virtue, e’en while erring most. 

So would good Rayner bode, as he admired, 

And bound my bosom captive to his thought. 421 
Oh! happy scenes! how are ye now profaned ! 
How little dream’d I then, what dismal fate 

Your peace would witness, from my treachery too! 
Little I deem’d that ever would to me 

The hated task befal, at beck of foes, 

As their ally, to ravage scenes so fair, [quest.” 
With wolf-like prow! and worse than blood-hound 


Hush’d was his tremulous voice, while his sad mien 
Relapsed to former gloom, until again 
As if with startled recollection stung, 
Thus in new burst of feeling he resumed. 432 


‘‘ Nay—I am e’en, in scorn, compell’d to spoil, 
And bear my treason’s foul indignity 
O’er my own Avon’s banks, and harmless cells, 
Even o’er my kin’s, brave Rohand’s, loved domains, 
His Warwick’s castle, cliffs, and peopled town; 
Rich Repton’s splendid halls, where Mercia’s Queen, 
Alfred’s loved sister, Burthred’s royal] spouse, 
Shower’d on me honours, and for her dear sake, 
Whom Providence, too good, ordain’d my bride, 
Heap'd on me, as her dowry, noble meeds 
Of favouring notice, passing my desert ; 443 
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For such possession my proud heart enflamed, 444 
Aad power advanced, perverted to bad end. 

Now must I but profane those gifted lands, 

And seek their very giver to destroy, 

Enroll’d to memory in charters fair, 

Preserved with care in cloister’d Abingdon. 

How to my Lacinge’s seat can I repair, 

(The generous present of my Queen betray 'd) 
Whence we have pass‘ to visit England’s King, 
The royal Alfred, when in stiller time, 

He, with a favour’d few, for rural ease, 454 
Has at his Woodstock’s neighbour-palace stay’d ? 
Oh! with what heart, spots so endear’d as these, 
Can I now range on quest for former friends, 

So loved and honour’d once, though cruel foes, 
Seeking their lives, now urge that stern command ? 
No! on such errand never can myself 

Visit those haunts again, whose sight recals 

Their memory, with pangs intolerable. 

Nor willingly to any may I yield 

That odious charge, whatever doom befal. 

I feel, that melancholy, woe, remorse, 465 
And shame, o’erwhelm me, e’en while thus besought.” 


He ceased, and seem’d rack’d with distressful 
But his request Hianfrid soon renew’d, _—[pangs. 
Urging: 

‘¢ Liege sovereign, you sure recal 
Our former league, that by united care 
(To objects which we deem’d hereafter might 
Much benefit our country) we should seek 
To be ourselves joint Kings—perhaps in time, 
To free our England from invading foes. 
But to so lofty aim, what other mean 
Remains, save that we first secure at least 
Within our power, if we destroy them not, 478 
Those, who would us but ruin and supplant? 
Think also, of our wavering or neglect 
What is to us the threaten‘d penalty, 
From the now insolent and furious Dane: 
Death, and extinction of each latent hope.” 


So as he heard, the pensive Mercian chief 
Recall'd the past, and while within his heart 
Embers of old ambition, almost dead, 

Yield the faint spark that points to brighter use, 
‘Thus breathes few accents, in still plaintive mood. 
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‘‘ Alas! so wretched is my present state, 49 
Benetted so in spider-toils of guilt, 
So bound in chains of grim necessity, 
I fear, nay, feel—there rests none other mean 
Whereby our suffering country I may serve; 
Fallen now beneath the love, esteem, or trust 
Of those, who knew me once in happier day. 
Do as ye list then, search you Mercia’s bounds. 
I cannot on such task your errand join: 
Would that such office I could all evade ! 
But whatsoe’er may be your quest’s event, 
Still be myself apprised ; that nought ensue = v0 
Of needless injury, or dread alarm. 
Some friends we yet may secretly protect. 
On future acts let both our thoughts combine.”’ 


He said, averse: but e’en that dull consent, 
O’erjoy’d, Hianfrid hears, and thus responds. 


‘* Doubt not, success shall soon my care repay. 
Not sole in Mercia’s tracts such charge be mine; 
Myself too in suspected Somerset 
Will add redoubled quest. Nor will I fail 
Still to beset those sullen cottagers, 510 
Of whom I told you erst, (my captives still 
In Windsor’s towers)—of whom too Guthrun spoke: 
The same whom once I proffer’d you should see, 
But, indisposed, such inquest you declined: 

That old man, his crazed wife, and daughter fair, 
(A flower unsuited to so low a birth) 

In whose poor hut, I surely deem, the King 

Has sometime lurk’d; who too, if so they would, 
Could yet to his retreat afford a clue. 

Oft have I urged remonstrance—but they all, 

And most the maid, remain inflexible. 

Still do I hope, in such confinement shut, 522 
Either by fear, or lure of offer’d love, 

Or else by force, from these at last to gain 
Disclosure of the secret, yet withheld. 

Hope, cherish’d more, since for that froward maid, 
(How strange soe’er to tell) I feel of late 

A restless passion grow, roused to such sense 

By nettled pride: since e’en her proud repulse, 
Graceful in her, my admiration claims, 

Though ne’er such nuptials shall my rank degrade. 
Trust therefore, the chief objects of our search 
Myself shall sure discover, from which prize 

Look to ourselyes becoming sovereign Kings 534 
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Of all this isle, in gradual progress thus 535 
Achieving the full summit of our hopes. 
All shall be well: all yet be future joy, 
Glory and power and regal happiness.” 


So spake the inflated traitor, while before 
His fancy floated dreams of royalty : 
But mute the Mercian vice-roy eyed the ground, 
As if in cogitation deep immersed. 


Oh! ways of Providence, mysterious strange 
E’en in events that men but fortune deem ! 644 
Had then the widow’d husband, mourning sire, 
But known, or thought, that such the mention’d maid 
Was his own daughter,—e’en the very child, 
Dear as the life-blood of his sorrowing bheart,— 
Still living, though deem’d dead,—enduring now 
Captivity and insult from the man 
Who thus addresses him, and labours still 
That fatal cursed ambition to enflame 
By which at first he fell from loyalty, 

From happiness—so deep in misery’s gulf, 

Oh! how had then hot indignation swell’d 

At his so false associate! on what wings 556 
Of fiery transport and delirious joy 

Would he have flown that instant, to behold, 

To rescue, in his arms to clasp again 

Her, thus as ’twere from death to life restored ; 
Whose presence o’er his own desponding soul 
Had shed reviving comfort, light, and hope, 

As on grim darkness shines the sun of morn: 

Her, whom, unconscious, he refused before 

To see, besought, on uncongenial theme ! 

Such blessed vision was to guilt denied, 

Suffering meet pain of penitential woe. 

That knowledge e’en was from Hianfrid hid, _568 
Who deem’d his prey the cottage-maid she seem’d. 


At last, in tone of sorrow unallay’d, 
With mild expostulation, Mercia’s chief 
Thus spoke, unknowing whom he so address’d. 


‘‘ Alas! misguided youth, ill deeming yet 
Thy conduct’s close! Talk not of happiness, 
Nor feed vain thought with dreams of splendid joy. 
If it be granted us our country still 
To serve in aught, e’en by the worst of means, 
That solitary hope, it seems, is all 678 
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Now left to us of solace—sad exchange 579 
For ampler claims of lost integrity ! 

Believe me, inexperience such as thine 

Has much, still much to learn. Too well I know 
Into what labyrinth of dire distress 

Treason has led myself, whence me no shews 

Of vanity and pride can extricate. 

Though now, I mark, the seeming-near approach 
Of wish’d success and titled royalty 

Seduce your heart, and buoy it, borne away 

With vain imaginations of a throne, 

Hear me, with voice as of a prophet, warn 290 
The fatal course. For secret rocks 1 know 

You have not pass’d as yet, ambition’s surge, 
Lulling temptation’s cali, the cheat of guilt, 
Whose end is ruin and sure agony.” 


He paused an instant, till his wretched state 
-Exampling in compare, he thus pursued. 


“Own I aught yet but a delusive crown? 
The shadow and the name of sovereignty, 
Not its reality. The lofty use, 
For which alone such power is justly held, G00 
To bless a people, is to me denied ; 
But to oppress my country, doom’d instead, 
The slave and puppet of the victor-foe. 
Are we not now by the triumphant Dane 
Compell’d in servile bondage, on vile task, 
Sole to his profit? urged to robbery, 
To foul apostacy, to murderous deeds, 
If to such lowness our pledged hearts can yield ? 
Oh! that I could escape! from this abysm 
Of guilt and sorrow climb to upper air, 
Trace back my fallen steps, and be again 
What once I was in days of happier youth! — «12 
Oh! calm of innocence, for ever lost! 
The censures of mankind my crimes pursue ; 
In public, scorn abashes me, till shame 
Forces me to retirement. But not there 
Find I repose ; fresh terror waits my couch, [fled. 
Whence rest and sleep, like to false friends, have 
A ppalling Conscience haunts those hours of gloom. 
Then in this heart the solitary power 
Still to my dire transgression sternly points, 
Which no balm heals, no time can wash away. 
What last emancipating clue is left, 
What prospect now of good, what gleam of use 
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To pierce the horror of this deadly cave? 625 
Lingering in eureless misery, unretrieved, 

Sole it remains me now in guilt to die, 

Justly despised and hated by the good, 

While from my outraged faith they shuddering shrink. 
Pardon they could not grant, nor could I brook. 
Whence I must only (such the doom of crime) 

In deeper ruin plunge, in darker shame, 
Repentance unavailing,—worse despair,— 
Detesting what I am,—but what to be, 

Dreading e’en more.—Oh! state of boundless woe!” 


He ceased: then as in saddest wretchedness 
Bent, and his mantle covering his brows, 637 
He sat, an awful picture of despair. 

Whom long observing mute, nor unalarin’d, 
Hianfrid cautiously again accosts, 
Studious his passion to divert, or cheer. 


“Yield not, too sensitive, to thoughts like these. 
Deem not yourself thus utterly foregone ; 
Or that you singly bear insidious grief. 
Believe, myself too know to sympathize ; 
Perhaps, unhappiness at times partake. GAG 
For say, what lot of life not owns its cares ? 
Oft on my secret pillow, frightful dreams 
Distract my rest, after the busy day 
Has with too high excitement wound the nerves. 
Darkness and silence then recal the shades 
Of times by-past, that haunt such imaged gloom, 
Or from the future lift a fearful veil. 
But what of that? Fresh morn dispels it all. 
When buoy’d with swelling hopes, my soul projects 
Prospects that pacify those weak alarms, 
And soothe pain’d conscience by expected good. 
~ For why? no hope of rise, or benefit, 658 
Was under Alfred won, or seem’d to spring ; 
Or rests from those, who would our aid disdain. 
The course which now we follow proffers good, 
With our own rise, if but consorted league, 
And steady friendship we awhile preserve. 
From our combining acts, united toils, 
Who knows what happy consequents may flow ? 
Spite of our transient own’d uneasiness, 
Which, pray you, henceforth, like myself, disperse, 
And cherish hope of brighter days at hand.” 


So as he said, as if composure faint GUD 
VOL. IV. Cc 


18 KING ALFRED. 


Such words infused, the Mercian King look’d up : 
Then gazing on Hianfrid’s face, with look 

That seem’d some further solace to implore, 
Turn’d, and with offer’d hand, in mournful tone 
Thus pleaded tenderly this last appeal. 


‘Yet one request, rash youth, remains for me. 
If in that Somerset,— once deem’d his own, 
Now your doom'd prize,—or in what other care, 
(Since so you tell,)—my former dearest friend, 
The good and honour’d Rayner, yet survive, 
Protect him for my sake.— Pledge me your hand. 
Here let me for his life and safety plead, G81 
Though (as by me solicited,) such boon 
He would, I know, disdain.—Grant this to me, 
Though ne’er to him be told my secret prayer. 
Sad remnant of affection !—all I can !— 
(So as he said, he dash’d a tear away 
That sprung involuntary o’er his cheek) 
If in your power, be yet to him a friend. 
And tell me truly too,—where is he now ? 
What spot, what shelter, guards his precious life? 
Say, what of him your knowledge can report; 
What lot has to that noble heart befallen, 692 
Since by yourself (so Guthrun lately said) 
Ta’en captive: whence you own his won domains. 
E’en as myself too (meet associate now) 
Possess by like,—nay, e’en unworthier claim, 
Warwick's proud castle, and the wrested lands 
Of exiled Rohand, my own friend and kin.” 


He stopp’d, and anxious waited for reply, 
With tremulous alarm ;—as not at once 
Deign’d by Hianfrid, seeming much confused, 
Till thus evasively he, forced, responds. 


“‘ Have I not said already, gracious sire, 703 
Rayner is safe—unhurt? Ask me no more 
As yet—you shall in season meet know all: 
Perhaps, may see him, when such interview 
You each may better bear.— With brighter hope 
Meantime I guard him,—in my power detain’d 
For purposes of use, since him I deem 
Able to point more high discoveries. 
But for his capture, recently disclosed, 
In such my act I did but imitate 
Your own recall’d example, and obtain’d 
For such my service much conceded power, 714 
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Which I must strive in future to exert. 715 
More on this theme hereafter,—but not now ; 

The time admits not.— Hark! the castle-bell 
Peals one sole toll along the vaulty air, 

Whose murky darkness yon few glimmering stars, 
From this high window traced, can scarcely pierce. 
Let us retire. My spirits lack repose, 

Fatigued with travel, stir, and wakeful thought.” 


So as he said, he from the presence broke 
Abruptly of the Mercian King left thus 
Alone, with feelings wounded—on the rack, 725 
And pondering now, e’en with renew’d distress, 
What fatal and contagious ill has fallen, 
From his own bad example, on his friend ! 
Then toss'd on his unwelcome couch, he sought 
To soothe his sorrow in disturbed sleep. 


But not, as so pretended, then retired 
The vain Hianfrid to immediate sleep. 
He, to his own apartment now withdrawn, 
Forth from a loftier turret’s latticed pane 
Gazed, by the twinkling star-beams, far as eye 
Could scan the dubious landscape, o’er the scene 
Stretch’d wide below, on Devon’s ancient parks, 
And lands, its potent chieftain’s heritage, 738 
Which soon, the traitor hoped, should be his own. 
Here, lonely, silent, and indulging thoughts 
On all that lately he has heard and seen, 
The Dane’s command and promises, the course 
Of probable success, till hence at last 
Ambition should achieve its proudest aim, 
On secret machinations too, that dawn’d 
Now chiefly on his cool and subtle mind, 
How e’en the Mercian Kenwulph to supplant, 
(Faithless to whom he courted now as friend) 748 
Not resting, till himself should reign sole King, 
At last his brooding thoughts found vent in words, 
Low, hush’d, and solely to himself reveal’d. 


‘‘These Danes, methinks, I now begin to know, 
Oft noted in repeated interview, 
Both on my visits to their camp, as here. 
I mark, the selfish Oskital is not 
The patron, in whose service I must rise. 
Mean avarice is his sole deity. 
(That too, it seems, Kenwulph alike has proved). 
What though this Dane his proud investiture 759 
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Join’d to create me Somerset’s high earl, 760 
With custom’d honours of that titled rank; 

And blent his promise too, that [ should sway 
The realm of Wessex, as acknowledged King, 
The price of Alfred’s hoped discovery ? 

Yet Oskital a tyrant I discern; 

And if I be his vassal, well I glean, 

All must to my employer's lucre turn. 

But kingly Guthrun sole in his great thought 
Embraces empire, as his passion’s aim, 

Royally liberal both in thought and act. 

From him alone advantage and reward 771 
Can best be sought, and solely from his pledge 
Can I of Wessex’ sceptre be secure. 

With duty’s reasonable service then 

Him henceforth chiefly will [ cultivate. 

Him highly too it pleases, I remark, 

(The primal way to his enthusiast heart, 

In superstitious fancies deep enwrapt), 

If any yielding English he can make 

Proselytes to his ancient Pagan faith, 

And spread the wild religion of his sires. 

Can I for gain pretend a feign d assent? 

Can I make this to aggrandizement turn? 783 
The thought deserves attention and resolve.” 


He paused, and seem’ in meditation rapt. 
But soon revolving in his busy mind 
His whole ambitious scope, he thus pursued. 


‘* But for that other martial Danish prince, 
Amund—a soldier merely, him I note, 
With not a thought beyond the tented field. 
War done, then pleasure is his idol still: 
An easy fool, in women’s toils and wine 
Besotted, and with breath-of honour puff’d, — 793 
Which he (poor dolt) sufficient wealth esteems, 
While others steal the profit, cheated thus 
By wiser heads, like many a simple tool. 
The second then most to my purpose tends. 
And for my own rise (the main matter now, 
Till I attain full summit of my hope), 
Thus must it be. With Kenwulph I have form’d 
A labour’d league to make ourselves joint Kings: 
One step to more. I want him for a time, 
Yet fear him too: for in his nature lurks 
Matter for just alarm. All our designs 
He knows, and being, as I well perceive, 805 
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Not zealous in this cause, in moody hour 806 
"Tis likely he may palter, fly, confess, 

And all my prospects ruin and betray. 

Nathless, his destiny is in my hands— 

His life is in my power. Did I not hear 

The royal Guthrun recently denounce, 

On pain of death, neglect of his command ? 

And what are Kenwulph’s qualms of conscience now ? 
I will go on awhile—till time shall serve ; 

But be beforehand with my enemy, 

Rival, or friend, or whatsoe’er he be, 

Using him first, as ladder to my rise, 817 
But when that height is master’d, kick it down. 

I can denounce his coldness then at will: 

And in the stead of Mercia’s King deposed, 

Must have my good friend’s kingdom for my pains. 
Distinction I will have, be whatsoe’er 

The risk, or means. I heed not consequence. 
Nor need I envy Kenwulph’s ample power, 

Soon but to form accession to mine own. 

Greater than Kenwulph is, I look to be, 

And reign, in happy hour, myself sole King.” 


Brooding with cogitations such as these, 828 
The traitor turns to his ungenial bed : 
There, restless, on his thoughtful pillow toss’d. 
For not his stillness golden sleep approachd ; 
Unhappy, though that truth he fain would hide. 
Intruding misery to his bosom creeps, 
Companion, still to guilt inseparable, 
Howe’er repell’d. While wakeful conscience too, 
That silent, strange, undying monitor, 
Not by ambition smother’d all, nor scared, 
(Ne’er wholly stifled in the hardest breast) 
Reveals himself, tells him he is not loved, 
But inly speaks him to his very heart 8.10 
Coward, ungrateful, base, and treacherous. 
Or if he sleep awhile, terrific dreams 
Before his fancy stalk, like trooping ghosts, 
And shew him Harold, Edric, from the grave 
Risen to torment bim with their dread reproach. 


Still watchful too of wickedness, and prompt 
To hover near their instruments of ill, 
Dark demons, lurking near his pillow, breathe 
Into thought’s dozing cells temptations new, 
Evil imaginations, gusty pride, 
Soon to break forth in act and full effect. 851 
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These glory deeper to seduce and snare 852 
The soul corrupt, to evil predisposed, 

Which to their unrestrain’d suggestion yields, 
And opes itself to guilty deeds the way. 


So pass’d the night: but with the morrow’s dawn, 
Impatient, after slight, disturb'd repose, 
He wakes yet unrefresh’d, and from his couch 
Springs, eager to attend the sovereign Dane. 
Predominant ambition goads him on, 

-Disdaining rest. Soon from the tower he hastes, 
Intending in the Danish monarch’s ear 862 
To pour the secret counsels of his heart, 

And schemes, imperfect yet, with him mature. 


Thus, early active, by ambition stirr’d, 
Hianfrid seeks the royal Guthrun’s tent, 
Whom soon he finds, alike too risen betimes, 
Slighting repose, but yet from different cause. 
For the Dane’s brooding mind had thro’ the night 
Ponder’d on Frea’s vision, on the course 
Of empire and its high achievement’s doom, 
Foretold by those prophetic ministers, 
Whom soon he meditates again to seek, 873 
F’en as heaven’s boding Queen herself had will'd. 


Gracious reception hails the English chief, 
For after deep obeisance, and meek pledge 
Of fealty renew’d, the traitor sly 
With mean insinuating flattery opes 
His last design, and tells his anxious wisl 
Henceforward as his patron and liege lord 
The royal Guthrun to attach and serve, 
Whose banners he will own in vassalage, 
Striving to merit future grace by deeds : 
That he has much reflected, and will blend S84 
Henceforth his zealous efforts to o’ertake 
Alfred, now missing, with the royal race, 
The rebel Devon, and the nobles fled. 
Nor only in suspected Somerset 
And in Berks’ province will he urge such search, 
But, as with Mercian Kenwulph is agreed, 
That vice-roy he will aid in Mercia’s bounds, 
Permitted there, as time may after prove. 
Whence by such happy toil, directed well, 
He hopes to found some claim to Wessex’ crown, 
(The meed of promise to his hoped success) 
And prove to Guthrun a fit vice-roy there ; 896 
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Still subject to the Danish diadem, 897 
With loyal duty and obedience : 

Earnest perhaps, in time, of higher note, 
Increasing friendship, dearer confidence. 

Then too he thanks the sovereign Dane for meeds 
Already won, whose favour (as he tells) 

Will be his highest pride; whom he discerns 
Royal in boundless generosity, 

To those who seek such honour and deserve. 


Guthrun replies, with his new vassal pleased, 
Promising favour and encouragement. 907 
To whom found docile in such interview, 

With opening confidence the Dane reveals . 
What hope from such pledged care he entertains ; 
Believing that this very English chief 
Is destined by his active search to find 
Alfred, and England’s regal family, 
With the rebellious nobles, and thereby 
Win for reward their wrested seignories. 
Then Guthrun adds: 
‘‘ Since then, graced chief, in you, 
I mark my future vice-roy and my peer, 
I now (as to a friend) to you will ope 919 
My private thoughts, in pledge of mutual trust: 
Partly impell’d by heavenly prophecy, 
Nor less by inclination and design 
Of mine own policy. My purpose is 
To wed a bride of England’s royal race, 
And thus to late posterity secure 
No less by conquest than by nuptial claim 
A lasting dynasty o’er Britain’s isle. 
A course I choose, since mine own favour’d spouse 
Has quitted life, and only lawless love 
Seems thus left open, which I not admire, 
As tending to no end of genial use. 931 
If therefore England’s Queen be found, her guard 
Awhile from violence; and when from her 
(As the best clue) by watchful care is learnt 
Alfred’s retreat, as of his nobles scaped, 
Apprize me singly, and when I shall bid, 
Bring her where I may secretly direct ; 
Since rival, or opponent, in that aim 
I none endure. Beside, through care of mine 
And mine own tendance, I indulge the hope 
Her from the Christian follies to convert 
To nobler faith, and win her worthy love. 
But for the rest them sole destruction’s arm — 913 
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Must swift o’ertake, alike the wandering King, 

_ The native princes, and the rebel peers, 

Nor leave one obstacle to my sole reign. 

Save that to such as Odin’s rites embrace, 

Life spared, and yielded honour, may be deign’d.” 


Hianfrid’s mark'd demeanour bows assent, 
While kindled hope seems quickening in his eye. 


To him then Guthbrun thus again pursues. 
‘‘ That such high service will from you ensue, 
I feel from late predictions well assured. 953 
For know, young chief, my promised English friend, 
To you heaven’s Queen herself has deign’d to point, 
And in strange vision has your aid_foretold.— 
Will you believe? Our magic prophetesses, 
Daughters of Regner dead, the votaries 
Of heaven’s high empress, train’d from infancy 
In mystic studies, long esteem’d divine, 
Have by their mighty mistress been but now 
Visibly gifted with surpassing spells, 
By which their power can nature’s spirits bind 
In service of her wondrous ministers. 
To them, no less than all the amazed host, 965 
She, in clear apparition late display’d, 
Disclosed your visitation and your charge ; 
Presaging too, that ’twas for you reserved 
To be the happy instrument, whose quest 
Should find the lurking King, the regal brood, 
And the fled nobles in one net ensnare.”’ 


At such intelligence, Hianfrid’s look 
Evinced surprize, but nought he answer’d yet, 
Doubting, and scarcely conscious’ to what drift 
Such converse led, till thus the Dane resumed. 


‘‘These potent servants of her will bheaven’s 
Bade me revisit ; and within few hours [Queen 
(Soon as the first claims of the busy day 
In charge of this our host I have despatch’d) 

I shall, obedient to such hest supreme, 

Again the gifted prophetesses seek ; 

Since now beyond all former zeal enflamed, 

I burn to know, what certain destiny 

Awaits myself and late posterity : 

By what best mean, by what united care, 

T may found empire o’er Britannia’s isle, 

And there maintain a lasting sov reignty. 947 
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But chief to learn, (since that the primal way 9x8 
I deem to this high aim) where dwell conceal’d 
The dangerous King, his princely family, 

And rebel nobles, who our power assail. 

From Frea’s magic deputies, or spirits 

Whom they can call from every element, 

Alike from Alfheim as from Hela’s world, 

(Since both they rule, the evil as the good) 

Organs of destiny, whose prescience knows 

All mortal fortune, I am bent to know 

The future’s course, our nation’s coming doom, 
How to confirm for aye the Danish power, 999 
How overthrow our plotting enemies. 

Think too, young chief, would but yourself believe, 
(As sure you must, did you but once behold, 
Attending me, the wonders these can shew) 

And from Christ's meaner faith to Odin’s turn, 

To you like mysteries they might unfold, 
Importing your own rise and destined state.— 
How would such deign’d conversion please and bind 
Me more your friend, in favour absolute 

And full-surrender’d confidence, when seen 

Bound in the same religion as myself ! 

What privileges, honours, then were yours, 1011 
Shower’d on a pledged and zealous proselyte !” 


At such his listen’d words, the traitor vain, 
Half-dubious, half-persuaded, though awhile 
Incredulous, yet soon remembering hope 
Of vantage won, if he shall please the Dane, 
Perhaps of knowlege too, that may promote 
Some way the hoped discovery of his prize, 
(Yet how he knows not) seemingly inclines, 
After imparted question, to assent ; 

And while withia his soul he feels aroused 
A curiosity intense, he thus 1022 
Enquiry adds: 

‘* You tell me now, liege sire, 
Wonders, and truly I have heard of such 
Weird sisters, who with evil spirits converse, 
By league with whom a supernatural power 
They own o’er human things, and can control 
The future’s destiny, can weal or woe 
At pleasure work by such obedient aid. 
Are they, of whom you speak, alike endued ?” 


Then with excited hope the sovereign Dane 
Straight answers, and the plied request renews, 
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Adding : 1084 
‘* With Odin’s consort these confer, 

And over all her spirits hold command, 

Ghosts too, and Fates, and elves of every world. 

Go with me then this noon, and see yourself 

What strange unearthly power heaven’s Queen has 
deign’d. 

There shall you marvels see and hear; there learn 

From these instructing oracles, how best 

You may detect our secret foes; with me 

To issue of advantage most conduct 1043 

The English war, and Denmark’s reign assure : 

All but a step to your own bright rewards.” 


At mention of such potence, in the breast 
Of the vain chief, from innate cowardice 
Timid and cautious, sprang unused alarm. 
For through such specious miracles unknown, 
(Misguided haply against himself) he deems 
Peril amid delusion yet may Jurk. 
Tempted, by faint religious impulse check’d, 
He half-inclines to yield, but creeping fear 10538 
Makes cold his heart, and in such mood he asks. 


‘* Lurks there no danger we may justly dread 
From ministrants of potence such as this?” 


Eager the superstitious Dane replied. 


‘¢ IT will be present, bearing in my hand 
This sword invulnerable, to myself 
Given by the Queen of death in awful hour 
Mid vision’d worlds, where yet I ’scaped unhurt, 
Protected by the almighty sire of war. 
This were alone for me sufficient trust : 
A guarantee and surety too to you. 1064 
But now his equal consort has herself 
Deign’d promise to become our guide and shield. 
She will protect her novel votary. 
Quell then alarm. If doubting to abjure 
Christ’s meaner faith of peace, and yield the heart 
To credence true which warlike Odin claims, 
Yet sure I hope the magic sisters’ spells 
Will by their auguries and worshipp’d sights 
Win you with proofs superior, passing far 
My mortal voice: when what you scarcely dream, 
Your own eyes shall behold, and know for truth, 
Then will you yield, howe’er you paused before : 
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Then with ourselves join heart and hand to rase 
From out the land fallacious Christian dreams. 
There shall you hear propounded prophecy 

Of your own destiny : by certain clue 

Be guided to discovery of your prize. 

What splendour, power, and honours then await 
Your doom’d success, gifts of my proper care ! 
Vice-regal state, such as shall e’en surpass 

The Mercian Kenwulph’s: in alliance too 

Of mutual league, a Danish bride in turn, 
Whose issue may your rule perpetuate.” 1087 


Moved by so urgent claim, by hope allured, 
When as Hianfrid, who the mysteries told 
Delusive deems, yet wavering seems to yield, 
The brooding mowarch adds: 

‘* Martial affairs 
Call me awhile away. Do you meantime 
On my proposal meditate : again 
See me within three hours. I then will go, 
Or singly, or with you in fellowship, 
Since fate’s dark course, and progress of events, 
Embryons as yet of time, I pant to know ; 
Nor can aroused impatience longer wait.” 1099 


He said: then to his own reflections left 

The musing traitor, who absorb’d in thought, 
Ponder’d intently on the Dane’s designs ; 
While by degrees, through lucre’s hope, his soul 
Lapses toward wild apostacy, at times 
By stifled conscience tortured and forewarn’d : 
For thus he deems : 

‘‘ What if myself consent, 
By this new patron guided, to behold 
These strange reported mysteries? No need 
Remains to follow if I not prefer ? 110 
But come what may, favour at least to me 
Accrues from Denmark’s King, and promised gain. 
Why should I fear ?—Hope then shall fix resolve.” 


So as he said, he sought to calm alarm, 
Which yet divides and agitates his breast. 


While restless thus, in pensive solitude, 
He staid impatient, by the allotted time 
Guthrun returns, to whom the traitor vain, 
Inflated now with dreams of royalty, 
And by ambition lured, which his weak soul 1120 
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Already half converted to forsake 1121 
His early faith, (affiliated thus 

To Odin’s votaries and prompted rites, ) 

Assents his patron to accompany 

On doom’d consult of magic’s votaries. 


High favour now the conscious Guthrun deigns, 
And, as the destined journey they prepare, 
Instructs his proselyte. ‘‘ How wild soe’er 
And wondrous may our visitation prove, 

Curb palsying fear. Not sole can Hela’s sword 
Defend us: but I know too Runic spells, 1131 
And murmur’d verse, by Odin’s self inspired, 

To ward enchantment, and the blast of spirits 

(ff any such should rise) intending burt.” 


So as he said, the sovereign Dane enclasp’d 
O’er his own breast a jewell'd broad cuirass, 
And proffer’d, gracious, to his convert new 
Another breast-plate, all instinct with charms: 
Who, taking, trembled with mysterious dread. 
[harm, 
Then with drawn swords, to guard from dangerous 
In hurried haste on coal-black steeds they ride 
To seek the prophetesses’ lone abode ; 1142 
In whate’er secret wood, or cave, or cell 
These now may muse apart, as Frea bade. 
Such varying home, obscure, the sovereign Dane 
Uncertain, knows not; but believes the track 
O’erruling spirits will direct, nor deems, 
Distant such doom’d retreat, the promised pledge 
Remembering, that by anxious Kings besought, 
These would appear with answering oracles. 
Such trust too firmer in his bosom rests, 
Kuowing what boded fellowship he brings. —1152 


By Hubba’s lofty tomb they pass, whose site 
Solemnly Guthrun to Hianfrid points, 
Nor less the mounded sepulchre below, 
Which shrouds the relics of his slaughter'd troops. 
This too the scene the sovereign Dane declares 
Of the late wondrous vision, from whose spot 
The mazyic sisters parted, but he deems 
In holy haunt will somewhere hover near. 


Trackless, the warriors ride by jutting cliffs 
And lonely shores, where only murmurs moan 
Of waters, that with echo dully talk ; 1163 
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Broke but at times by screams of wild sea-mews. 
Scarce conscious whither, o’er a dismal heath 
They cross, through plashes culling dubious way. 
The wildness of the scene at every gaze 
Increased, until the borders of a wood, 

Obscure and silent, check’d their speeding course. 
Here they dismount, and in a thicket-glade 
Fastening their steeds, enter the forest gloom. 
Through tangled, vaulty bowers in many a maze 
Wilder’d they glide, till lost. Down a deep dell 
Descending slow, in doubt, lo! at its base 

Opes sudden a vast chasm, whose headlong gulf 
Progress beyond forbade, where broad below 

A rapid river flow’d, that darkly wound 

Past a huge promontory, mid whose rocks 

The searching eye discern’d at last to yawn 

An arch'd expansive cave, of awful depth. 

On the other hand, a sedgy sunk morass 
Betoken’d danger, and advance repell’d, 

If that way deem’d; nor could dazed memory 
Retrace its clue through that implicit wood. 

So awful solitude in either heart 

Awoke a sense of peril and alarm. 

But Guthrun still in guard divine confides, 1187 
And cheers his paler comrade, all dismay’d. 
While thus in fear they gaze around, intent 
Which way to turn, and from this labyrinth 
Regain (if so they may) their journey’s course, 
Behold a wonder! Through the pallid gloom, 
Where the dissever'd gulf reveal’d the sky, 

They mark through vista of the heights above 
Increasing shadows pall the mid-day sun, 

Till rapid eclipse ends in total dark. 

Struck by such sight with awe unwont, the Dane 
Tells, powers invisible are now at work 
(Doubtless of this their errand all aware) 1199 
Who o’er high noon dark midnight’s shades induce, 
And alter nature’s progress, fraught with fate. 

So Guthrun deem’d. The English traitor yet 
Knew not the full extent of hellish guile, 

Nor that fell demons in mysterious task 

Were now engaged, on active embassy 

Treason to league with witchcraft, and impel 

The course of ruin, wrought by treachery. 

While thus deliberating, but confused 

Which way to move, behold! a meteor light 
Starts through mid air, which (drawing wonder more) 
Close toward the mortal gazers shooting falls: 1211 
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Then stays, but to their wondering eyes reveals 
The shape that bears it, a dusk-hovering sprite, 
Who lifting in one hand the spectral glare 

Points with the other toward the shadowy cave 
And utters,—*‘ Follow.” Tranced in thrilling awe, 
The Dane advances, while the English chief 
(Whose sunk heart seems dissolved through agony) 
Leans on his patron in scarce-conscious sense. 
Led by that meteor-torch, through pitchy dark, 
They penetrate the cavern’s depth, and gain 

The vasty dome of its interior vault. 

Here (ere they enter) they at distance see 1223 
Through floating mists, which scarce the pale light 
Three female figures seated. Them before [pierced, 
An altar rose of earth, upon whose top 

A flickering flame, like a charm’d tomb-fire, play’d, 
Which dim the features show’d and magic vests 
Of those, whom Guthrun faintly recognized 

As Frea’s ministers of power divine; 

From mortal view retired, and but disclosed 

In sacred vision thus to seeking Kings. 

Soon as from so controlling majesty 

The eye could stray a moment, to explore 

What lurk’d around, enquiry’s gaze might nought 
Discern save magic images dispersed, 

Or pendent from the sparry roof above, 
Enchantments ensigns, Frea’s wondrous gifts, 
Armour, and talismans, and Runic spells ; 

And open’d on a table near, lay books 

Of magic verse, in letters writ of blood. 


Rapt in amazement, doubtful, if the scene 
Were real which they saw, the stranger chiefs 
Look’d back, and through the cavern’s mouth remote 
Discerned, above the summit of the cliff, 

The moon arisen, and many a gleamy star 1246 
Peering through vanish’d day, which thro’ dim air, 
While penetrating the deep gloom within, 

Yet tinged the solemn shade with awe more strange. 


Daring at last approach, before the three 
In reverent obeisance Guthrun bows, 
As if in presence now of beings, known 
In dignity and power pre-eminent. 
Then kneeling, while the English chief he bids 
Do the like homage, thus the monarch- Dane 
The purpose of their coming meekly shews. 2156 
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‘‘ Ye potent three, made by the Queen of heaven 
Her deputies on earth, with gifts endued 
Transcending mortal agency or thought, 

Whose charming spells all nature’s spirits own, 
Bowing before your might, we claim its act, 

Even as great Frea’s deity foredoom’d. 

Behold us then, come to your feet to learn 

The course of Fate, in whatsoe’er imports 

This nation, and to me its promised throne : 

How I may vanquish and its reign assure. 

With me too, see! this English chieftain come, 
Pledged as a willing agent of our hope, 1268 
.Who seeks to know, where lurks the English King, 
The royal brood, and England’s nobles scaped ; 
By what best mean those victims to o’ertake. 
Already he, taught by ourself, inclines 

To learn the wonders of great Odin’s faith, 

And be a proselyte, with heart convinced. 

Your wonders may his darkling mind illume, 

And cause him be a zealous instrument 

Of all that in our cause heaven’s empress wills.” 


The monarch ceased. Silence once more awhile 
Reign’d, till with air of goddess-majesty 1279 
The sisters rise at once and give response. 


‘‘We of your coming knew, by Frea’s self [care 
Foreshewn, who scans all thoughts; and hence our 
Despatch’d our subject sprites to watch your steps, 
And be, albeit invisibly to you, 

Your teaching guides. The darkness was their work 
When you drew near. "T'were ours, with single voice 
To answer you in open’d prophecy. 

But to so favour’d persons this is deign’d 

By means, that ampler may display our power 
Through apparitions, rare to mortal eye, 1290 
Shewing the doom of hid futurity. 

Spirits from every world our call attend, 

Who nature’s secret order can disclose. 

Dare ye behold? Shall we now forth to thee, 
King Guthrun, call dead Regner’s mailed ghost, 
Denmark’s immortal sire, her glory’s star, 

Whose voice, to thee consoling, may proclaim 

A destiny, to him dear e’en in death ?” 


Straight Guthrun answers: ‘Call the spirit forth, 
And let us hear from it Fate’s purposed doom. 
I quail not now, though shadows of the dead 1301 
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Rise from the grave; or Gods from Valhall’s courts, 
Whom there I hope to join; or from the dens 

Of darkness, where detested cowards pine 

In Hela’s world obscure, pale shrieking ghosts ; 
Or beings, from the abyss of air, or fire.” 


The sisters bid the bending Guthrun rise, 
To whom and his alarm’d companion these 
Silence and fix’d attention now enjoin. 
Then from the treasured gifts that hung around, 
The ministers of nature’s Queen select 
Those apt to present purpose. Overhead 1312 
Reaching with lifted hands and solemn look, 
From shrouding shades they seem as to receive, 
Then o’er the brows of each put on, what gleam‘d 
Likest a starry diadem, embued 
With mystic potence, and dominion’s sign. 
Then sprites dim-seen from shadowy caverns donn’d 
O’er each a flowing mantle, from whose pall 
Sparkled at every motion symbols strange, 
Illumiving by fits the livid air. 
Soon as a magic zone had these confined, 
Each seized a wand, with Runic charms inscribed ; 
Then o’er the breast, pendent in twisted links, 
That shone with faded gems, like deaden’d gold, 
A talismanic mirror set, whose power 
(Frea’s high gift) can spirits of the dead 
Evoke, and ghosts dislodged from worlds unknown. 
Last in her left hand each (as if to scan) 
Upraised before her gleamy eyes a book, 
Wherein were holy rhymes and fated spells, 
Such as of old great Odin’s self had taught, 
Whose strong enchantment yet can burst the grave. 
Poring o’er these, the sisters murmurs faint 
Combine, of mortal ear not understood. 
The enchantresses amid this sacred act 1336 
Forward advance, and while with added rite 
Waving their wands, they form a circle vast 
O’er the dim ground, (but yet whose ample scope 
The wondering strangers not inclosed,)’twould seem, 
Each is their magic Queen invoking now 
To ratify the deed: for accents low 
Imply, that trusting to her mighty spells 
They bend them now in awful mystery 
(As taught and promised) to exerted use ; 
Whose purpose is from high abodes of bliss 
To rule dead Regner’s spirit down to earth, 
Answering their summons at this fated hour 1318 
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With visitation strange to satisfy 1319 
Instant demands of his own kindred King, 

Here seeking empire o’er the common foe ; 

On doom, that Denmark’s glory much concerns, 
And his successor’s, cherish’d (as is sure) 

Still by the royal Dane in loftier worlds. 


Scarce thus they murmur’d, ere a sudden flash 
Of pallid lightning warn’d some near portent : 
And hark ! from gulfy depths along the vault 
A burst of long-resounding thunder peals. 
When lo! responsive to the mighty art, 1359 
Own’d by the mistresses of magic spells, 
In solemn guise before the starting eye 
A phantom rose, by slow degrees reveal'd 
Through lurid mist, whose unsubstantial form 
In presence brought the royal Regner’s ghost, 
Descended from Valhalla’s glittering courts. 
Its armour glisten’d as with golden gleam, 
(Sprinkled with gore-hued gems, like carbuncles,) 
Such as on earth the monarch wont to wear; 
And in its right hand still it seem’d to wield 
A naked sword, with spots bedropt of blood. 
His left hand held a sceptre, on whose top —:1371 
An emerald orb, that imaged earth’s green globe, 
Token’d its potence o’er a subject world: 
Frea’s proud present to her favour’d son. 
Then through the paly glare that tinged the gloom, 
Where stood the spectral shape, the strangers mark'd 
Its stony eyes, bent steadfast on themselves, 
With look that seem’d to pierce the shuddering heart, 
From forth its shaggy brows, where sat engraved 
The cares of empire and devoted war, 
Above whose wrinkles glared a beamy crown. 
O’erpowering terror chill’d the English chief, 
Fix’d as a statue ; and compulsive awe [2h3 
Usurp'd e’en Guthrun’s self, who knew the form 
Of his dead earthly friend, and kinsman loved, 
E’en as he breathed this vital air, ere yet 
Captive to /Ella he resign’d his life, 
Pouring his spirit forth in deathless song. 
His look was now sublimed with air of heaven, 
While Guthrun on the shape intently gazed : 
Whom soon the conscious sisters, pointing, teach. 


‘¢ Propound thy questions now, and humbly ask 
Of Denmark’s sire, as ours, whate’er thou wouldst. 
Nor thou, dread majesty, besonght, disdain 1.94 
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Thy offspring’s gifted hest, (heaven’s Queen impels) 
But to thy kindred and successor ope 

The secret doom of fate and empire’s course, 
Though not for thee on earth, reserved for him.” 


Obedient to the potent sisters’ word, 
Then Guthrun, trembling, thus presumes address 
The summon’d apparition : 

‘* Awful spirit, 

Guardian of Denmark, who for her hast died, 
From whatsoever world thou deign'st appear, 
Thee I adjure, by all thy toils and pain 1405 
Suffer’d on earth, and by the viper’s fangs 
O’er which thy smile could triumph e’en in death, 
By favour which the gods concede to thee, 
Vouchsafe my prayer, nor answer with thy blame. 
Taught by heaven’s Queen, counsel of thee I ask, 
Importing future destiny: since sure 
To thee ’tis given to know of mysteries 
And hidden secrets, whose instruction may 
Forewarning still conduct thy country’s sons 
To glory, which in life was all thy aim. 
Tell me then, if o’er Britain I must reign, 
How best its regal throne may I achieve, 1417 
How surest fix the Danish dynasty ?” 


Ensued a pause; while silence ruled, that scarce 
Allow’d a whisper breathe: until in tone, 
As of the sepulchre, a hollow voice 
Tokening at once the watchful ghost’s response, 
Thus from dim shadows quiver’d on the ear. 


‘* Not now from /Ella’s viperous prison-cells, 
But from the glories of Valhalla’s hall, 
Permitted thus by heaven’s almighty sire, 
(For earthly friendships are remember’d there, 
And feelings cherish’d in this world below) —_1428 
Passing the boundaries of eternity, 
The bourne and gate of death, again my spirit 
Visits this earth, reveal'd to living men: 
Bound by the magic and o’erruling call 
Of mine own offspring, thus (ere life has closed) 
By heaven’s great Queen endued as Deities. 
Above, in favour of the immortal King, 
My ghost delights to rove by bowers still-fresh, 
Where Shulda sits the youngest of the Fates, 
(Surnamed Futfre) by gods consulted oft, 
Below the boundless ash of Ydrasil ;— 1439 
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There mark I, when her magic ravens bear 1440 
To listening ears of heaven’s all-conscious sire 
Decrees of long futurity, at times 

Imparted too to me. And now my charge 

Is to my race on earth to open doom, 

Confided scarce to his own consort-bride.” 


The voice was hush’d awhile, as if that pause 
The spirit took its presage to prepare : 
But of the dread suspense impatient, soon 
Guthrun his earnest adjuration adds. 
When to the expectant votary’s orison, 1450 
The royal spectre thus, in sounds of awe, 
With prophecy to animate and cheer, 
Oped the decrees of unavoided doom. 


‘‘ Thus destiny intends. Two sons of mine, 
Haldene and Hinguar, shall (though I might not) 
Reign in the north, and there possess the realm 
Of vanquish’d lla, that fell enemy, 

Whose murderous serpents stung me to the death: 
To me in them thus granting vengeance meet 

Of blood for blood. Triumph and lasting sway 
Shall soothe my ghost, and from such wrested crown 
Shall in my line two princely houses spring, 1462 
Whose red-hair’d race shall there for aye display 
Their Danish origin, in features, tongue, 

Courage, and manners, hailing me their sire.” — 


Follow’d again a pause, that fix’d in awe 
Silent attention; for such prospect seem’d 
As then the phantom-being to inspire 
With satisfaction strange, and through its cloud 
Shew’d its wan features with a smile illumed. 
But bending low, with hand press’d o’er his heart, 
The panting Guthrun thus the form address’d. 


‘‘ Immortal spirit, may remembering heaven 
Accord dominion, to thy valour due, 
Held in thy race! But say, what rests to me 
Of future act, or hope, or purposed reign?” 


The stately shade with hollow voice retura’d. 


‘Yet, Guthrun, for thyself (my kinsman too) 
My death e’en higher glory shall prepare. 
To thee is yet reserved more ample reign, 
A vaster sceptre, an imperial crown ; Liat 
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Throned in the east, dominion must be thine 1.482 
O’er all the Danes, with majesty supreme. 

For know, my ghost can only be appeased 

By blood of England’s royal race, nor less 

Of all her nobles, who thy reign oppose. 

Seek thou for them. Alfred, and these alike, 

I claim, a destined sacrifice to me. 

Such is the wily art, and active zeal 

Of these proud fugitives, that, serpent-like, 

Vain ‘tis to overthrow, unless thou kill. 

After the male and royal root destroy‘d, 

Then by thyself, as conqueror, look to found 1493 
O’er Britain's isle a mighty dynasty. 

Then follows Denmark’s triumph: then shall be 
England her vassal through thy splendid sway.” 


To hear that augury, ecstatic joy 
Thrill’d thro’ the tranced Guthrun’s frame, who strove 
Instant to answer, but such sense his voice 
Check'd, powerless : when the spirit, as itself 
In hope exulting, solemn thus pursued. 

[speak’st. 

‘‘Guthrun, thy thoughts I scan, ere yet thou 
Not less by conquest than by marriage-tics 1503 
Cementing thy auspicious title more, 
Prosperous destiny provides for thee 
A royal bride, of England's ancient stock, 
From whom thy issue shall, successive, hold 
England’s sole sceptre, nor bound there their reign: 
From her, great mother, Queen of nations brave, 
By thee, their high progenitor, shall spring 
Kings, whose vast puissance shall unite two crowns, 
And make this England and thy Denmark form 
In union proud one people. In this isle 
Settling, and blending with her native race, 1514 
The Dane, with mingled laws and common faith, 
Flourishing on to late posterity, 
In thy descendants shall, combining, form 
A mighty nation, to eternal time.” 


Hush'd was again the voice, for at those words 
The prying spirit seem’d as ’twere, to look 
Into the forward gulf of future years : 
And soon, as if extoll’d in thought, resumed. 


‘* By Denmark's race instructed and inspired, 
Britannia’s mingled sons shall strive to win, 
As ocean’s Kings, dominion o’er the world. 1525 
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Fulfilling but in this at last my own 1526 
Half executed purpose, since to me 

(Cut off by murder) Fate that lot denied. 

While this small isle holds empire’s regal seat, 

As the sea’s throne, hence shall her thousand ships 
Spread far her colonies o’er many a clime, 

Issuing from out the store-hive of the north, 
Which shall in links of mingled commerce stretch 
A naval sceptre o’er the obedient globe. 

Glory, which care no less of thine, and gests 

Of future monarchs, from thy spousals sprung, 
Shall found, but Britain’s native energy, 1537 
Emulous above all of nautic power, 

By skill unequall'd shall for aye secure. 

While to my vision destiny thus opes, 

Doom’d to my kindred, glories such as these, 

My parted soul feels new-enlivening pride, 

That tells I have not lived, nor died in vain. 

So gods, portents, fates, ruling stars, design. 
Unfolded in my sight is Odin’s will, 

Nor to my magic offspring heaven’s high Queen 
Imparts weak spells, which Valhall’s bliss enlarge.” 


This said, the spectre moved, as ’twould depart. 
But Guthrun, with unwont emotion roused, 1549 
Thus in impatient awe, the shape implores. 


‘‘ Mysterious prophet, wondrous visitor, 
Immortal warrior, Denmark’s guardian-sire, 
Quit me not thus unsatisfied, but deign 
Further to ears amazed, or earthly eye, 
To shew with clear portent, how this may he. 
Instruct, by what best train, what happy mean 
This so high purpose, nearest to my heart, 
My hope, my dream, ’tis doom’d I shall achieve. 
Thou with thy mystic progeny divine 1559 
Concert what vision here may this reveal, 
The clue to hoped success, ere thou depart. 
Foreshew me shadows of futurity, 
And of my race, my dearest wish and pride.” 


So as the chieftain spoke, the magic three 
With solemn look and action interpose 
Ominous signals to the shadowy form, 
Indicative of some impell d design: 
Then, as to secret spirits hovering near 
Invisible, they whisper murmur'd spells, 
Of purport unexplain’d and charm unknown. 1570 
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Thrill’d with suspense, the dazed spectators stood, 
Unconscious what was done, or what enjoin’d. 
But hark! as if by ruling hest controll’d, 

The spectral image thus is heard to speak. 


“‘ For more assurance, Guthrun, then to thee 
Further to solace and excite thy soul, 
Nature through me, permitted, or compell’d, 
Beyond the bound to common mortals deign’d 
Bows to thy wish. Now to my hand ’tis given 
(Aided by nameless spells of magic power) 
E’en here, ere death, before thy sight toope 1581 
Visions of future doom, that can disclose 
How in thy royal race thou shalt be blest; 
The progress of success; how power and state, 
Transcending all thy hope, shall yet be thine.” 


Ceased then the voice. With high-extended arm, 
The spirit wielded a dim sceptre forth 
Among obscuring mists: when lo! at such 
Charm’d touch, the cloudy curtain seem'd to part ; 
More too, when, forward moved in stately march, 
The spirit on the eyes of Guthrun laid 
His unsubstantial finger. Straight their sense 1592 
Seem’d purged from grossness, as with euphrasy, 
That gave him, as with strange mysterious power 
To penetrate the gulfy depth of fate. 
A veil seems lifted ’fore his tranced sight, 
And from his clear perception mists removed. 
When thus the mailed spectre adds his voice. 


‘* Lo! now before thee in yon mirk abysm, 
That images the chasm of unborn time, 
Prefiguring far futurity, appears 
Destiny’s doom. Shadows before thee rise, 
And coming ages spread their forward shapes, 1603 
Presaging embryon things in prospect true. 
What seest thou, Guthrun? for upon thy brow 
A lambent crown descends, with starry ray, 
And from that talisman, my prescience knows, 
The future now communion with thee holds, 
Making whate’er seems present to thy view 
Link’d in imagination all with thee.” 


To whom, with voice of awe, Guthrun, replied. 


‘‘ Methinks I see, with grandeur unexpress’d, 
Among assembled crowds and regal pomp, _—1613 
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A mailed warrior to an altar lead 1614 
A female form, beaming in peerless grace, 

Who wears upon her head a diadem. 

And sow upon the chieftain’s brows they fix 

A stately crown: the ring and nuptial rite 
Pledged, lo! the warrior takes his bridal spouse 
Up to a stately throne, and both their hands 

Sway now bright sceptres, while before their feet 
Kneel shadowy nations in obeisant awe.” 


Then thus such sight the warning ghost explains. 


‘* Koow, King, that mailed chieftain is thyself, 
And that fair consort images the bride, 1625 
A princess of this England’s royal house, 

Who yet shall bless thy hand: shall with thee reign, 
And grace no less the glory of thy line.” 
[claim’d, 

‘¢ But what ?”—the wondering Guthrun swift ex- 
‘‘ Behold the throned figures from their seat 
Evanish now, and I behold arise 
A warrior form—crown'd too—who now ascends 
The royal siege, and to his grasp assumes 
The vacant sceptre, sway’d with equal state.” 


To whom the spirit: ‘‘ Guthrun, all must die. 
Thou and thy spoused bride, from out this world 
At last retiring, to a son of yours 1637 
Must yield your place, in course of lapsing age. 
That shadowy form reflects thy progeny, 

Harold his name; with fame scarce less than thine; 
For mark! what rays of glory gild his brows !” 


Guthrun return’d: 
‘‘T mark the view with pride, 
Aud in his visage deem I may discern 
The likeness of myself, with variance such 
As but distinguishes the son and sire. 
But lo !—he parts—blending as if with air: 1647 
Yet on the straining vision now appears 
Another shape that with majestic mien, 
And step of firmer tread, the regal throne 
Mounts and invests with rival majesty. 
What means this shadow? Royal prophet, tell.” 


To whom the ghost: 
‘‘ Enquirest thou, sire and King? 
That form is Sweno, from great Harold sprung, 
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Thy grandson late, pride of thyself and me. 1636 
His glorious acts shall dignify thy race, 

Nor lose the smallest portion of renown, 

Or greatness, through successive ages won. 

Seest thou not, as his bearded form retires, 
Silver’d with age, how with a conscious smile 

He quits his earthly station, and ascends 

To purer regions, but his sceptre hands 

To one his younger, though now ripe in age ? 
Mark’st thou what dignity that shape adorns ?” 


Guthrun replies : 1666 
‘With pride I scan it all, 
And fix in everlasting memory. 
But tell, mysterious seer, informing spirit, 
Whom by that stately semblance 1 may know.” 


Answer'd the spectre : 

‘*That succeeding shape 
The sons of after-time shall name Canute, 
Third in descent from thee, but of thy house 
Star most illustrious, which shall radiant beam 
From thy own era many a rolling year. 
Thou seest a double crown impales his brow, 1677 
Importing sway o’er Britain’s rightful isle, 
Nor less o’er Denmark and the Scandian clime. 
Seest thou not, near him London’s turrets rise 
With added pomp and o’er the waves of Thames 
Unnumber'd ships extol their forest-masts ? 
He ’tis, whose manly sense shall there rebuke 
His flattering courtiers, and with conscious power, 
Though deem’d unbounded, point the moral true, 
Bending before the Gods’ omnipotence, 
While ocean’s waters pass his vaunted feet. 
Beyond his reign, thou scest but one vast scene 
Of brightening glory, that augmented spreads 16s9 
O'er boundless space, until intinitude 
Is lost in shadows of eternity.” 


Rapt scarce in less amazement than delight, 
Yet m strange awe, as the shut vision closed, 
Before the spirit now with bended knee, 

As if at some superior nature’s shrine, 
Guthrun adores, and thus with earnest voice 
Again conjures: 

‘“Oh! heaven-sent counsellor, 
Gracious, relicve my deep solicitude. 
Instruct, how, where, to meet this princess-bride ; 
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How to o’ertake with ruin England’s King, — 1701 
Now with his nobles scaped, and substitute 

In their extirpate room our proper reign. 

Unfold the mode, that no defeating loss 

Conspire to blast the quick accomplishment. 

Oh! ere thou leave this earth, my darkling mind 
Inform with knowledge, and with solaced hope 
Allay by high inducement, doom’d from heaven, 
Exalting Denmark’s glory, as thine own.” 


To such submiss entreaty thus the spirit 

Darkly responds. 1711 
‘‘ The destined instrument 

Is by thy side. Enough of future doom 

To satisfy thy roused ambition’s hope 

Has been to thee disclosed, but to attain 

The means must be thine own: thy valour’s fruit 

In part, nor less by active aid of those 

Thy friendship from the English side can wean. 

Such can discover best thy lurking foes. 

Thy task is force: theirs chiefly watchful wiles. 

Much on thy latest English friend depends, 

Here present with thee, thus propitious brought. 

He ‘tis, who guided soon by guardian sprites, 1723 

Shall by his eager search at last o’ertake 

The latent Alfred, and his traitor-crew 

Of nobles, plotting now thine overthrow. 

His too the happy fate alike to find 

Her who to thee shall prove the promised bride: 

Whom seen, then follows his own fortune’s sum, 

And destined crisis of his proper doom.” 


Mute wonder had absorb’d the English chief. 
The Danish warrior, in whose bosom throbb’d 
New curiosity, his prayer preferr'd. 1733 


‘* Tothathigh purpose then, deign, heavenly spirit, 
Him too with prosperous omen to instruct: 
Unfold bis charge to this blest instrument, 
Through whom so high events shall after spring.” 


The spirit-voice, in sterner tone, return’d. 


‘* Guthrun, to thee alone my errand is, 
Design’d on kingly mission to thyself, 
But not to any now of English birth, 
Nor yet with Odin’s mysterics embued. 
To thee my kin confined, there is my bound: 1743 
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More is not mine, permitted now, to shew. 1744 
But to the proffer'd friend, thus with thee led, 
These gifted three can yet by magic spells 
Disclose indeed new wonders in reserve : 

Such as with strange conversion shall induce 

Hin, if he still can doubt, to know the truth 

And grandeur of our mighty Odin’s faith. 

The Fates themselves, from their abode in heaven, 
By bowers, where wells the fountain of time-past, 
Who at a glance observe, beneath that ash 

Whose boundless branches overhang all worlds, 
The course of all, past, present, and fut@re; 1755 
With witches, summon’d from their northern dens, 
And Jarnvid’s forest-woods, whose trees are iron; 
These, call’d by magic charms, may tendance blend, 
And can, at Frea’s hest, to credent ears 

Unfold impending and assistant doom, 

By novel art and visions of their own. 

These may to this new friend thou wishest taught, 
Perhaps thy second as thy servitor, 

Impart direction, as them best beseems, 

With full assurance and new-yielded rite 

Of his charge in thy coming dynasty : 

Since, link’d with thine, his fortune so depends. 1767 
Farewell: no longer me from bliss detain, 

From Odin’s presence, and the favour’d brave 
Throned mid the splendours of Valhalla’s sphere, 
Where I shall meet thee next, ascended too.”’ 


Hush’d was the voice, but now as Guthrun gazed, 
With forward look, and was in act to speak, 
The spectral shape had vanish’d from the view, 
While single darkness shrouded now the cave, 
Murkier than pallid gleams allow’d before, 
Yet through whose gloom the eye at last discern’d 
The mystic sisters in their dim recess. 1768 


Them then the Danish leader prompt address’d 
With voice of meek petition, that conjures 
Their potent art by further granted proof 
And yet enlarged display of Frea’s power 
(Such as the heaven-sent ghost has deign’d presage) 
Now to inform, and by such mean convert 
The dubious English chief to knowledge true, 
Whence he may prove the chosen instrument 
And happy agent of so proud a work : 
Instructed by what clue he shall proceed 
(Acting therein but his own fortune’s rise) 1789 
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To snare the lurking English, overthrow 1790 
Alfred’s seized throne,with that the Christian reign ; 
Odin’s just faith disseminate around, 


And fix the dynasty in Denmark’s race. 


The magic sisterhood (as if awhile 
Rapt in suspense of preparation) seem 
Intent on other wonders now design’d, 
Answering their exercise of awful charms, 
Employ’d to no less use than to endue 
The organ of Fate’s will with knowledge strange 
And credence, to his high commission apt. —_1800 


While such dread pause the terror seem’d to swell 
Of the mute strangers, from the dubious shades 
Echoed more faintly a mysterious voice. 


‘¢ Shall we then call from their enchanted caves 
And Jarnvid’s iron woods, that skirt the clime 
Of Jotunheim, where elder giants dwell, 
The weird-troops who govern destiny ? 
Witches, and wizard-seers: but chief of these, 
That sorceress old, the messenger of ill, 
Angerbode, mother of a brood abhorr’d, 1810 
Gigantic, all deform’d as savage beasts: 
Dam too by evil Loke, (prime source of ill) 
Of that detested, triple progeny, 
Terror of gods and men: first, that dire wolf 
Fenris, the foe, whom to a rooted rock 
Almighty power has for a time confined, 
Where still he tortured turns with hideous howl, 
That echoes far across affrighted worlds, 
While from the monster’s venom’d jaws distil 
Floods over earth, which men “the Vices” name: 
Next after which abortion, there was bred 
By the same pair accursed, that serpent old, 1822 
Midgard, whose folded bulk enclasps the sea 
In pestilential circle round earth’s orb, 
Surnamed by conscious shuddering mortals, ‘‘ Sin :” 
And last from the same wicked commerce sprang 
Grim Hela, Queen of death, o’er nine dark worlds 
Ruling, where ignominious cowards hide 
For ever, fleeting through the sulpburous air, 
Or float in agony down poison’d streams.” 


Ensued a pause: as though such purpose named 
Alarm had check’d again: but soon, as if 
Itself were e’en appall’d, the voice pursued. —_1833 


44 KING ALFRED. 


‘Such fatal mother of a race so fell 1834 
Now shall we call, through gifted spells, that e’en 
Command herself? attended though she come 
By a wild train of harmful sorceresses, 

And ruthless wizards whom herself controls ? 

Led hither by her own misshapen son, 

That wolfish monster, of worse-omen’d birth, 
Named Managarmer, from her incest born 

With guilty Fenris, her own hideous brood. 

The office of which ravening fiend misborn 

Is doom’d to suck the breath of dying men, 

And aid in battle-fields, by Odin’s hest, 1845 
The speeding Valkyries to choose the slain, 

Dark herald of destruction; or to act 

Errands of death ’twixt his malicious dam 

And evil Loke, where in his horrid den 

His struggling throes make earthquakes, that disturb 
Kingdoms, whose guilt may forfeit Odin’s care ; 
Sent else to her own race in many a world, 

Amid which journeys he pursues the sun, 

Or conscious moon, starting as from their sphere 
To scape his gulfy jaws, whose grasp at times 
Causes to men portentous eclipses, 

That threat extinction e’en of nature’s light: 1857 
While bloody streams o’erstain the vapourous air, 
And trooping spectres shriek their strange affright.” 


Follow’d a second pause, as if the thought 
Of such dread beings woke restraining fear. 
But then, on power recall’d of spells divine 
And their doom’d purpose, thus the voice again 
Urges its strange enquiry, while the blood 
Of the rapt strangers in their veins ran cold. 


‘‘These actors of dark mischief shall we now 
Summon to very sight, though in their train, 1867 
Escorting such bid embassy, should glare 
Perhaps those Incubi, foul sprites of ill, 

Mara, that earthly fiend, of old by men 

Surnamed the night-mare, who in tortured sleep 
Opes horrid visions to scared Fancy’s eye, 

And dreams that shake the soul with agony ? 

Pale Nicka too, the spectral imp, who haunts 
Waters and floods, ever on deadly watch 

For drowning men, and there with scapeless plunge 
Seizes them shrieking down to caves below ? 

Dare ye the view of these, or will not now 

Such terror daze the unacquainted eyes _ 1879 
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Of this young chieftain, unconverted yet =—Is80 
To full belief of Frea’s mysteries ? 

If now from any, or from all of these 

Call’d by the potent charms (our mistress’ gift) 
We can compel the revelation sought 

Of what ye would; may open empire’s course, 
The bridal pledge, and capture of your foes, 

Can ye such presence, as such knowledge, bear ?”” 


Such strange demand held mute Hianfrid’s tongue 
In powerless terror. But the sovereign Dane 
Answers : 1890 

‘© We dare the vision; and however 
Awful or dread this witness of your power, 
Let us know all, for by what way soe’er 
Your art can act, if but as Frea deigns, 
My spirit glows undaunted to behold 
What may concern approaching destiny. 
Deign too to this pledged chosen instrument 
Instruction, terrible howe’er may seem 
To him such exercise of power unknown 
And mystic effort of your gloomy art, 
(E’en as dead Regner’s ghost itself forespoke) 
Knowledge of fortune and impendent doom, 1902 
Importing his advancement as mine own. 
So let this chief, friendly, I deem, to me, 
Knowing the persons of my foes the best, 
Learn at such primal! source and fount of fate 
What to our state and bliss most appertains : 
Where he may find the princess-bride whose hand 
Myself am promised by authentic voice 
Of heaven’s high Queen, and ghostly prophecy ; 
And by what subtle net, in what retreat 
He may detect the King, and lurking foes 
Yet adverse to our cause, and settlement 
In Britain’s isle of Denmark’s purposed reign. 1914 
So shall he too (e’en now in heart disposed) 
Learn and believe the wonders of our faith, 
Display’d to his own eyes in vision clear. 
Whence link’d with us in interest as in creed, 
Destruction’s work he best may execute, 
And win rewards, high as this earth can yield.” 


At such his words, amaze no less than dread 
Absorbs indeed the shrinking English chief ; 
Whom still a curiosity unwont 
Enflames, exceeding aught surmised before: 

More too aroused, since he has witness’d now 1925 
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In the dread vision of the summon’d ghost —_1926 
A proof and earnest sure of magic’s power. 


Thus then requested by the sovereign Dane, 
The sisters seem to blend their sought assent : 
And after in responsive murmurs low 
Again attentive silence they enjoin, 

Following their awful mistress’ taught command, 

In guise of strange solemnity they now 

Proceed to cull from shades their spells occult, 

And bring to use enchantment’s ampler art, 

Their study old, by Frea’s gifts sublimed, 1936 

Instinct by her with awful potency. 

And first‘(as taught their heavenly patroness) 

From symboll’d Runic characters insculpt, 

They con mysterious saws and charms obscure; 

And from the magic book, that to their eyes 

Opes its unfolding leaves, whereon a ray 

Glancing of pallid light spontaneous fell, 

They read with solemn utterance sacred verse, 

Only to deities and spirits known, 

Endued with power forth from their darksome graves 

To call the sheeted dead; nor less to evoke 

With thrilling breath from regions of their own 19418 

Bordering on worlds unknown, unearthly sprites, 

Demons of mischief, passiog human thought. 

And hark! struck now by hands which darkness 
shrouds, 

Echoes with thundering roll a tympal drum, 

Whose roar to silence faded, still as death; 

Broke but again by the sole-tolling knell 

Of a deep bell (smote whence was not discern’d) 

Whose clang as o’er the abyss of darkness swung.— 

Signals were both by magic’s mistress fraught 

With mystic property of scope untold. 

After in accents low (by mortal ear 1959 

Not understood, yet whose memorial sound 

Seems to recal their watchful arbitress) 

Fancy might deem, if thought could check dismay, 

The gifted sisters now from dark abodes 

Summon'd diviners of futurity, 

Its doom’d depositaries, thus invoked 

To blazon nature’s secrets, as of fate. 

For the chain’d ear might haply catch at times 

The name of Jarnvid,—woods, whose trees are iron— 

Or Jotunheim, the giants’ horrent clime— 

Or Midgard’s fort, of man impregnable. 

Then sounded, as adjured, the dreaded name 

Of Angerbode, from company compell’d 1972 
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Of evil Loke in his perfidious cave, 1973 
Arch-foe of gods and men, dark King of guile, 
Quitting awhile her fatal paramour, 

Contriving injury, and wily snares 

And fraud, wherein they joy, to answer spells 

Of Frea’s gift, controlling e’en their own. 

Seem’d call’d too then a necromantic tribe 

Of witches, her co-mates, and wizard-seers, 

Who by frore Lapland’s coasts and vaulty dens, 
Where orcs and fell sea-monsters haunt the dark, 
Dispense shut winds to parting mariners, 

Or whelm devoted ships in gusty storms, 1984 
With power that to their prescient art responds. 
Then too might seem pronounced the murmur’d name 
Of Managarmer, that fell-demon-wolf 

(Creature of earth, gross as his brutal sire) 

Her misbegotten brood, fiercest of fiends, 

Whose task is slaughter, death his element, 

His glory pain, and agony his laugh. 

Such tones too gave as to expect at hand 

That sprited goblin, enemy of man, 

Mara, the imp of night, who plagues repose, 

And wilders mortals with inflated dreams : 

Nor seem’d not utter’d Nicka’s name abhorr’d, 1996 
The spectral pest, who haunts the watery deeps 
Lurking with danger there, if scaped on earth. 
Such might the dark assembly be surmised, 

Even though the voice scarce told its dread design. 
And all the while with eyes aghast, that gleam’d 
Like starlight through tle gloom, and lifted hands, 
The sisters stood, and shook commingled signs, 
And gifted tokens, charms, and periapts, 

To force the presence which their skill imports. 


From operation of so potent spells 
Effects of wonder follow. Rocks the ground, 2007 
As if by earthquakes torn: the cavern rends, 
As tho’ for sudden entrance it prepared 
Of beings, fraught with more than mortal power. 
While, ominous of nature’s course disturb’d 
Blue-sheeted lightnings, that by flashing fits 
O’erspread the gloom, precedent but induced 
The roar of thunders subterrene, or borne 
Tumultuous onward, as from climes remote. 
Between whose intervals wild shrieks and noise 
As if of spirits, strange to human sense, 
Presaged portentous prodigies at hand, 
While over-shadowing mists with awful veil 2019 
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Roll as to close from mortal scrutiny 2020 
The solemn mysteries in near approach 

Of dark destruction’s agents, who propel 

In blent employment terrors unconceived. 


Turning in act to fly, the strangers see 
Beyond the mouth of that adumbrate vault 
The shrinking moon, as if in fright, retire, 
And in mid sky alone a few dim stars 
Glanced o’er the strange-perverted, noon-tide air. 
Then backward gazing, when their spell-bound steps 
No farther may advance, a pallid glare 2030 
They note as if with flitting spectral light 
Tinge the recesses of the vapourous cave. 


At such portent, alarm, unfelt before 
As unexpress’d, Hianfrid’s bosom shook. 
Nerveless, upon the Danish King he leans, 
And trembling, tottering sinks by Guthrun’s side : 
Who e’en himself some trepidation feels, 
Unused, yet grasping firm the sword of death, 
Enjoins his fainting convert still to trust 
In such invulnerable test, endued 2010 
In other worlds with sure protection’s charm, 
Nor fear, that Frea will her votaries shield. 
But not those words the shuddering novice cheer’d, 
Dubious of all, save only present dread. 


Scarce had such utterance pass’d, ere summon’d 
Lo! (wondrous to relate!) thro’ foggy mists [thus 
Appear’d, as if in very presence come, 

A shape, which singly purported the Queen 

Of sorcery, for such shrivell’d look itself 
Bespoke the meagre messenger of ill, 
Angerbode, mother of the deadly three, 2051 
The monsters, fated foes of gods and men. 
Crooked, deform’d, and hideous through the air 
Floating, she sail’d, upon a wolf-like form 
Convey’d, whom with a rein of knotted snakes 
She curb’d, and lash of like affright composed. 
Her grizzled hair, that far-dishevell’d flew, 

Like lightning stream’d along the vapoury glare, 
Capp’d with a wreathed diadem, to which 
Plumed pinions seem’d attach’d, betokening well 
Her ficetness, as imagination’s power: 

While her bent shape a belt of prowess bound. 


Wings too the monster on whose bulk she rode 
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Distinguish’d, and its frame portentous buoy’d 2064 

Through air, whose fiery and malignant eyes, 

Intent on mischief, with destruction glared. 

The gory lips of the distorted fiend, 

As fresh from ravin, might alone infer 

That fiercest of her baleful progeny, 

Abortion by this foul adulterate hag 

Engender’d through her own incestuous son, 

(Fenris the wolf, of gods and men abhorr’d) 

The brute immane, half-savage, and half-fiend, 

Dire Managarmer, fellest scourge of death ; 

Whose fated task it is on battle-fields, 2075 

Or on the couch of pain, to suck the breath 

Of dying men, and bear their sprites away 

From the green earth to Hela’s spectre-worlds : 

Nor less (her herald as her bearer too) 

To speed on errands of his wicked dam 

To guilty dens, where evil Loke expects, 

Or his own sire, in his ill-omen’d cave; 

Or journey through the vast abyss of air, 

Where the frore giants range, or Surtur black 

Lurks, mustering terrors in his world of fire. 

And next to these, as foremost in the van, 

Floated two other fiends, blear Incubi, 2087 

Deem’d on first aspect such, whose ugsome mien 

And hairy shape spoke one that elvish imp, 

Mara, the sprite, named oft by shuddering men 

The Night-mare, dread abuser of repose. 

Nor less its look the second phantom shew’d 

That demon of destruction, Nicka named : 

Whose apparition pale, most fear’d on earth, 

Haunts the dazed traveller o’er the moorish fen, 

Or desert heaths, where bogs and whirlpools lurk, 

Or shores, where quicksands human step confound. 

These from their stony eye-balls glared dismay. 

From Hela’s ghastly world or some strange clime 

Uncouth as dire, select they seem’d to come, 

Agents of ruin, and to whom they serve 2101 

Meet copemates, deadliest of her ministering slaves, 

Close behind these in lengthen’d train obscure 

Night-hags came trooping, witches, wizard-shapes 

In numbers throng’d, who differing seem’d in power 

As in array, yet on their mistress’ eye 

Intent alike to act her bid designs, 

Some in their grasp held what through shadowy air 

Might seem like charming wands, or splinters torn 

From masts of ships, split in terrific storms, 

Whence streamers floated, or flags rent in shreds. 
VOL. IV. E 
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Some in their hands bore torches, whose dim glare 

Just shew’d the chariots strange on which they rode, 

Vastsea-shells; some, whose structure seem’daboat, 

Or hollow sieve, or raft, conjunct of horn. 

Some round them girdles wore of mystic knot, 

Such as in cuverns amid shelving rocks 

They hand to asking seamen, ere their bark 

Trusts its frail burden to the soundless deep. 

Beneath, or overhead, or these among, 

Flutter’d a crowd of forms, grotesque and wild, 

Phantoms, their serving and attendant imps 

Obeisant of their beck, of various charge, 2123 

Like vultures some, or ravens, hoarse of croak, 

Night-crows, or blood-beak’d kites, with frightful 
scream : 

Others, like screech-owls, vampires, hovering bats: 

Others, as urchins round (a ball of spikes) 

Or serpents wing’d, or hell-hounds, venom-fang’d, 

Or bloated toads, or jetty cats, tire-eyed : 

Dragons, and gryphons, and chimeras dread, 

Strange as e’er pencil limn’d, or fable told, 

Or fancy imaged in her wildest vein. 

A monstrous progeny and fiendish rout, 

Expressing power and boundless ministry, 2134 

Colleagued to answer witchcraft’s will’d intents. 
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Vision Of the witches continued: monsters and imps summon- 
ed from the iron woods of Jarnrid. Their fatal powers and 
sereral provinces described. Managarmer, the war-wol/, on earth. 
Mara, the night fiend, in air, and Nicka, the elf of waters. 
They cach explain their peculiar occupations, and the mode in 
which they can render assistance in detecting the secret retreat 
of Alfred and his associates. To determine the dubious mind of 
Hianfrid, the fates themselves are conjured up from beneath the 
ash Hydrasil. Urda, Verdandi, and Shulda: The past, present, 
and future. Shulda, the youngest Destiny, exhibits to the eyes 
Oo the chieftains a succession of scenes, inflauming their ambition, 
and stimulating the search aftcr the King. Hianfrid professes 
himself convinced, and becomes a proselyte to the faith of Odin. 
Several spirits of the diffcrent elements are commanded to attend 
Hianfrid and assist his researches. The evil Norny-spirits serve 
up a banquet to the chiefs, and bestow various enchanted gifts on 
the apostate. They return elute to the castle of Kinwith. 
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BOOK XXVI. 


W.. yet Hianfrid’s soul is all absorb'd 
In unabated terror at such view, 

The Danish chieftain, musing oer a scene 
Surpassing expectation’s amplest drift, 

At last in agitation keenly stung 

Less with alarm than curiosity, 

(Though he too stands aghast in fix'd amaze) 
Bursts into question, which its call address’d 

Or to the three, who such enchantment bade, 

Or even to the stranger phantom-shapes, 

He recks not which, so only due response 

His high-excited fancy may attain: 12 
For thus his bold impatience then had way. 


‘«¢ What may, in wonder’s name, these sights por- 
Are not these beings, wild and strange soe’er, [tend ? 
Witchcraft’s assembled tribe? Methinks, that now 
In very presence I before me mark 
Sorcery’s Queen, that ancient dreaded name 
Angerbode, fearful messenger of ill, 

Hither from out the savage-haunted woods 

Of Jarnvid borne, to answer Frea’s spells. 

And if I err not, wafting so to sight 

Injury’s mistress, that tremendous wolf, 
Spell-bound alike, before us waits command, 24 
His dam’s, nor less grim Hela’s pursuivant, 

Dire Managarmer, of the Valkyries 

The rival, as eo-peer, in deeds of death. 

If too astounded fancy deems aright, 

Meseems e’en now my visual sense discerns 

In apparition come the semblant shapes 

Of those attendant servants of her will, 

The spectre-sprites, Mara, and Nicka named, 
Delusion’s agents, Torture’s ministers, 

Renown’d for ages through the northern clime, 
And held by every breast in ominous awe. 

The rest are surely the dread sorceress-train 36 
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Subject to magic’s sovereign, hither troop’d 37 
From forest cells, or shores, or Lapland-caves, 
With all their active-bidden maskery 

Of midnight orgies, where all deeds of harm 

Are interpledged, and mischief, murder, plann'd.” 


He paused a moment, while he gazed intent : 
Then thus, with faltering voice, again pursued. 


‘‘ Rare though they be to mortal eye, to me 
Such do they seem, ignorant save from fame, 
And conscious only on this earth through faith. 
Though Odin’s gracious favour has to me AT 
Deign’d erst the ocular and tranced proof [thought, 
Of worlds conceal’d, scarce scann’d by human 
Ere death, not less Valhalla’s glorious pomp, 
Than the drear shades of Hela’s ghastly climes, 
With intervening chasms of air or fire: 
Though Frea’s self too has this orb of earth 
Visited late with splendours all her own; 
Sight such as this I have not seen till now. 
But to this English chief, scarce convert yet, 
All must be marvel, all alike unknown, 
And needs must be most terrible. For look! 58 
He faints with panic. Tell then, some of ye, 
What are ye? To what object are ye come? 
Since call’d by spells, your errand must be use. 
Ope your intents, and if ye can, foresay 
Things to this chief momentous, as to me. 
And haste; nor by delay, or lingering pause 
Excruciate two souls, that burn to know 
Your latent mysteries, and summon’d task.” 


Moved then by such adjuring orison, 
The magic sisters interpose response, 
As if preventing question premature, 69 
While these enjoining accents struck the ear. 


‘“‘ Yield but attention, strangers, and beware: 
Ye shall see all exemplified, explain’d, 
And this met potence to fit use compell’d. 
Let but observance answer, and from us 
Or from these novel things, ye shall know, 
Ere yet they part, all that your doom concerns, 
For magic’s aid shall not be sought in vain. 
And see! e’en at our touch the English chief 
Revives, with faculties and sense refresh’d, 
Alert to learn whate’er his task imports.” 80 
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So as they said, the magic sisters touch’d AI 
The pale Hianfrid with an outstretch’'d wand, 
Whose potent virtue seem’d as to infuse 
Into his palsied spirits vigour new, 

Inbreathing courage strange and sinew’d strength ; 
_ For he look’d up, as if to life restored, 
With gaze intent upon the fleeting scene. 


Scarce pass’d such act, ere from her dorsal seat 
The haggard Arch-witch, Angerbode, descends: 
Then foremost with low-bow’d and limping step, 
As the prime mistress of that fiendish troop, 91 
Advancing near the flickering altar bends. 

Yet in her hand with rein still held she leads 
Beside her, that o’ergorged and wolfish brood: 
While o’er her on each side those other shapes 
Hover’d, her spectral and attendant sprites. 

But soon the magic sisters, with a voice 

Shrill as a screech-owl, and in languaged speech 
Peculiar to herself, she thus address’d. 


‘‘ Behold! then, by your cryptic magic call'd, 
Come to your beck in tributary train 101 
From giant coasts, where flounders the sea-orc, 
And pumice-vaulted dens, and rusted woods 
Of Jarnvid, tenebrous with trees of steel, 

(For Frea’s spells reach these) black sorcery’s band : 
Nor sole myself, their mistress, whom ye know 
For Angerbode, o’er many a world renown’d, 
Quit regions, beyond Midgard’s fort remote 

Near the sun’s rise, past shores untrack’d of man, 
But to enact your pleasure and intents, 

My many-gifted subjects too have sail’d 

O’er seas, and mountains, forests, vales, and towers, 
To serve your doom, soon as its hest is told.” 113 


At such her accents, if the glancing eye 
Gazed back a moment, dazed, it might discern 
The grizly troop in long and shadowy train 
All bending lowly in obeisant sign: 

With aspect changeful, but yet wanting none 
Devoted homage. Angerbode pursues. 


¢¢ What is your will and purpose? On what work 
Of mischief and destruction do ye now 
Enjoin us to this presence? Or what doom 
Of divination must be now foreshewn, 
Boding to some but ruin, war, and woe, 124 
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Whate’er may prove the destined actors’ meed ? 125 
On what approof claim ye our summon’d aid? 
When deeds of dudgeon-malice, waste, and fate 
Are to be done, albeit the vengeful scathe 

Fierce murder mark, whether in slaughterous fields 
Of battle, or where treason’s lurking craft 

Infests with coiled snare and durk turmoil, 

That is our joyous task. Then is our hour, 

When on such loved employ we are abroad : 
Ne’er deem’d a toil, since evil is our charge. 

On what of these invoke ye now our care, 
And call us from the shroud of gather’d storms 136 
And gloom of magic darkness to this isle ? 
Something it is that purports Denmark’s weal. 

Tell then, what search or errand you for us 
Prepare. What foes to Hubba and the Dane 

Ye ask our power to punish and o’erthrow, 
Impeding now the way to empire’s height, 

And yet delaying Frea’s general reign, 

Declare, that Odin’s impious enemies 

We may o’ertake, may blast the infidel, 

And bear to Hela’s realms of torture down. 

Are ye not ready all, my warlock-tribe ?” 147 


So as the sorceress said, her writhled look 
She turn'd, back-gazing, on her subject train. 
Instant a cry of, ‘“‘ Ready, Ready,” rung 
From many a voice in dismal echoes round. 


The sisters interpose this brief response. 


‘‘ Synod of witchcraft, ministers of harm, 
Be sure, your summon’d purpose is a task 
Suiting your quality and secret art, 
E’en as to us great Frea’s charge impels. 
A work it is with deep destruction fraught, 157 
Meet to engage yourselves and servant-brood.”’ 


At this, a sudden scream of savage joy 
From those attendant goblin-sprites uprose, 
That rent the gloomy vault with hideous noise, 
Mingling in one wild clamour unexpress’d 
All frightful sounds, the owl’s funereal screech, 
The kite’s fierce shriek, the gnashing libbard’s growl, 
The serpent’s hiss, the raven’s deadly croak. 
At which dire chorus and confused cheer, 
Thus witchcraft’s haggard arbitress resumed. 167 
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‘‘ Frea, as yet our empress as your own, 168 
Knows, ’tis no less my joy with counsel apt 
Of these my co-mates and fraternity 
To frame in secret dark and deadly wiles, 
Than of our spirited agents ’tis the sport 
To execute all purposes of ill. 
But chief such latter glory is reserved 
To this my favour’d son, who bears my state, 
Ferocious Managarmer, foe of life, 
Pheer of the ruthless Valkyries : for though 
His sire be not that primal source of ill, 
Mine elder consort, ever-fatal Loke, 179 
(The arch-artificer of fraud and guile) 
Yet is his birth kin to so high descent, 
From Fenris sprung, Loke’s son, thro’ one remove, 
False brother thus to Hela, Queen of death. 
This demon Witch-wolf, fellest child of war, 
Born to that end by doom of destiny, 
Governs earth's havoc, and its victims rends. 
See how his red blood-bolter’d lips betray 
His gorging ravin and insatiate rage: 
By fallen dying men defenst in vain.” 


Thus as the mother spoke, a smile malign _190 
Play’d o’er her lips; but toward the other twain 
Turning, with added pride she thus unfolds. 


‘‘ Great charge too in the task of harm is given 
By Fate to these two other ghastly sprites, 
Mara, the imp of night and shadowy dreams, 
Who rules the gloomy air, and on the couch 
Of wilder’d mortals sits, disturbing rest, 
With dismal visions scaring fantasy. 
And Nicka too, this other bloated shape, 
The pale-eyed Pouke of waters, who besets 200 
With dread and danger men whose home may lurk 
By river-sides, or plashy moor and fens, 
Watchful to drag them there to drowning death. 
Such were they rightly judged erewhile by thee, 
King Guthrun, whom (great Odin’s favourite) 
We know already and before have mark’d, 
Albeit by thee unseen, when in his car 
We saw thee sail to Hela’s dreary world.” 


So as she said, her strange attendant imps 
She eyed with fondling leer, and the squab head 
Stroked of the brooded darling by her side, 
Or patted with her wither'd arm outstretch’d 212 
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Those other fiendish shapes, that with delight 213 
Crouch’d, as made proud thro’ favour deign’d of hers. 


At such her words and acts, the sister-three, 
Owners of Frea’s overruling gifts, 
Labouring in novel wonder, interpose. 


‘*‘ Mysterious beings, fatal instruments, 
Reveal your powers and qualities, that we 
May know to choose what best our aim concerns.” 


Then with malicious eagerness, the witch 221 
Once more her voice pursues, and opes her power. 


‘* Know, that myself and these my subjects, arm’d 
With spells which in a region of our own, 
Sole with illusion fraught and sorcery, 
Our care has cull’d, strange wonders know to work 
Over man’s earth, the sea, and boundless air, 
Nor less o’er Surtur’s fiery world, or shades 
Where ghastly Hela reigns, or e’en in heaven 
Where power is given us too to call the Fates. 
Such is our charge, but used to objects still 
Of dark disorder, mockery, and guile, 232 
Disease, and secret ambush, snares, and death : 
For in these only does our potence deal.” 


Scarce paused the sorceress, ere another voice 
Thus its malignant purpose interjects. 


‘‘ Charms here we bring, various as infinite, 
Transcending human cunning, undefined, 
Ready for instant operation’s task, 
Empoison’d all to bitter deeds of doom.” 


But thus the prime witch her address pursues. 241 


‘¢ Tis ours to plot and act whate’er ye bid. 
We know what hour the blasting planets strike, 
Ere moonfall. For through Jarnvid’s iron woods, 
Whose wilderness is mine, that skirts the clime 
Of Jotunheim, where the clubb’d giants range, 

I and my magic sisterhood steal forth 

Along the solitary weald, where tower 

The hugy pines, and spotty sycamine, 

Lowering ferruginous o’er desert glades. 

Muffled in wimpled hoods and amice dim, 
Enchantment’s giant-hermitesses stalk 252 
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At midnight, when the angry red-star points 253 
Its ensky'd zenith o’er the zodiac. 

Then in smooth-furr’d uncreaking sandals shod, 
We creep unwares beside the serpent’s nest, 

And with inserted knife his coiling length 
Suddenly slash, and pluck his poison’d fangs.” 


At such her words, another sorceress, 
Hovering more forward, wild suggestion blends. 


‘“‘ From the seized prey of wood-snakes stings we 
Of deadliest use. Ours is at times a feast, [snatch, 
Cruel as Kraka’s, through the north renown’d, 

Its champion’s magic spouse, herself of old = 264 
Our cup-bearer. From their secreted haunts 
Hither we bring the adder’s brood, the asp, 

The stinging scorpion, and the basilisk, 

The scarab-heetles, black, or shelly-wing’d, 

The lurking viper, lizard, and the newt, 

The thorny hedge-hog, and the dozing bat.” 


Straight at those accents, Angerbode pursues. 


“ And by our watch, what time the growling wolf 
Bays the declining moon, or with sad moan 
The conscious ban-dog howls the knell of death, 
Amid our forest inaccessible, 275 
Our care has gather’d herbs of deadly power, 
Whose philtred drugs, combined with unguents 
(Proceed of deeds, too terrible to name) [strange, 
May with their fell ingredients sum our charms. 
Creeping through vapourous mists and spungy fog, 
First, ere we pluck, from off the jellied leaves 
We scoop hoar mildew with a screech-owl’s beak, 
And woodsare’s mystic froth, by spirits breathed. 
Then, hush‘d, we cut the morell, making mad, 284 
Cold-poisoning poppy, fatal aconite, 
The shrieking mandrake, sprung where guilt has died, 
And some dead corse has forced fertility ; 
Limb-numbing hemlock, ice-chill’d hebenon, 
Abortive savin, blasted mistletoe, 
The ghastly moon-wort, sickening hellebore, 
Wolfsbane, the sinew-shrinking nightshade’s stem, 
The funeral cypress, and the doleful yew.” 


Then from the crowd these wizard-accents broke. 


‘“‘ Nor sole has vegetation lent its stores 294 
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To our skill’d hands amid our stealthy walk. 295 
We know to make each lurking animal 

Bend too its potence our dark art to aid. 

We mark the covert of the grim-faced owl, 

And seize his talons, or his horned beak, 

Needful to charms of ours: or mute we wait 
Where the blind mole disturbs the burrow’d earth, 
Whose skin we strip to screen our cautious steps. 
Oft do we listen where the wild-cat wrawls 

And pluck his eyes of green, that sparkle fire. 

We know what tree the stern night-raven loves, 
Where broods the hawk, and sharp-fang’d sakeret, 
Where slinks the bat, the enemy of day, 307 
And note the cells of ever fretful bears, 

Where lurks the shy elk, or quill’d porpentine, 
And where the rein-deer lays his branching horns. 
Each adds its mystic tribute to our spells.” 


Ensued a pause: for at such accents strange 
Of mutter’d witchery, in silent awe 
The listening chieftains on each other gaze, 
Nor each devoid of fear: while in the look 
Of Frea’s votaries new expectance play’d. 
Conscious of all, the primal hag resumes. 817 


‘* At times for change we quit the forest-gloom, 
And borne on wing’d wolves, or transporting staves, 
Float over huge piles of enchanted rocks, 

Past the dusk wilderness and sinking ooze, 

Close to the salt sea-shore, and craggy steeps 
Where roars the music of the chafing waves, 

And savage desolation singly reigns: 

Where in the lieu of ships, ice-isles alone 

In silent majesty come wandering by. 

By caverns there, where growls the tusked morse, 
Beside whose verge the ravin cormorant shrieks 328 
And the wild curlew screams, or roaming stork, 
We pick pale lichens and the furry moss, 

Instinct with mystic virtue: or on steeps, 

Beneath whose beetling cliffs in deeps below 
Flounders the sea-calf, and the pursy seal, 

Or rolls the porpoise, and the spouting whale, 

Or the hoar sea-bear lifts bis shaggy coat, 

We mark with joy, where the rock-ruby gleams, 
Or in our quest find the dread thunder-stone 

To be by us inscribed with Runic rhyme : 

Or wondrous mocho, sprent with imaged trees, 

In charactry, which our sole art explains.” $40 


BOOK XX VI. 61 
She stopp’d, but straight another voice rejoin’d. 


‘* At times mid Lapland’s long-continuing night 
We sail through vapourous fogs from cave to cave 
Which the sun visits never, but where fires 
From the dim caldron, or the sullen torch, 

Mark not the difference ’twixt morn or eve; 
Where robbers lurk secure, who live by prey 

On shipwrecks and their deeds of murder hide. 
Thither by scent of infant blood enticed, 

Or shrieks, and nameless cries, from hovering sterms 
Oft we descend, and for imprison’d winds 351 
And knotty spells exchanged, we bring away 
Gobbets, endued with magic quality, 

Each one a sign of cruelty untold. 

Such charms we with us bring (Look! where they be! 
How each some token shews!) for instant use 
Prepared, as ye their operation claim.” 


So as the witch her hidden power recall’d, 
The startled eye through the dim air discern’d 
Each of her subject-train, with wither’d hands, 
Mingling their wilder’d laugh and eager cry, 
Extend some emblem of portentous note, 362 
Whose awful scope but to themselves is known, 
To mortals unreveal’d, nor meet to name: 
None but to some dread act of evil apt. 


Scarce was this done, ere from amid the throng 
(Unknown twas what so spoke) a voice combines. 


‘‘ By these our charms, mingled to told intent, 
Nought for our potence is too great, too high, 
Or too exiguous-low: we rule alike 
The mighty thunder as the insect’s sting. 371 
Changing our shapes at pleasure, we through air 
Transported, can what phantasm e’er we would 
Present to mortals’ eyes : again at will 
Invisible, and with us vanish’d too.— 
We float upon the midnight hurricane, 
And bid the stormy gale, and gusty hail, 
The flooding rain and dank unwholesome fog, 
Rush where we bid. The strife of elements, 
Or season’s variance, round earth’s ball globose 
Owns our command, with ocean’s ebb or flow, 
Obedient less to the controlling moon. 
Navies that o’er the watery kingdom ride, 
Or single victim-ships, we bid alike 3e4 
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Sink in destruction’s gulf, and joy to hear 385 
From clouds above the unassisted shriek. 

We with unnatural earthquakes overturn 

Cities and states; and joy with secret mine 

To sap the strong tower, or high-steepled fane. 
We shout in sport, what time the palace-roof 
Sails in mad whirlwind through the dizzy air. 

Bid by our art, the red volcano bursts, 

And shoots its flames thro’ heaven’s invaded vault. 
We make the grave yield up the shrouded dead, 
And breathe its secrets in dark prophecy. 

Nor sole through nature’s works we joy to raise 
Commotion and misrule; alike we sway 397 
Men’s thoughts and passions, and among his race 
We scatter discord and confounding war. 

Singly, or else in troops (since we too serve 

Laws of our own) we plot, or call’d confer 

In solemn sabbath o’er beseeming acts, 

Blending our puissance still to high intent, 

The death of Kings, and fall of mighty men: 

Such as we now our destined errand deem.” 


Ceased the strange voice ; when pointing so to use 
Such proffer’d potence, anxious to employ 407 
Its various scope, thus the prime witch commends 
Her present service to the gifted three. 


‘‘ Unfold then what ye would. Expect we all 
Somewhat that awful ruin shall import. 
For dark destruction is our sole delight: 
Whate’er the task may be, so to that end.” 


At such their utterance, the Danish King, 
Observant, Frea’s ministers adjures. 


‘* Enjoin destruction of our enemies : 416 
Bid them impart to this young chief his doom, 
And ope to him the course of needful search, 

Or by themselves, or sprites whom these control.” 


With joy excited, Angerbode exclaims. 


‘* We for the lurking victim once set on, 
Foreclosing every effort at escape, 
Whether in palace hid, or cottage-cell, 
Or wood, or lonely cave, or plashy moor, 
Can haunt with danger every sheltering spot 
O’er land and sea, till wily stratagem 426 
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Brooded from malice, and revenge, and hate, 427 
Entrap to ignominious doom the foe. 

We too with art malign inscrutable, 

Joy among seeming friends to gender strife, 

And deep affront, which only blood can slake. 
Tis ours with horrors wild and cold despair 

To strike the trembling coward, ere he die. 

Still to o’erthrow what former ages rear'd 

We burn, and through seditious mutinies, 
Intestine trouble, treason, and revolt, 

Dark strife, or ope rebellion, undermine 

Sceptres and thrones, and yield dominion new 438 
And bloody victory, as we may doom. 

We make a waste and barren poverty 

Where splendour shone before. The coward faith 
Of infidels, who Odin’s rule despise, 

Our charge is to subvert, for we esteem 

Merit what fools mis-name apostacy, 

Nor deem Christ’s temples plunder’d, sacrilege, 
We to our favourites ope futurity, 

And blazon Fate’s full sum and glory’s height.” 


Controlling wonder some brief moments held 
The strange assemblage in mute awe, till soon 449 
Another wizard, prompt to execute, 

Thus of the agent-sprites reminds the power. 


‘‘ Straight to effect what we foreshew, no less 
Able to act than promise, we command 
Not sole the obedience and exerted power 
Of these attendants, ministers of ill, 
(And look ! what train of actor-spirits here 
Throng at your beck to do your pleasured will) 
But through all nature’s elements, to us 
Subjects in evil, Nornies and swart elves 
(Foes to the lucid Fays) each in their sphere, 460 
Dwarfs from earth’s caves, and spectres of dusk air, 
Goblins of fire, or mermen from the deep, 
Or from Niflheimer’s shades the coward ghosts, 
Answer our summons and directive voice. 
Call’d in a moment by our binding spells, 
These too may come, and in their several ranks 
Combine their art, serving their masters here, 
These chosen three, the wolfish imp of earth, 
Fierce Managarmer, or the sprite of air, 
Mara the fiend of night; or this pale shade, 
The elf of waters and ensnaring deeps. 
Such can enact whate’er your voice demands, 472 
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Be it but mischief, injury, and harm.” 473 


At such their might recall’d, wild pleasure play’d 
O’er the grim visage of the primal witch, 
Who e’en in look more hideous-fearful seem’d ; 
For then the watchful Guthrun deem’d, his eye 
Traced in the dangerous hag similitude 
(As peers the mother’s feature in her brood) 
To that dread image, Hela, Queen of death, 
Erst seen by him in Nitiheim’s dark abodes. 
Such, and no less abhorr’d, her parent now 
Look’d in this gloomy cave, while malice sole 433 
Glared in her eye, and murder in her smile. 


At signal such, fell Managarmer crouch’d 
Low at his mother’s feet, in pleasured hope 
Of eager service, and mid such his act, 
Hark! to new wonder, stranger than surmised 
Or by the magic three, or startled chiefs, 
The witch-wolf, demon-half, and demi-brute, 
Endued with language seems; for thus in speech, 
His own, or but from his unhuman dam 
Learnt in her desert woods and iron-clime, 
Lifting his brawny bulk, the brinded shape 494 
Thought too communicates, ere yet he acts: 
And mingling wild expression, with a voice 
Of scrannel growl, the botch’d abortion now 
Impatient passion vents in words like these. 


‘* Majestic three, if mortal I not scan, 
But whom, it seems, e’en my witch-mother now 
Obeys, enforced by your o’erruling spells, [boughs 
Hurried from her steel-glistering woods, whose 
Grow sharp for natural spears, and reeky dens 
Where the gross dwarfs forge armour, lo! 1 bow, 
Answering your sudden call, and quit awhile 505 
Our world of mischief, which surpasses earth 
In fierce malignity. Summon’d I am, 
With Angerbode, her guardian as her guide, 
Methinks, on some strange purpose, savage-wild, 
Breathing but slaughter and relentless death. 
Instant then ope that purpose, and my charge 
Haste me to know; for my swell’d heart, as hard 
(They say,) as rock, or Jarnvid’s iron-trees, 
Within me burns to act it; and my throat 
Thirsts for destruction new, and murderous doom.” 


So as the ugly terror spoke, while such 516 


_ 
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His cruel accents made the shrinking breast 517 
Thrill with alarm, soon in aroused response 

One magic sister, wafting forth her hand 

As if in awe, or bidding, thus return’d. 


‘‘ Dread being, since this vision is the first. 
That e’er our eye has witness’d thee on earth, 

Though not before to rumour or to faith 

Unknown, or disbelieved, ere thus announced 

By her, thy sorceress-parent, to our ear 

As Managarmer, her portentous son, 

Her fatal messenger of death and woe, 627 

Tell us thy offices and various power, 

Ere we employ them, or besought, proceed 

To name the fitted task; if Frea’s power, 

Gives us, as is her sacred pledge, thyself 

Alike in our heaven-gifted spells to bind, 

Tell, that thy aptest charge we may select.” 


At such behest, the uncouth prodigy, 
In tone that added horror seem’d to breathe, 
Thus the wild dialogue again assumes. 


‘<The destined victim ’tis my part to seize, 537 
And with the Valkyries, my fellow-friends, 
Wafted with fiendish speed around earth’s orb, 
Rush, like hot lightning, to the call of doom, 

(My chiefest loved and oftest call’d employ) 
Since there I fatten on expiring life, 

And suck the gasping breath of dying men, 
Then down to Hela bear her portion’d slain. 

Or else, at times, on secret murder sent, 

"Tis mine, in silence and with privy prowl, 

In quest of whom my spited mother bids, 
Lurking to ravin by the gloomy heath, 

Or cave recluse, or hermit-haunted wood, 549 
What time the white moon in the sicken’d air 
Startles at shadow of my shaggy shape 

In her mid sphere, as she discerns me creep 
Toward my earthy prey, herself in fear 

Lest I should seize her next in gulfy grasp, 

And while some hideous eclipse marks the blow, 
Make bloody vapours stain the shadowy air.” 


Paused the dire imp, when as ’twere shuddering 
Shook e’en the gifted three, who gazed all-wild, [dread 
Albeit to magic’s art and wonders used : 

When thus the mother her fell offspring cheer’d 500 
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With pointed words: 561 
‘‘Thou knowest too, gifted son, 

Not singly sent, on work of cruelty, 

Thine ’tis, as witchcraft’s favourite messenger, 

Ruler of many sprites in thy command, 

To lead, as blood-hound, to their destined prey 

Other stern imps, witch-born, dark incubi 

Fire-eyed, or hairy goblins, semi-beasts, 

Jabbering like jackals, deathful, ravined elves, 

Thy rivals in ferocity, who serve 

Thy mother too, and her behests attend, 

Active for her to fetch, or to destroy. 572 

Fear not of these to proffer blended aid.” 


Instantly then the grim portent returns. 


‘* Right, mother: such is thy committed charge : 
Since me thou givest to tend in many a sphere 
Nornies of evil, things malevolent, 

Earthy, with snaky locks, or fell of fur, 
Depraved, disorderly in moody ire, 

Deadly as any I see here around, 

But whom thy charms can with a single beck 
Raise to this presence: since thy sorceries 582 
All agents of destruction call with ease, 
Although by Frea and the Valkyries 

Thyself be sway’d; as now, it seems, by these. 
To these then, as my mother’s sisterhood, 

The sorceresses, and the wizard-tribe, 

I will be hench-post, and known harbinger: 

No less their usher than their centinel, 

Watching throughout the night in wood or cave.” 


So as the monster said, he look’d around : 
Then gazing on his mother’s face awhile, 
Thus with excited tone his power explain’d. 598 


‘* For not to Jarnvid only, or drear tracts 
Of Jotunheim, where club-arm’d giants stalk, 
Or to this world of earth confined, ’tis mine 
To range o’er nature, yet on mission ill 
Ever intent, and with dark ruin fraught, 

Sent as her special legate, at whose dugs 

I suck’d in mischief. Sometimes her intents 
Bearing to Fenris, my pernicious sire, 

Or evil Loke, within his dreaded den, 

Still longing for doom’d battle with the gods. 
Sometimes, enjoin’d, I visit Hela’s world, 604 
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Where, as the dog of darkness known and fear’d, 
My drear howl pierces through her ninefold caves, 
Where only phantoms glide; and thence for use 
Of my witch-dam, to mingle with her spells, 

I bring from rivers, in which cowards float, 

_ Vials of poison, or from hidden graves 

I rake up infants’ flesh, to fix her charms. 

Me then she loves, and pats my spotty coat, 

And fondling names me, arch-imp, darling, pet. 
Or from the abyss of intermediate air, 

Dwelt by the bearded giants of the frost, 

In bags of the snake’s skin I gather winds, 616 
And sable drops, of baleful witchery, 

Which the grim beldames blend in subtle charms: 
Foes all to mortal men; portending still 

Ruin to kingdoms; fall of misproud chiefs,” 


So as the mongrel fiend declared, alarm 
Might e’en the enchantress-sisters seem to seize, 
Albeit by Frea’s guardian spells secured. 

When to the monster thus in few they spoke. 


‘¢ Various and vast indeed thy power of harm: 
Then” — 626 
Ere they closed, hark ! sorcery’s brutal aid 
Starts into prompt solicitation thus. 


“‘ Bid me apply this power then here on earth: 
Aud let my charge be England’s King to seek. 
Use me on that. Him let me chase, nor sole 
Him, but all Denmark’s traitorous enemies. 

(Since from my mother, as we sail’d along 
Through the mid sky, I learnt this kingdom’s state, 
While such to tell, she curb’d her serpent-reins), - 
These let me hunt, and I will hail the task; 

Nor doubt ye long of sure discovery. 637 
Give me some human agent of your choice, 

Some favourite of your own, whom I may guide, 
His glad companion to the traitor’s haunts : 

When I, beheld, or else, as need may claim, 
Invisible; perhaps to milder shape 

Transform’d, half-human, or usurping e’en 

Wholly the visage as the voice of man, 

(Charms, from my mother learnt in midnight dens, 
Instruct such art) will these my stark-gaunt limbs 
Bend joyously to acts of servitude; 

Nor scorn to be a drudge-slave e’en to man, 

So only deadly slaughter be his aim. 649 
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With snares inveigling only to destroy, 650 
I’ll teach my task-mate soon to clutch his prey, 
And tear with spleeny fury. Blood, oh! blood.” 


At this, the Danish sovereign fix’d his eye 
On the pale English chief, and while he mark’d 
The drift of those fierce words, thus faintly said. 


“ Methinks, young friend, with ominous tendency 
This being strange its language points to you, 
And I bode prosperous answer to my prayer.” 658 


Fear in the English chief forbade reply, 
While the fierce imp the sisters seein’d in act 
As to address, and vent restrain’d amaze. 
But more the elfin savage, as itself 
With a prophetic consciousness endued, 
Thus darkly harps upon the close retreat 
Of those whom as his victims he would snare. 


“With such a trusty friend, given me by you 
To follow and to serve, him will I lead 
Through every holt, and wood, and heath, and fen, 
And every champain, dell, and cave explore, 669 
Questing with blood-hound scent the hidden foe. 
My staunchless eagerness makes me to men 
Known as the war-wolf, that is famed to run 
Howling by night, o’er fields and new-made graves, 
In church-yards, dreaded of the country swains, 
Or by the barrows huge that hide the brave. 
Oft while some halo hangs on cusp of the moon, 
Prone on the wareless wanderer I spring, 
With bite more savage than a curtle-axe ; 
Swift as my mother bids the thunder-bolt 
Split Jarnvid’s iron-oaks, and strew on earth 
Their shatter’d limbs, for instruments of war.” 681 


At such his words, one sister thus enquired. 


“‘Haunt’st thou the woods then most, and sheltering 
dens?” 
Instant the savage demon-brute replied. 


‘‘ Subtle as cruel, every lair I know, 
And by skin-wrapt enchanters taught, I prowl 
Each covert, that no art my range can scape. 
I know each cantle of the wilderness, 
And every quarter of the forest-vert, 689 
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Where the branch'd stag reposes, or she-goats 690 
Suckle their young amid the greener spots, 
Wherethe white mushrooms spring and truffles grow. 
I pry into each nook caliginous, 

O’er whose moss’d roof the hoary oak shoots wide 
' His craggy spurs, enscooping there a vault, 

The native chamber of the lone erl-King. 

The husky glades I pierce, where the horn-owl 
Hoots, hidden in the tangled mistletoe : 

Or else my lean lank corse through thicket-bowers 
Glides, where the squirrel flits from branch to branch, 
Where wrinkled medlars hang, or bullace black, 701 
Some solitary exile’s food austere.” 


The monster stopt, while sternly lower’d his brow, 
As if with recollection fraught of some 
Projected prey ; then instant growl'd his ire. 


‘“¢ Vainly the outcast lurks in shady cell: 
For such with barking scathe I know to seize, 
Invading him with rapine more intense 
Than any shaggy savage of the weald. 
Nor e’en the willowy moor, or alder-car 
Misses my prowl, or rough-rude forest wild, = 711 
Shrubby, or spread with purple bilberries. 
I follow, where the ring-streaked wild-cat slinks, 
Or where with stealing steps the auburn fox 
Dints his bush’d pastern in the hollow’d earth, 
Or where the bearded ewe, or otter stalks, 
To shelter of some hole, or black’d closed coigne ; 
And though the shrieking victim to escape 
Foam like the deer emboss’d, ere the shrill born 
Sounds his a-mort, by strong-thew’d hunters driven 
From lawnd to leasowe, arm’d with bloody darts, 
No check delays my pitiless career, 722 
Raging more stern than the wild-swine, ere sty’d. 
Never do I, my mother’s sentry, cease 
Watch or pursuit, until my enemy 
Suspire in death, while o’er the ravin’d prize, 
With notes more deadly than war’s trumpet-clang, 
Dark-hovering ravens croak his passing-bell, 
And grisly vultures overhead conjoin 
Their rueful screams, predictive of the bier.” 


Paused the grim phantom, while the listening chiefs 
Gazed on each other in awaked alarm. 
When thus the wolfish imp his potence told. 733 
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‘‘Then on my pinions, while the dog-star glares 
With redden’d eye, ’tis mine to bear the corse 
In silence to some secret charnel-vault, 
And make of my embrace his winding-sheet. 
Nor deem, albeit by you before unseen, 
That I know not this isle, where many a day 
I have observed the proudest English chiefs 
In battle fierce with Denmark’s sons engaged. 
Their tracks I oft have mark’d, and thirst to find, 
That io fell ruin I may gulf them all.” 743 


So as the hag-sprung compound gnash’d its wrath, 
With stern response the excited sisters soon 
Return : 
“Such foes of Denmark, wheresoe’er 
They hide, ‘tis needed quickly to destroy. 

Such is our summons’ purpose in the main, 
Whose prime enquiry seeks the present means. 
Then follows glory and continuing war, 

Till Frea stablish her perpetual reign.” ~ 


At this announcement, exultation new 
Burst from the creature in these savage tones. 754 


““Oh! that these foes may dare but open fight, 
And o’er this nation spread the gonfalon ! 
How will from far my fury-blazing eyes 
Gloat on the ranks of battle! with what joy 
My howling yells in accents terrible 
Shall be attuned to agonizing screams, 
To shrieking clamour, shouts of victory, 
The clarion’s tumult, and the drum’s appeal, 
While dying Kings amid the hurtling storm 
Lie bathed in blood, by heaps of common slaves, 
Or groaning steeds, in the hot onset fallen! 
How shall my prowl along the crimson track 766 
With gnashing fury and devoted rite 
Swell the dire legend of mortality, 
And yield to Frea her own feral train, 
Chusing from slaughter’s fiercest edge her part: 
Where the Berserkirs bite their very shields 
With stern and serpent-tooth’d barbarity. 
How then with maniac frenzy will these jaws 
Upon their quarry feast, with champing fangs, 
As with the Mammoth’s unresisted cranch, 
While floods of gore should drench my sateless maw !” 


So as the fiendish monster his fell spirit 777 
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Vented in utterance darkly understood, 778 
Involuntary terror chill’d the breast 
Of the mute strangers: when the brute resumed. 


‘¢ How from my nostrils then shall sparks of fire 
-(E’en as from Fenris’ jaws the foam distils, 
Likest a river o’er his dungeon-cave) 
Gush, while the gasping victims, overthrown, 
These jaggy tusks, with more than mad-dog’s rage, 
Crashing as loud as when Thor’s mallet falls, 
In ravined havoc shall exenterate ! 
Oft with her bloody finger Frea then 788 
Shall point to some choice champion of the war, 
And bid me fetch the spirit to her side. 
Then shall my seeming whisper rifle life, 
Death’s usher, as upon his breath [ feed, [gorged ; 
Fattening these gaunt limbs, till with slaughter 
Worrying my prey with greedy eagerness, 
Even as the iron-ravening estridge gluts 
(To surfeit cloy’d) his carcase pinch’d and pined. 
So as I lacerate the sunken foe, 
Haggled with gory marks, scarce less will prove 
My extasy, than when (I know my doom) 
Amid the final twilight of the gods, S00 
Clothed in the spoils of giant-enemies, 
I shall assail their armies, and distain 
The general air with blood, what time the sun 
Conspiring darkness shall for ever veil.” 


Smiled his grim mother, while his savage joy 
With beckoning omen straight herself confirm’d, 
As thus the wondering sisters she address’d. 


“Hope, Denmark’s glory yet shall live on earth ; 
Proud empire to her sons, and to her friends : 
Since savage ruin quick shall overwhelm 810 
Her foes, by overt war, or deadly wile.— 

For here, lo! other spirits than this son, 
Attendant on my puissance, wait command, 
Each like this last a leader, though in sphere 
Peculiar. Here o’erruling more than earth, 
The imp of waters and dank marshy fens 
Hovers, obedient to your mighty spells, 

If there lurk Denmark’s enemies, unsafe. 
Believe, discovery and destruction there 

- Shall ever-watchful Nicka’s eye induce, 

If one fell chase succeed not first. Come too, 
Behold that melancholy sprite of air, 822 


72 KING ALFRED. 


The child of midnight, man’s dark enemy, 823 
Mara, who tortures sleep with frightful dreams, 
And then oppressing every power, dejects 

The sunken heart in terror and despair. 

These long alike to act your dread designs.” 


So as the mighty mistress spoke, and turn’d 
Her son aside, approach’d those other twain, 
And with himself bending before the feet 
Each of one sister, Frea’s votaresses, 
These humbly kiss’d, submissive. At which act 
Angerbode’s visage deign’d a Gorgon-smile, 833 
Or as if Hydra’s hundred-headed crest 
Should from its savage rage to pleasure bend. 
But hark ! to further wonder, next the wan 
And bloated imp, that bow’d the sorceress near, 
Spirit of waters, Nicka, in a voice 
All-strange, most like the interrupted shriek . 
Of one that drowns, choked and yet fearful-shrill, 
Roused (as might seem) by that last imp’s appeal 
To animation, thus in words whose drift 
Bespoke the direful elf of watery death, 
Utter’d what scarce those accents needed tell. 844 


‘‘ By moory fen, or stagnant mere, or banks 
Of brooklets dun, and sloppy quagmire wastes, 
Or else where sluggish rivers disembogue 
Their slimy floods upon some sandy shore, 
I the grim spectre of the waters lurk, 
In ambush hid, like Egypt’s crocodile. 
Sometimes by drowsy and green-coated pools, 
Or the choked margin of some weedy ditch, 
Near reeds and sedge, where the lone otter broods, 
Or swims the water-lizard, and the frog, 
I choose my silent watch: oft by dearne pits, 
And drowned meads, take I my secret post, 856 
Conscious if such hush’d spots the victim-prize 
May haply haunt, whom ’tis my given charge 
To seize surprized in unsuspecting hour, 
And lure all-sudden to avoidless doom.” 


At such its voice, the Danish chieftain gazed 
Intent upon the spectral fiend, enrapt 
In shuddering wonder: for its form appear’d 
Human in part, though ending half below, 
Fish-like in oary fins. Then spite of awe 
Guthrun, courageous, question dares adjoin. —gs6 
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“* Art thou then that dread spirit, who (‘tis said) 
The green-teeth’d elves of ponds, and oozy swamps, 
And treacherous bogs obey : such too as wait 
By open’d runnels where some seeming ford 
In quicksands traps the plunging traveller, 

- Betray’d unthinking to a watery grave ?” 


To whom the pallid image thus return’d. 


‘¢ 1 am that ghastly and cadaverous sprite, 
Man’s mortal enemy, to whom Fate gives 
Commission’d care o’er every perilous deep. 876 
The dingy puddle, or the dank morass, 

The roaring torrent, or the rushy stream, 

None scapes my quest. Summon’d I follow now 
Angerbode’s nod, and from these charmful three 
Expect employment and instructed task : 

Impell’d ’gainst whom they bid with needed harm, 
Such as must needs extirpate Denmark’s foes. 
These let me seek then, with some envoy d friend, 
Whom I may lead to their conceal’d retreat, 

If likeliest they may steal to osier’d moors, 

Or screen of hid streams, scarce accessible, 
Houseless, unfriended, where in timorous spot sas 
By the still margin of some creeping wave 

They may attempt a changeful residence: 

Where scarce the heath-cock can a berry pluck, 
But pined the solitary badger slinks, 

And the shy beaver forms his burrow’d home.” 


So when the phantom spake, in watchful note 
Angerbode, a3 with omen’d knowledge fraught, 
Allusive, pointed thus its dangerous power. 


‘* Thou hopest then, Nicka, that thy plashy reign 
Secludes the traitors: follow that surmise.” 898 


Instant, as with grim pride, the sprite return’d. 


‘* 1 know to guide the feet o’er tracts where bend 
The sickly willows, and the alder-karre 
Blends with pale poplars, trembling o’er the dabs 
Where water lilies lift their cups, or where 
Black tadpoles swarm, and dives the water-rat, 
Chasing the wild-duck, or the shelter’d coot;. 
Spots which without my guidance none would deem 
The tract to some sequester’d isle, by which 


At last a fisher’s coracle discern’d 008 
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Discovers care of man. In muffled mists 909 
Wafted on sledges then like Laplanders, 

Or with charm’d webs, like fins, upon our feet, 
There may we steal, and issuing steps trepan. 

Or by some opening river’s mouth at times 

Wait where along the bleak and shelly beach 

The cormorant stalks, or on the neighbour cliffs 
Sits, below which some bark with flagging sail 
Interprets secret watch and deem’d escape. 

There amid drenching rains and drifted hail 

The skulking michers, from their haunts beguiled, 
Gallow’d with sudden terror, we may snare 920 
And in the trammels of our watch surprize.” 


So as the demon-shadow said, the witch, 
Near whom it crouch’d, with more malicious joy 
Upon her servant glared; and at her beck, 

As nearer call’d to listen, forward too 
The sisters stepp’d; while hark! it speaks again. 


‘* Night-founder'd thus, in spite of gurgling shrieks 
Their writhing struggles, and their cries for aid, 
(These irk me not) my joyous part will be, 
Implacable for vengeance and for death, 930 
To sink them, and hold down, till they expire; 
O’erta’en with merited calamity; 

Together drown’d, extinguish’d, and destroy’d : 
Infidels, worthless life, whom Frea hates, 
Opposing still her favourites on earth. 

Then of my prey the watchet visages, 

Tabid and lank, with famine ashy-wan, 

Shall, like the seaman’s, from the booming waves 
Despumed and wash’d upon some creeky shore, 
All swill’d and puff'd, deform the weltering tide. 
There spotted toads shall suck their bubbling corse, 
And to his slimy prize the crawling crab 942 
Issue with greedy haste, while clammy snakes 
Glide from the billows, eager to devour.” 


At such anticipation the pale sprite 
Glared round with savage eagerness, but soon 
In accents strange its closing task explain’d. 


‘« Then 'tis my office through unfathom’d deeps 
To drag the spirits down to worlds below: 
Past the dire circle, where amid the sea 
The vast earth-girding serpent, Midgard, rolls 
Its giant-bulk who then with shrieks of joy 952 
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Shall mid its dark foundations make this earth 953 
Shake to its very roots, and with its breath 

The ocean’s waters in heap’d surges lift 

E’en from its base, until they blot the stars; 

Or hurl’d in transport over Hela’s world 

_ Fright there the coward ghosts: or o’er the abyss 
Of middle air surround the magic ship 

There building ’gainst the gods, till time’s last end. 
But chains of grim necessity yet bind, 

Forbidding to that hour the final doom, 

Ever reminded ; for my cherish’d task 

Is from each drowned corse to tear the nails, 964 
And bear away to form that fatal bark, 

Fraught with perdition by the powers of ill. 

Last through the pitchy air and hell-black dark 
(For intermediate rule alike is mine) 

I bear to Hela’s realms the ghastly sprite, 

Cutting from off each head one destined lock, 

To deck her standard, by whose floating sign 

She calls her subjects off the poison’d streams, 

To swell her state and list her dread commands.” 


So spake the fiendish terror, and might seem, 
(Malignant while it roll’d its pallid eyes,) 975 
As to insinuate the secret haunts 
Of the fled Alfred and his exiled train. 

Such hint too scaped not the devoted ears 

Of the rapt strangers, whom such artful lure 
Design’d to guide. These horror, blent with awe, 
Wholly usurped, in expectation held 

Of so terrific potence ’gainst their foes 

To be exerted, and assuring hope 

Of near destruction from such summon’d aid. 


Scarce had the spectre ended, ere behold ! 
As if impatient to assume its part 986 
Grimly advanced the swart and goblin fiend, 
Mara, foul imp of midnight, who that hour 
Selects to enter man’s unguarded home, 
And o’er his dreamy couch infests his soul 
With hellish terror and wild agony. 
The lave-ear’d flaps that crown’d its shaggy head 
Made more deform the whelk’d and knobbed bulbs 
Where swell’d its beetling brows, which overhung 
Protuberant its dull and leaden eyes, 
Mocking its camoys nose, and blubber’d lips 
Of its pouch-mouth, while shew’d its ridgy back 
Horrent with hairy fell of murrey brown ; 998 
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Save that the chest of the dim shape seem’d smirch’d 
With umber'd smoky hue of piebald grey, 

So as the monstrous mammock, squatting, turn’d ~ 
The sluggish shadow of its tortuous paunch, 

It seem’d in image like some vampire huge, 

Of batty texture, rude and asperous. 

The lumpish sprite in low obeisance bends. 

And hark! alike too with a voice endued, 

As ’twere some airy whisper faint and low, 

(But sure no mortal sound) from the other twain 
Differing no Jess in accent than in shape, 

It speaks, and asks its own peculiar charge. 1010 


‘‘ Hail! mighty three, magicians who o’errule 
All powers of darkness by your gifted spells, 
What fated vision, or importing task 
Claim ye of me, the sprite whom shadows serve, 
Offspring of night, awful to gods and men? 

Come from the abyss of air, at sudden call 

Of Angerbode, my mistress old, whom I 

Serve through creation, wheresoe’er her word 
Sends me to mortals on pernicious doom, 

Lo! I attend, to act your dread behest. 

Whate’er is mine to do, in duty used, 1021 
Be yours to bid, and point to fitted need. 

Mara, ye ken, the nighted Incubus 

Who amid silence of the smothering gloom 

On the decumbent prey, in dozing trance, 

Alights, with hooked fangs and flagging wing, 
And chokes the labouring heart with hoggish weight; 
A murky clod of mischief, unrepell’d, 

Unscann’d; where feller than the fabled brood 

Of Harpies, I with more distressful spell 

(Learnt of my tutoress in blackest hour, 

Or from her offspring Hela, Queen of death) 
Enchain, in mope-eyed torpor, drowsed sense. 1033 
Then I with frightful dreams disquiet man, 

And ope imagination’s wildest scope ; 

Or with delusions cheat the wakeful brain, 

From which the struggling soul in vain would scape. 
I mark with pride the sufferer’s carking groans, 

- And how the travail’d bosom saggs with pain, 
From the dull midnight to dawn’s primy gleam.” 


So as the phantom said, albeit absorb’d 
In wonder wild and curiosity, 
The Danish chief thus blends impell’d address. 1043 
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‘“‘ From thee then, subtle servant, may we hope 1044 
Visions pertaining to futurity, 
Such as may answer now our dark consult ? 
Quit not, ere presage meet thy charge unfolds.” 


_ The sprite responds, (as far as human ear 
Such strange and elvish tones might understand,) 
In words like these: 
‘The world of imaged shades 
Is all mine own: for Hela gives me power 
Over her damned ghosts, and bids them rise 
In instant apparition at my beck, 1054 
Either to torture, or instruct, mankind. 
While in bis ear the token’d death-watch clicks, 
I make the wretch dream of a charnel-house, 
With each drear vestige of his funeral : 
Or ope some horrid doom by flood or fire. 
When the black Surtur from his blazing world 
Shoots red volcanos o’er the abyss of air, 
Through thunderous opening of flame-shafted clouds 
I dart, and dim the welkin with my touch. 
Comets and meteors with unused portent 
Or showers of blood, or armies met in fight, 
Come at my call, and terrify this earth. 1066 
Cast in no mould, kin to humanity, 
Misfortunes, terrible, abhorr’d, I bode, 
And scowling ire ; nor sole abuse the mind 
With deep remorse and dire-infused affright : 
Smit with the terrors of a conscience ill, 
Dejection and despair, ’tis mine alike 
To make the body pine and strike the limbs 
To palsied numbness and unused decay : 
Disarm all strength, and with my noxious breath 
Inspiring damp and doleful melancholy, 
Destroy the appetite and spirits’ cheer; 1077 
Working disease, which medicine none may cure. 
Give but your mandate then, and what I may, 
T will enact. So shall my tortures blast 
Your foes, once captured in my clutch’d embrace. 
For at your bidding with illusion strange 
I can deceive, and some inflated soul 
Lure to destruction and unboded end: 
Tempting witb shews of splendour, rule, and power. 
Let me, of evil mindful still, my prey 
In darkest ruin suffocate, and death.” 


So spake the grizly goblin of dismay, 
The wall-eyed Incubus, imp of despair, 1089 
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Whose hollow and defeatured visage then 1090 
Turn’d as he trail’d his grained corse away : 
Whom Angerbode thus cheers : | 
‘Thy fatal power 
Thou shalt employ ’gainst Denmark’s enemies.” 


When ceased those accents, answering wonder 
The mortal visitants. Hianfrid’s soul, [held 
Excited, ponder'd on those beings strange, 

New to his thought, and passing all belief, 

Now verified in seen reality, 

Nor did not e’en the magic sisters feel 1100 
Unwont emotion, thus to hear disclosed 

Potence so dreadful, added to their own. 


But not delaying, see! in shadowy train 
The witch-rout forward presses, as in sign 
Of blended fealty, when thus with voice 
Promulged, the three stern Angerbode adjures. 


‘¢ What then of might so various and so vast, 
Submitted to your pleasure, claim ye now? 
Choose and declare, and bid whate’er ye would, 
Or from myself, or these my sister-train, 1110 
Or from these sprites, (a leader each of elves 
Likest itself) their various offices 
Agreeing all in injury to men, 

O’er land, o’er waters, or the darksome air. 

In your hoped service all attend to act 

The task of evil, which their look forebodes. 

And if your summons be to aid designs 

Of these twain chiefs, more happy is our charge.” 


Straight the majestic sisters, so address’d, 
Prepare response: and as by Frea’s self 
Divinely at that fated moment taught, 1121 
Conscious of power vouchsafed in full approof, 
Seize aptest spells, embued with sovereign use 
To govern dread intents of destiny : 
None but to danger pointing and to death. 


Each a dim sceptre waved, or truncheon-staff 
With Runic charms inscribed betokening sway, 
Wielded as in command; and seem’d endued 
With scope magnific, passing human reach, 
Answering to promises in vision clear 
Conferr’d with awful pledge from magic’s Queen. 
These on solicitation so preferr’d, 1132 
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While to the fervent spirit each recals, 1133 
The sisters, as inspired, with words that rush 
Spontaneous to their souls, their deem’d intents 
Thus ope in tone of dread solemnity. 


© Be sure, that dark and bloody is the work 
Whereon we call your presence, to an use 

Needful and high, of stratagem and death, 

Answering a monarch’s as a people’s hope. 

And from our patron-goddess since we learn 

That human aid and action we must blend ~ 

With magic’s influence, this be then our will. 1143 

Bound by our spells, commingled with your own, 

Do ye with your supreme and cogent art 

Foreshow to this aspiring English chief, 

Pledged now the friend of Denmark’s primal head 

As England’s future sovereign, (who himself 

Asks the graced boon) his fortune’s destined rise ; 

How by successive steps, not wanting care 

Or of yourselves, or these your servant-train, 

He may surprize our lurking enemies ; 

Alfred, the royal brood, and nobles fled, 

Conspiring ever our endamagement. 

Make this young chief the happy instrument 1155 

Them to discover and destroy instead ; 

And be yourselves his guardians as his guides, 

(Seen or invisible, as best ye deem) 

Till all of England’s royal house his toil 

Extirpate, save that from such favour’d stock 

A bride for Guthrun he shall soon provide.” 


So as they said, pleasure in Guthrun’s look 
Glow’d: in Hianfrid’s wild and mute attent: 
But to the witch the sisters their address 
Pursue, who listens with a smile malign. 1165 


“¢ And while in visions to his chosen friend, 
Wrought by your auspices, ye may instruct 
The doom and course of Guthrun’s empery, 
(Not less on war depending, than on watch 
Through wily trains and snares, o’erruled by us), 
Shew to this chief therein his own ascent 
To power, to splendour, and to royalty. 
Such revelations of futurity, 
Display’d in your divining oracles 
By miracles, seen no delusion then 
But proved in ocular reality, 
Shall this hoped convert’s half-assenting mind, 1177 


80 KING ALFRED. 


Dubious as yet, but still the Danish side 1178 
Favouring (his own advancement’s single source) 
With credence and conviction full assure 

In unresisted certainty of truth: 

Won thus to share great Odin’s fixed faith, 

And Frea’s ever-during mysteries. 
Whence sovon inspired with deep and worthy zeal, 
Befitting so high task, he may himself 

Among his countrymen a model prove, 

Instructor, as a ruler, and may spread 

In others a religion, that in bim 

Exhibits instance of so proud effects. 1189 
To this great aim deem witchcraft’s power invoked, 
And to this purpose bend your present charge.” 


Hianfrid’s mind unwont solicitude 
Agitates now in strange perplexity : 
But pride and fired ambition spurr’d him on, 
Quelling the native tremor of his soul 
In brooding thought. Such falsehood sure was then 
Permitted to deceive and sink the bad 
In deeper guilt, with semblance like to truth. 


After such adjuration and design 1199 
Were heard declared, the assembled magic rout, 
Whispering, confer. Alternate ravens fly, 

In tumult wild, from one to other’s ear, 

As of the enchantress-three, e’en as above 
Odin’s charm’'d birds, Spirit and Memory named, 
Fly in mid heaven to its all-knowing King. 


Nor stay'd, but instant Angerbode adjoins 

Eager intreaty thus : 

‘¢ Nor deem, but I 
Already know this prudent English chief, 
Mark’d by myself before in secret hour 1210 
With conscious approbation. In his aid, 
For guide and care to his impending acts, 
I could alone, by high enchantment’s art, 
Your destined purpose answer many ways. 
Through the selected charms, which this my train 
Now brings along, all various, yet in power 
Excellent, strange to human eye and ear, 
I can raise teaching visions; or compel 
Sprites of destruction, and the Nornies ill, 
Trooping from every element, to come 
Obeisant on our order’d embassy, 
And serving these my choicest ministers, 1222 
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Whose differing office each has singly told. 1223 
But shall we now, your summons best to meet 
And ampliest answer your propounded will, 
(Yourselves but bidding) to this presence shew 
The proudest effort of our sorcery, 

-Magic’s summ’d height? Shall we the Fates them- 
Call from their lofty seats beneath the ash [selves 
Of Hydrasil, whose boundless branches hang 

O’er heaven, the abyss of air, and Hela’s world? 
These are with equal awe by powers divine 
Consulted, where their oracles dispense 

Decrees that bind the doom of gods and men: 1234 
Inspired with wisdom’s drink, which from the well 
They draw, by Mimis kept, where Truth lies hid. 
Thus to so lofty purpose now declared, 

As hope of Englishmen’s conspiring aid, 

Diffusive e’en as battle’s forceful arms, 

We blend with earth’s Valhalla’s powers of doom, 
And Hela’s too, who rules in worlds below. 

Such presence call’d in vision may reveal 

Coming events, destruction’s fixed course, 

And each preordinance of destiny.” 


Instant such words the gifted sisters three 1245 
Hail with delight, and eager thus respond. 


‘‘Oh! glorious offer! call the very Fates 
From their supernal sphere; the eternal three, 
Urda, Verdandi, Shulda, famed on earth, 
Surnamed by men, Past, Present, and Futfre, 
Sights to unfold, appropriate to the hour: 
The last too, youngest of the Destinies, 
Owning her own part in the roll of death, 
O'erjoy’d to ride forth every day, beside 
Gudur and Rosta, chosen Valkyries, 
In Odin’s battles to select the slain, 1256 
And regulate the carnage of the war. 
These mighty powers bring down to add their voice 
In service of these favour’d chiefs, who seek 
Our guiding oracles, as Frea wills.” . 


At this elate, the sorceress Angerbode 
Turns, and immediate at her beck observed, 
All her witch-train, rushing in circle wide, 
Surround their mistress and her serving three. 
While with a shriek-like cry, that blends at once 
Signal of exultation, sorcery’s rout 
Approves the bidding, hand in hand they join 1267 
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With leap and dance, impatient of delay. 1268 
Then, hush’d, they mark their murmuring governess 
Impart instruction to her herald-imps 

Hence with all haste to speed, and with taught charm 
Fetch from Valhalla’s seats the ruling Fates. 

For on such errand she enjoins her train 

Equip direct the sprited messengers. 

Nor of that throng mysterious is there one 

Who gives not some strange spell, or proffers aid 
To deck such flight, and fit its embassy. 

Mingling witch-gifts with rival eagerness, 1278 
(Each finish’d with a curse, or forged with lies) 
Some add strong feathers, pluck’d from eagles’ wings ; 
Some proffer winds, seal’d in enchanted bags, 
With mystic knots ; some belts of swiftness gird; 
While others, leaping out, their light sea-shells 
For chariots lend, capacious as a boat, 

Or airy sieves, to grace the suited state. 

Then at the call of Angerbode, alike 

The enchantress-sisters add selected spells, 

Gifts to themselves from magic’s heavenly Queen: 
Combining potence such as may beseem 

The pursuivants on so high mission sent. 1290 


On these their acts, the primal sorceress 
As with such service of her train well-pleased, 
To Managarmer adds a last command, 

And on his rough cheek seals a doting kiss. 


‘* Now, trusty son, with these thy chosen mates, 
Fly hence to Valhall’s height with speed of thought. 
Bring hither back, bound by the charms ye bear, 
The divine Fates: but of the mighty three, 

Her, named Futfre, let no excuse detain; 

Here summon’d to disclose impending doom, 

And add her part the victims to select, 1301 
Whom thy own task hereafter may destroy. 

Rush through the air, like winds of pestilence, 

In thy fleet course let not the wandering disk 

Of the young moon, nor the sun’s gorgeous orb 
Tempt thee aside, but let them run their track 
Unharm’d: mind thou thy errand, fraught,(thou seest) 
With high design. So shall fresh love from me 
Reward thee; tenderer than e’er I shew’d 

E’en in thy early nouriture, what time 

In my first motherhood, late eased of thee, 
Fondly I nursled thee in forest-leaves 

And rocking lull’d thee on some mossy knoll: 1313 


BOOK XXVI. 83 


Then, ere thy teeth could gnash a harder prey, 1314 
Fed thee with choicest morsels of the deer, 

Flesh of young leverets, or lambkin, snatch’d 

_ From the paled fold, or fawn, or yeanling kid, 
And made the milch-goat bend to suckle thee: 
‘Teaching thee many a gamble, freak, and charm; 
And watch'd thy steps, when thy first howl nocturn 
Mewl’d with a half-form’d growl, till ripen’d grew 
Thy megrim sullenness, and thy fierce spirit 
Proved thee a son worthy thy dreaded sire. 

With thee too take, on such thy embassage, 
Mara, the crafty arbiter of dreams, 1325 
And Nicka, spirit of the sliding floods, 

Be thou on this their captain, as their guide. 
Three since ye be, make each one Fate your charge. 
Act now, be careful, and for ever be 

Thy mother’s favourite and chiefest friend.” 


With eager zeal her freckled brood responds. 


‘*T will observe, and with exulting flight 
Will Valhall’s regions visit, and be back 
Swifter than Odin’s ravens scud through heaven. 
With hurry fleeter than I ever glanced 1335 
On message from thee to Loke’s darksome den, 
Or to thy other son, Fenris my sire: 
Quicker in passage than in Jarnvid’s woods 
E’er yet I prowl’d, when not the giants’ darts 
O’ertook me, scaping Surtur’s lightning-shafts. 
Ere eye-lids nine-times wink, or my own howl 
Can echo to this cave, expect me here.” 


So as he said, to a shell-chariot sprung 

The brutish phantom, as a spirit light: 
Which act alike those other elfin-twain, 
Mara and Nicka, demon-imps, observe 1846 
And imitate: then o’er them drawing close 
Cloudy fog-caps, invisible at once 
Vanish from view. Scarce were the beings gone, 
When in charm’d circle all the witches kneel, 
Prostrate, as in obeisant fealty. 
Expectant of superior beings, then 
They lift their shrivell’d hands, with fixed gaze 
Bent upward from their hollow-gleaming eyes. 
Forth from the circle Angerbode then steps, 
And proffering to the enchantress-three a glass, 
Utters : 

‘¢ Here, sisters! let the elder fix 1358 
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This on her bosom, opposite the phase 1359 

Of yonder distant star, that redly glares 

Singly into the mouth of this dim cave. 

Ere on this mirror can the travell’d light 

Reflected twinkle, shot with equal speed 

Our hastening embassy shall have return’d. 

Deem not, that Frea’s spells are given in vain.” 

[steal, 

Hark! through the gloom strange music seems to 

Boding, as ’twere, some goddess-like approach. 

And lo! by those strange messengers led back 

With unconceived celerity, appear, - 1369 

Obedient to controlling magic spells, 

The trinal Fates, whose very look bespoke 

The ray’d divinities that dwell adored 

In heaven’s bright city, where they still dispense 

The varying lot and destiny of man, 

His fortune’s changes and his life’s events, 

Visited even by the gods with awe, 

Under the boundless cope of Hydrasil. 

There they draw water from the welling fount 

Of wisdom and past things, with which they oft 

Refresh the verdure of the mystic ash, 

Whence falling drops compose the honey-dew. 1381 

Virgins they seem’d, fresh in immortal youth: 

Crowns girt their brows: each in herright-hand sway’d 

A sceptre, emblem of supernal power. 

But in her left one grasp’d a roll of doom, 

Oped at her will in mystic web, and form’d 

To spread alike o’er small contracted span 

Of private life and individual birth, 

As over all the space of this round world. 


With mien majestic, awing while it charm’d, 
Toward Frea’s vow’'d and earthly votaries 
The duteous Fates approach, and reverent bend 
With gracious sign of willing fealty. 1398 
Acknowledging the spells of heaven’s high Queen, 
(Ruler of magic, and their sovereign too), 
Service they proffer to their summoners, 
On whate’er errand now brought down to earth 
From their own lucent mansion, which adjoins 
Frea’s blest gardens and unfading bowers. 
But all the while, as these such homage own, 
The witch-train, bow’d in meek submission, kneel. 
On such discourse, the enchantress-sisters feel 
Exalted more, and as attain’d to height 
Of Frea’s promised potence and command, _— 1404 
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By full communion visibly assured 1405 

O’er Nornies all of good, nor less of ill, 

And now by junction of the ruling Fates, 

All the prime wonders of the heavenly gifts 
Applied to actual operation’s use. 


Reverent then Regner’s daughters yield response, 
Blending, as ’twere, intreaty with command, 
For more such present dignity forbade. 


‘* Eternal essences, ye awful powers, 
Upon whose nod hangs doom of death or life, 1414 
Conscious of all that passes here below 
And still o’erruling human destiny, 
We deem ye know already our intent, 
Nor need our bidding or instruction more. 
Yet, answering a pious monarch’s call, 
Favour’d of heaven and us, to this young chief, 
His friend and hoped assistant of his reign 
(Soon too to be in heart a proselyte) 
Deign ye his future fortune to unfold, 
And by what course and clue of purposed quest 
He shall find Alfred and the rebel crew 1425 
Of English who have wrought dead Hubba’s fall. 
What part to him pertains, that may promote 
The Danish weal; may Guthrun’s empire fix, 
Within this isle, and his own rise combine.” 


At such announcement, expectation strange 
Absorb’d the Danish King ; Hianfrid more, 
Whom not less wonder than alarm held then 
Intent in mute anxiety. His breast 
Throbb’d with unsated curiosity, 

That long’d for knowledge, even while it fear’d. 
To Guthrun’s side he clung, and grasp’d, all-pale, 
The enchanted arms: but him the sovereign Dane 
Cheers and thus brief addresses : 

‘* Hear ye this? 
Prefer then to these powers your own request.” 


Shrinking with terror, while Hianfrid stood 
Likest a statue, thus at last he said. 


‘*T dare not, such strange fear appals my soul.” 
Then Guthrun thus: 


‘¢] dare.—Immortal three, 
Deign on my asking, since the spirits fail 144 
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Of this unwonted chief to frame aright 1447 
His own address, (so new and wild the scene) 

To ope his destiny and fortune’s course, 
Embracing too success, predoom’d to me. 

I shall not quail whatever sight your power, 

In revelation of Fate’s will imparts, 

Used as I am before (through Odin’s gifts) 

No less to Hela’s than Valhalla’s world.” 


Scarce had he utter’d, when the dreaded Fates 
Begin their solemn act. With sceptre stretch'd 
They touch the ground, and seizing the witch-wand 
Of Angerbode, a circle wide they trace. 1458 
Immediate at such sign, while shuddering earth 
Such power acknowledges, the solid rock 
Opes and unfolds a vasty gulf beneath 
That in its boundless caldron seems to shew 
Far off in shadowy glimpse the world of death, 
Hela’s dark monarchy, (for such no less 
The Fates control than climes of earth and heaven) 
Dimly apparent through sulphureous air, 

Words may not blazon what wild wonders gleam’d 
On the dazed vision, where the crater, huge 

As tna’s gulfy mouth, disclosed remote 1469 
Shadows that hover’d near a paly throne, 

And caverns from whose jaws the fiery eyes 

Of the chain’d Loke and Fenris seem’d to glare, 
Whom there astonish’d Fancy scarce discern’d. 


At summons of the powers fatidical, 
Around the edge of that terrific gulf 
The sorceress Angerbode, with witchcraft’s train, 
Mara, and Nicka, and her wolfish brood, 
Gather and wait; while in brief conference 
To the prime witch the whispering Fates give sign. 
Ready alike in busy junction then, 1480 
Amid the caldron, each of that wild throng 
Throws in some charm, or symbol, unexplain’d, 
Mandrakes, or horrid tokens, torn from graves, 
Instinct alike with hellish potency— 
And while above the bluely-flashing pit 
Wing’d spirits hover, bending witches seem 
To murmur spells unknown to mortal ear. 


After which orgies’ wild solemnity 
Shulda, the youngest of the Fates, surnamed 
' By men Futtire, advancing, over air 
Hurls some illusive gleam, whence spreads around 
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A misty glare, which the dusk cave illumes _ 1492 
As ’twere with magic light: awful, as when 

In Egypt’s pyramids, or native rocks, 

(The tombs of Kings) some flickering torch displays 
Through the sepulchral twilight dim disclosed, 

- Huge statues, ranged like guardian-gods, to watch 
Corses that sleep around in fadeless death. 


Then Shulda o’er the shadowy vault unrols 
Her web miraculous of coming doom. 
Such act observed, and deeming as if space 
Had been annihilated, and themselves 1602 
Convey’d’mid some dread world of shades, unknown, 
Nathless alike with specious wonders fraught, 
In figure palpable to sight and sense, 
(How awful-wild soe’er and terrible) 
The Danish King, rapt in amaze and doubt, 
Thus to the sisters question dares propound. 


‘“ Is not the region we behold a glimpse 
Of Hela’s kingdom, sunk in boundless night, 
Now through supernal power apert to view ?” 


Instant a voice responds : 1512 
‘‘ Be silent yet. 
Remember Frea’s promise: for even now 
The summon’d Fates will in prefiguring web 
And tissue strange of vision'd images 
Through magic power to mortal eyes unfold 
The course and progress of ensuing doom ; 
Events arising till the summit crown 
Hianfrid’s fate with meed of due desert. 
Born to high things, let him to these aspire, 
Aud now observant, deep in memory fix, 1522 
That his own care may act things so foreshewn.” 


Then to the waiting phantom, Mara (sprite 
Who rules the air, agent of cheating dreams) 
The mighty Shulda, beckoning, bids prepare 
Such meaning visions as her voice inspires. 


When Mara answers: 
‘‘T have ready all: 
With scope that in a moment can unfold 
To human sense, whate’er Fate’s will may bode.” 


Dread shook afresh the trembling proditor. 
But to the strangers with a voice of cheer 1533 
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The sisters speak : 1534 
‘< Now, English chief, or thou, 

King Guthrun, for thy wilder’d friend, demand 

What ye would know, that points to purposed use. 

Since all this met assemblage will their power 

Fitly combine to open and expound, 

In shapes apparent to capacity 

Of this noviciate, his glory’s train: 

That all he sees may sink into bis soul 

With force incumbent, ne’er to be forgot. 

Quell natural terror, as ye may, assured 

Of Frea’s potence and presiding care.” 1545 


She said, when Shulda o’er the glimmering web 
Waving her mystic wand, imperious spake. 


‘‘ Shadows, arise: and from a world of gloom, 
Let imaged visions point in prospect true 
Hianfrid’s fortune and his coming acts, 

His track of honour and his guerdon’s sum ; 
Such as besought we may interpret too.” 


So spake the Destiny ; when misty clouds 
Seem’'d as to roll away, and whether there = 1554 
Cast by some planet, or pervasive star, 

Or the moon’s phase oblique, from eclipse clear’d 
By Managarmer’s beck, or thither raised 

In dusk reflection from the world below, 

Mortal may never scan, (such act the Fates 

And owners of the magic spells conceal’d) 

Behold ! transparent on the fatal woof 

O’er the vast scroll pale apparitions float, 

Each one instinct alike with symbol’d sign. 

These, gleaming through the magic light, disclosed 
A palace first, near it a woody grove ; 

And by a welling fountain seem’d to sit 1566 
Two female figures, mourners both, attired 

In sable suit, with infants them beside, 

~ Moving in play upon the shadow’d green. 

But them a mailed soldier, lurking, marks, 
Approaches soon with lowly courtesy, 

Then leads away toward a far castle’s towers, 
Whose turrets in the distant landscape rise, 
Toward which he points as with exulting pride. 


Now Guthrun bids the intent Hianfrid ask 
The meaning, ere these symbols glide away : 
But the vain chieftain’s uncollected soul 1577 
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Emotion held in such a trance, subdued 1678 
Through influence of strange amaze and fear, 
That still he hesitates. With faltering voice 
Somewhat he breathes; when Guthrun thus, more 
Such vision’s purport from the Fate enquires. [bold, 


Straight Shulda answers: 

‘* In that emblem see 
Reveal’d the first step of Hianfrid’s course. 
Two females must be found and lured away 
Captives to him; with them an infant train. 
Such is the clue and base of more success. —1588 
Observe these forms; shades but of real life. 
Looks not one like a Queen? and that mail’d shape 
Wears it not semblance to Hianfrid’s self? 
Let him then bear this hope; and in such quest 
Discern the presage of his primal act. 
Proceed and prosper. This discovery leads 
Only to ampler glories in reserve : 
Fruit of his conduct, and his zeal’s reward.” 


Cheer’d by such sight and words, Hianfrid first 
Courage assumes, elate; while rising hope, 1598 
(Check’d still by dread )inspires him, strangely moved. 
To his dazed soul such vision not admits 
Reflection’s pause, but to itself absorbs 
Wholly his thought, in deep illusion rapt. 

But ere scarce vanish’d quite such imaged scene, 
Lo! not delaying, Shulda waves again 

Her sceptral rod, when o’er the curtain’d veil 
New phantoms spread, and shadow’d there appears 
A stately abbey, glistering to the moon, 

With crosses hoar and sculptured pinnacles, 1608 
By whose rich shrines pilgrims and hermits bow, 
Who seek the shelter soon of neighbouring cots, 
Or distant caves. Then from dim-pictured woods 
Arm’d warriors spring, while seeming outlaws range 
The night in robber-guise. Some fierce attacks 
To capture seem to lead: to bloodshed some, 

In skirmish frequent, till through gloomy woods 
Wild shrieks escape,:-when in a rustic fane 

Some slinking hide, and from a castle’s bounds 
Wounded, but thence pursued, a chieftain flies. 


While every shadow, motion, sound, seems now 
Real, no less than preternatural, 
Perplex’d, inflamed by curiosity, 
Hianfrid first himself dares breathe a prayer 1622 
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Touch’d then with hope of his conversion near, 
The magic sisterhood, dark witchcraft’s train, 
Exchange among themselves a meaning smile. 


Shulda responds : 
‘‘ Let not Hianfrid deem 

But that amid the quest, which is his charge, 
He must brave perils; many a venture wild, 
And dark emprize by night (foreshadow’d here) 
Where exiled outlaws think to roam secure, 
’Gainst whom encounters bloody ht must share, 
And even wounds: for lo: the chief who flies 1634 
Presents his image. But such dangers, see! 
His valued life escapes. Let him be bold. 
Persever: for o’erruling destiny 
Designs that, crowning thus his active toils, 
By means unthought, from step to step induced, 
He shall detect at last the lurking foes.” 


Scarce ceased she, when such apparition fled. 
Moved by that presage, in Hianfrid’s look 
Glared fresh alarm. But not a moment’s pause 
The Fate allows, for hark! again her voice 1644 
Enchains attention, while the shivering chief 
She thus addresses : 

‘‘Gaze, and understand : 

For lo! another instance points thy course.” 


So saying, Shulda with stretch’d wand again 
Touch’d the charm’d woof, and see! in shadowy sign 
Unfolded, dimly gleam in gradual train 
Tents, and a camp, arm’d chiefs, and martial crowds. 
And now behold ! amid the thronging scene 
A seeming minstrel bends with cautious air, 1654 
Bearing the sacred harp, and by his side 
One sole attendant meekly bends, until 
Resting these linger by a splendid dome, 

O’er whose high top the royal Tufa flies : 

But near these precincts, lo! a watchful chief 
Hastes, who the wandering strangers there espies. 
Sudden these fly. But see! the chief pursues 
Onward, o’ertakes, and marks their slunk retreat. 


Flash’d on Hianfrid’s mind inspiring hope, 
Blent with ungovern’d curiosity, 
That into instant question thus he bursts. 1665 
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‘* What mean these omens? Awful prophet, tell.” 


With majesty, the Destiny responds. 


‘‘ Shadow’d in this disclosure, see! indeed 
Future occurrents, which not less thyself 
Import, than notice claim of him, the King, 
Now by thy side; darkly to each foreshewn. 
Thyself, Hianfrid, there remark engaged 
(Danger surmounted) in unwearied search, 
And in such watch thy proper emblem see. 
On such impell’d pursuit, discovery hangs 1675 
Of the whole nest of vipers whom thou seek’st; 
Whom to detect the glory is thine own. 
Cease not thy labours, till as in a net 
At one sole swoop thou shalt invest them all. 
Expect that all shall be thy single prize: 
Their persons, lives, their wealth, their proud domains, 
Their titled power! Look that a crown be thine 
Richer in sway than Mercia’s coronet. 
Therefore pursue and find. Be resolute: 
Nor whom thou justly hatest fear to kill. 
Fix this in memory, ere on thy sense 
Burst other indications, new to time, 1687 
That further shall thy coming fate portend.” 


She said, and as such shadows from the sight 
Evanish’d, while Hianfrid gazed in awe, 
Her mark’d monition all his soul possess’d. 
But scarce a pause ensued, for lo! yet more 
Her word to answer, o’er the web of doom 
New symbols glide that fix the wondering eye. 
Mid imaged waters, spread o’er dusky fens, 
A woody islet lifts its marge obscure, 
Near which, behold! in secret ambush lurks 
An armed band, past whom ere long appear 1698 
The shapes of portly men in strange attire, 
Who with them, as through gloom of midnight, lead 
Females and children in alarmed haste. 
But lo! on these such ambush springs. Ensues 
Sudden encounter: female shrieks resound 
As of scared terror. Instant from the isle 
Nobles, known such through wild disguises, rush, 
Follow’d by females too. Still lasts the fight, 
Till lo! amid the shadowy combatants, 
One streams with blood. Some kneel : then toward the 
All pass together, and are lost in shades, [isle 
When near its verge amid the dusky moor _—1710 
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A corse is toss’d, while shouts with shrieks combine, 
And laughs, ascending from the gulf below. 


Such presaged sights and sounds Hianfrid’s soul 
Swell’d with emotion strange, who overcome 
Then not refrain’d, but thus his transport told. 


‘$Oh! sight of joy as wonder! for methinks 
In this imparted vision I discern 
The hoped discovery and destruction’s course 
Expounded all to me in order clear. 
* There final triumph seems reserved forme. — 1720 
But, gracious messenger, vouchsafe e’en yet 
This augury's import amplier to explain, 
If I not err; and answer trembling hope.” 


To him then Shulda thus: 

‘‘ Aspiring chief, 
Best thine own thought interprets what thou seest. 
Since there to thee Futurity reveals 
Discovery of thy hidden enemies. 
There seest thou her, who shall be Guthrun’s bride. 
Found thus all England’s regal family, 
Now comes thy Fortune’s sum: when Hela claims 
Her destined victim with triumphant laugh. _1732 
For from this night shall spring thy just reward, 
The glorious summit of thy proud career. 
Hope its accomplishment. With Kenwulph go: 
Since ’tis his hand must strike the fatal blow.” 


So spoke the Fate, when in applausive cry 
The witches join, nor less their monstrous train 
Blends in wild concert of ferocious joy : 
While Nicka laughs, as of her destined prey 
Expectant, mark’d thus by prophetic fate. 
Hark! too, few words the ghastly Mara adds, 1742 
Foul Imp of dreams : 

‘« These omen’d presages 

Shall like a trance still haunt Hianfrid’s soul, 
And see! a crown in near appearance beams.” 


So as the phantom said, and o'er the web 
Busily bent, with finger far-outstretch’d 
It pointed o’er Hianfrid’s head. He turn’d 
Upward his gaze, where lo! a glittering crown 
Floated in air, which with uplifted hand 
He strove to clutch, and fix upon his brows. 
But see! the shadowy glare his grasp eludes, 1753 
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The more he seeks to seize. Amazed, nor less 
With disappointment touch’d, he straight exclaims: 


‘<Say ! how is this? what means this mockery ? 
For lo! the diadem my hold evades.” 


Instant then Shulda answers: 
** Chief, attend: 
To sum the crisis of thy destiny, 
Behold the consequences of thy work.” 


She said, and touch’d the mystic woof again, 1762 
Beckoning to Mara with instructive sign. 


Instant along the shadowy curtain peer'd - 
Two vast opposing armies, that ere long 
In imaged battle join’d: o’er one the cross 
Floated, o’er one the Raven-standard flew. 
Raged the dread conflict, and unbounded seem’d 
The mimic carnage, till in mutual rest : 
Peaceful both hosts unite: processions vast 
Pass through a pictured city, and behold! 
Amid a pillar’d fane and rafter’d hall 
Splendour and unimagined pomp ensues. 1778 
One figure, on whose head a glorious crown 
Spoke him a King, another mailed form 
Lifts from a font, where vested nobles bend; 
Then gracious seats on a contiguous throne, 
Subordinate, and to the vice-roy’s hand 
Assigns a sceptre, with a princess-bride : 
While to his head the crown, that in mid air 
Late seem’d to hover, oped to view, descends 
And settles on his brows. The imperial shape 
A loftier throne assumes, around whose feet 
Commingled nations kneel; and seen afar 
As in the dim horizon, where appear’d 1785 
The ocean’s waters spread, combining fleets 
Seem as in friendly intercourse to blend. 


At such deign’d sight, Hianfrid, who in this 
Deems his own glory thus foreshewn, such end 
Implants in mind, yet all scarce understands : 
But now in exultation, scarcely check’d 
By aught of judged uncertainty, exclaims. 


‘‘ The glorious issue in the main I note, 
And consummation read of Fate’s decree. 
But still in part alone my course I learn, 1795 
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Nor shews the vision, where yet lurks the foe. 1796 
Yield me your guide in this, lest all should fail, 
And I miss fortune through my doom half-told.” 


So as he utter’d, at his ventured words 
The fatal sisters catch, and thus adjoin. 


“‘ Dost thou believe then, and convinced, embrace 
Great Odin’s service? This condition sole 
First thou must answer, ere attendant aid 
Our voice may promise, which shall guide thy steps 
Thro’ all the track of glory, pledged to thee.” 1805 


A pause ensued; until Hianfrid thus, 
In whose fired soul, ambition, blown to height 
Of arrogance, held now delusive sway, 
Responding owns: 

‘* Convinced is now my soul: 

For only true divinities can ope 
Such wonders, and enjoin such benefits, 
Tnstanced in glories passing earthly hope: 
Whence I believe, and henceforth following serve 
Na less the faith of Guthrun than hie powcr. 1815 
Yield then the promised guidance of your hand, 
And through the course of fate lead ye my way.” 


Sudden one general and convulsive shriek, 
That pierced the cave, such pledged conversion hails. 
Straight Guthrun, overjoy’d, with glad embrace 
Greets the new proselyte, in whom he views 
A happy organ of fidelity : 
When watchful Shulda with a mighty voice 
Calls : 

‘* All shall be accomplish’d, as foretold : 

Destruction now takes progress to its end.” 


Then to the fated web the Destinies 1827 
Together rush, and its dark tissue each, 
Lifting, asunder rends, while each a part 
Waves, like a pennon, in her hairy hand. 
Then closes, with a crash, the pallid gulf, 
And overspreading mist its place resumes. 


Approaching toward the magic prophetesses, 
To these the sovereign Fates give whisper'd note. 


Intelligent at once, the gifted three 
(Frea’s doom’d servants) and with them the train 
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Of witches, aided by the fatal powers, 1837 
Mingle strange spells and periapts to call 

Nornies of evil from their dark abodes, 

Through every sphere of nature hither troop’d, 
Wherever through her several elements 

Their secret labours work complotted ill. 


Instant these come, a horrid rout, more fell 
Than Furies that with snaky locks involve 
Medusa’s stony shield: spectres and fiends, 
Whose very look appall’d the fainting soul, 

A host of shadows, that all Hela’s world 1847 
Might seem let loose: dwarfs from unsounded dens, 
Fairies of mines, and elves from stormy deeps, 
And gusty peaks, and fens, and perilous floods, 
And regions dim of pestilential air: 

Sprites all of mischief, Frea’s servitors. 


These straight before the magic summoners 
Bow meek obeisance, and to conscious power 
Submit of charms, gifts of enchantment’s Queen. 
Nor in roused wonder and suspense are long 
The asking mortals left, ere such wild train 
(Whom the witch Angerbode salutes with joy, 1858 
And with swift voice their various power explains) 
The sister-prophetesses bid attend 
The new-converted chief, by day, by night, 
Task’d on predestined quest his steps to lead, 
Invisible, or seen, as need may claim: 

Hovering around this chosen instrument, 

His guides, his guardians, and companions still, 
Till he extirpate Denmark’s enemies, 

Nor rest, till ruin’s work shall be achieved. 


To mark such sight, so passing rapt belief, 
And hear such bidding, spite of bloated pride 1869 
And exultation, petrified amaze 
And terror new usurp'd Hianfrid’s soul. 
But lo! to him the Destiny who rules 
The present, from her outstretch’d arm unclasps 
A bracelet, (signal of nobility) 
And ring, whose touch to Frea’s service binds, 
Of heavenly gold, which to the proselyte 
Her hand extends, and fixes on his own, 
Pronouncing it a charm ’gainst force or fraud. 
Then beckoning to a dwarf, one sister-Fate 
Bids to the chief be borne a breast-plate, black 
Within, but outside set with starry gems: 1881 
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Angerbode then accosts Hianfrid’s ear : 


““While these youwear, all these subservient sprites 
Will know you, honour, and enact your will. 
Nor doubt success in every proud design.” 


Then turning as in haste, the sorceress 
Without more pause bids her own servile elves, 
The savage Managarmer, fiend of earth, 
And Mara, ghastly messenger of air, 1890 
And Nicka, spirit of the watery floods, 
Remain on earth to govern and compel 
The train of evil Nornies summon’d last, 
And with such subtle potence join their own. 


In homage then to Frea’s deputies, 
Last, Angerbode and her grim witch-rout, add 
Their promised pledge to re-appear at call, 
Wafted from Jotunheim’s enchanted coasts, 
And blend their art a standard new to form 
In needed time, such as whose magic scope 
Shall far surpass the Raven-sign, bereaved. 1901 


Nor more: scarce uttering valediction brief, 
Lo! instantly the Fates, with witchcraft’s band, 
(While screams exulting mark their wild depart) 
Evanish all, save those restricted three, 

The wolfish spectre, with the fiend of dreams, 
And the pale goblin of the fluid deeps, 
Engaged to sway the Norny-sprites of ill, 
Who now in single darkness wait around. 


These, Frea’s votaries, thus strangely left, 
Bid to become invisible, though near 1911 
Keeping strict watch to mark their trusted charge. 
The observant sisters then with suited power, 
To calm waked conscience in her parting throes, 
And cheer Hianfrid’s spirit, all enrapt 
In fix’d amaze, nor less for grateful change 
From the dark terrors of the fated cave, 
Call into presence of the vacuous vault 
Nornies of light and good. Lo! at the beck 
Of the charm’d three, remembering Frea’s spells, 
Immediate into sight advancing, float 
Bright forms of beauty, Fairy-elves and Sprites, 
Such as before with unimagined pride 1928 
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King Guthrun had beheld o’er Hubba’s tomb : 1924 
Whom divine Frea’s self bade stay, to be 
Attendant on her earthly ministers. 

These, with contrasted wonder, roused to joy, 
Hianfrid hails, nor less the sovereign Dane. 


_ For at their coming, instantly the place 
Is changed, and to the astonish’d eye it seems 
A vast illuminated hall, with shine 
Rich’d as of gems, where, dropp’d like carbuncles, 
Descending cressets from the roof depend. 
Whose graceful fabric rays of brilliance threw 1934 
Along a gorgeous table, all bespread 
With silvery vases, patines of bright gold, 
In jewels set, that held while they adorn’d, 
Exquisite viands, meats of tempting scent 
And answering taste, delicious, creaming drinks, 
And wines of citron, or of ruby tinct. 


With many a quaint device and courteous grace, 
First to the sisters, then the admiring chiefs, 
The Norny-spirits bow, in order fair 
Offering their tendance to the pageant-board : 
And while unearthly music o’er the air 19.15 
Issues from lutes unseen, or such as seem’d 
Tuned from the cittern, shawm, or cornamute, 
With vying ministry the Fays conduct 
Each toward the table, tendering to both 
Dainties and sparkling draughts from cups as clear. 
Which as gay beings to the choice commend, 
Their voice explains whate’er allures the taste : 
Flesh of the boar Serimner, food of gods : 
Iduna’s apples, fruit, whose nectar’d pulp 
Seen ne’er on earth, in Frea’s gardens rear’d, 
Imparts perpetual youth: Lerada’s milk, 
Distill’d to draughts of luscious hydromel, —_—1957 
(The goat, that browzes on the boundless Ash, 
Below whose branches dwell the Fates in heaven :) 
All these, with Guthrun then, Hianfrid tastes, 
And from a goblet, which the spirits hand, 
They quaff fresh lymph, which Nornies tell has flow’d 
From Mimer’s sacred fountain, (wisdom’s sire) 
Mingled in secret with Kiaser’s blood, 
To form the maddening drink of Poesy. 


After the draught of that Nepenthes, swell'd 
With vapours of intoxicating pride, 
Crowded imaginations, vain and vast, 1968 
VOL. IV. H 


98 KING ALFRED. 


Of aggrandizement, heat Hianfrid’s brain : 1969 
Fixing in memory too all late beheld, 

The tissue of imparted oracles, 

Before him pointed all in progress clear. 

While his weak heart not wavering now, but fired 
With valour more than natural, perceives 

His fatal purpose, finally confirm’d. 


Nor ceased with this the masked revelry : 
Since then, for more delight and ecstasy 
Transcending mortal gift, with thought to soothe 
And yet encourage rapt Hianfrid’s heart, 1979 
Gently requested by the magic three, 
The Norny-sprites attune a Fairy-song, 
Whose melody divine in flowing verse, 
By Odin’s self inspired, a burden bears 
Of promise that enchants the captive ear. 
It tells, through many a spot, by cell, or grove, 
Spirits shall hovering guide his tended path, 
And lead with music, or the signal shine 
Of some fair-opening star, to scenes of hope, 
Till Queen, King, princes, nobles, all be found : 
Then while believing in such guardian care, 
What honours wait the happy instrument 1991 
Of Denmark’s foes discover’d: bridal joy, 
Power, splendour, riches, glory without bound, 
A palace, sceptre, throne, and regal state ; 
Attending this all pleasure’s pageantry, 
A train of beauty, as of goddesses, 
Domains, and forts, and wide magnificence, 
Exceeding all himself has ever dream’d. 
All these the raptured song to fancy drew 
So vividly, that every presage seem’d 
Real as in ambition’s happiest trance. 2001 
Nought for desert too much: since who would fail, 
Or shrink from efforts crown’d with meeds so high? 


So sang the Norny-sprites, whose music hush’d, 
While in ecstatic sense seem’d lull’d the soul, 
The sisters utter thus: 

‘‘ Be not amazed, 

Hianfrid, for this sight and harmony 
Ope but a prospect of the bliss to come, 
To which these sprites shall lead thee, who to aid 
Thy fortune’s course, assuming many a form, 
May for thy service ransack nature’s sphere. 
To them the very elements shall bend, 
Smoothing thy steps untired in glory’s path, 2014 
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Till more than e’en thy heart can wish be thine.” 


They beckon, and behold the nimble fays 
Bear to Hianfrid, cull’d from Frea’s gifts, 
Some tributes, which their favourite may invest 
With ensigns, marking Frea’s servitor : 

A rubied collar: for his breast, a star 

Whose view shall make the wearer amiable : 

A belt, whose charm can make its owner’s form 
Tnvulnerable, save upon the heart: 

A cap of state, with pearl and diamonds hung: 
And for his helmet, streamy feathers, pluck’d 2025 
From birds of paradise, whose every move 

Fann’d the raised Fancy with aspiring thoughts. 


Rapt in illusions so fantastical, 
And trick’d in such vain trappings (cheats of pride) 
The frail consolement bids him mock at toil. 
Fresh dreams of grandeur floated o’er his soul, 
Which to presumption scarce a dubious hint 
Left, for perversion capable. The feast, 
At signal of the sisters’ lifted wand, 
Vanishes, while their voices to the chiefs 
Now bid adieu, and add: 2036 
‘* Ourselves retire 
To meditation, since through Frea’s power 
We fear no cold, nor hunger, nor the change 
Of seasons : for to us the very air 
Is temper’d, storm to us is but serene. 
Come then again: more wonders ye shall see 
In needful hour, what time near battle claims 
A standard new.” 
They said, and disappear. 


Behold! still left, benign, the spirit-fays 
The mortal strangers lead from forth the cave 2047 
To open day, where all now seems again 
Cheerful and light: but as they turn to gaze, 
The cave itself seems vanish’d, nor appears 
Aught save the mazes of a tangled wood. 
Through this the sprites conduct to open lawnds 
And spots of green, past which the sudden verge 
Is gain’d, where lo! still hang the fasten’d steeds ; 
Which shewn, the wondrous guides fade too from 

sight. 

Their steeds the chieftains mount, and to the scenes 
Where Kinwith’s turrets rise, elate return. 2057 
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Errscr of the visions seen by them, on the minds of Guthrun 
and Hianfrid. The latter is created Eurl of Devon, and is pro- 
mised the Vice-royalty of Wessex, with, perhaps, Mercia besides, 
if he succeeds in discovering and destroying Alfred. Return of 
the Danes to their encampment at Eddington. Hiunfrid sets 
out on his search. He again visits the cottage where the King 
had taken refuge, and makes minute inquiries through Somerset, 
Wilts, and Oxfordshire. His discovery of the Queen and her 
children, with Fidelia, the wife of Rayner, in the vicinity of 
the deserted palace of Woodstock. Ignorant of Hianfrid's trea- . 
sun, they eagerly accept his offers of protection in Windsor 
Castle, while he ts meditating to make her an instrument toward 
her husband's destruction. Description of Woodstock Park and 
the Forest-Lodge. The Queen before her departure revisits the 
Palace, and her bridal-chamber, containing Alfred’s picture. 
Their journey under Hianfrid’s escort to Windsor Castle. His 
sleepless machinations, and anxiety lest Fidelia should discover 
the presence of her husband Rayner inthe castle. He is terrified 
in the night by an apparition, which assumes the form of his 
dead benefactor Edric, late earl of Berks. He alarms the castle, 
and hears from his vassals accounts of the previous appearance 
of the spirit. His impenitent horrors and remorse. He visits 
Emma his captive, and tempts her anew to no purpose, as well as 
his other prisoners, the cottagers and Rayner. Excursion of 
the Queen, attended by him, through Windsor forest. 
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OR fail’d such vision of its prompt effect. 
For to the castle’s precincts thus restored, 

Hail’d with glad welcome by the expectant chiefs, 
Guthrun, the Danish sovereign, and alike 
His new-adopted English convert, brood, 
Enurapt in deep astonishment. The last, 
Restless, by lofty hopes of interest buoy’d, 
Full of the promised fortune, cannot cease 
To ruminate upon the wondrous scene. 
To his new patron straight be opes his heart, 
That he can ne’er know rest, until he turn 
Each omen’d presage into answering act: 12 
How too his bosom burns, hereafter, all 
Of Odin’s awful mysteries to learn. 


Guthrun, responding with aroused delight 
And confidence, encouraging, leads on 
The novel proselyte, and promises, 
Him at full leisure to instruct in all : 
Tells that Hianfrid must the Danish camp 
Revisit oft, thither not less to bear 
The happy tidings of assured success, 
Than hear disclosed what rests of Odin’s faith. 


‘* But now, to work! for look, (the monarch said) 
If all, by Fate reveal’d, be not full soon _ 24 
Fulfill’d to expectation’s amplest hope. 

Remember still, how points the oracle. 

First through a female clue thy quest proceeds, 
Since thy first grise of fortune was a Queen : 
High theme! importing both myself and thee. 
Follows in after-course the lurking King, 

And (dangers scaped) all his conspiring train.” 


He said; but scarce the vision’d augury 
Sank deeper in Hianfrid’s musing thoughts. 
Then thus, confirming, adds the Danish King. 34 
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‘* Be but thy toils achieved, and at my hand 35 
Look to receive the doom’d vice-royalty 
Of stately Wessex, since thy task will there 
Supplant seized Alfred’s wealth and chiefest sway, 
A boon, that Mercian Kenwulph's will o’erprize 
In power, in state. E’en his own added crown, 
If he not zealous in obedience prove, 
And faithful to our cause, may yet be thine.” 


Such pledge and blent monition, which a hope 
Congenial to the traitor’s fancy cross’d, 
Fired then Hianfrid’s heart, there treasured deep. 45 


Next to his new ally the Dane imparts 
His purpose, mid the central bounds of Wilts 
Soon to return, and fix again his camp 
Along the heights of Bratton’s guarded hill, 
Or spread o’er Eddington’s contiguous vale: 
So to secure the conquest, almost safe. 
But that in Kinwith’s treacherous fort shall be 
Left an arm’d Danish garrison, nor less 
Around its vicinage, excursive bands, 
(All bid to own Hianfrid’s high command) 
Prompt with unwearied ardour to pursue 56 
The vanish’d traitors, Denmark’s chiefest foes. 


Last, to his kneeling favourite Guthrun adds 
With summon’d rite of wonted ceremony 
Title of Devon’s earl, and gift vouchsafed 
Of all its old hereditary lands, 
E’en as with honour meet he won before 
Investiture of neighbouring Somerset. 


With valedictory instruction then, 
Ere parts the royal Dane, his counsel bids 
The tempted convert, all he may, promote 66 
Odin’s religion, fraught with meeds so proud : 
Forcing his subject bands, where’er they rove, 
To rifle abbeys, and rich Christian fanes, 
Whose hoarded silver, gold, and precious gems 
Are but fit tribute to a nobler faith: 
The Danes to favour, but annoy their foes, 
Exalting every way his wealth and power; 
Since such the more he labours to attain, 
By so much will he merit favour too. 
Hence Guthrun surely hopes, that other chiefs 
By such example and shown influence led, 
Thro’ gain, if not from fear, will bow to serve 78 
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Gods, showering good, and stablish Scandia’s creed. 


Such charge assign’d, the sovereign Dane prepares 
For swift return to Bratton’s chosen camp. 


~ To Kenwulph then the roused Hianfrid speeds, 
Whose aid foretold he bears in memory, 

And deems it needful hence to cultivate. 

To whose scarce credent ear he straight relates 
The wondrous vision and doom’d prophecy, 

The newly gifted honours, and what search 
Himself direct intends, whose deem’d result 88 
Will (as he trusts) accomplish every hope: 

That as their captain, first the armed bands 

In Devon’s bounds who stay, he shall conduct 
On active quest in these suspected tracts 

And neighbouring provinces, and after these, 
Permitted, next shall Mercia’s realm explore. 

But when he hears the Mercian King announce 
Thither his own design’d and prompt return, 
Hianfrid tells, himself shall follow soon, 

On not less eager errand, since with aid 

Promised from powers of Fate, tho’ scarce believed. 


~ Nor intervenes delay, ere now the Danes _100 
In marshall'd throngs depart: but, as decreed, 
Some bands they leave in Kinwith’s doubted fort. 
Nor after these long stays the Mercian King, 

But seeks his home in Warwick's princely towers. 
The proud Hianfrid is o’er Devon’s bounds 
Left in deputed sway, with known command 
O’er all the Danish troops confided there. 


In many a band dispersed, the infuriate Danes 
O’er the devoted country now pursue 
Their quest unsated for the victim prey, 110 
Whom all with rival zeal conspire to seize: 
But chief the English King, famed yet to live, 
The traitor Oddune, and his vanish’d peers, 
Fled with the magic spoils of victory. 
Each likely vill, wood, cot, and deem’d retreat 
Their care explores, breathing the while around 
Murderous revenge. By fell suspicion roused, 
What ruthless cruelty wreaks then their rage 
On the devoted English! for from these 
Unsatisfied with answer, still they seek, 
And misname ignorance conspiracy. 
On harmless peasants ill-placed vengeance falls, 122 
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Whose shrieking wives and infants sink in death. 


Nor was not now detested treason too 
Fatally active and alert. Inspired 
With selfish hope of promised regal meeds, 
(False honour, built on so unworthy base!) 
Full of the recent vision, and resolved 
To win by his own acts, accomplishment 
Of the doom’d prophecy, the traitor vain, 
Hianfrid, with his personal vouch begins 
Like eager search. But most his passion glows 
Alfred to find, (reported fugitive) 1838 
And the lost branches of the royal stock. 
Since for bis thoughtful patron to obtain 
A destined royal bride, to hope unfolds 
And roused ambition, favour without bound. 


Escorted by a chosen train, equipp’d 
With carriages and steeds, o’er champain fields, 
By woody thickets, and lone forest-scenes, 
Or over barren heaths, whose single hut 
Scapes not his glance, wherever foot of man 
May to his fancy fix a hiding-place, 
He prowls the country. Most ’mong labouring hinds 
His zeal enquires, what tidings these can give 145 
Of any casual strangers, late remark’d 
In lurking bands, or single fugitives, 
If haply these for safety should divide. 
Nor does the zealous spy his search confine 
Sole to the tracts round Oddune’s forted seat, 
But traversing the coombs and valley steeps 
Of Devon’s varied shores, his prying toil 
Intrudes on Cornwall’s lone and hermit-cells, 
Explored in vain. Thence southward turn’d, he roves 
Past Exham’s river, and its vills marine, 
And vales that wind by Otter’s sylvan stream. 156 
Then to its cottage-site his steps return, 
By him suspected once the King’s retreat, 
Seeking if in those bounds, perhaps e’en yet 
Dear to the fugitives, he may descry 
Trace of their hiding: but he finds no clue. 


That spot, whence late his unrelenting hand 
Had torn the cottage-inmates, (captives now 
Within his stately castle) and had sack'd 
Their peaceful home with fire, his eye discerns 
A ruin’d heap, e’en as himself had left: 

All still in gloomy silence unpossess'd. 167 
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The woods, the glens, the little isle, the lake, 168 
His quest retracing finds a solitude, 
Where Echo’s self his footstep seems to shun. 


Thence on thro’ Somerset’s far-stretching plains 
He bends his keen enquiry, traversing 
Its heaths, and ridgy hills, and moory tracts. 
Past Thone’s sequester’d vill, and river’s marge, 
And roaming near to Aller’s rising brow, 
He views the waste of waters spread beneath, 
Deem’d all unpassable of mortal feet. 
These then he quits, and journeying eager thence, 178 
Among the pilgrim-cells of Avalon, 
Nought certain learns, yet hears with roused surprize 
Rumours afloat, that ’mong the ruin’d shrines 
Of Glastonbury, and the stretching woods 
Of Goathurst, and near Enmore’s crested fort, 
(From whence its old chief Ordmer was exiled) 
Strange enterprizes from some bands unknown, 
Prowling like outlaw’d robbers in the night, 
(Whom rumour deems some chieftains in disguise,) 
Of late have vex’d the wondering vicinage. 
Such rumours wake suspicion and alarm, 
And hope paints likeliest here the expected prey. 190 
Yet nought now found to answer prompted search, 
He journeys by the banks of winding Brue, 
Past Selwood’s forest-marge, and quits the verge 
Of that wide Somerset he deems his own, 
Whose captive earl is in his power detain’d. 
Dorsetian vales he leaves as yet unsought, 
Whose chief, good Herbert, had expired, nor tries 
Precincts of Hants or Vecta’s neighbour isle, 
Whence he esteems Edgar, their chieftain, fled, 
Nor vales of Berks yet ranges, now his own: 
But likelier deems the region of retreat 
Mercia’s interior vales, and cells remote, 202 
Where yet the flying chiefs may hope for friends, 
And may at safer distance search evade ; 
Whither too rumour’s voice seems most to point. 


Wilts’ spacious bounds he enters, but not there 
Long lingers, (central station of the Dane) 
Deeming not there the fugitives will hide, 

So near the confines of the Danish power. 
Therefore his eager journey he directs 

Toward Mercia’s borders, whose sequester’d vales 
And sylvan forest-scenes, and sheltering cots, 
Permitted, he explores, held subject now 213 
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Under the known vice-regal sway of one, 214 
The exampled model of his treasonous lapse. 
Enquiry he pursues, by day, by night, 

But of the objects of his anxious quest 

No certain tidings gains. Yet as he asks 

Of the fled English, to his countrymen, 

(Most faithful still to their liege lord and King, 
Though here by woes and slavery oppress’d,) 

His hidden purpose he not tells, but seems 

A friend, an English chief, bent thus to save 

And to protect his sovereign in distress, 

Or any banish’d peers, with victory’s flag 225 
Escaped from fury of pursuimg foes. 


Thus as his course he guides o’er Mercia’s verge, 
That province first he enters, mid whose vales 
Famed Oxford lifts her still and studious bowers ; 
Likely (he deems) to be the refuge now 
Of the retiring King, to musing prone, 

And fond, perhaps, to wander yet ’mong scenes 
(Tho’ now disturb’d) which most himself has loved, 
And where he sought to fix the Muses’ home. 


In every spot strict question he renews, 235 
If aught of trace his course may thus acquire 
Of the fled Monarch, or his following train. 


Approaching thus toward Woodstock’s sylvan 
Where from old time a royal palace stood, [glades, 
(Oft of the King a favour'd residence) 

A rumour vague he gathers, that of late 

Two noble ladies, both in mourning weeds 
Wandering unsettled and in plain distress, 

Have come, and oft amid these bowery glens, 
Lonely, or sometimes with an infant train, 

In secret glide, inhabiting (‘tis deem’d) 246 
Some solitary cottage near, since now 

. Desert and vacant are the palace halls. 


Such news, o’ercome with joy, the traitor hears: 
For hope now springs into his mind, that one 
Of these lorn strangers may perhaps evene 
The Queen herself, hither her infant flock 
Leading, attended by some female mate. 
Herald and harbinger this clue he deems 
To full accomplishment of all his aims, 
First earnest of unrivall'd prophecy : 
That if the Queen amid these woods be found, 257 
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The sovereign will be near, or she will know 258 
Her consort’s close retreat, where’er conceal’d. 
Such knowledge soon he trusts from her to gain, 
Or by persuasion, or by friendship feign’d, 

Or by observant watch, or e’en by force. 

Elate, he deems his fortune won, nor scarce 

One obstacle remaining in his way 

To that high state whereto his thoughts aspire. 
Ambition swells his soul, while evil spirits 
Unseen, infuse dilated arrogance. 

Till fired imagination prompts, that soon 

(The captive Alfred slain) he shall himself 269 
Reign in his room, and either singly hold 

Wessex’ deputed throne, or sway at last 

The whole and general empire, uncontroll’d. 

Pride sees no limit to its airy scope. 


With ardour and inspired alacrity 
Outspeeding all his party, his breathed steed 
He urges amid Woodstock’s sylvan wilds. 
Soon he arrives the vill, and hasting on, 
Across the bridge that stridesGlyme’s narrow’d flood, 
To the contiguous park and paled domains, 
Which hold the ancient palace, these he now, 280 
(To dissipate alarm, his escort left), 
Enters alone, and o’er the grassy lawns, 
Singly he walks. Ascending up the bank, 
That overbrows the winding river’s course, 
Cautious, he stops to gaze, and marks the scene, 
Pondering which way his steps may happiest turn. 


Upon an eminence before him rose 
The palace hoar, whose towers and pinnacles, 
And massive arches, rude and round, bespoke 
Antiquity, nor less than regal state. 
Traces of desolation and decay 291 
Token’d the ravage of the spoiling foe, 
Yet stood its pomp, stately, if not entire, 
Magnificent, though plunder’d. Silent all 
Seem’d now its courts, grass-grown, and desolate, 
But a still grandeur seem’d to reign around. 
Leftward the river bent in circling sweep, 
Along whose marge the prying traitor winds 
Through covert of umbrageous sycamores ; 
And passes thus around the royal halls 
That front the stream, until his devious steps 
Cross the wide gardens in its rear, whose waste 
Proclaim’d long absent cultivation’s hand. $03 
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These as he penetrates, a secret awe $04 
Struck to his heart, while he observed: for oft, 
The startled hare, or slinking fox, or near 

Some thicket shade, perhaps, a straying hind, 
Questing awhile this unfrequented spot 

With her young fawn, sprung from his path away. 
The birds too, singing ere his steps approach’d, 
Hush’d for a time their check’d and frighted notes. 
He stood and murmur’d to himself: 
: “ How sitill 
And awful seems to me this sacred scene ! $14 
Till e’en a sense of fear thrills through my breast, 
Sprung sure from conscious purpose, not of good, 
As if some guilty aim here dash’d resolve. 
For on what errand glide I through these bowers? 
The very birds and native animals ‘ 
Seem of my dark untold intents aware, 

And shun me, as invasive of their peace. 

But beaming Hope calls onward, through these walks 
Wafts me along, and ’mong the very trees 
Prelusive here her golden sceptre waves. 

I follow. Nought dismays me, or deters, 

Nor must impede the crown Fate’s hand extends. 
Oh! be propitious, Fortune! and your aid, = 327 
Your guiding favour, ruling spirits, deign.” 


So having utter’d, his whole mind impell’d 
By lofty fancies of his regal prize, 
His watchful progress wends through still retreats, 
By grots and winding dells of verdurous shade, 
Until beyond the garden’s precincts sped, 
Crowning a bank that marks Glyme’s passing stream, 
He sees, embosom’d among maples tall, 
That shield the structure with inwoven boughs, 
A rural bower, conceal’d as in a nest. 837 
Below, the bank sloped through the roots of trees 
On to the water’s verge, and from the cliff 
Issued a copious spring, that welling flow’d . 
Into a spacious bath, which art had there 
Paved, to retain for use the lucent wave, 
Again through moss and deeper green betray’d. 


Here stops awhile the traitor, to observe 
And contemplate the scene, nor less to note 
(If so he may) the wild, sequester’d way, 
Which now he scarce discerns. Till turning thence 
Near bushes, that almost the disused track 
Had overgrown, suddenly at the foot $40 
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Of a broad-spreading oak, whose boughs o’erhung 
A soft descent, with daisies prankt and flowers 

Of various hue, whereon the sun-beams fell 
Checquer’d through trees, rapt in surprize and joy 
He sees (himself as yet here unperceived) 

Seated upon the grassy carpet cool, 

Two female figures, each in sable vest, 

And o’er the knees of one a rosy boy 

Lean’d, as o’erlooking there an open’d book : 
While near the other, infants twain, in size 
Lesser, but freshly beauteous, were at play, 360 
Gathering with glee the flowers that blossom’d round ; 
Watch’d, (as it seem’d) by still-attending eyes. 


Intent, Hianfrid on the females gazed, 
And (doubting scarce) deems that in one he marks 
Noless than England’s Queen: the same, whom erst 
With this same infant flock (much grown since then) 
His charge had led to Anselm’s sheltering halls, 
Sent by the careful King, ere chance of war 
Changed England’s destiny. The other form 
His eager ken too scann’d alike, and took 
For Rayner’s consort, Somerset’s late chief, | 
(His very captive now io Windsor’s towers) 872 
Her, who then join’d the Queen’s attendant train. 
Flutter’d at such discovery, but resolved 
To overhear and mark awhile, ere yet 
He may himself disclose, or on his course 
Determine, the false traitor, unobserved, 
(By thickets hid) each motion keenly eyes, 
And listens converse that itself reveals 
Whom he beholds; while tender dialogue 
Thus with her friend the apparent mother blends. 


‘‘ Fidelia, partner in distress, alas! 
In fate too similar, who mourn’st alike 388 
With me a husband lost,—I, England’s King 
And latest hope bereaved—thyself, a chief, 
Somerset’s pride, good Rayner, vainly wept,— 
How can fond memory cease to muse, what change 
Of fortune has befallen us both, since here 
Amid these very scenes in happier day 
Ourswas the assembled grace of W oodstock’s court!” 


She paused: her kind associate soon replied’ 
Iu accents that a noble dame bespoke. 


‘*Such very thoughts e’en then enrapt me too. 
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Grief feeds on memory of departed joy.” $94 


Soon sadly thus the primal voice pursued. 


‘‘ Alas! what sufferings strange ourselves have 
Searching for our lost consorts long in vain, [known, 
Friendless, without a home, precarious food 
Begging from humble doors, at every step 
Beset with dangers, through our mean disguise 
Dreading discovery still, from foreign foes, 

Or e’en from treachery’s more fatal snares ; 
Upheld by pity chiefly of the poor, 403 
(Oft found our safest friends) when as night closed, 
Some lowly hut has lent us needful rest, 

After lone woods have hid us through the day, 
Whose berries oft have been our only feast, 

Our sole drink, water from some gushing spring ! 
Yet so far have we scaped, and after all, 

Here now we steal, forlorn and destitute, 

Where fickle fortune saw us once a Queen.” 


She paused. Her friend thus answer’d: 
‘‘Some good end 
A gracious Providence has yet in view, 414 
Though to our weaker sense inscrutable. 
Hope, resignation here, is all we can.” 


To whom the mourner gently thus replied. 


‘Model of patience and of piety, 
Thy words I prize. Yet, loved compeer in woe, 
How different now is this contrasted fall 
From those remember’d scenes of purest bliss, 
When here with thee, Fidelia, in our train, 
(Friend, worthiest all my heart, by right thine own, 
Both Mercians, playfellows from infancy) 424 
And thy kind spouse, mirror of loyal truth ; 
With my most dear and honour’d lord, we dwelt 
In comfort and in peace. When seeking oft 
This kingly palace of his ancestors, 
With splendour meet, to which himself was born, 
In still-increasing wonder and delight, 
(E’en passing fondness of my bridal love) 
I mark’d unfolded here from day to day, 
Through all the kindness of a husband’s love, 
Claiming no merit, all the virtues rare 
And rich endowments of his princely mind. 
When from that heart, than which in mortal breast 


ee _ 
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None e’er with brighter honour glow’d, yet warm 
Ever with manly gentleness to me, 

«Designs magnificent I heard explain’d 
For England’s weal, till my own emulous heart 
Caught from his soul a glory not its own. 
For in his company this home appear’d 
Itself like heaven, a paradise on earth.” 


To her the fond companion thus return’d : 


“ Well I believe, and know, ’twas truly such. 
Aad deem, loved Queen, such hours will yet return.” 


But soon the sorrowing matron thus replied : 


‘‘ Never, I fear, Fidelia; and that now 
Their sweet remembrance sole to us remains, 
A lingering shadow of the vision fled. 
How have myself, who thought I knew him best, 
Been in admiring veneration held, 
When I observed my good and peerless spouse, 
With mild and unassuming dignity, 
Which of itself through Nature’s very look 
To every eye spoke him a sovereign, 456 
(For his soul answer’d to his graceful form) 
Preside o’er cares of learn’d and noble men. 
When still delighting in the company 
Of friendly Asser, Plegmund (honour’d name) 
The primal head of Canterbury’s see, 
The travell’d, philosophic Erigen, 
The venerable Adulph, angel-good, 
The generous Osmund, still to learning prone, 
Or naval Octher, wooed from foreign climes, 
Or polish’d Grimbald, pride of graceful France, 
Or chosen bishops from our Mercian seats, 
With these he ponder’d on the kingdom’s state 463 
And many a theme of vast-importing scope. 
Here they revolved a guardian Navy’s birth, 
To make this Britain mistress of the waves; 
Here mused on founding Oxford’s infant seat, 
Prime schools of learning for the general realm, 
To succour fallen religion, science, art, 
And stablish order’d peace by equal laws. 
Here, in his favour’d Woodstock’s still retreats, 
Loved more than Plato’s bowers of Academe, 
(For so they said) hush’d in delicious peace, 
Their mingling studies, as they wander’d on 
Through scenes of rural beauty unexcell’d, 480 
VOL. IV. I 
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Indulged in meditations high that fix’d 481 
The soul on heaven; or for the public ear 

Culling the useful and the good, here vied 

Into our native language to translate 

The precious book of good Boetius, 

‘The consolations of philosophy.” 


She paused, gazed round awhile, then thus resumed. 


‘* How all I see around reminds me still 
Of my loved husband, and those charming hours 
Of fond endearment, when so oft with me, 490 
Link’d arm in arm, he joy’d alone to walk, 
To watch dawn’s early blushes, or calm eve 
Shed beams of gold upon the sleepy flowers. 
When down these sloping banks and opening glades, 
Along Glyme’s valley-river, glassy-green, 
Where yonder arching maples form a grove, 
Or those dark cedars spread their regal shade, 
While rang with notes of birds the dewy air, 
Charm’d, he has stopp’d to gaze, and said to me, 
As if inspired with sudden prophecy, 500 
That these blest scenes, choice of his royal line, 
Which with their native wildness wooed the muse, 
W ould (as he deem’d) in their sequester’d haunts, 
(Made then no less for classic genius dear), 
Cherish some future bard, whose happy skill 
Should here in genial leisure joy to paint 
In lays diversified, now grave, now gay, 
Through charm of link’d yet ever-varying tale, 
This England’s manners, and with moral rich 
Improve his country and adorn her tongue.” 


She said, and gazing, fed the pensive mind 
In soothing reverie; but soon resumed. 512 


“While too upon this very bank we sat, 
Amid the moss’d roots of this branching oak, 
When, as in thoughtful trance, his eye has turn’d 
O’er this green vale, or on that crystal fount, 
Or yon white swans that grace the lucid flood, 
Then toward the summer-bower that crowns its brow, 
Nor least (oh! joy!) fix’d fondly on my face, 
At such a time (it seems e’en present still) 
To my sole ear, Fidelia, he has breathed 
A tender whisper, blent with presage too, 
That here, perhaps, some future female rose, 
Pride of the world, should with succeeding charms, 
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(When from a scene so fair my own were fled) 525 
Second in fame, amid these sheltering bowers, 
Worthy a King, sacred to love and peace, 

Let her own peerless beauty beam, retired, 

And cheer again a monarch’s solitude. 

In these dear precincts, consecrated thus 

To virtue, learning, valour, and to love, 

E’en we might yet be tranquil, (if not blest) 

Did we but truly know the fate of those 

Whose loss we mourn, incertitude for whom 

With dark surmises clouds the brightest hour, 
And from their absence every place makes drear.” 


She paused, and seem’d absorb’d in tender thought. 
To whom then thus her gentle pheer responds: 


“«My honour’d Queen, whom friend I name with 
Soothing indeed it is, although it feed [pride, 
Our settled melancholy, to renew 
Remembrance thus of those we justly love. 

After our wanderings and perils strange, 

E’er since from Anselm’s night-assaulted halls 
We scarce with life escaped, this peaceful spot, 
Deserted (as it seems) e’en by the Dane, 546 
(Since owning now Kenwulph’s deputed sway, 
Who habits not this palace, but neglects) 
Offers of all the spots our feet have pass’d 

A seeming refuge, brief, nor wholly safe. 
While in the woodman’s humble forest-lodge, 
(Your servant once) we find a nightly bed, 
And deem we may upon his faith rely. 

If this we doubt at all, with sudden flight 

We must retire to scenes my caution points.” 


At this, in tone of doubt, the other ask'd: 556 


‘¢ Whither, kind counsellor, could then thy steps 
Hence safely turn, when danger haunts each spot ?” 


Instant the gentle comforter return’d : 


‘¢ Near Avon’s sylvan banks, retreats I know, 
Haunts of my infancy; my sire’s domains, 
Since of my brother, Rohand, Warwick’s earl, 
Ere noble Rayner, Somerset’s graced lord, 
(Often amid our Warwick’s princely towers 
A willing guest) besought my nuptial hand, 
And was the worthy husband of my youth: — 566 
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For whom my heart yet beats with equal love. 567 

Scenes too, oft visited in after-day, 

When to my niece, the fair Felicia there, 

(Rohand’s prized daughter,) courteously besought, 

I o’er her rising grace, childless myself, 

Bestow’d my care, and to my kin aflined 

Strove her departed mother’s place to fill. 

I know too the romantic cliffs and dells 

Near Warwick’s forted site, paternal haunts 

Of youthful Guy, smit with my niece’s charms, 

Who with love’s passion sought her hand too young, 

Disfavour’d by her sire, though he admired 578 

In much the youth’s good qualities, but deem’d 

Such match unsuited to his daughter’s birth, 

Since Guy was not of noble blood, his sire 

No Atheling, or King’s thane, but merchant rich 

Through wealth acquired in Warwick’s traffic-town.” 
So as she said, and to the mind recall’d 

Scenes she best loved, thus interposed her friend : 


‘¢ Deem’st thou, Fidelia, we should there be safe ? 
For dwells not Kenwulph there? How then ofhim?” 


Instant the mild companion thus return’d: 583 


‘“‘ Well too I know full many a hermit-scene 
By Stratford’s tranquil vill, and seats around, — 
O’er which in former day myself have roved 
With Rayner, my loved spouse, what time we both 
Have joy’d to visit there loved Kenwulph’s home, 
His dearest friend and kin, (alas! then known 
Loyal, and good, and kind, esteem’d of all) 

High then in royal Burthred’s confidence, 

Tho’ now from false ambition fall’n, and lost 

In base disloyalty. For Kenwulph then 598 
The Mercian sovereign had from all his train 
Selected as his chiefest minister, 

For merit clear and knowledge credited 

In his own native Mercia’s state-affairs, 

Her interests both in land and merchandize, 

Her wide possessions, fiscal revenues 

Of her fair province, rich and pastoral. 

Nor rested Kenwulph’s grace and favour there. 
For the fair sister of my honour’d spouse, 

Who with good Rayner and myself had come 
(Hearing from me my native Mercia’s praise) 

To visit our famed Warwick’s forted seat 610 
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And Stratford’s peace and Avon's sylvan scenes, 
There to partake our hospitality, 

Her bright charms brought not thither, unadmired, 
But captivated soon in love’s sweet toils 
Burthred’s prime minister; nor scaped herself 

Its dear constraint, but honorably wooed, 

To him deem’d worthy, gave her nuptial hand: 
Herself in Avon’s bowery parks detain’d. 

Oh! hapless man! how has his fatal lapse, 

Since those blest days, his smiling fortune changed ! 
To her, by me so loved, (and sure by him) 

Cause of so many sorrows, and at last 622 
E’en of her death, as of their only child 

The fated loss: her, whom so much I prized, 
Emma, my niece alike by marriage-ties. 

These yet, (I hear) he tenderly deplores. 

And sure I deem, e’en if discover'd there, 

He would not then pursue us, or disturb; 

(Scarce could he have the heart) but would protect.” 


But instant answer’d thus her doubting friend: 
“That much I dread. No—safest hide we here.” 
To her the gentle monitress replied : 632 


‘‘Some of the spots I name (I still must deem) 
Offer repose, tho’ humble. There ourselves, 
At safer distance from war's troubled seat, 
(Such as deforms the last invaded south, 
Which our swift steps have scarce dared visit yet) 
Till of our sever’d consorts we again 
Can learn some tidings, may our sorrows soothe 
In mutual consolation, and the care 
Of some remembering friends, whom [ shall find 
There, not to me unknown, nor all untrue: 642 
Tho’ thence my brother’s household all be fied.” 


To whom the primal mourner thus return’d : 


‘* Oh! friend, long sharer in calamity, 
How are we now weigh’d down by many griefs! 
While my loved Alfred to our side was spared, 
He was our rock, the shield of our defence, 
And mid surrounding peril hope still beam’d, 
But now that he is gone, (we know not how 
Torn from us) vanish’d from our strictest search, 
Alll is lost too. We droop in misery, 632 
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Accumulating, darkening, unretrieved. 653 
Witnesses but of England’s wretchedness, 
Where’er we turn, all overthrown we mark, 

All surety from us reft, distracted days, 

Our wrested homes a desart wilderness, 

Murder, and robbery, and horrid spoil, 

Presenting but alarm in every form, 

Where once reign’d peace and safety: all exposed 
Amid our shipwreck’d fortunes, lone and poor, 

To sharpest stings of bare adversity.” 


The regal matron paused, and sighing deep 663 
Eased thus a heart, sunk in o’erpowering grief. 
But soon, (herself a Mercian lady too) 

Recalling her friend’s counsel, who not then, 
Conscious, its truth could check, discourse pursued. 


‘* In vain o’er Mercia’s borders may we rove, 
And seek for those, friends of our vernal time, 
All fled or slain, or sunk in sorrowing death. 
My noble father (once Gaines’ bounteous lord) 
Gone to his timeless grave! She too, the dear 
And venerable mother of my birth 
Past from this vale of tears to realms of joy, 674 
For her angelic goodness suited best ! 
Most of the Mercian peers, my father’s friends, 
Banish’d, or stolen, we guess not where: yet few 
(Oh! joy to think) willingly bent to join 
The standards rear‘d of foul disloyalty— 
Oxford’s brave earl exiled (friend highly prized) 
And none to fly to now, who o’er our wants 
May spread his guardian care, and in his halls 
Offer a sheltering home, such as might best 
With our past state accord. Then (grief of griefs, 
Dread sum of all !) both our loved husbands reft, 
Protectors given by nature, heaven, and love; 656 
Each now a wife no longer : fearing each 
Her bosom’s partner fall’n in deadly doom !” 


She ceased : for at such thought, awaked alarm 
Tu her pale face was visible, that check’d 
Awhile her words, in whose keen feeling too 
Seem’d to participate her silent friend. 
Till from her royal mistress thus again 
In bursting tones emotion had its way. 


“Oh! ifthey live, what fate, what strange distress 
Environs them, and hides them still from view! 696 
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For sadden’d fancy ever bodes the worst. 697 
It speaks us widows. This long interval 

From exile cannot spring. If on this earth, 

How would they fly to meet us! But alas! 

The ruthless foe has seized them and destroy’d. 
Such absence as no traced discovery brings 

Tells with a voice too plain, death, only death. 
All hope is fled. Our lot on earth is grief, 

Our parted husbands we but live to mourn, 

And shed our ceaseless tears upon their tomb. 
Oh! honour’d shade! upon thy clay-cold corse 
Already hast thou had my last adieu. - 708 
And on thee daily, nightly, while I muse, 

O’er thy unfound but vision’d sepulchre 

My tears must be thy only monument, 

Never for thee too much! Though fall these drops, 
Thy goodness claims them all ; while pines my heart, 
All vacant seems, save when I think of thee. 

O’er thy dear memory tears stream afresh, 

All I have now thy worth to consecrate.” 


So as she said, her weeping countenance 
The mourner hid, and silent for awhile 
From choking sorrow, droop’d in deep despair. 719 


To pity moved at sight of so much woe 
In so beloved a friend, one then, whose breast 
Well knew its part of genial sympathy, 
(Though to tears melted too) Fidelia, soon 
To the lorn Queen approaches, and with words 
Of blandest solace, sought her grief to ease. 


‘¢ Dear, honour’d victim of adversity, 
Oh! virtuous sufferer, hurt by woes so keen, 
Be comforted. Think not all hope is fled, 
All joy from earth departed: though the stroke 729 
Of fate has from the heart of each alike 
Sever’d its dearest part. To thee yet live 
These lovely pledges of thy nuptial love: 
Blessings by heaven design’d, still left as such ; 
Happier in this thyself than I may boast, 
To whom that glory has been still denied. 
Behold in them that solace which we seek, 
Offer’d to both of us, since most my joy 
Is to be as their second mother loved, 
Adopting, nurturing them as if mine own. 
Still in these little prattlers hope survives. 
Yet in some peaceful cot, till changing hours 711 
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Assure their father’s fate, our constant care 742 
We may devote to train their innocence 

In virtues likest his; may thus indeed 

His cherish’d memory turn to noblest use, 
Rearing the scion, though the stem be riven: 
Teaching them, if not rich, yet to be good : 

Nor if heaven’s will demand it, to repine 

The wrested loss of their paternal throne, 
Possession to their sire but source of woe.” 


She said; nor wanted virtuous friendship then 
Its full effect, which into lorn distress 752 
Pour’d the soft balin of comfort, heaven’s own gift, 
As oil on anguish of the throbbing wound. 

For lifting then her face, thus to her friend 
The Queen, as if with soul revived, return’d. 


‘* Oh! thanks, true friend, proved such in sorrow’s 
Shedding thy beams of hope o’er fainting need. [hour, 
The name, the thought, of these poor innocents 
Gives life a value yet, and from this heart 
A mother’s gratitude to heaven must rise, 

That spares her cherub babes, though not their sire. 
Ah! helpless darlings, orphans though ye be, 763 
You live to solace yet this bleeding heart, 

(So as she said, upon her elder boy 

She press’d a fervent kiss, that lingering staid, 

Till tenderness again her voice restrain’d, 
Whileher paled cheeks were wet with streamy tears) 
Your presence breathes of comfort still and peace, 
And to corroding grief presents a cure. 

While on my children’s healthful, rosy cheeks, 
And coral lips, I press a mother’s kiss, 

Or hear their artless laugh and voice of glee, 

Life seems again in this worn frame inspired, 

And this blank world shews yet a trace of joy, 775 
Some transient gleam yet left of former bliss. 

And oh! (forgive me), thy fond friendship too, 
Fidelia, still is left me; treasure, which 

For all thy service and unguerdon’d faith, 

Heaven knows, my heart can never duly prize. 
Grateful, besure, I feel to heaven, to thee, 

Dear comrade; and though our sunk poverty 
Points not a place we now can call our own, 
Where we may rest our heads, yet, won, I hail 
Thy gentle counsel, and my pangs control. 

My load of suffering I will strive to bear.’’ 786 
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So as she said, she from her redden’d eyes 787 
Restrain’d (whate’er she might) the starting drops 
From thence that fell. To whom with soothing voice 
Rayner’s kind consort to the Queen return’d. 


_ Some blest protection, and deliverer yet, 
Some safe asylum (I will still believe) 

Heaven in its mercy to our wants intends. 

But if lorn poverty must still be ours, 
Such as has long pursued our peril’d steps, 
Patience may still its pressure much relieve. 
Composed, and steady in ourselves, and these 797 
Dear sharers of our lot, this careless train, 
(Unconscious yet, what miseries haunt the high) 
We yet may spend our lives in rural peace, 
Not uselessly employ’d, while we remain 
Resign’d to over-ruling Providence ; 
Grateful to earthly benefactors, poor 
And lowly though they be, since these our fate 
Has tried the most, and we have oftest found 
Allegiance true in humble poverty ; 
Cheerful in needed gifts, though small its means. 
Thus we may dwell serene, in low content; 
With that, of any state make happiness, 809 
And to a virtue turn necessity.” 


Sole with expressive tears the Queen replied, 
No less of resignation than regard. 


Observant, nor unconscious, though so young, 
The elder boy, who near the Queen had stood, 
(Branch o’er whose youth ten summers scarce had 
Clung to his mother, and his rosy face [roll’d) 
Uplifting fond toward hers, soon as her words 
Fidelia bush’d,.thus brief his own adjoin’d. 818 


‘‘ Weep not, dear mother: sure my father still 
May live; in all our journeyings never yet 
Could we hear certain tidings of his death, 

Nor what chance had befallen him. Let us then 
Hope him escaped, likeliest from England fled, 
(So once I heard you say) and we may yet 

See him again, when you expect,it least. 

God will be good, (you still have taught me so) 
And I believe it. Oh! then mourn not thus: 
To see you sunk in sorrow breaks my heart.” 


At this the doting mother, quite subdued 829 
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At once by her young offspring’s generous sense, 
Gave way anew to unrestricted tears: 

Drops, that blent feelings now of conscious pride 
With pure maternal love, ineffable. 

These, more than words, sole then her heart reveal’d. 
Nor could Fidelia, the attentive friend, 

(Though not a mother, female tenderness 

Alike o’ercame her too) the drops restrain 

That gush’d from her soft eyes, and with the Queen’s 
Shed tear for tear. In graceful silence thus, 

Each soothed the heart. Nor at such sight observed, 
Did e’en the watchful traitor, where be slunk 841 
Amid the thicket which his fraud conceal’d, 

Feel not some touch of unwont sympathy. 

A chill compunction struck his callous heart, 
While he exampled saw the dignity 

Of suffering virtue, e’en in lowest distress ; 

And his own baseness felt degraded more. 

Yet stay’d not guilty pride e’en then its course. 
He gazes, listens, awed lest e’en a breath, 

Or rustle of slight motion, should betray 

His posture, and that holy stillness break. 851 


But see! such solace from her thoughtful child, 
Whose opening sense herself had sought to train, 
Not now disdaining, the fond mother, charm’d, 
Clasp’d him with rapture of unbounded love, 
Exalted now by added gratitude. 

And when from his young eyes some mingling tears 
She kiss’d away, while still in joyous sport, 
The other twain, each unobservant yet, 
Tripp’d o’er the grass among scarce-bending flowers, 
Which seem’d as if to court their fairy feet, 
Thus the sad matron with a soften’d voice 
Her elder child address’d: 

_ Poor boy! from heaven 
Sure lent to be thy mother’s last support, S65 
Staff of her journey through this world of pain, 
My first, my Edward, son as good as fair, 
I will learn patient piety from thee. 
Be thou my teacher too. Sweet, darling prince, 
Image of Alfred, I will yet esteem 
My long-lost husband’s form revived in thee. 
I will be tranquil: solaced by thyself, 
Thy unaffected tenderness consoles, 
When every hope seem'd blasted. See me calm. 
For thy sake 1 will uncomplaining bear 
Each heap’d calamity, and to the will 876 
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Of Providence henceforth unmurmuring bend. 877 
I may not justly chide its chastening hand, 
Which the heart betters by adversity, 

And makes its trials blessings. Passive grief 
Yet through time’s healing balm may sleep serene. 
While heaven my dearest children deigns to save, 
Near them my heart is reconciled to woe, 

Whose sole employ shall be a mother’s love, 
(E’en as but now the kind Fidelia told) 

O’er them to tend and watch with care untired.” 


So as she said, a seeming fortitude R37 
The Queen assumed, and dried her weeping eyes. 
But soon again remembering still the past, 

And smit by presaged fears of ills to come, 
Her trembling heart, weak by adversity, 
Relapsed: and melted, thus she faltering adds. 


‘*Oh! dearest lad, generous as innocent, 
How little know’st thou yet, what thorny ways 
Must check thy path, and wound thy harmless feet. 
But to my prescient soul sad fancy bodes 
What dangers threaten your devoted heads: 
If found, all victims to the foe, whose rage 893 
Burns to extirpate England’s royal flock : 
No less yourselves, poor infants, than your sire. 
Here outcasts all, what fate awaits us yet 
Alas! I know not,—but alarm will guess. 
Yet oh! may heaven watch o’er ye and preserve, 
And add its blessing, that has ever been, 
And ever will of virtue prove the friend. 
Join with me, boy, in orisons to heaven 
For our—thy father’s—safety: kneel thee down 
Beside me :—lift with mine thy little hands. 
That Power thy innocence will not disdain, 
Nor overlook.—Still let yon younger boy vlO 
With her, thy little sister, whose young voice 
Can yet scarce lisp her prayers, their sports pursue, 
Unconscious.—Thy petitions blend with mine, 
A mother’s humble prayer, that for you asks 
From that high fount of good the guard ye need.” 


At such her bidding knelt the duteous child 
Before her, and in hers uplifts his palms, 
While, o’er him bow’d, ere yet she look’d on heaven, 
The parent soon her trembling prayer preferr’d 
Breathed but in grief. Few words, if but sincere, 
Sent from the heart, are needed to draw down 921 
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Regard of that good Being, who its need 922 
Knows, ere it ask. Such words and attitude, 
Who deems, that favouring angels did not mark ? 


‘© Ob may heaven’s guardian providential hand 
Shield my lost husband, and my helpless babes ! 
Tbem may a mother’s love (if that can aught) 
From every peril ward,—from every ill! 

May these dear objects of affection left, 

Likeliest a widow’s all, reft orphans now, 

With rising virtues all my cares repay, 

And in their happier fortune emulate 932 
Their father’s excellence, but not his woes. 

And oh! my son, my earliest-opening flower, 

Of thy just throne debarr’d, if ever thou 

Shouldst win thy sire’s inheritance again, 

May his high worth thy great example prove, 
While thy bright days escape his hapless doom. 
Be watchful, darling : and to God’s good power 
For its protection oft in secret bend, 

As I too will. Some kind deliverer yet, 
Unlook’d may rise; and in due-yielded time 
Defend us, and for all our wants provide.” 948 


So spake the mother, and while so she said, 
In tremulous tone, check’d not her eyes’ soft fraught. 
Stirr’d too with deep emotion, weeps the boy, 
As still he knelt, nor from the earth arose, 
Held thus in holy awe and reverence, 
Pure, nor least warm, though in a breast so young. 


By this the younger twain had from their play 
Desisting soft-approach’d their mother’s knees, 
When marking tears roll down his brother’s cheeks, 
And of his mother too the countenance wet, 
Congenial drops alike, all-sudden, start 954 
E’en to the eyes of paler Ethelward, 

The lesser boy. She too, the infant fair, 

The little Ethelfleda, whose young sense 

In reason’s mintage yet was immature, 

Seeing the rest give way to token’d grief, 

Weeps, all unconscious why, and sole (it seem’d) 
From natural sympathy, which feeling lived 

E’en in the breast of guileless infancy, 

Though thought imperfect mock’d the lisping tongue. 


Then the fond mother o’er her children lean’d, 
(As to her side they press’d in eager turn) 965 
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Like pictured Charity, and with soft hand 066 
Parting their ringlets o’er their polish’d brows, 
She kiss’d away the drops that stain’d their cheeks; 
Then to her youngest babe, the daughter fair, 
Whisper’d in murmur’d tones : 

| ‘‘Hush! darling pet, 
My virgin rose-bud, wet with sunny tears, 
That with no troubles weep’st for company ; 
Thy little bosom must not yet know grief, 
For thee too soon. Alas! in time thou too 
Wilt own thy share at full. But sorrow now 
Must be an alien to this beauteous cheek, 077 
Nor dim the lustre of my fairest flower. 
Hush! then, thy mother’s joy, and be at peace. 
Quell all thy causeless wail upon this breast.”’ 


She said, and to her throbbing bosom held 
The clinging child, aud oer it gently lean’d ; 
While her own eyes (unseen) shed drops again 
Of placid tenderness, that fell as gems 
Of amorous morning roll o’er waking flowers. 


Observant, kind Fidelia to the Queen 
Stretch’d her fair hand for solace. Nought she said, 
For feeling check’d her voice, alike o’ercome. 
Silently thus each love for love exchanged, 
Which the heart understood, though language fail’d. 
Until at last, summoning patience more 
And calm composure, few brief accents, breathed 
From mild Fidelia to the drooping Queen 
At interrupted interval, inspired 
Hope of deliverance and safety near. 


Such sight again the vain Hianfrid mark’d 
With strange sensation, e’en to reverence. 
He saw exemplified, affection’s power, 998 
Conjugal as maternal: what the claims 
Of infant innocence: what too the stay 
Of generous friendship amid worst distress. 
Contrasted with his conscious treachery, 
Such loyal faith he view’d in secret awe, 
Not void of admiration: and had pride 
To his weak heart allow'd such sense a place, 
Love it had won, and ready sympathy. 
But, momentary, all such feeling fled. 
For when discovery plain had now assured 
Whom he had found, nor left for doubt a place, 
A selfish and intense ambition all 1010 
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His soul usurp’d, that every better sense 1031 
Drew to itself like all-converting fire. 

He on his preconcerted purpose sole 

Ponders again; and with more harden’d guile 
(Imbreathed, most like, by watchful hovering spirits, 
To whom the won apostate late had bow'd 

His tempted heart, lured by mad pride before) 
Sole he revolves what part he now shall act, 

That may this fortune most to lucre turn. 


His course resolved in secret, instant then, 
With bending bow of lowly courtesy, 1021 
Hianfrid from the thicket singly moves, 
Advancing toward the groupe. A start at first 
And exclamation shrill of smit surprise 
Betray’d the timorous females’ waked alarm. 

But glancing o’er his form recall’d by each, 

Him grateful memory has recognized, 

Before he speaks. Wistfully while they gaze, 
The conscious matrons rise, and each, with hand 
Press’d to her bosom with a courteous grace, 
Returns the homage of a chief they knew: 
Remember'd ever since his trusted charge 1032 
Had led their steps to Anselm’s sheltering towers. 


With bated voice, submiss, as if to one, 
A Queen, whom he revered, Hianfrid then 
Addresses these soft words of glozing guile. 


‘¢ Start not my liege and ever-honour’d Queen, 
Most fortunately met, when most unlook’d, 
Seen never since that time which your kind grace 
Will well remember, when great Alfred’s self 
Selected me, your friend and guide, to lead 1041 
From scenes of war to Anselm’s guardian halls. 
Alas! what woes and changes since that hour 
Has hapless England known! What sorrows too 
May not yourself have borne! Accept, my good 
And gracious mistress, in whatever state, 
The aid and solace of an ancient friend.” 


He paused, nor ventured more at first, as yet 
Scarcely assured that of his late revolt 
The Queen not knew: or if not she, at least 
Somerset’s consort, whose own spouse and lord 
Himself retain’d in guard at Windsor’s towers. 
But watchful, and prepared such charge assign’d 
To answer or evade, he waits reply. 1054 
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Soon then the gentle Queen, believing him 1055 
Honest, and still the same as erst she deem’d, 
Unconscious of his change or guilty lapse, 

With confidence returns this mild accost. 


‘‘Oh! meeting strange! Kind chieftain, whom, 
Well I recal, known in the royal camp, _ [be sure, 
Hianfrid, noble Edric’s favour’d ward ; 

To whose past care already much I owe, 

How come ye hither? What intent or chance 
Impels your steps to these sequester’d bowers ? 
What sad events have happen’d, since we last 1065 
Beheld each other! Oh! good chief, at once 
Resolve my waked impatience. Know you aught 
Of my dear husband? In your duty’s course 
What of the vanish’d King can you report? 
Imperfectly, nor save by rumour’s voice, 

Know I of many a fated circumstance, 

Since last we parted; to a train of griefs 

Since then inured. Alas! I only know 

Our country is a ruin’d wilderness. 

You, chief, versed more in all the sunk affairs 
Both of the army and the realm, can ope 1076 
Much my soul pants to learn. Resolve me all. 
Lives yet my royal lord? Oh! speak but that. 

If you can truly vouch it, utter swift 

That sound of joy. But if such hope indulged 
Fate has forbidden, pause, oh! pause! his doom 
Tell not at once, but give me time to breathe. 
Such dread event speak but by slow degrees, 
With gentle sign which I may understand, 

Lest the too sudden shock should break my heart, 
Already weak through deep calamity.” 


So ask’d she innocent. The traitor spies 
Advantage her delusion to extend ; 1088 
And overjoy’d to hear she knows not much 
Of past events, that might his state betray, 
Proceeds: 

‘¢ When broke the general host, dispersed, 
My honour’d sovereign fled alone, disguised, 
As most too did, to scape the keen pursuit 
Of the triumphant foe. Some chiefs, I know, 
Forsook the realm. Some, bow’d with grief and age, 
Expired. Some feign’d submission to the Dane, 
And held of him their tributary lands. 
Of these was Oddune, Devon’s valiant earl, 
Like whom, myself too sought my life to save, 1100 
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With better hope, when Windsor’s castled towers 
Became on Edric’s timeless death mine own. 
Often and long the King’s obscure retreat 

Myself have vainly sought, if aught my aid 
Could to his suffering peril bring relief. 

But him my anxious wanderings ne’er could find, 
Nor know I of him, save that rumour’s voice 
Speaks he yet lives, seen late in Oddune’s fort 
Of ancient Kinwith, when that warrior chief 
Seized the first moment happy chance assign‘d, 
And ’gainst invading Hubba’s insult hurl’d 
Defiance proud, prelude of victory, 1112 
Which laid in wide defeat the robber dead. 

Amid such war, ’tis rumour'd, fought the King, 
Or after with his presence graced those towers. 
Such fame then bids me deem the King alive.” 


So as he said, responding confidence 
Rushes into the bosom of the-Queen. 
Emotion, joy, and hope swell’d then her heart, 
Restraining words, till passion’s eagerness 
Suddenly interrupts, as thus she says. 


‘‘Oh! thither let us hasten instantly. 1122 
Speed with me, generous chieftain, that again 
I may behold and in these arms enfold 
My long-lost lord, adored, to me more dear 
Than life itself; sole prize of heaven on earth. 
If we but go, he will appear, and spring 
To meet us, wheresoe’er he may abide, 
Hearing of my approach. Ob! thanks, best friend, 
For these glad tidings: thousand thanks to heaven, 
Sending thee thus its angel-messenger. 
Thy words make all woe vanish, and I seem 
Waked to new sense, and to a world of joy, 1133 
Where comfort dawns, till all this earth seems now 
Radiant in smiling peace and happiness. 
Rejoice too, darling infants, you again 
Shall see your father: ye shall share with me 
Affection’s kiss, impress’d through tears of joy. 
Dance on, and laugh: and with your mother join 
To thank this saviour for the bliss he brings.” 


So as she said, with transport to her breast 
She clasp’d in turn her children, and on each 
Imprints the while a mother’s pledge of love. 
Then toward Hianfrid frankly she approach’d 
With proffer’d hand, as eager thence tu fly. 1145 
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Touch’d at the sight, the traitor paused: e’en he 
Felt then his resolute and cruel mind 
Stagger’d with doubt: yet secret joy prevails, 
Deeming his prey secured. With subtle art 
To probe whate’er she knows, Hianfrid then 
Frames this response : 

| ‘‘ Alas! my noble Queen, 
You are too swift. Joy, expectation, wing 
Your thoughts away, ere half my tale is heard. 
Proud I remark this burst of ecstasy, 
Which soon we may together realize. 
But know, that when the rumour of defeat 1157 
Reach’d the main Danish host, from out their camp, 
Where on the hills of central Wilts they keep 
In awed subjection all the country round, 
Sudden to Oddune’s fort they rush'd, to aid 
Their friends atneed : at whose approach, ’tis famed, 
Fled the scared English garrison, dispersed : 
’Mong them, the King. Myself in that conflict 
Partook no present part, nor have I met 
Any as yet who in that fight had shared. 
All fled, and with the wondrous magic flag, [knows) 
Prized by the Dane, have scaped ; (none whither 
The spot of their retreat I cannot leara. 1169 
All is as yet but doubt and flying fame. 
Upon such search I rove, my countrymen 
To succour and protect, if so I can, 
And cherish my loved King, wherever found. 
Of him you, likeliest, have some tidings glean’d. 
Tel} me then all you know, that may present 
A clue to this retreat, where’er it be ; 
What cave, or cot, or forest, shelter yields. 
Relate too your own story: what has chanced 
Since last we met; how you have hither come, 
And to what end. If shelter here to seek, 1180 
Perhaps, the King owns too some harbour near. 
Fear not to tell, since much to interest, 
Doubtless, you can disclose; and to afford 
Shelter to both is haply in my power.” 


So ask’d the traitor, hoping thus to win 
Intelligence that may his quest promote. 
To whom the gentle, unsuspicious Queen : 


‘* After your parting, time elapsed not long 
That safe in Anselm’s guardian halls we staid, 
Ere the fierce foe in nightly storm assail’d 
The startled castle. Mid confused assault 1191 
VOL, IV. K 
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Myself, with these my babes, through active aid 
Of this kind lady, noble Rayner’s spouse, 
Escaped with life alone, nor aught, save such 
Attire as we had on. In dread alarm 

We fled, unconscious whither, to avoid 

Impending danger. But alas! each place 

We found beset with peril. All the south 

Was with insulting enemies o’errun. 

Full many a strange adventure was it then 

Our fate to meet, while among shepherd-swains, 
Pilgrims, or cloister’d nuns, at times we hid: 

Oft amid poorest huts in lorn distress 1208 
Begging a nightly rest, while, scared, we fled 
Toward Mercia’s safer borders: province wide, 
Which both myself and my kind friend best knew, 
Of each the birth-place. True, to Kenwulph’s sway 
We knew ’twas subject now: yet e’en his rule 
Made it less harass'd by the prowling Danes, 

And he supiner seem’d, nor all so stern. 

Thither we therefore hasted, daring scarce 

Stay, or enquiry, on our way, so much 

We fear'd discovery; lest ourselves, and these 
Loved infants, heirs of England’s wrested throne, 
Should fall a sacrifice to ruthless foes.” 1215 


This when the traitor heard, he feels the more 
Belief confirm’d, that of his treasonous acts 
Nothing they know. But soon the Queen pursues. 


‘* Nought of my royal consort could I learn, 
Nor met with one, who could of him to me 
Impart true tidings: whence the very dead | 
Vacancy of intelligence at last 
Made me surmise the worst, and silence shew’d 
Alone the oblivious certainty of death. 

Thus wandering on in terror and despair, 1225 
We deem’d, if yet he lived and had escaped, 
Likeliest in Woodstock’s still sequester’d bowers, 
Once his most loved retreat, (dear too to me, 
Since here with him full many a happy hour 

I pass’d, and here my blooming infants rear’d) 
His steps might turn. Hither we therefore sped ; 
And have awhile amid these forest-scenes 

Lived undisturb’d: protected, screen’d, and fed 
By an old servant in his sylvan lodge, 

Whom I in happier day bad known and prized. 
Such the reverse of fortune: they, who shared 

My home, now yield me shelter in return.” —1237 
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The watchful traitor marks her as she speaks, 
With searching eyes, half-dubious of her truth: 
For of her consort and his hid retreat, 

He deems, she more had known, and still conceal’d. 
But loath to wake suspicion, and intent 

The timorous strangers to beguile from guard, 

He adds not pressing question more, yet hopes 

In hour not distant to obtain by care 

The eventful secret. Then with sly deceit 
Pretending tenderness, the infant train, 

Who press around his skirts with curious eye, 
Mild he caresses with a fondling kiss, 1249 
Claiming acquaintance with the bolder boys 

While he admires and pats their smiling cheeks. 


The Queen observes, well-pleased, his gentle act : 
Then fondly gazing on her children speaks. 


‘* Dear little ones! my comfort, as my care,— 
How for their safety still has beat this heart, 
That them heaven’s mercy would defend and save ! 
So in our parting hour my tender spouse 
Assured my fainting soul: and I believed. 
Ob! may kind Providence restore me soon —1259 
That best protector, and my fears dispel !” 


At this the children with endearing grace 
Approach their mother, and their sparkling eyes 
Fixing on hers, ask tidings of their sire. 


She tenderly responds, and tells, good hope 
Assures he lives, late as his country’s shield 
Believed appearing, as he still was wont. 

On that blest hope his kindred yet must live, 
Till his dear presence crown their longing sight. 


To whom the villain, thoughtful then, and prompt 
With his prepared design, seductive adds. —1270 


‘* Doubt not, my gracious Queen, that yet on earth 
Is much protection left. Heaven sure designs 
That character in me. And if not yet, 

Besure, we will not rest, until at last 

Your royal lord, the vanish’d King, be found. 
Meantime, be mine to offer to you all 

A safe retreat. Windsor’s unvanquish’d towers 

I hold as mine, permitted (as I said) 

On terms of feign’d submission to the foe, 1279 
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Till happier season fit resistance claim, 1280 
Where unmolested shelter shall be yours. 

Which to my sovereign too, when found, I there 
Alike will offer, waiting, till meet time 

For England work long-look’d deliverance. 

But more of this, as more unfolds the hour.” 


Such his kind words new confidence inspire. 
To the distress'd he a protector seems, 
Sent as by Providence, to their relief. 
Hypocrisy the noble dames deludes. 
For not alone the Queen, but now lier mild —1290 
And tender friend, Fidelia (ignorant 
Alas! that in the traitor’s power her spouse 
Pined now conceal’d in Windsor’s very towers) 
Blends her assent and grateful willingness, 
Nor fear’d the danger, lurking in deceit. 
The Queen e’en adds her promise, that herself 
Shall be the happy clue to find her spouse, 
And aid the service of so kind a chief. 


Charm’d with such lure, the traitor to himself 
Inly exults, and deems, his hid design 
Worthy the magic sprites, who have assured 1301 
Its end in prophecy. He marks with pride 
The strange peculiar hap, (the work of fate) 
That thus, unconscious, e’en his spouse shall be 
Instrument of the King’s approaching doom, 
The snare of his destruction and his fall. 
Such were his brooding thoughts. Then, ere they go, 
The Queen solicits he with them awhile 
Will visit the poor browser’s forest-lodge, 
(Their present humble home) where they awhile 
Have found endanger’d peace: that in this shed 
They may announce and suit the fix'd depart, 
Nor quit such cell without one kind adieu. —1818 
Then toward the sylvan hut that crowns you brow, 
(So tells the Queen) she leads the stranger-chief. 


"Twas eve, and o’er the woody scene the sun 
Shed his declining beams, that sprent with gold 
The dewy greens which every where around [Glyme, 
Soothed the cheer’d eye, save where meandering 
That wound its waters through the enchanted vale, 
Reflected in its glassy mirror gold 
And every brilliant hue that deck’d the skies. 
Along the sloping banks the groupe winds on, 
Through many a bowery walk and opening glade, 
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The children dancing sportively before. 1325 
Passing beyond the water’s verge, their steps 
Ascend the steeper mount, o’er whose grass‘d turf 
Old oaks, and hawthorn-thickets, spread at times 
Their needful shade, or throngs of native elms, 
Towering o’er this wild scene. Such eminence 

Io proud advance o’erlook’d with majesty 

The far-stretch’d plains below, and landscape rich 
With hills, and woods, and towers, and spiry vales, 
Even till Oxford’s turrets faintly gleam’d 

In the remote horizon.— Here they mark 

A single forest-lodge. A cottage-cell 1336 
Its front presented, among beechen groves 

That waved their feathery branches in the air, 
Below whose arch at times the gliding deer 

Pass’d to and fro, nor of man’s near abode 
Seem’d here afraid, (used to his feeding hand,) 
Albeit in hutches round, chain’d stag-hounds dozed. 
Along this summit o’er a mossy lawn 

Below few hoar and bark-bare oaks, whose trunks 
Majestic threw afar their knotty arms, 

Some rustic seats invited welcome rest. 

To these the noble dames a moment turn’d, 

And breathing in repose survey’d the site, 1348 
Which from the admiring Queen these accents drew. 


‘‘ Yonder, good chieftain, mark the hilly range 
Of Berks’ fair province, honour’d by the birth 
Of my own royal lord, whose heights embrace 
That signal spot mark’d by the argent horse, 
Scene of my consort’s martial victory. 
View, to me ever sweet, since it recals 
Fond memory of him, most worthy love. 
Aud leftward, distant in the gleamy air, 
Behold! where Oxford lifts its rising spires, 
Seat, where my Alfred hoped in happy peace 1359 
(Sire of his people) still to nourish arts, 
Science, and true religion, and dispense 
To merit public honours, where should meet 
With rival zeal the noble and polite 
Of all the land, taught by the wise and good : 
Making his country’s spirit famed no less 
For learning and for manners than for arms. 
Mark too, how (turning) from this site we see, 
Glittering in beams of eve, the gilded vanes 
Of yonder dangerous palace, once my home; 
Which from the chambers of this neighbouring cell, 
Where the kind forest-keeper gave me rest, 137| 
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Or from that turret of his watch, which care 1872 
Has rear’d for notice of the country round, 

I oft have gazed on, pondering upon days 

Of happiness, long from us sadly torn. 

But who shall tell, that yet these honour’d scenes 
Beloved from ancient time by Kings and chiefs, 
Shall not still memorize, and in them bear 
Trophies of English valour, the reward 

Of martial glory to eternal time ?” 


Fidelia with congenial pleasure smiles, 
And, charm’d, assents. But envy in the heart 1382 
Of the vain traitor made his baser soul 
Detract from virtue’s thoughts, and brooded more 
On his own growing hopes and selfish themes. 


But ending now the tender reverie, 
Which the loved scene induced, behold! at hand 
Advancing from his sylvan lodge, appears 
The rustic forester : a servant old, 
Who many a year in Woodstock’s stretching glades 
Had for his office held, to browse the deer. 
He every wild-wood glen and harbour kuew, 
Oft waking Echo with his bended horn. 1398 


Marking the noble dames return’d, whom now 
His roof protects, and with them too arrived 
An unknown stranger, toward the observant groupe 
The faithful hind advances, prompt to lend 
His duteous service at whatever call. 
An axe beneath his arm the woodman bore, 
And o’er his breast a tassell'd bugle hung, 
Ensigns of his employ. Perceiving soon 
The stranger treated as a friend, with bow 
Of untaught homage, the old man invites _ 
Entrance of all within his tree-propp’d cell, 1404 
There to partake the ready evening fare. 
His modest claim the group accept, and straight 
Enter the lone abode. A little hall 
Its rafter’d shed inclosed, around whose sides 
Stags’ horns were ranged, and on its simple hearth 
A fire of wood blazed cheerful, seething there 
The frugal supper-meal, which an old dame 
Sat tending, decent, clean, the woodman’s spouse. 
The guests then, by their venerable host 
Press’d with an artless duty, willing sit 
Around a table in the midst, and share 
The bounty of his sylvan hermitage : 1416 


BOOK XXVII. 135 


Eggs, roots, or milk: perhaps produced at call, 
Dried flesh of treasured game or venison, 

And from the embers warm, a kneaded cake, 
To tempt and cheer the strangers’ appetite : 

For drink, cool water from some crystal spring. 
Refresh’d, the rural party entertains 

New joy and hope. And while the difference 
Of this retreat from scenes of former state 

Each secretly recals, yet novelty 

Throws o’er the spot a blest serenity. 

But to Hianfrid least. He muses still 

On his dark purpose; e’en such genial time 1428 
Marking as opportune, he now renews 

Enquiry keen, what of the King each knows. 
Reiterating question, he adjures 

Disclosure of the secret, promising 

Tnviolable faith and loyalty. 


In vain he asks: for of the expected prey 
Nought now from either he discovers more. 


Thus as they sit, while on his face they gaze 
(Esteem’d as their protector,) he revolves 
Prompt consummation of his deep design. 1438 
He deems his thoughtless victims to persuade 
Him to accompany to Windsor’s towers: 
Proof, if they go, the sovereign lurks not here, 
Or, if they linger, adding thus a plea 
For the lost King to follow surer snares. 
But, chance what may, Hianfrid in his power 
Will hold the Queen and this the royal stock, 
Steps to his rise, whether by sought rewards 
From the glad Dane, or checking obstacles 
In his own path to Wessex’ promised throne. 
Every way fortune seems on him to smile. 1449 


Such thoughts matured, the restless traitor now 
Ventures to ask, that with an apt escort 
Of chosen guard, his servants, all at hand 
(Though momentary left in Woodstock’s vill) 
There waiting but their master’s instant call, 
He shall conduct the Queen, her infant flock, 
And noble friend, to Windsor’s guardian halls. 
Eager, the traitor deprecates delay, 
Aad tells this very night, the broad, full moon 
Will to his ready convoy waft new speed, - 
Evading observation or surprize. 
While sleep or revels occupy the foe, 1461 
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The waning hours shall, ere approach of morn, 1462 
More sweetly charm their intervening course, 
And see them safe attain their journey’s end. 


Timid reluctance for awhile restrains ; 
But soon o’erpowering gratitude impels 
The female bosoms, by his offer moved, 
So kind, so loyal, and so seeming-true. 
Till oft repeated, and the danger told 
E’en of this spot, (known by the questing Danes 
The abode of royalty, and of the King 
Most favour’d, likeliest thus to draw their search) 
They to renew’d entreaty yield assent. 1473 


O’erjoy'd, Hianfrid tells, himself will speed 
Back to the adjacent town, and straight prepare 
Needful equipment, which within an hour 
Shall bring attendance at the palace-gate, 
Whose service his own person shall conduct. 
On this intent, io haste he then retires. 
Exulting hope inflates him, as his steps 
Pass the fix’d spot, the portal of the park. 

Full of the prophecy he deems in act, 

Ere of the palace-front he quits the view, 1483 
Rapturous congratulation thus breaks forth 

To the lone air, heard by none other ear. 


‘“‘Ob! happy chance! my projects prosper now ; 
Fate’s word is in full current to its end. 
Soon safe in Windsor’s towers I shall retain 
England’s predicted Queen : its throne’s young heirs, 
And from that lure shall next attract its King. 
Myself from this discovery shall arise 
Wessex’ great sovereign, e’en as Kenwulph high. 
Nay e’en, (for who shall check the course of time ?) 
More great; not sole his rival, but by all 1404 
Own’'d his superior, since (though yet such thought 
Be scarce mature) advancing favour may 
Through vigilance raise e’en myself to be 
All England’s single King, in Alfred’s seat. 
But still—how that? ifhere the Dane shall reign !— 
What means are left to rid that obstacle? 
That thought seems now too much.—Time not as yet 
Allows to that high hope its perfect shape.— 
But on :—led thus away, I do but check 
My present embassy, which is, before 
All other objects to secure the Queen. 
She is the destined mean, whereon Fate builds 1506 
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The sure foundation of my towering rise, 1507 
Aspiring from this base into the clouds, 
And reaching there ambition’s beamy crown.” 


So saying, on he hasted, to prepare 
The prompt attendance of the promised train. 


Meanwhile already had the full-orb’d moon 
Risen in the east, and o’er the mellow woods 
Replaced with her soft light eve’s brilliant hues 
Now faded in the west, there changed alone 
To dewy grey. A silvery radiance soon, 1516 
Trembling o’er all, o’ertook the deepen’d shades. 


Now from the rural and romantic cell 
The female guests, with blessings, tears, and prayers, 
Prepare to part, and quit for other care 
Their old and faithful servants, late their guard. 
These, hearing such intent, solicit too 
(Old tho’ they be) their mistress so beloved 
Still to accompany, and tell their wish, 
Happy if in her service they may die. 1525 


Pleased with such instance of affection’d faith, 
The thoughtful Queen nathless declines, and bids 
These here remain, perhaps again at need 
To yield a safe asylum to distress. 

For thus she adds : 

‘“ Who knows but e’en the King 
(Since now blest rumour breathes that yet he lives) 
Hither may wander? Then to him, I know, 
You will be kind, remembering best your King, 
Still found the same, gentle and affable. 
I part from hence to seek him, and hope tells, 
Soon toregain: but should such happy view 
Prove first your lot, oh! tell him, where I wait, 1538 
In Windsor’s towers among his native vales. 
On wings of joy he'll fly to me.— Rest sure, 
Your care [ will appreciate; soon with him 
Visit again your cottage, and these scenes, 
Dear to us all, and both with love reward. 
But oh! your goodness I can ne’er repay. [meet ! 
Farewell, kind friends; heaven shield you till we 
Add your best wishes too, and to these babes 
Pledge, ere we part, your kiss of honest faith. 
No subjects ever will they meet more true.” 


At such the parting language of the Queen, 1549 
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While a tear trickled down each aged cheek, 1550 
Responsive to the gentle speaker’s call, 

The faithful pair found in that tender sign 

A sweet reward that soothed each loyal heart. 
Nor part they here, or quit their mistress’ side, 
But with her, soon equipp’d, (for little here 

Own’d she of wealth or treasured moveables) 
Down the slope bank they wind, and turfy knolls 
Of the green vale, along the bowery aisles, 

Where mingling trees o’ercanopy the claws 

Of rooted oaks, spread o’er the grassy marge 

Of the bright stream below, that shines afar 1561 
With waters tipp’d in a long line of light : 
Disclosing there white swans amid their nest 
Sleeping, head under wing, while underfoot 

In dewy dells the glow-worm’s opal gem 

Beams over emerald moss. Through feathery fern 
In graceful sweeps by the stream’s pebbly brink, 
Charm’d from regret, they bend, until their feet 
Regain the gardens of the regal halls, 

Beside whose weed-entangled flowers they pass, 
Not vacant of a sigh. But come in sight 

Of the near palace, ere its bounds they quit, 

The pensive Queen breathes to her friend a wish 
To visit for a moment (since perhaps 1574 
Ne’er seen again, or soon by foes profaned) 

The rooms she knew so well; yet one in chief, 
That held the image of her absent lord. 

To this, amid her bridal chamber hung, 

The very chamber where these babes had birth, 
Her tenderness would bid a last adieu. 


Accordant then, Fidelia, and herself, 
(The children near the aged couple staid) 
Like spirits gliding through the moonlight air, 
Enter the ope, deserted palace-gate. 1584 
The birds had hush’d their madrigals, but sole 
From covert of two lofty sycamores 
The yellow owlet, startled as they pass, 
Flew with portentous hoot, which added awe 
To the dim desolation view’d around. 
The spacious hall they visit, where through panes 
Of various-tinctured hue the struggling moon 
Shew’d armour hung around, and rusted shields, 
And statues fallen along the cold, dank floor, 
Marking the vestige of infuriate foes. 
But all was silence now, and lonely gloom. 
Then toward the seats and carved stalls the Queen 


BOOK XXVIII. 139 


Points to her friend, recalling here the spot 1597 
Where oft the King gave audience, (as of yore 
The royal Ethelred) and synods held, 

While knighthood paid its homage at his feet. — 


«© Mark’st thou the very seats, Fidelia, too 
Where erst ourselves have sat? How all is now 
Forsaken, hush’d, with spider-toils o’erhung, 
Where once the brave, illustrious, and the fair 
Mingled in high assemblage, and with voice 
Of melody and dance in courtly state 
Display’d the grace and glory of our land! —1607 
When from thy Warwick’s neighbour-tracts thyself 
Here oft hast been my guest, and we renew’d, 

As women, fondness of those youthful days 
Ere yet thou saw’st me here a happy bride. 
With pride, Fidelia, I recal these scenes, 
Reflecting I was once a Queen indeed. 
How all reminds me of my royal lord, 
And hours of happiness here pass'd with him ! 
But come: one sweeter moment more!”’ 

As thus 
She said, her loved companion’s hand she took, 
And toward an inner chamber led: the same, 1619 
Which first had witness’d her young bridal love, 
Where yet the image of her long-lost lord 
Beam’d on the vacuous walls, not all defaced. 


‘‘Seest thou that picture, dearest friend? (the 
Then softly said) Oh! but regard that smile! [Queen 
Tell me, Fidelia, (thou too art a wife) 

Does it not utter love, and breathe of heaven? 
Such sure it beams, and to my soul brings back 
The dear original, when here he sat, 

And with me talk’d, or with our children play’d, 
And smoothed the ringlets of their shining hair. 
Dear image, graven on this heart, thy sight, 1631 
Disclosed once more in this remember’d spot, 
Scene of my husband’s love, my children’s birth, 
Home’s sanctuary, my own retreat of peace, 
Where oft their cherub-beauty I have nursed, 
Seems almost Fortune’s robbery to restore. 

So vivid memory all the past presents. 

Oh! hours too fleet! bliss, for this earth too pure ! 
Yet in remembrance oh! for ever seal’d ! 

Strong still to bind a wife's, a mother’s, heart, 
Your deep impress fallen fortune cannot rend.” 1641 
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So as she spoke, she paused, for tenderness 1642 
Her voice restrain’d, and in her robe awhile 
She veil’d her moon-lit face: whence wiped away 
Some starting drops, faltering she thus pursued. 


‘‘ Here seems my husband’s company revived, 
And that blest era, when although a King 
Breathed to me wishes for his people’s weal, 
When all the purpose of his soul I knew, 

That every subject under his own roof 

Should share blest quiet by his home’s fire-side, 
(The patriot wish which warm’d my bosom too) 
Yet was the Queen (Fidelia will not blame) 

Sunk in the woman oft, and in my spouse 1654 
My heart prized most the lover and the friend, 

To me more dear than statesman, hero, bard. 

Yet sure all these, if but hope new-inspired 

True tidings bear, we go to meet again. 

Such trust in Providence I learn from thee. 

Thee I address, Fidelia, not unused 

Thyself to feelings such as mine, and bow 
Gratefully to thy tender friendship, shewn 

Alike in adverse as in prosperous hour. 

Soon past adversity will not prove vain, 1664 
Nor absence of lamented widowhood, 

When heaven has blest our happy pilgrimage. 
Hope thy own consort too alike regain’d : 

For in that search love shall support us both.” 


Fidelia tenderly thus brief replied. 


‘©Ah! me! of the good Rayner nought we hear, 
Which might inspire some better hope, nor tells 
Fame that he too survives. Alone to me 
Meek resignation must remain, as wont, 1673 
Since all our tears will not bring back the dead.” 


The Queen returns : ‘‘ Feed then on hope with me.” 
So as she spoke, seizing again the hand 
Of her loved friend, she from the palace led, 
Where all was desolate, for dwelt not here 
One servant now to tend its former Queen. 


Thus as they pass’d, beside the portal-gate 
Of Woodstock’s ivied pale, whose closure bounds 
Its ample park, they list the sounding rush 
Of litter’d wheels and neigh of prancing steeds. 
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Then clasping to her side her elder boy, ' 1684 
Him the Queen tells, such signal bears them soon 
To meet his sire. Instant the boy responds: 


‘* My gracious mother, rest assured, he lives: 
To find him I will every danger brave.” 


Then bending o’er him, swiftly as they walk’d, 
Thus said in few the Queen: 
‘* Poor boy, sweet prince, 
Thou heir’st, I see, thy father’s bravery. 
Allis bright hope. Speed every step to join 1693 
Our good protector, who now yonder waits.” 


Then to the lingering foresters once more 
They bid a last adieu, and press their hands, 
Who part with tears: yet ere these go, to each 
The Queen presents some token of regard, 
A ring, or signal from the person ta’en, 
To be preserved, and noticed for her sake: 
Gift, which her grateful words made e’en more dear. 


Thus hasting on, already come they find 
Hianfrid with his train in set array. 1703 
The guileless victims, blessing in their hearts 
Their new protector, praise his active zeal, 

And full of trust, to him their fortunes now 
Commit, from perils imminent to shield 

In safe asylum promised by his love. 

Ah! little knew they what black treachery 
Within his bosom lurk’d: but he his fraud 

And deep intent o’erhides in friendly shew. 

The children he caresses with a kiss, 

(A Judas-kiss) while them his own hand lifts 
Amid the ready equipage; yet these 

He eyes, as crouching tiger marks his prey, 1715 
Doom’d as ambition’s guilty sacrifice. 

Then with obeisant homage and respect, 
Accordant to their rank, the traitor sly 
Conducts the Queen and her attending friend. 
Straight on the destined journey his glad voice 
Impels the prize secured, who pleased advance, 
As lambs to slaughter trip with joyous play. 


Lit by the moon’s gold lamp, their travel’s course 
Flies swiftly on, till soon their speed has reach’d 
Oxford’s high street, where as they pass the hall 
Late founded by the King, his watchful spouse 1726 


it 


142 KING ALFRED. 


Checks for a moment on request their fleet 1727 
And eager journey. She the well-known front 
Lingering admires, since former hours (she tells) 
Its sight recals, when from his Woodstock-bowers 
The King has led her hither, pleased, while bent 
Here to attend assembled learned men, 

And mingle in their studies with delight 

Of rich instruction, minded too to give - 

To Oxford’s infant fame and rising state 

His favouring presence and encouragement. 
Which charming memory gratified, again 

With added speed, the journey is renew’d. 1733 


Seated beside Hianfrid, while they skirt 
The hilly tracts that gleam upon the eye 
Amid the moonlight air, and swift advance [way 
Thro’ vills that cheer Thames’ neighbour-stream, on 
Toward Henley’s valley-pass, the Queen her gaze 
Oft fondly throws upon that ridge remote, 
Glimmering in distance on her right. She knows, 
Those hills o’erlook her husband’s native vales, 
And homes his valour with his blood had saved. 


Thus on they speed, until by Henley’s vill 1748 
They cross the widen’d Thames’ now copious flood. 
Thence over chalky hills their haste pursues 
Maidenhead’s thicket glades and forest bowers, 
Till turning soon along Thames’ southern bank, 
Their devious track they bend beside the cots 
Of peaceful Bray, and by the river’s verge 
Glide scarce fatigued, for now upon the eye 
Peer, glittering to the moon, the forted towers, 
Majestic rear’d on Windsor’s stately heights. 

A standard, floating o’er their battlements, 
Proclaim’d their sovereign rule, to which with pride 
Hianfrid points, that marks this site his own: 1760 
While bursts his instant rapture into words : 


‘‘ Mark! on yon terraced hill, where o’er the trees 
Rise the proud towers, beneath whose bastions gleam 
Yon golden tapers in a line of light, 

Brightening the residence, by fortune mine. 

There shall we now find welcome, for those lights 
Shew sleepless expectation still on watch. 

How with huge shadows o’er the deeps below 
Frown the vast turrets, though on side to us 
Tllumined by the moon with silvery rays, 

Which every frieze and buttress point to sight! 1771 
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Here you will rest secure, and be at peace.” 1772 


Ascended which proud hill, the admiring view 
In sudden pause surveys, reveal’d from thence 
Through the mild lustre that adorn’d the night, 

In undulating range the vast expanse 

Of hill and valley, champain, wood, and wave, 
That charm’d, while it surprised, the lingering eye. 
Below, a sylvan scene and verd’rous lawns 

Were next, white-spotted with reposing flocks, 

Or dim-discern’d in hollows, sleeping deer. 

The admiring strangers gaze, and greet again 1782 
Their benefactor, who such home provides. 


So they approach, and leftward turning, pass 
A lofty portal, arch’d in antique mode; 
Which at their master’s voice stern janitors 
With clamour ope. The sever’d gates disclose 
An inner court; at hand a room of guard, 
Where soldier-sentinels still watch the night, 
Who, at their lord’s late coming, scarce alarm'd 
Seem, or disturb'd, but more as ’twere his wont. 


Enquiry none they make, what strangers thus 
He with him brings, but hence in silent awe 
All at his bidding quietly pass on. 1794 
Urra, in all obedient, ruled to-night. 


Fronting the court-yard opposite, they mark 
With spiry pinnacles a chapel-fane, 
And on the other hand, in spreading range, 
Rooms for the castle’s nightly servitors. 


Mounting past these, their steps with toil approach 
A lofty-circling tower, the castle’s keep, 
Rear’d on a huge and mounded hill, whereon 
Wither’d some stunted trees, by a deep fosse 1803 
Protected from approach. Beside whose verge 
Thence leftward thrown along a turning road, 
The strangers wind, and as the females eye 
The rugged tower, extoll’d in moonlight air, 
They stop, as if in sudden wonder held. 
For hark! though now had fled the waning hours 
Far past midnight, and sleep might be to all 
Welcome, save to the needful sentinel, 
From some lone tower, or grated cell unseen, 
A lute its soft tones trills upon the night, 
And soon a female voice, heard indistinct, 1814 
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(If not some angel floating o’er the sky) 1815 
Blends sweet accord, in accents faint, that seem’d, 
Caught by the listening ear, in part to plain 

With low lament o'er human treachery. 

Amaze the strangers rapt. But he, their guide, [sound) 
(Who knew the voice, and whence too came the 
While some confusion mark’d his air, their steps 
Hence urges on. He tells, though now such strain, 
Heard unexpected in the deep of night, 

May seem like magic to their unused ear, 

Tis but some late domestic, or perchance, 

Some visitor to Windsor’s courtly scenes, 1826 
Who thus attunes her nightly orisons, 

Or with soft ditty, gazing on the moon, 

Joys to beguile the night of due repose. 


Surprized and curious, while the strangers hear 
Told such response, none dreams of harm or wrong. 
Soothed they pass onward, till their steps arrive 
Another arching gate, before whose height 
A bridge, swung forward on huge chains, cross’d o’er 
The moated fosse, forbidding else approach. 

This pass’d, its owner breathes some signal word, 
When instant, the portcullis upward drawn 1837 
Opes to the admiring gaze the interior court, 

A vast quadrangle, in whose centre gleam’d 

A statue, deck’d with martial trophies o’er. 
Structures, of antique form, with mullion’d towers 
At every coigne, and gateways in the midst, 
Arose, in proud extent; while on the right 

The round fort’s compass closed one spacious side. 
Cloisters this entrance fronted, but each part 
(Save such huge tower) the dwelling seem'd to form 
For Windsor’s princely master, and beseem’d 
Itself the stablishment of regal state. 1848 


The strangers enter now mid gorgeous halls, 
Below whose lofty windows, on the verge 
Rear’'d of steep cliffs, a flanking terrace ran 
Of towering height, that with vast scope o’erlook’d 
A subject realm of country, through whose tracts 
Majestic Thames in silvery splendour flow'd. 
A train of servitors with pomp attend, 
Whom their new lord, announcing to them all 
These his guests’ rank and quality, commands 
To tend with honour suiting England’s Queen. 


The spread refreshments of a ready feast 1859 


ee — 
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The o’erwatch’d Queen declines, now minded more 
To heal in rest the claim of far-spent night. 
Observant, soon at call fair pages lead 

Through galleries, with arching columns coped, 
To high apartments, glittering o’er with gold 

And costly beds. Here shut, ere she retire 

With her young babes to rest, the virtuous Queen, 
Blessing their benefactor (while beside 

The couch with her the obedient children kneel) 
Prefers for him her prayers, with fervent thanks 
For this kind shelter yielded; but, past all, 

For the blest tidings of her husband’s life: — 1871 
And much she asks heaven’s own protecting care 
Of him, herself, and these her infant flock; 

That soon to these it may restore their sire. 


Then, maugre strangeness of this novel change, 
Remembrance of her late discovery, 
And for this new home overpowering joy, 
Sinks the faint Queen, with her more wearied flock, 
To sleep profound. Her quiet conscience, soon 
Composed to rest, was lull’d with soothing dreams 
Of calm serenity and happiness. 
Nor did not angels then, pleased with the scene, 
But prescient of distresses yet to come, 1883 
Hover above her couch, and watchful strive 
(Such is their office) to console the good, 
Soothing affliction with the peace of heaven. 
Its eye, still open, patient innocence 
Abandons never, in worst danger’s hour. 


But not the treacherous Hianfrid sleep 
In its soft bonds detains. Though weary, he 
In silence sits mid the high western tower, 
Whence from his latticed window he o’erlook’d 
The terraced platform, till its glimmering length 
Was lost in darkness of vast shades that fell 
From lofty bastions on the opposing east. 1895 
O’er those east battlements as yet the moon 
Scarce hung, but seem’d behind them to prepare 
Her fall, and shot black shadows far along. 
Such site he chose that in a moment thence 
His voice might summon still-attending guards, 
And sentinels who paced on watch beneath. 
But forward from such circling aperture 
His gaze survey’d his wide domains below, 
(Once buried Edric’s right), through fraud his own 
And deep unkindness. Him ambition held — 1905 
VOL. IV. L 
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Wakeful and restless through the night, intent 1906 
On labouring thoughts that meditated now 

Each consequence of his new prize attain’d, 
Secure within these walls: hereafter how 

Such to dispose, most to promote his rise, 

And most the occasion to advantage turn. 

On this sole broods contracted selfishness. 

Cool and malign, while on this chanced event 

He ponders, still the nearer glitters hope, 

Pride swells, and stifling, he subdues remorse : 
While to himself his course he justifies, 

With prospect of some future public good, —_—1917 
And deems due honour (erst withheld) attain’d. 
In the Queen’s capture, with her infant flock, 

He notes the recent prophecy of Fate, 

E’en all as in the cave has been foretold, 

In progress of fulfilment opening clear. 

Whence Odin’s strange religion (proved so true) 
He more admits, and curiosity 

Yet more impetuous smothers in his breast. 
Already his first step to sovereignty 

He deems achieved, and in this prey a clue 

And certain lure to snare the lurking King. 
Whence, artful, in his unrelenting breast 1929 
He fixes deep resolve, the Queen awhile 
Here to detain at seeming liberty, 

Attended with feign’d shew of deep respect 

But guarded still, a real prisoner. 

He hopes that her possession, bruited round, 

May from his hid retreat attract her spouse, 

In which fond aim herself must still be buoy’d. 

If this not soon evene, himself ere long 

(After some personal quest through likeliest scenes) 
Will seek the Danish camp; to Guthrun's ear 
Announce discovery of his destined bride, 

His pleasure learn, obey it, and thus claim _—1941 
Fulfilment of the promised meed at hand: 

No less (in Alfred’s substituted room) 

Than Wessex’ realm invested, which his soul 
Now burns to sway with title of its King. 

He deems, the sovereign Dane, elate, will bid 
His purposed bride straight to the camp be brought; 
Nor shall obedience falter. But nathless, 

The traitor in his power resolves to hold 

The princes of blood-royal, (e’en though these 

Be from their mother sever’d) and assign 

Such their detention, as the best decoy 

For their fond father, wheresoe’er he bide. 1958 
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Through these too, held his prize, his wily scheme 
Forecasts in coming time advancement more, 
Possessing at his will the mean to crush 

All future obstacle to England’s throne. 

Whom in a moment thus his single word 

From sight can banish, or at need, destroy. 
Sleepless, through dead of night, the traitor vain, 
Settling his horrid resolution, glows 

His captive unoffending victims thus 

To make his proud ambition’s instruments. 1963 


Then e’en at this waste hour, (since now no time 
The haught aspirer sees must he delay’d, 
And how much it imports his purposes 
To make appearance all conform) his care 
Determines to awake, and to his side 
Summon the servants whom he trusts the most: 
From his own voice in midnight conference 
To hear instructions, suited to the time. 
(Ah! what a need of cautious vigilance 
Haunts fraud and guilt, while simple truth disguise 
Needs none, no pain, nor dread, where all is prompt 
Quiet and clear, disdaining subtlety !) 
Rodolph, the guard and warder of his home, 1976 
With Urra, favour’d ’mong his numerous train, 
He calls thus late to present interview. 
To these he opes what glorious consequents 
Await at hand the new-discover’d prize, 
Step first predicted to a promised throne, 
Assured his own, meed of his active search, 
Whose wealth and honours won themselves shall 
How mainly it concerns success in this, _[share: 
That by no chance the captives should discern 
His, or their own condition, but bestow 
Confidence such as now, sans bound, and free. 


‘* Such to the King’s detection best will tend. 
With this aim, always as at liberty, 1989 
Not by themselves or others deem’d confined, 
Though ever in our guard and secret watch, 
Treated with homage which a Queen beseems, 
We must amuse them, in reality 
Our prisoners, not our guests: by us retain’d 
In this delusion, that we so may make 
Their gratitude and won credulity 
Our profit and informant: sole the spy 
To reach through them the prize which yet remains. 
Whence, above all things, must be borne in mind 
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To keep the Queen and strangers new-arrived 2000 
Separate from the former prisoners 

And still by them unseen, lest meeting, these 
Disclose at once their state, and all be lost.” 


Alarm to the sly traitor now forebodes 
Lest the new female captive, Rayner’s spouse, 
Should of her husband aught in these precincts 
Discover, (erst imprison’d in these towers) 
Or here by any accident should see 
Somerset’s noble earl, of spirit bold, 
Who instantly to her would all betray 2010 
And mar each fix’d design, ere it be ripe. 
Like ruin too his artful foresight notes, 
If e’en the humble cottagers, first found, 
Still captive in these towers, whose cell (he deems) 
Erst hid the King, should the new prisoners meet : 
Whence care lest these encounter, he enjoins. 
Such caution claims this sudden conference. 


‘¢ With such concealment kept, and vigilance, 
Who from these sources, all or some, (he adds) 
Can doubt the quick discovery of the King? 

Or, with meet search, of all his lurking train? 2021 
This is the sum of hope. Then shall such friends 
As faithful share the toil, reap rich reward.” 


He said, then worn with watchfulnessand thought, 
Turn’d toward his lonely couch, to court awhile 
Reluctant rest. The servitors retire; 

But in an inner hall’s obscure recess, 

Ere to their startled pallets they return, 

These, each to other, of their lord’s behest 

Ope their own secret thoughts. While Rodolph 
With timorous whisper into Urra’s ear [breathes 
Comment, not with dislike unmix’d, on this 2032 
Their master’s cruelty, which seeks to part 
Husband from wife, and with it blends the while 
Deceit so subtle, and so deep a fraud, 

With snares abusing hospitality. 


‘‘ But to what means will not ambition stoop ? 
How on his fearful pillow can he sleep? 
Yet these be thoughts, scarce daring hush of night.” 


Thus murmur’d they, and each in haste withdrew. 


Yet vainly, on his bed of down, their lord 2041 
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Now woos repose, though faint with toil and care. 
Disturb’d, by no sound slumber visited, 

But stung with consciousness of loaded guilt 
Whose presence rack’d him with remorse of hell, 
His haggard doze is broke by ghastly dreams 
And wild affright. Oft tossing to and fro, 

With wakeful start, he is oppress‘d by thoughts, 
Least welcome to his soul. For though he strives 
To chase reflection, still it inly points 

To buried Edric’s sad and timeless death, 

The foster-parent (once to him so kind) 

Whose hoary age his base ingratitude 2058 
Had bow’d in sorrow to an unwept grave. 

On the dead Harold too he broods, the friend ~ 
Forsaken at the hour of need, till proof 

On proof rebounds of treachery and crime: 

While fraud would vainly seek to elevate 

A native coward to unjust renown. 

So to his heart the unerring pillow breathes. 


Assail’d with meditations such as these, 
Oft his ope eyes aghast he wildly throws 
O’er the drear sky. Morn broke not yet. He mark’d 
The moon had down the eastern battlements 2064 
Half-sunk her orb, and thence on his lorn couch 
Shed ominous light, as if in dimm’d eclipse, 
While gleam’d in front, more near, a single star, 
That, twinkling, seem’d to tremble, as it gazed. 
Awe shook his frame. Amid the jealous gloom, 
Half-wake, uncertain whether now he dream, 
Or if perception own the vision true, 
Aroused, he starts. Lo! breathless while he gazed, 
Before his sight an apparition stands, 
The form of one remember’d most, but now 
By him least wish’d to be recall’d: of all 
Iospiring memory of deepest pang. 2076 
Gleaming thro’shades that o’er the ramparts stretch ‘d, 
A figure, in the moonlight’s shrinkiog glimpse 
Caught indistinctly, at the casement seem’d 
Steadfastly to look in. A face it show’d 
Which through the wild obscurity around 
The appall’d observer deem’d he knew. _ For yet 
Its silvery-flowing locks and hoary beard 
Challenged deep veneration, and reveal’d 
The countenance whose nod, as rightful lord, 
Sway’d once these palace-towers. Distinguish’d 
With dread ineffable, its piercing look [thus 
And rueful visage seem’d as to upbraid 2088 
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Their new possessor and his cruel acts, 2089 
Which these abodes of ancient loyalty 

Profaned with present treason and revolt. 

Thus the drear vision smote the traitor’s heart, 
While silence to its presence added fear. 

Enwrapt from full aspect the phantom staid, 

In mantle, like a funeral winding-shroud, 

Which yet the sheeted spectre’s imaged shape 
Not all conceal’d, for its extended hand 

The glare of steely armour show’d beneath, 

Such as in life departed Edrie bore. 2099 


Convinced then more of sure reality, 
Shrieking, Hianfrid springs from off his bed, 
All pale with terror, and while scarce his limbs, 
Nerveless, and cold with oozing drops, permit 
His quivering hand to touch the scaring bell, 
Just at that moment from the platform’s verge 
Thunders on the dead vacancy of night 
The rapid roll of an alarming drum, 

That calls the castle’s inmates from their beds, 
As at some sudden danger, just discern’d. 

Lo! as if startled then from its design, 

(Whate’er that were) e’en at such instant sound 2111 
The spectral shape has vanish’d, and the spot 
Where late it stood, presents but vacuous air. 


To their lord’s chamber rush the astounded guard, 
But chief, the favour’d Rodolph, to whose ear 
(Soon as his mien he could in aught compose) 
Hianfrid opes in brief his own amaze 
And wild affright: deem’d after but the effect 
Of o’erwrought labour and unceasing watch. 

Yet from the attentive warder when his lord 
Enquires the purport of that signal drum, 

Whose unwont roar has hurried (as he sees) 2122 
The garrison confused in like alarm, 

At this, though not before reluctant pause, 

(As conscious of strange import unsurmised) 
Rodolph, besought again, the shuddering ear 

Of Windsor’s lord enchains in wonder new, 

When he (his terror owning while he tells) 
Unfolds that thrice ere this, such scaring drum, 
Beat by thecentinels at dead of night 

While on the terrace they have held their watch, 
Has, ere this very moon has swell’d her orb, 
(Their lord then absent) roused from timorous sleep 
The castle’s habitants, and still its cause 2134 


BOOK XXVIII. 151 


Has proved the same: whence all, how loath soe’er 
To harass with the tale their master’s ear, 
Deem that these precincts Edric’s spirit haunts. 


First, but a few nights past, at stillest hour 
When e’en as now, the dim-declining moon, 
Had half-below yon eastern turret fall'n, 
Through deepen’d shadows o’er the terrace cast, 
Mark’d there by sentries, pacing on their watch, 
A spectre strode in solemn majesty, 
With martial step, as of authority. 
Observed in awe, the phantom, as endued 2145 
With wont remembrance of the place, approach’d 
The western tower, and by its casement, there 
Station’d, look’d in, as if with anxious gaze 
To eye who slumber’d on its princely couch. 
Sunk in amaze and terror, nor assured 
At first, if mortal were that vision’s source, 
The sentinels obeying duty’s claim, 
Struck the loud drum, in token of alarm; 
Whose dreadful note, roll’d o’er the waste of night, 
Roused every startled inmate from his rest. 
But at that sound the apparition fled, 2156 
Known then, as such indeed, for straight its shape 
Floated from off the precipice, unhurt, 
And faded, in the sentries’ sight, to air. 


Scarce the dazed hearers would at first concede 
Due credence to the according sentinels, 
But dubious, angry, their surmise rebuked. 
Yet lo! the following night, while other guards 
Watch’d near the area of the greater court, 
Beside its statued ancestor, again 
The self-same spectre stalk’d; awhile it stopp’d, 
And upward on the martial image gazed 
As if with look of love and filial pride. 2168 
But ere the sentinels, dissolved in dread, 
Toward it began (if so they dared) advance, 
Forward it march’d again; nor check’d its way 
The fosse, or mound impregnable. It scaled 
With more than human step the circling tower.— 
Awhile incumbent sole on baseless air 
By the mid window of the lofty wall 
It stationary hung, and pried within 
The chamber’s grated lattice, whose shut space 
Confined the captive cottagers, there hid. 
After which act, the spectre floated on 
Toward that apartment in such very tower = 2180 
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Where lodges Somerset's imprison’d earl, 2181 
W hose inmate sad the spirit seem’d to mark. 
While such the phantom’s motions and advance 
The fainting guards survey d, all thrill’d with awe, 
Some swung one sole toll from the castle-bell, 

W hose deep tongue, pealing through the tremulousair, 
Roll’d sign of peril to the country round; 

At whose first sound, the troubled ghost has fled, 
Starting, as if its jealous dignity 

Shrunk from the broad publicity of gaze. 

Third time and last this terror has appear’d _— 2191 
Till the dread present, the same wondrous shape 
At like dead hour of night, in the inner court, 
Where the old sacred chapel fronts the home 

Of the knight-servitors and room of guard, 

Burst on the sight, when gazing round with sign 
Of wistful caution, toward that antique fane 

It glided slow, till near the spot where sleep 

The honour’d ancestors of Windsor’s lords, 

Upon their tombs it fix'd its thoughtful look, 
Intent, as longing too with them to rest. 

Where colour’d panes admit a holy light, 

Poised as in air it hung, upraised from earth. 
Such sight the wakeful guards alike enrapt 2204 
In speechless awe and wonder, till alarm 

Bade mingling trumpets clang, to which again 
The clamorous drum awoke its wild response. 
Thus thrice disturb’d, the castle’s garrison 

Now listen with unspeakable amaze 

The strange relation. Though at first the tale 

The hearers deem but fiction and surmise, 

Effect of fear, which by its influence 

Imagination wrought into belief, 

Yet after, of a being seen thus oft, 

Each circumstance concurrent, both in time, 
Place, figure, act, from each particular 2216 
Doubt faded, and to fear alone gave place. 

The vision all esteem a verity, 

And that good Edric’s spirit is return’d 

From scenes of dark infinity to earth, 

But on what purpose bent, none yet divine. 
Whether his timeless-parted ghost still joys 

To visit scenes beloved io earthly life, 

(If earthly objects to the sever’d spirit 

Can still be dear) or whether its unrest 

It grieve, that yet its corse lies un-inhumed 

In honour with its sacred ancestors. 

Yet sure for Edric’s shade the form is known, 2228 
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Since on its noted shape has been discern’d 2229 
By those, who at Hianfrid’s hest o’erlook’d 

For certainty bis hurried funeral, 

The very armour he was wont to bear, 

Enclasped in which his profaned corse was thrown 
Into a secret and dishonour’d grave. 

But these the appalling story had agreed 

To hide, nor with it grieve their master’s heart, 

Or wound his ear, till this renew’d alarm 

Has the strange mystery’s utterance thus compell’d. 


Hearing this wild announcement, wonder more 
Usurps Hianfrid’s soul. A palsied fear 2240 
Quivers in all his limbs, till every eye 
Even of his menials in that haggard mien 
Mark’d his confusion and his deep distress. 


Dismiss’d, these now retire. Yet as they go, . 
To Urra’s ear the observing Rodolph breathes 
His note on such condition of their lord, 

And tells, himself like conscience would not own 
For all their master’s wealth, and splendid pomp. 
Nor more, ere to their chambers these withdrew. 


But not the ungenerous traitor frighted sleep 
Approach’d again. He, sunk in agony, 2251 . 
Labouring with waked remorse and new alarm, 
(Since that now certain seems, which but before 
Had been surmised in dreams) dares not again 
Essay the troubled couch, whose pillow’d bush 
Visions so wild and terrible assail. 

Its sight he quits, and seeks with hurried step 
The neighbouring room of state, whose front com- 
The subject view of his superb domains; [mands 
Intending, if such aspect may console 

His flutter’d spirits, there in musing thought 

To wait the dawn of day. On these he looks 
With fixed eye, contemplative: yet while 2268 
With dream of present and of future pomp 

He flatters mad ambition, which alone 

Feeds his vain heart, usurping misery 

Hovers above it all, and conscience still 

O’er the false glare throws her desponding gloom. 
Taught by that monitress, his heart feels now 
Guilt owns no happiness: since heaven's decree 
Deigns but that boon and blessing to the good. 
Vainly in the possession, badly won, 

Of wealth, and power, and pomp, (ambition’s hope) 


154 KING ALFRED. 


He seeks for peace, and ease, and fancied bliss. 
False dream! to look for fruits of paradise 

In soil profane, where yet they never grew, 
Found but in virtue’s calm contented vale. 

For the sad wretch feels now, mid all bis pomp, 
That the more full bis chalice swims with guilt, 
Alone more poignant-bitter is the draught. 

He deems that demon-fiends, combined, nor sole 
Ghosts and this last tremendous vision’s power, 
Haunt and encompass his beleaguer’d soul, 
Mocking his dread confusion. Thus awhile 
Roused conscience on his folly’s track reflects, 2285 
Which to suggestions of an evil mind, 

Wrought by temptation of occurr’d events, 

Too facile yielded, till his blinded eye 

To his crime’s progress proved insensible. 

On Kenwulph’s counsel for a moment too 

. He ponders, while his bosom owns its truth. 


But still howe’er irresolution quail, 
Stung with malicious envy of the good, 
And with all virtuous merit waging war, 
Harden’d ambition cannot stop, nor here 
Extricate its possessor. Though his soul, 2296 
Immersed in fraud, be at itself alarm’d, 
He plunges on. Goading ambition still 
Buoys him to deeper guilt and misery, 
E’en till it reach destruction’s yawoing gulf. 
Oh! state of woe, of peril, and of fear ! 
How one bad act another still begets ! 
Crime follows crime, till desperate ruin whelm 
The struggling wretch in unavoided doom. 
So on the traitor waned the ghastly night, 
In silence watch’d, until the owl no more 
Through faded moonlight flapp’d his pallid wings. 


At early morn, soon as the golden sun, 2308 
Ascending o’er the eastern forest, threw 
Upward his beams on Windsor's loftiest tower, 
Where danced its varying flag in rosy light, 
In hope to find some sweet consolement left, 
The musing traitor now himself bethinks 
Of one, whom there within his power confined 
He, for her peerless beauty, more enhanced 
By her high fortitude, began to love, 
(As far as his mean soul that sense divine 
Could entertain) and now betakes his steps 
To Emma’s chamber, separately secured 2319 
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In one apartment of that forted height. 2320 
Thither his course attending Urra leads, 

Whose office 'tis to watch these shut precincts, 
Which long the cottage-captives have conceal’d. 
Hoping to win the maiden’s love, yet far 

From every generous aim, (since her he deems 
But a poor cottage-maid, and his vain heart . 
Aspires to high alliance) still intent 

To lure from her the secret, long besought, 

In what lone spot lurks the suspected King, 

Her Windsor’s lord finds in her lonely cell 
Already risen. O’er the vast woods below _2331 
Her casement peer'd, through which the wistful maid 
In pensive mood gazed on the climbing sun, 

That seem’d to clothe their tops in quivering fire. 
Accosting her with reverent courtesy, 

(Though honour moved him not, he deem’d to woo 
Her heart to some esteem for baser ends) 

Pale from his watch, he thus his visit opes. 


‘‘Again Icome. Yourself, my fair, and sleep 
Methinks, last night dissented, for your lute 
And warbled voice, long past the midnight hour, 
(By me o’erheard) along the moonlight air 2342 
Floated, as ’twere some angel’s tuned above. 
Wonder not if, deem’d absent, fell to me 
So happy chance, for at like hour myself 
Wakeful was up, return’d from distant quest 
With a new prize: such as announced, will strike 
Your ear with wonder; it may be, with joy. 
No less than England’s Queen, and in her train 
Her infant-flock, blood-royal of the realm ; 
With these too found attendant, her wont friend, 
Fidelia, spouse of captive Somerset.” 


Scarce moved at first, on such intelligence 2353 
Aroused to curiosity intense, 
The lovely virgin starts, while from her lips 
These words escape: ‘‘ Fidelia, said you, too!” 


So as she spoke, she trembled: a wild look 
Fix’d on her captor, whose expression seem’d 
E’en dreading that discovery which she sought. 
Hianfrid her confusion mark’d, surprised, 

And paused a moment. Nought the villain knew, 
How nearly to that name she was allied. 
But soon he adds: 


‘* Fairest, why so much moved ? 
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Know you Fidelia then, since ’tis of her 2365 
Enquires, it seems, your first solicitude ?” 


Cautious the maid, recovering somewhat then 
Composure, (for discovery much she fear’d) 
Answer’d with faltering tone: . 

‘‘ Her name I know 
And of her goodness, from that friend of mine 
Who (I before have told you) once knew well 
Her kin Felicia, that famed matchless maid, 
Daughter of Rohand, Warwick’s banish’d earl. 
Anxious impatience waked, beseech ye, then 2375 
Answer sincerely. In what cheer fares now 
The good Fidelia? Of her consort’s state, 
Prison’d within these towers, say, knows she yet?” 


To whom the proud usurper, with a taunt: 


‘¢No whit! Besure, disclosure such as that 
My policy is wiser than to tell. 
From the discover’d Queen, and this her friend, 
(The fond companion of her journeying steps) 
Here entertain’d in friendly guise, my care 
Must learn the mystery of the King’s retreat, 2385 
Though by yourself perversely still denied. 
That (as you know) sits nearest to my heart, 
For on that knowledge my own rise depends. 
I must learn all from them, and turn to use 
That primal source of high intelligence. 
They are the happy field from whom my care 
Must reap my wealth. Yet though yourself refuse, 
Soon from the trusting Queen or her fond mate 
I shall elicit the lost King’s abode. 
Nay, these my search may e’en themselves assist, 
And prove the willing earnest and sure step 
To my advancement. Swelling hope persuades 
That this first capture and presaged success 2398 
Ensures the rest, e’en as past augury bodes.” 


With grief and pity touch’d, the maid replies. 


‘* Poor captive birds! fallen in how fatal snare ! 
Ignorant of betrayal, or what guile 
Works thus unthought your near impending doom ! 
How sad to deem, yourselves must be the lure 
To draw your dearest mates and helpless brood 
To sure destruction in the treacherous net ! 
Yet tell—oh! satisfy my anxious hope— = 2407 
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Have you then of the King aught heard as yet ?” 


To whom Hianfrid instantly return’d. 


‘‘ Yes, truly: deem not but of him rife fame 
Breathes many a rumour, sure, though vague: and 
In your own Devontoo. There, where before [most 
My waked suspicion his retreat believed, 

In my last absence have I traced his steps, 

And learn that Kinwith’s fort beheld him late 

Or in victorious sally, or to hail 

Its burst of war. Thence he again has fled. 2417 
And sought most like his first obscure recess. 

I hold him still not absent far. At last 

Reveal then what you know: since still my thoughts 
Esteem you best apprised, and give me clue 

To find that cherish’d prince of whom you spake: 
Once, I surmise, in your own roof conceal’d. 

So best you win my favour and regard.” 


Thus as he said, the virgin smiled disdain. 
Yet glad to learn some tidings of the King 
And his bold enterprize, remembering too 
Others still dear, next of her kin unthought 2498 
She darkly asks, intent some news to glean 
Of noble Rohand, Warwick’s banish’d earl, 
And his loved daughter, fair Felicia. 
Last too, with mild and bated voice, she dares 
Enquiry add of one, to her sad heart 
More precious still, though sorrow mark’d bis name, 
Kenwulph, her father: little then deem’d such. 
But while that name she utter’d, seem’d to pant 
Her flutter’'d bosom with emotion strange, 
Such as the watchful traitor e’en observed : 
Till thus his words confess’d renew’d surprize. 2139 


‘‘ Strange that yourself should know, and seem to 
Interest so deep for persons so remote [feel 
And foreign to your sphere! Yet since yot ask, 
Nought yet I learn of Warwick’s banish’d train. 
But Mercian Kenwulph I have seen indeed, 

Like me too summon’d to the Danish camp; 

And with him I have form’d a recent league, 
Both now engaged to mingle strictest search 

For the fled Alfred and his rebel band. 

Such is the sovereign Dane’s bebest. Myself 

To Kenwulph’s rival ear shall soon convey 

These latest tidings of my new success ; 2451 
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Then range at will through his permitted realm ; 
Perhaps, there destined to supply his place, 
And call e’en his high sovereignty mine own. 
So sounds indeed the note of prophecy.” 


So as she heard, new terror and distress 
Disturb’d the maid; discerning one so dear 
Through all his errors, though so long estranged, 
Still her own sire, bound in so hated league, 
Fraught too with deadly danger, thus confess’d. 
Deep indignation, sorrow, and alarm 
Wrought in her mien a tumult wild, that woke 
In her aroused observer wonder new. 2463 
Which opening more, the treacherous visitant 
Pursues to tell of that unhappy man 
His secret envy and his dark intent. 


‘‘True; Kenwulph now a mighty sovereign reigns. 
But ne’er the less, a kingdom too to me 
The victor Dane has pledged, in all as great, 
If but my quest detect the lurking King. 
High then my rank as Kenwulph’s: but shall be 
Soon greater, doom’d his glory to supplant, 
Since his truth wavers in the Danish cause. 2473 
Nor rest I, till I compass e’en the throne 
Of England, rivalling fallen Alfred’s self. 
For to that height what obstacle remains 
But Kenwulph’s rivalry? That must not be. 
Prime sovereignty must vest in me alone. 
Nor sole in promise, but by Fate’s own word, 
Which more than mortal spirits have assured.” 


So as she listen’d, horror and amaze 
O’erwhelms the shuddering virgin, who yet marks 
The strange occasion, which to her unfolds 
Her father’s peril, and destruction near 2484 
E’en from the very traitor who seeks thus 
Himself to recommend, and makes such act 
The wicked plea to win the daughter's love. 

While she draws backward with convulsive start, 
Yet ignorant, the traitor thus pursues. 


‘* Start not, my fair, as if amazed, nor shrink 
From height of glory, which is all for you, 
All made your own, if you but grant me love: 
Since springs from thatthe clue that shapes my rise.” 


Again with scorn more pointed she recoils : 2494 
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Nor sole from detestation, blent with dread, 2495 
But that his subtle accents in her heart 

Awoke to memory then a softer claim 

Of pledged affection, fondly brooding there 

On a far worthier object, who from her 

Then absent, little dream’d her suffering lot. 


But still Hianfrid, deeming to allure 
The maid with proud ostent of wealth and pomp 
And regal grandeur, these in brightest hues 
Paints to her view, and on that splendour dwells 
Which forms his chief consolement, whereon still 
His dazzled fancy broods. All arrogant, 250 
He bids the fair recal what vision’d bliss 
Waits her assent, her service, and her aid : 
Royal magnificence : not sole the sway 
Of this proud fort and Edric’s old domains, 
But the full state and glory of a crown, 
A throne, a sceptre, whatsoe’er beseems 
A gorgeous palace and its pageantry: 
The homage of a duteous retinue, 
Lifting the purple or the ermine robe; 
Beauty in richest livery, gold and gems, 
Profused in endless prodigality : 2517 
Sports of unceasing change in pleasure’s bowers, 
To charm and satisfy each ravish’d sense : 
Herself a King’s companion to be raised, 
A sovereign’s favourite, envied as admired. 
Such prospect on her yielded duty waits. 
So glozes vanity’s weak prey and lauds 
The false glare of his own perverted dreams, 
Deeming that uncorrupted innocence 
With such delusive mockery could be won. 
Far other then he finds the proved result. 
The lure, which (as he deems) his suit invests 
With unrefused attraction, but the more 229 
Renders him hateful, and roused scorn inflames. 
The virtuous maid, marking this guilty claim 
Obtrusively preferr’d, the vain pretext 
Only the more from deepest heart disdains ; 
And thus with indignation’s honest burst 
To his address she hurls this stern repulse. 


‘‘ Serpent, avaunt! nor tempt with gilded bait 
To guilt like thine my fix’d integrity. 
Thy studied catalogue of fictious pomp 
Makes me thy folly but the more despise; 
Noting how much true honour fails and worth. 2540 
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For know, not crime, nor hollow vanity, 2541 
Wins woman’s honest love, not to be bought 

Save by affection, known to souls sincere ; 

Since virtue and true merit are the price 

Claim’d by a heart, deserving to be won. 

The summ’d enjoyments on thy specious list 

Move no regard, since won and worn by fraud, 
Glaring in worse deformity, display’d. 

Quit me: thy presence pains: with schemes of thine 
No more I coalesce than I endure.” 


So utter’d she, incensed, and waked disgust 2551 
But show’d more palpably from stung affront. 


Mute he drew back o'erawed : for conscience then 
Confirm’d that stern expostulation’s truth. 
Feelingly now he finds betwixt his own 
And ber pure mind no point of concord rest. 
Burning with smother’d rage, he swift retires 
Back to his chamber. There while secret shame 
Devours him, blended too with deep regret, 
(Yet of pride mortified the painful fruit) 

He feels himself most justly scorn’d, and finds 
By true experience now, how futile-vain 2462 
The glare of wealth and pomp to purchase love. 
While an eternal monitor upbraids, 

And points to some sure punishment condign, 
That shall o’ertake corrupted perfidy. 

General contempt alike he dreads, and bodes 
That ignominy which he feels his due; 

The degradation, ever haunting guilt. 

Hope of esteem, or love, wherever known, 

He sees must fail: no consolation left 

Save in ambition, and extended power. 


Still restless, buoy’d with these, he seeks again 
The circling tower, from other captives there 
Hoping renew’d enquiry may avail. 25765 
Bent on which aim, the apartment now he seeks 
Where pine, inclosed, the aged cottagers, 

Whose roof, he deems, erst screen’d the wandering 
To these forlorn and helpless prisoners [King. 
His prouder mien adopts another strain. 

And while the secret of the King’s retreat 

He strives to wrest, he sternly asks if yet 

They be disposed at last such clue to yield, 
Deem’d in their power, since Devon’s precincts still 
Appear the harbour’d range where lurks the prize. 
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The cruel traitor adds the spur of fear 2586 
(If that may aught extort) and threats of pain, 
Changed but to promise of their quick release, 
And special favour to their bare old age, 

If other course accord a better claim. 


But menace, or persuasion, moves alike. 
Silent, the faithful cottagers prefer 
The preseat durance of these prison-walls 
To the betrayal of their honour’d King. 


Defeated here alike, yet still uncheck’d, 2593 
Ere this immuring tower he fully leaves, 
Though a wild tremor shakes his coward frame, 
He seeks the grated cell, which here confines 
Another noble stranger, the brave earl 
Of forfeit Somerset. With studious art 
The ambitious captor from this injured peer 
Conceals all trace of the discover’d prey, 
Now drawn to Windsor’s home: no less indeed 
Than his own spouse, long lost and sought in vain: 
With her the friend so cherish’d, England’s Queen. 
But stung with labouring curiosity 2606 
To learn whate’er of the King’s rumour’d haunts 
Amid suspected Somerset, he may 
Giean from such interview, the traitor seeks 
From captive Rayner (late that region’s chief) 
Intelligence for which his bosom paats ; 
Nor motive leaves untried, whate’er he deems 
May likeliest with the fallen peer prevail : 
A pledge of promised friendship; and with his, 
The Danish favour too, which may induce 
E’en restoration of the power late lost. 
His own resolve he tells, ere long to urge 2617 
Fresh quest through Somerset’s suspected bounds, 
And trace the sources of that fame, which speaks 
Wild enterprize abroad near Enmore’s fort, 
(Once ousted Ordmer’s home) and Goathurst’s 
Or Cheddar’s rifted hills, and hiding caves, [ woods, 
Or cells of Glastonbury’s pilgrim-shrines. 
Whence, now that Rayner’s wont domains confess 
Another lord, he asks whate’er of clue 
Their right may stablish and their peace defend. 


Again such suit and proffer’d courtesy 

Meets only from the offended dignity 

Of genuine nobleness, (though mid distress 

And bow’d by tyranny,) contemptuous scorn. 2639 
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Calm silence only from the insulted peer, 2631 
Gravely unmoved through peril and through wrong, 
Mark’d proud rejection of so foul appeal. 


Such deep rebuke from true nobility 
Wounds the struck traitor more, while deepen’d 
Adds but its keener poignance to remorse. [shame 
Until at last, in his own chamber shut, 
Sole to himself he breathes his earnest thought. 


«¢ Success, it seems, in this research alone 
Awaits me, where unknown. Occasion best 2640 
Calls me to tend the Queen and her fond friend, 
Who, unsuspecting, yield me warm esteem. 
Knowledge from them accrues, no less than aid, 
On that high theme which most of all imports. 
Since Devon’s bounds, or neighbouring Somerset, 
I deem the sovereign’s lair, 1 there must soon 
Impel my questing course, and of my snares 
Make these my thoughtless captives lay the train.” 


So as he said, impatient he withdrew. 


What contrast to his agitated pangs, 
Presents the placid quiet of the Queen! 
No sooner had at blushing dawn the sun 2652 
Shot his slant radiance through the dewy air, 
Ere she had waked her children, and arisen, 
From genial slumbers all alike refresh’d: 
Such hour too saw her watchful friend awaked. 
Within the Queen’s apartment, pleased, these meet; 
And while through rest their spirits are restored, 
Charm’d to more sweet serenity, they gaze 
In rich delight on the fair scene below, 
Where through the landscape silver-shining Thames 
Winds his long course, from whose calm bosom mists 
Curl with grey veil, diffused o’er greener meads, 
Which the sun tinges with a golden light, 2664 
While drop the sparkling dews o’er opening flowers. 
Enraptured here they breathe the balmy air, 
Ascending from the woods, and list with joy 
The rival harmony of matin birds. 
The Queen, subdued with fervent gratitude, 
Feels her full heart o’erflow with tenderness : 
Till thus to her attentive friend, her voice 
In burst uncheck’d its generous sense imparts. 


‘¢ What thanks to heaven, Fidelia, both from me, 
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These babes, and surely from thyself, are due, 
For such a shelter, so unmatch’d a home ! 

A benefactor, and a host so kind, 

Upon whose loyal faith we may rely! 

So gracious a preserver, who before 

Has proved our guide and guard, and now again 
Is sent by heaven to be our zealous friend, 

To shield us here from danger and from wrong. 
His noble goodness how can we repay, 

Who not this safety sole for us provides, 

But adds his gallant care alike to find 2684 
Those treasures of our souls, whose loss we mourn, 
Furthering in this our own imperfect means. 

How in his worthy labours shall we now 

Unite, and with our utmost efforts aid, 

Till to our sight our consorts be restored, 

Who yet our country may defend and save!” 


So said she, and with confidence misplaced — 
Knew not the dark designs of whom she praised, 
Nor what strange dangers haunt this fancied peace : 
While her full heart again thus vents its fraught. 


‘‘ Afflictions past are heal’d: since that distress 
Forlorn and low, which us so late beset, 2696 
Poor exiled wanderers, trembling for ourselves 
And these weak helpless babes, we here behold 
Exchanged to every comfort, safety, peace. 

Here may we deem misfortune all at end, 

And to our outcast misery deign’d at last 

A good protector, noble and sincere. 

Poor is the best devotion we can pay. 

How slight our all for benefits so vast! 

Our meed of thankful duty and regard ! 

And ye, poor infants too, let your young love, 
Acceptable from innocence like yours, 2707 
Blend to your father’s, mother's, friend, as yours, 
The fond return of all is yours to give: 

True gratitude to him, whose bounteous care 
Defends you, raised from poverty and want 

To rich abundance, ease, and happiness.” 


So spake the gentle mother, and her sense 
Conjugal as maternal thus evinced 
In accents meek of pious gratitude. 


Ah! little deem’d she then, to what false care 
And cruel treachery her humble trust 2717 
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Fondly commended that poor infant flock, 2718 
Dear as the life-blood to their mother’s heart. 

Nor aught she knew, what plots dark villany 
Prepared for their destruction, as their sire’s : 
Unware, what snares involve herself and friend 

In this new station, vainly judged secure. 


The fond Fidelia pledges glad assent, 
E’en though a sad presentiment awhile 
Crosses her fancy, wishing all prove well. 


While in such credent mood the female pair 
Indulge the throb of willing gratitude, 2728 
Into the spacious hall’s retectory 
Their steps advance. Here not without surprize 
They mark reposed upon a couch (o’ercome 
With want of nightly slumber) Windsor’s lord. 

He was alone. His rest when they observe, 
The noble ladies pause, and back retire, 
As loath that sacred sleep to interrupt. 
When thus the Queen, with finger on her lip, 
And step of hush— 

“ Fidelia, our kind host, 
O’erwatch’d for us, oh! let us fear to wake. 2739 
Sleep, generous patron! genial be thy dreams, 
And this thy slumber to thy wearied spirit 
Refreshing e’en as that thy bounty yields ! 
Yet, boy, to mark thy mother’s gratitude, 
Pledged with thine own, creep sottly to his side, 
And hang this jewel o’er thy guardian's neck.” 


So as she said, she to her elder boy 
A chain of gold, (from her own person drawn) 
Extended, who his mother’s voice obey’d, 
While pleased his act the noble dames observe. 


Yet ere their steps they might withdraw, behold ! 
Hianfrid starts, disturb’d : some half-form’d words 
He seems to utter, mingled with a groan, 

That choked some hideous image in his thought, 
Murmuring as of imprisonment and death. 
Shuddering he woke, and wildly glared around, 
When mark’d the vision of the presence near, 
Faltering, he breathes— 

‘‘Am I awake ?—soft now— 
Let me recover. What was that I dream’d ?— 
But courage,— sure I am not yet betray’d!” 2760 
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Rising, his anxtous homage now he hastes 2761 
To tender to the Queen, and on bent knee 
Expresses humble duty: hopes, that all 
By quiet slumbers in their novel home 
Have been composed, nor were by any sound 
Of the fort’s watch, wont oft to mark the hour 
Ere dawns the morn, throughout the night disturb‘d. 


Gentle response his guests’ glad peace assures : 
To whom the fraudful traitor heaps anew 
Each kind attention, potent to deceive 
And lure his hapless victims from their guard. 
His air of frankness banishes all fear. 2772 
And after due refreshment of the board, 
The traitor (with pretence of liberty 
To hide his cheated guests’ captivity) 
As bent on their delight, his own request 
Proffers, himself their escort may become, 
While among Windsor’s beauteous scenes they ride, 
And visit pleased its sylvan vicinage. 


Such purpose, charm’d, they hear: for in each heart 
Dwells only now tranquillity and joy, 
While every object seems with pleasure touch’d. 
As in the bosom of some crystal lake 2783 
When its still waters sink at breath of eve, 
The mirror’d surface every cloud reflects, 
And shadow’d flight of every passing bird, 
Imaged more softly with a magic grace. 


Yet ere from hence she part, the Queen awhile 
From the high windows of that splendid hall 
Looks o’er the subject landscape on the north, 
And thus enrapt exclaims : 

‘‘ This stately site, 
By nature form’d the home of royalty, 2793 
(So have I heard the musing Alfred say, 
When leading me amid his native Berks, 
To mark its beauties and its air enjoy) 
Methinks, for ages yet to come shall cheer 
Our England’s monarchs, and their state adorn.” 


Then as slie eyes the course of winding Thames 
And Eton’s peaceful vill, in thoughtful trance 
Prophetic thus she adds : 

‘‘ Ah! happy vale ! 
Who knows but that in thee some future King, 
Whose presence joys to grace these royal heights, 


166 KING ALFRED. 


Beneath this castle’s shelter yet may found  — 2805 
Upon the placid marge of lingering Thames, 

Some hall of learning for the young and brave, 
Our England’s flower of graced nobility ? 

Where (imitating my own Alfred’s thought) 
Beneath the eye of royalty may grow 

Our future statesmen, orators, and bards: 

Who from this nurse remembering England’s worth, 
For ever shall upbold her dignity.” 


The genial wish, Fidelia, generous friend, 

Hails with delight. Then while their charmed gaze 
On the rich prospect dwells, and marks below 
The rural spire of Stoke in distance beam, 2817 
Fidelia too her pensive presage blends, 
And fond adjoins : 

‘‘Mark! where yon glimmering 
O’er the green turf its modest emblem rears. [spire 
Forgive, if I too yield charm’d fancy wing, 
And deem the precincts of this still retreat 
Shall shade the ashes of some future bard, 
Who gently nursed in these his native bowers 
Shall sing their praise: of Windsor's ‘stately brow, 
‘The lawns, and meads of silver-winding Thames,’ 
And memorize in Eton’s classic groves, 2828 
With moral rich, scenes loved from early youth, 
Made ever sacred by his honour’d grave.” 


Nor they delay, ere tended by their host, 
They visit now through sylvan avenues 
The southern parks, where their admiring view 
Surveys huge hoary oaks, whose bark-bare horns 
Betray the growth of centuries, and speak 
To Fancy’s eye the haunt of fairy feet, 
Or lap the thought in dream of hunter-tales. 2837 


So through the forest-shades o’er long extent 
Of varied country, fitted to delight 
Regal magnificence, their airing speeds, [lawnds, 
While woods, and vales, and hills, and stag-fed 
Or pastures, spread with herds and fleecy flocks, 
With pride Hianfrid calls his own: a tract 
Itself a little realm ; nor less in streams 
Rich, and the grace of an expansive lake. 


While through the peerless scenery they glide, 
The full-risen sun, enthroned mid floating clouds, 
That vary purpling, rosed, or yellow light 2848 
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Attendant on his pomp, the landscape decks 2849 
In fulgent beams, that seem to spread with gold 
The high tree-tops, beneath whose silent bowers 
Repose the tranquil flocks, where lesser shrubs 
Glisten in dew-drops, not as yet dispersed, 
Though floods of radiance gild the saffron air. 


Piercing afar amid the forest depths 
E’en past the precincts of the paled park, 
The Queen delighted bodes, that scenes so fair 
May yet at future day in happier reign 
Themselves attract some native poet’s lay ; 2859 
One, who alike to nature’s charms alive 
Shall Windsor’s forest still make live in song, 
And here embosom’d, not of moral truth 
Enamour’d less, man’s duty, being, end, 
In the dense vigour of his fluent verse 
Joy to unfold, and garb the serious muse 
In robe of reason and philosophy. 


Thus while among these soothing shades they wind, 
While feign’d respect and duteous fealty 
_ From Windsor’s watchful lord all dread dispels, 
He, brooding ever on his main intent, 2870 
Nor from his vigilance misled, bis guests 
Accosts at fit occasion, and again 
Entreats that every trace they will recal 
Where likeliest dwellsthe King: that bis own search 
May soon discover his obscure retreat. 
For thus resumes his strict solicitude : 


‘¢ Likeliest in Devon’s confines, or the cells 
Of neighbouring Somerset, the monarch hides ; 
Seen there of late, (so fame reports) or where 
Enmore, once Ordmer’s castle, lured attack : 
Else by the shrines of haunted Avalon, 2861 
Or in some cottage, it may be, conceal’d. 

Let me entreat to hear whate’er ye know; 
Since thither soon my course I think to bend. 
Your hints, how light soe’er, may yield a clue. 
The consort sure of Rayner, once the lord 

Of princely Somerset, some trace can lend.” 


Such present clue each still denies: yet buoy’d 
With hope in company of such a search 
To find her own loved spouse, (alas! as yet 
Unconscious in what hold he pines so near) 
Fidelia proffers her associate aid 292 
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To range with him the bounds of Somerset: 2893 
Eagerly too such wish the Queen approves. 


The traitor, startled, pauses; for a dread 
(While such their guileless confidence he marks, 
And timorous conscience secretly disturbs) 
Crosses his thought, lest then not all his art 
Prevent detection of his real state. 

He tells, this proffer’d care he will revolve, 
Perchance, accept; but both the honour’d Queen 
And her true friend, his duty bids him shield, 
Whose safety still must be his primal charge, 
Howe’er their personal service he may need 

To find through danger’s scenes the prize he seeks. 
Ah! peril now to England’s hope how near ! 

Such strong suspicion waked, alas! how true ! 
Since e’en those confines screen the latent King. 
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EANWHILE in Athelney’s secluded isle 
Amid the moory wastes of Somerset, 

Conceal’d ’mong secret woods, by waters closed, 
WhereThoneand Parret blend their creeping streams, 
The monarch and his scaped companions hide. 
Oft in disguise amid the country round, 
Some chieftains wander: gallant Edgar most, 
Not less in quest of needful sustenance, 
Than there to glean whate’er intelligence 
Concerns the time. From pilgrim-travellers, 
Still haunting Glastonbury’s ruin’d shrines, 
(Not distant far), or persecuted swains, 12 
They learn what perils every where beset, 
O’er these suspected bounds; what restless search 
Prowls nigh, not sole from furious Danish bands, 
Left on that charge in Devon’s forts regain’d, 
But more from recreant treason’s deadlier aim. 
Since now throughout wide Somerset, usurp’d, 
The false Hianfrid ranges, bent to seize 
The banish’d King with his adherent chiefs, 
Deem’d hid amid these precincts, which by right 
The traitor calls his own; the price of faith 
Pledged to the Dane, meed of their captured lord. 
Such near increasing danger but the more 24 
‘ Tells to the conscious strangers, where they lurk, 
Need of more close retirement, stricter care. 


Shut in their wattled huts ’mong sylvan wilds 
They stay, or at more fearful hour descend 
Through thickets to their subterranean cave. 

For e’en though spring its genial influence shed, 
Among the arch’d groves and green-budding bowers, 
Chary, they walk, all jealous, lest surprize 

By stealth detect them in their leafy home. 


To meet and ward such perils, as they rise, 
With prudent foresight at the sovereign’s hest, 35 
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The banish’d company of noble friends, 36 
In a choice spot embosom’d among trees, 

The islet’s portal, past the water's verge 

Where the two sluggish rivers join their wave, 
Construct a mounded fort, from whose high top 

(A simple watch tower) station’d sentinels 

May eye, unseen, the country’s ambient tracts, 
And signal add of danger’s first approach. 

In this so needful work all hands combine, 
Toiling industrious by the moon’s pale light, 
Princes of royal, chiefs of noble blood, 

The learn’d religious men, the gifted bards, 47 
And e’en the gentle fair, who, in such task 
Willingly blent, to labour add a charm, 

And makeitsweet. For these, while hardier strength, 
Heaps turf on turf, to form the lofty mound, 

Or rears the rustic citadel within 

Of stones and rough-hewn trees, with tasteful care 
Survey its progress, and its form improve ; 
Nought losing from their eye of grace or use. 
Perhaps some slighter burden female zeal 

Itself too bears, and wins the warrior’s smile. 

In quarter to which leads no seeming path, 

On unsuspected site, where nature’s self &9 
Had o’er the marshes’ oozy level rear’d 

A little hillock’s green and solid mass, 

They dig entrenchments round, and on its height, 
With rival art, raise a small cell of guard, 

Whose bowery turrets, peering through the trees, 
O’er rampired gates and oriel portico, 3 

Both observation yield and residence, 

The knightly garrison’s receptacle. 

Beside it springs a little oratory, 

In token of their pious gratitude 

And hope for blessing of propitious heaven. 

A deep protective fusse the heap surrounds, 71 
O’er which a bridge at pleasure is withdrawn : 
While o’er the swampy fen a track, made hard 

By boughs and mingled flints, strict access lent ; 
Which single way their thoughtful care has power 
Inundating to choke at sudden will 

By pent-up waters, ushering thence afar. 

But o’er the river's flood a coracle 

Of wicker frame afforded lone approach 

To the hush’d isle, whose deep retreat brief sign 
From the dim watch-tower could at once alarm. 
For from that islet one close outlet cross’d 
Surrounding wastes, sole to its inmates known. 83 
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Such more secured retreat, they trust, ere long, 84 
As seized occasion favours, here may yield 
Shelter to other friends, through chance acquired. 


This task complete, the islet’s habitants 
Feel more at ease, and with less dread expect 
Sudden surprize or capture; till more used 
Gradually to their condition, e’en amid 
Encircling menace from a foe, whose rage 
At work breathes only vengeance, torture, death, 
Still some composure soothes their passing hours. 


Eager to hear in the surrounding tracts 4 
Each chanced occurrence, from their lonely home 
Some solitary watch oft singly steals 
Among the nearest vills, or scatter’d farms, 
Where yet perhaps some faithful tenantry 
Retain with pride the sovereign’s old demesnes, 

(A ppanage of his regal heritage) 

Dispersed among the bounds of Somerset. 

*Mong these the timorous messenger scarce yet 
Dares ask the needed produce of the fields. 

At times, as want impels, or seems to smile 
Auspicious hour, the islet’s habitants 105 
Would sally forth, in the dusk twilight’s veil, 

Ere opening dawn, or in the noon of night, [sleep : 
What time hush'd moonlight gleams o’er shadowy 
Then with waked confidence, that answers still 
Necessity, these try some bold assault 

On roving foes, amid their ease surprised, 

And wrest the plunder, earlier force had riven, 
The hard-earn’d wealth of England’s native swains. 
Full many a generous act of strange relief, 

Of rescue, and deliverance, then befals 

Her martial spirits, whose excursive range 

Joys to protect and help the poor distress’d; 117 
Nor to their own need wanting suited prize, 
Pluck’d from the jaws of rapine: copious meed, 
To store with treasure their own scanty home. 

Else to remoter distance wandering, oft 

From some lone abbey’s verge, or cloister’d shrine, 
(If haply ’mong its ruins still may be 

Some straggling tenants left) in humble guise 

They ask the wonted bounty, and in turn 

With unlook’d arms dispel assailing foes. 


Nor still, as thickening dangers press more near, 
Do the isle’s inmates, then more close retired, 128 
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Neglect its comforts, such as now their state 129 
Of desolate privation may admit. 

Tho’ seeming destitute amid a change 

So wild of fortune, which has loss induced 

Of wealth and former state, yet even here 

From the mark’d teaching of the practised King 
(Alas ! long used to sunk adversity) 

The noble company with courage apt 

Meet dark mischance ; with lively hope subdue 
Despair, and every rising want supply : 

Till what might seem but gloom disconsolate 

Is charm’d to brightness and serenity. 140 


Confined, at interval of other claim, 
For more accommodation and (reward 
Not grateful least) to screen the courtly fair, 
Now with fond care, amid selecter spots 
Of their green isle’s interior, where still dells, 
Or opening lawnds, and bowery trees invite, 
Or where some native garden of wild flowers 
Courts but slight culture, (such as Athelard 
Erst decorated for the Mercian Queen) 
Their habitation’s limits they enlarge. 
Not distant from their earliest sylvan fane, 151 
Whose broad cathedral-aisles arch’d boughs inclose, 
With thoughtful art their mingling task constructs 
A little amphitheatre of cells ; 
A rural hamlet; nor though simply rear’d, 
Wanting variety of place, or form. 
For now full many a rustic hut they frame 
Of unbark’d trunks, with wicker branches twined, 
Or wound together by encircling trees ; 
Roof’d with long reeds, or heath, or matted grass, 
Sometimes with slaty shingles from the brook, 
Or cased without by close-press’d turf: within 
Lined o’er with velvet moss, or the stripp'd bark 163 
Of trees, diversified like pendent tiles. 
Nor does each home, in space uncheck’d, deny 
Division into several chambers fair : 
Each sharing light through thin transparent horn : 
Not meanly suited to domestic use ; 
Warm/’d too with carpets of green rushes, cull’d 
From the near marshes, by the hand of taste 
Spread over rough-hewn planks, nor vainly thus 
Recalling fashion old of loftier halls. 
Nor wanted in such humble domiciles, 
Diffused upon the fragrant floor, soft beds 
Form’d or of wither’d leaves, the woolly fleece, 175 
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Furs, or the downy feathers from the wings 176 
Of heath-birds, o’er these spacious wastes ensnared ; 
Nor what of garnishment endanger’d haste 

Had hither borne to decorate their home: 

The rest, but what their isle’s scant means supplied. 


Again the grateful King his hush’d retreat 
(Resort of courtly strangers such as these) 
Surnames the isle of Nobles, Athelney. 

Each family a separate dwelling owns. 

One fair pavilion, bower’d in sheltering trees, 
(Now the sole palace of these forest-shades) 186 
Within its still and order’d space enfolds 
England’s good monarch, Mercia’s widow’d Queen; 
Lodged too with them a guest of royal blood, 

The sainted Adulph; and beneath such roof, 
Alike the widow of dead Ethelbert, 

With the two princes of his regal line, 

Her sons, graced A‘delm, and brave Athelwold, 
And the young princess Thora’s stately charms. 
Nor did the sovereign to these bounds disdain 

The presence of his late adopted page, 

The youthful Turgar, of high lineage sprung ; 

For modest duty loved, whose angel-voice 198 
Match’d well his other rare accomplishments. 


Within a neighbouring quarter of the grove, 
Another sylvan hermitage defends 
Devon’s paternal lord, his honour'd spouse, 
And gallant son, who won the Raven-sign, 
With his fair sister, beauty’s paragon. 
Near whom, a humbler sever’d hut supplies 
Those faithful servants of their former home 
(Brief remnant of a splendid retinue) 
Who left for this their master’s castled halls. 208 


Near to the regal dome, a leafy cell 
Within its ample, wicker’d grot contains 
Good Osmund, and the faithful Athelard, 
Loved peers of Cornwall's and Dorsetian vales. 


An outspread tent, in martial guise, enfolds 
The noble Aylwin, chief of spacious Wilts. 
Beside whose site, two other tented domes, 
O’erhung with canopy of feathery boughs, 
Inclose the stranger guests, the eastern lords, 
Surrey, and Sussex, (blest with each his son) 
Friends all, in social intercourse endear’d. 219 
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And near to these another stately cell 220 
In ample mansion holds Kent’s noble earl, 

With the fair hope and glory of his house, 
Matilda, his sole daughter: and by these, 

A rustic chamber screens their knightly page. 


Nor far from these, divided roofs embower 
Those other later guests, the valiant lords 
(First met in Kinwith’s hospitable halls) 
Oxford, and Gloucester; with the warrior-chiefs, 
Sped from the clitfy coasts of southern Wales. 


Another spreading home with genial cope 230 
Shields in a quiet grove of sycamores 
Religion’s brotherhood, the sacred priests, 
Plegmund (of Canterbury’s fountain-see 
Arch-head) the shepherd prime of England's flock ; 
With him, good Asser, to the King endear’d, 
For learning famed, pride of Saint David’s shrine; 
There, boast of France, the studious and polite, 
Loved Grimbald ; learn’d and travell’d Erigen ; 
And saved from out the persecuted north, 
The pious prelates of old Lindisfarne. 240 


Nor from these sons of learning dwelt remote, 
Mid these green bowers, the votaries of the muse, 
Blue-robed Geraint, bard of the British chair, 

Or the harp’s patron, Wilfred, England’s choice; 
The minstrel-train by all no less admired 
For gentle manners than inspiring song. 


Near the first entrance of the sloping isle, 
Apart, within a turf-built grotto stay’d 
(As willing watch and careful centinel) 
Edgar, the gallant chief of Vecta’s isle. 
There, prone to meditative solitude, 251 
His heart’s sick fancy he could most indulge, 
Nor profit least his suffering country’s cause. 


Nor may we deem so high assemblage here 
All unattended by some faithful friends, 
The few fond followers from their native homes ; 
And e’en by knightly train, or vassal-hinds 
Selected from the sovereign’s own demesnes, 
(Frequent amid the Somersetian tracts) 
If known to him as true, and haply met 
In many a wild adventure, most unlook’d. 
Britain’s last refuge and defenders thus, 263 
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Closed in this lonely islet, make it still 263 
Seem as if England’s court were here revived. 
How wild soe’er and pastoral, the spot 

Shews like a little Eden in the waste, 

The single bound on earth, where frighted Peace 
Has deign'd to choose at last her shelter’d home. 


Here, to comprize the noble company, 
One large and lofty hall, where all may meet, 
Is structured in a green and alder grove, 
Of unhewn trunks, arch’d o’er with mingling boughs. 
Outside, its far-projecting rafters, propp’d 273 
By poles at even distance, (deftly join’d 
By open trellis,) form’d an awning dry 
And cloister’d walk, defending wind or rain. 
Within, the spacious floor was overstrewn 
With level serges, and along the midst 
A single table of smooth boards was ranged, 
Round which were order’d seats of crooked boughs, 
Artlessly twined, on tressels firm’d. The walls 
Of closest texture to the ceiling high [posed 
Were clothed with flowery heath, which here com- 
The only arras of their rural state: 
Save where the latticed windows, through thin veils 
Admitted soften’d light; while interspersed 286 
Along such tapestry, depending shields 
Of gleamy steel, or gold, and mingled spears, 
Bespoke whate’er ia this lone spot remain’d 
To deck the warriors’ scanty armoury. 
But oft, close by their martial weapons hung 
(Tokeniag what occupations claim’d their care) 
Ensigns of pastoral life, or of the chase; 
The crook, the lope-staff, or the reeded pipe, 
Quivers with feather’d arrows charged, and bows, 
Long angling-rods, or nets in swung festoons; 
With the woods’ hunted spoils, the stag’s branch’d 
Skins of wild animals, the deer, or goat, —[horns, 
Otter, or fox, with plumes of various birds, 
By falcons struck, or caught in springy snares; 
The pheasant’s crested neck and gold-green breast, 
Or the pluck’d pride of his long-sweeping train. 
Nor ’mong such simple trophies wanted too, 
In meet compartment slung, the stringed harp, 
Or gold-bright lute, to cheer the festal hour. 
At the hall’s far extreme, o’er one raised seat 
That mark’d the regal rank, floated aloft 
From the cross-rafter’d roof the flag unfurl’d 
Of England, o’er her sole defenders’ heads 309 
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Pointing with silent but inspiring call 810 
Her hope and refuge; while below its verge 

(Oh! cheering sign!) the Raven-standard droop’d, 
Captive of late to Devon’s conquering hand. 

Such wildly various dwellings now supplied, 

W ith strange exchange for their once statelier homes, 
The banish’d tenants of the sylvan isle. 


Spring had advanced: the winds of March were 
And milder April, all instinct with life, [hush’d, 
Warm’d and impregn’d by many a sunny shower, 
Had robed the ground and woods in vivid green, 
Till every open glade and shelter’d lawn 321 
Was sprent with flowers. The moory tracts around 
Gleam’d blue with heath-bells ; while the little isle 
Amid its varied bounds in pleasing change 
Mingled the daisy of pink-spotted eye, 

The maiden primrose, and the cowslip sweet, 
With beauty of the pensive daffodil. 

Before the check’d foot oft in marshy spots 

The budded orchis rear’d its crowded stem, 

Like cluster’d bees, and on some slope unlook’d 
Forth from the greener grass the crocus sprang, 
Purple or gold; while from the moss-grown bank 
A new and sudden fragrance there betrays, 333 
Ere the eye notes, the violet’s coy recess. 

The drier plain displays, to sight profused, 
Crowfoot, or king-cups, bright as burnish’d gold. 
In moister glens, where silver-quivering leaves 
Play in the breeze with chequer'd canopy, 

The palmy willow her strung chaplet hangs 

Of yellow blooms, that seem like velvet beads, 
Reflected in the stream which glides below. 

Such glassy mirror scarce is seen to move, 

Till its smooth course is check’d by chaliced cups 
Of water-lilies, or green-spreading plants, $44 
Forth of whose covert glances suddenly 

The wild duck’s callow brood, that might at first 
Themselves be deem’d some pure and rarer flowers. 
Each warmer thicket breathes with rich perfume 
Of hawthorn-blossoms: though the rose-bud yet 
Has not unlock’d its grace, or scarce, where twine. 
The woodbine’s tendrils, thick with bursting germs, 
Its fairy-flowers unclose their feather’d horn. 

‘By the grove’s margin oft amid the cleft 

Of some old tree, or where its curving roots 
Embrace the hollow’d bank, melodious bees 
Hover about their nest, and busied still 356 
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In the warm sunshine, to their growing cells 357 
Bear the suck’d sweetness of a thousand flowers. 
Still, joyous, from some high, selected tree 

The mellow throstle pours his thrilling song ; 

Oft the shrill blackbird pipes his varied lay, 

Which but at times the cuckoo’s stranger note 
Pleasingly interrupts, and with the sound 

Fixes in still surprize the taken ear. 

Hid in thick leaves, the stock-dove coos, unseen ; 
And mid the inner woods the cawing rooks 

Wheel to their eiry, where commingling boughs 
Screen their throng’d city from invasive blasts. 368 
But ere dull sleep has other eye-lids left 

Of beast, or bird, or last of careless man, 

Amid the clouds the lark with triumph hails 

The early-risen sun’s gold-glistering orb, 

And calls on man, sprung from his couch, to mark 
Alike the wonders of the glorious sight, 

(Each dawn’s new miracle) and where Health walks, 
Breathe the dew’d freshness of the morning-air. 
All Nature glows with joy, and teems with life. 
The heath-fowl whir along the purpled moor: 

And where amid the marshes watery spots 

Gleam in the sunshine, craiks the mallard’s call, sso 
Or springs the wild duck, or reed-lurking coot. 
Already through the insect-haunted sky 

The swallow skims, and as a novice yet, 

Adds rare its twittering cry. On fluttering wing 
Sails past the yellow butterfly, or spreads 

Its rainbow colours in the sunny air. 

While to the surface of the Parret’s stream, 

To seize the gilded flies that hover there 

Spring the young samlets, quitting now the sea 
For the fresh river’s change: transparent smelts 
Glide green through crystal waters: from his haunt 
Beneath some moss’d tree’s root, or cavern’d cleft, 
The trout now issues, or the bolder perch, 393 
Prowling alert for food, till made the prey 

Or of the otter, burrow’d in the bank, 

Or snared by lure of more ingenious man. 
Answering in growth to vegetation’s power, 

Life too is waken’d through the alder woods. 
There o’er some hillock green the yeanling lamb 
Crops the fresh-springing grass ; or new-dropt fawn 
Trips by the footsteps of the watchful doe, 

To the lone shelter of some tangled brake. 

There too the kid of the disburden’d goat 

Scarce needs the warm cote, or securing fold. 404 
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Within her low form squats the crouching hare, 405 
With ear erect, or suddenly dropt back : 

While pertly o’er some sandy slope in throngs 
Furr’d rabbits leap, or scud alarm’d away. 


Amid such vernal season, fondly taught 
By the kind care of the regardful King, 
(Whose regulated mind, as good as great, 
Still struggles to o’ermatch adversity,) 

The noble band, amid these groves conceal'd, 
Encounter fortune, that has each bereaved 

Of some wont comfort, and to scenes thus new 415 
Led them to feel each want, yet learn content. 
Here amid so much life the strangers find 
Resource perpetual to support their own ; 

(Man’s privilege, the gifted Lord of all) 

And all this beauty Nature seems to ope 

Sole for their solace, spread to be enjoy’d. 


Varied employments here, as differing taste 
And fancy leads, the islet’s habitants 
Make ever active. When with near approach 
Mark’d danger presses, in their secret home 
Shut from the eye of the surrounding world, 426 
They seek what means their scanty bounds afford. 
To their own thoughts and skill, compell’d, then turn 
The unused pupils of necessity. 
Instructed now, and by the willing King 
Join’d often in pursuits which in his youth 
He much had loved, surpassing rivalry, 
They find such knowledge (since but light esteem’d,) 
Now of main worth and purpose eminent, 
Brought here in use for common sustenance. 
At early morn, ere scarce the dawn has broke, 
When the dew’d earth retains the slotted scent 
Of the deer’s foot, amid the misty woods 438 
Where in the night-grazed dells the dappled game 
Chooses his lair beneath the foliage dim 
Of some sequester’d harbour, unperceived, 
The noble company of hunters steal.— 
On such their sylvan occupations bound, 
Habited each in green, like foresters, 
With feathers waving in their fur-turn’d hats, 
In caps of mole-skin or of minever, 
Hunting-spears in their hands, and at their side 
A sheaf of arrows in deep quivers slung, 
Behind the bole of some unbrageous oak, 
With ivy clasp’d, whose high yet pendent arms 460 
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Stretch far around their screening canopy, 451 
Led by the experter sovereign, and inspired 

Both by his counsel and example too, 

They take their stand. There by the massive trunk 
And leaves conceal’d, they wait the rustling walk 
Of the broad-crested stag, or from his couch, 
Where amid thicket-bowers he covert hides, 
Dislodge the silver hart, and active ward 

The tines of his sharp antlers; yet ere far 

His darting flight has scaped, with forky shafts 
Sped from the strings of their loud-twanging bow, 
Or with steel’d javelins hurl’d from nervous arm, 
Strike his gored haunches, and the quarried prize, 
Wounded and limping, in some thicket seize, 
Struggling in vain: then with a brief, hush’d tone 
Of the check’d bugle sound his low a-mort. 

At times, deposed their archery, o'er the vert 
They track the steps of the roused buck and doe 
To spots, where ring-walks may their lair enclose 
In hurdled toils, or pit-falls, so to trap 

The palmy monarch of the groves: till there 
Tangled and bound alive, the indignant prey 

They lead along, and wreath his swelling neck 473 
And branchy horns with garlands of wild flowers. 
Then his choice mumbles and his leathern coat 
They pledge to him whose art has won the prize, 
Chosen for the passing day lord of the feast ; 
Whose office ’tis to deal the venison, 

To lead the converse, and to claim the song. 

Nor with less skill in spots retired, where brakes 
Of juniper by hairy vestiges 

Their path betray, the hunters snare wild goats, 
The tender kidling, and the skipping fawn. 

At times through hazel shaws and green wood glades, 
Where the still-verdant hollies have not yet 

Cast their red berries, (winter’s livery) 486 
Though here the scented black-sloe gins to flower, 
Or else by some flat leasowe, where the dew 

On honey’d clover hangs, and all the air 

Smells of wild parsley and fresh-springing mint, 
They course the flying leveret o'er the scene 

Of its first choice, where of its early home 

The practised hound sagacious snuffs the scent: 
Driven toward some copse of alders, where thick fern 
With feathery mantle clothes some open lea, 

Till blown a sharp recheat, the fainter horn 

Calls off the dogs, and the loud lash rebukes 

The slow, reluctant train, fram babbling noise, 498 
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While the poor youngling by the noble band = 499 
Is spared in pity for its child-like cry. 


Thus after forage through these green retreats 
Has chased the nimble-footed prey, fatigued, 
They rest awhile upon some flowery bank, 

And mark young fawns glance by, now unpursued : 
Or note them from their coverts slyly peep, 
Lusking and lolling in the closer woods. 

Perhaps when noon-tide full three hours has sped, 
And the slant sun ’gins waste his mid decline, 

In his warm beams the swart-complexion’d band 
Joy to repose, where woodbines, interwove 510 
With gadding ivy like a cloistral arch, 

O’erhang their tendrils. Here rathe primroses 
Smile at their feet, and with their added grace 
Refresh the wearied spirits, scarce not less 

Than the near bubbling of some fountain-spring 
Attracts the observant troop, who long to taste 
The limpid crystal of its sparkling wave, 

Whose murmurs prattle in the bottom-glade. 


Thus while flush April to the charmed eye 
Decks the rich turf with flowers and robe of green, 
From every bush in hurst, in holt, in glade, 521 
The conscious birds their mellow music blend, 
And seem to welcome the new human guests, 

Met in these groves, as friends and play-fellows. 
Nor though its bounds be stint, and their lone isle 
Hedged in with marshy waters, want they here 
Among the feather’d tenants of the groves 

Still varying sport, whose occupation sweet 
Pleasure no less than needful food provides. 

As spring advances, with still new delight 

Oft in secluded spots ’mong bowery trees, 531 
Where high o’erhead the flowering chesnut points 
Her plume-like blossoms, perch’d in garlands thick, 
Or under elms, amid whose foliage hung 

With tangled mistletoe the mavis tends 

Her shelter’d nest, they list the singing thrush, 

Or how the blackbird trills his orange bill. 
Where’er in odorous limes the wood-weale sits, 
The golden ouzle, or the throstle cock, 

Gladly they spare each sweet-voiced chorister. 
But where she crouches in the covert fern, 

The younger chiefs with shafts of silvery plume 
Strike the plump field-hen for the table’s prize. 

Or where dropp’d feathers track the fox’s haunts, 544 
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They check the land-rail, and delicious quail; 545 
They snare the king’s-fisher and screaming jay, 
Stock-doves, and numerous turtles of the woods. 
At times in open meads at shut of day, 

When the dim twilight over beast and bird 
Induces shadowy sleep and stills the groves, 

Ere the gemm’d glow-worm’s early lamp precedes 
The gold-green locks of sea-bathed Hesperus, 
The corded meshes of the fraudful net 

Are spread in silence; or if then the sound 

Of the damp’d low-bell scare the startled birds, 
The practised fowlers whute some whistle shrill 
To mock their victim’s summons to its mate. 657 
Or striking from the flint some sudden spark, 

O’er yellow touch-wood, straw, or wither'd leaves, 
They blow the cherish’d fire into a blaze, 

That frights the dazed birds from their dozing rest. 
Then the slack’d lurch-line in the netted toils 
Enmews the fluttering brood; till grasping hands 
Seize the throng’d prey and still their screaming cry. 
Oft when the moon unveils her silver horns, 

Amid more still recesses, where the owl, 

Shrunk from the glimmer of each twinkling star, 
Watches with dull eye where the rear-mouse stirs, 
They sling the trammel-web through opening glades, 
And from beat bushes, or the trampled reeds, 570 
Drive the flush’d mallard, or the bustard’s flight. 
Or at the cock-shut hour, while all is peace, 
When not a songster wakes the vocal air, 

Save only the sweet-throated nightingale, 

The mute band creep, and marking where aloft 
He takes his perch among the shadowy trees, 
With arrows strike the pheasant’s gleamy breast, 
Or his red crest, droop’d on his speckled wing. 
Perhaps they note, where wild amid the woods 
The bird of Juno sits, his lead-pale legs 680 
Screen’d by the brilliance of his moony tail. 

Or in more cultured tracts, not venturing there 
Incursion far, or their isle’s sight to quit, 
Remembrance they renew of former sports, 

To nobles dear, and even here enjoy 

The pleasures of the falcon’s tutor’d flight. 

As wont of old, oft thus in emulous throng 

They sally to contiguous champain space, 

And the young merlin from his latticed mew 

Bear on their hands, his eyes with feathers seel’d 
To make him tractable: with soothing voice 

The holder cheers him, by bell’d jesses still = 592 
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To the gloved fingers bound with varvel-rings 593 
Of riech-red gold; while vying nobles shew 

In leashes twisted round the lifted wrist 

The falcon’s sarcel, or the haggard hawk. 

O’ertook from far, the destined quarry stoops, 
While to the call the docile bird returns 

To its delighted owner’s honour’d care. 

With zeal untired such pastime they prolong, 
Suiting the younger and more active chiefs, 

And fill the fleeting day with various charm, 

Till some imagined danger bids retire. 603 


Oft near the margin of their sylvan isle 
The impatient youth on forward lope-staff spring, 
And o’er the pick’d tracts of the neighbouring moor, 
While all around wild myrtles scent the breeze, 
They prowl in quest of its peculiar prize. 
Where purpling heather spreads its flowery bed 
Along the borders of the shaking ground, 
And, ere ripe cranberries blush, the marish glows 
With sun-dew and the yellow asphodel, 
They start the gor-cock, plover, or the grouse 
Whose tufted legs trail through the fibrous screen. 
Or else in spots where greener cresses spring, 615 
Or silvery poplars flourish that betray 
The spongy mere, from sedgy haunts they rouse 
The springing widgeon, or the fluster’d teal, 
Or creep where most the lonely bittern booms. 
Oft near the borders of some plashy lake 
Darts from their plunging dogs the diving coot ; 
Or gleams the flying purre on changeful wing, 
To fishy banks where the lank heron stalks, 
While in far distance screams the wild curlew. 


But oft the elder chiefs, contemplative, 
To a more tranquil and select employ 626 
Retire, which best their genius suits, where Fhone 
And Parret’s waters, fraught with plenteaus food, 
Invite the angle or the sweeping net. 
Which pastime and engagement to partake 
(Not by the sage and good despised of old) 
Even the sacred bishops lay aside 
The albe and rochet, and in vest succinct 
Bend toward the peaceful stream their pensive walk. 
Such train the King, associate, oftest loves 
To join, and with the thoughtful band pursues 
Their favour’d recreation, such as blends 
With search of sustenance that peaceful ease 688 
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Still to the meditative mind most dear. 639 
Here sharing converse pleasingly renew’d, 
Congenial quiet makes these happy hours 

A season of reflection, while the soul 

From every sight and sound is led to note 

The grace and bounty of indulgent heaven. 
Improving and instructing while it lulls 
Enraptured thought, composing all to peace, 

Each still delicious scene, with magic charm, 

As if in play, diffuses o’er the frame 

A holy calm and strange serenity. 619 
At morn or eve, while dewy freshness breathes, 
Beside the verge where slopes the little isle 
Toward the dull Thone, or Parret’s whispering flood, 
From each still river’s bank, or in some creek 
Where o’er the surface of the glassy stream 
Flutters the lady-bird on coral wing, 

The attentive anglers some delusive fly, 

Well imitated o’er the bended hook, 

Artfully fasten to the quivering line. 

Then springs the trout, the sovereign of the brook, 
Or thither come, knowing the vernal time, 

From the near borders of the salt-sea flood 

Which Severn’s hygre with rush’d inlet brings 662 
Up each fresh rivulet, the lively fry : 
Of the young samlet, or the rushy smelt 

Leap at temptation of a prey unwont. 

Some from the bottom with still bait allure 

The dainty of the smooth and silvery eel. 

Others at sunset, in the chosen spot 

Beside some shrubby grot in covert green 

Where palmy willows or the alder-carre 
Feathering o’erhang a deep transparent pool, 
Would stationary wait: some move along 

The crooked banks laved by the creeping stream, 
To troll the pike, the tyrant of the wave: 674 
Or lure the pink and dark-streak’d perch, who rears 
The fan-like fin that guards his arching back. 

Or else by moonlight with wove fibrous toils, 
Framed of dried sedge or rushes intertwined, 
Whose long projecting handle at its point 

Is cross’d by an arch'd hoop, whence a mesh’d bag 
From its extreme depends, they scoop the stream, 
Passing along its marge; or on its wave 

They sit within a crare-like coracle, 

Lined with the stript skin of the nut-brown deer, 
Pointing each way alike, with paddled oars. 

Thus they inclose and drag to land the prize, _6s6 
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Springing and glittering o’er the dinted grass. 687 
Here too they sail where, on like errand bent, 

The stately heron stands on some moss’d stone, 

Or his stretch’d legs dips in the rippling flood, 
With eye intent upon the transient prey. 

Then as the felon marks the approaching band, 
Slowly he wafts his flight on fan-like wings, 

With oary legs outstretch’d and neck withdrawn. 
If then the lurking otter they espy, 

Or badger slunk within his burrow’d hole, 

The busy angler’s sudden-darted spear 

Assails the grim foes of the finny race: 698 
Till they dispose, well-shared, their toil’s reward 
In willow maunds, slung joyous at their side, 

And homeward bear their riches, easy-won. 


Nor deem we, but that oft in sports like these, 
Where with mild pleasure needful use is blent, 
The observant fair their dearest presence add, 
And oft in lighter occupations joy 
To share the grateful task. So steals their walk 
By the gray waters of the trickling Thone, 

Among whose peeping flowers pert fishes play, 

Or Parret’s shelving bank, where to their hand 709 
The offer’d angle, or the boat, presents 
Allurement, suited to their softer taste. 

Sometimes with favourite merlin, on a hand 
Whose grace might vie with sculptured ivory, 
One, like a nymph of Dian’s sylvan train, 

Joins the gay falconer’s band, or marks them dare 
Flock’d larks on sunny slopes. Sometimes the chase 
O’er the cross’d champain-fields of yellow broom, 
Or purple-chequer’d heath, or thridded groves, 
Invites the gaze of Cytherean eyes ; 

From whose bright orbs not seldom pity’s drops 
Perhaps would mingle with the slain stag’s tears. 721 


But most in still retirement, such as soothes 
Their gentler tempers, in some green retreat 
They sit composed, and for the hunters weave, 
With fibres twisted on the humming wheel, 
Their knotted nets. Some with fond pleasure, apt 
To their kind inclinations, joy to rear 
The stock-dove’s brood, caught in their early nest, 
And feed with scraps the happy prisoners, 
Fluttering around the twigs on golden wing. 
Some blend in lively sports of youths best-loved, 
Vying in tasks of sylvan archery, 732 
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And their success applaud : encouraged most 733 
By such pleased interest of the graceful fair. 

Nor fails in this lone isle each hour to claim 

Some genial duty, suiting female care. 

No vain employment calls them to frequent 

Their cabin’d homes; nor less the osier’d brim 

Of these hush’d precincts, where with willing skill 
They intertwine green baskets, or beside 

Each pilgrim-rivulet, their hands outspread, 

And clear from gather’d leaves the waiting nets. 
Oft the fair damozels in rural garb, 

(The russet mantle or the kirtle green,) 744 
Attired as shepherdesses, each in hat 

Of straw with coppled crown, and in her hand 

The crook, or scrip, or wand of willow peel’d, 
Perhaps few wild flowers floating in their hair, 
Spring’s earliest rose-buds, or fresh eglantine, 
(Garlands which their pearl foreheads well beseem) 
Trip at the sun’s arise beside some bank, 

Where their white flocks on fleecy breast repose, 
Or e’en already crop the short, smooth grass. 

Or else at vacant liberty the fair [goats, 
Would bend their sandal’d footsteps, where wild 
Lurking among gold-blossom’d furze, or rows 756 
Of palmy willow or the shooting thorn, 

Delight to browze upon the tender sprouts. 

The nymphs with varying care in latticed folds, 
Pleach’d in light circlets over shelter’d knolls 
That screen the east wind as the northern blast, 
Attend young kidlings, plucking from their hands 
Juiced sallow-stalks, or leaf beloved the best. 
Here too perhaps some little lambkin’s bleat 

They still with rarer prize of tepid milk, 

Drawn to the pail by their own silk-soft hands 
From tame expectant ewes. The noble dames 
Smile at themselves, and fortune’s curious change, 768 
While even from the practised King they learn 
(Endear’d by such his playful courtesy) 

This homely art, taught at his cottage-home 
Beneath the sheltering neat-herd’s lesson’d care. 
His skill instructs them, till the bending dams 
Seek of their own accord such gentle touch, 

And yield their treasured burden with delight. 
Then to the noble dames the cheerful King 

Opes all the mystery of the dairy’s charge, 

The curded cheese, the spume of clotted cream. 
Much are the grateful fair amused and pleased 
With their new talent, howsoe’er before 780 
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Humble and slight esteem’d, yet useful here 781 
And valued; for no slaves of fashion now, 

Here nature spreads her gifts for them to use. 
With sportive glee, the King their emulous skill 
Applauds to gain so rare accomplishment : 

While they in turn with unbreathed thought admire, 
What chances strange of life himself has past, 
From his example studious to acquire 

A tranquil patience in adversity. 


At other moments the delighted fair, 
Wandering at placid ease o’er hillocks green, 791 
Where thro’ the wild walks steals the mottled deer 
Beneath the canopy of arching trees, 
- Fearless approach the hornless female hind ; 
And in lush spots where verdurous trefoil waves 
To the fresh breeze, in coops of rushy cord 
They mark the tricksome pranks of cheveril-fawns, 
Here captive, whom their presence seems to cheer. 
To these wild tenants of the bowery woods, 
Or young goats, arch-eyed as the antelope, 
They teach some antic gambol, how to leap 
To the crook’s top, then hush’d to sit with feet 
Inly withdrawn, or beg with quivering play. 803 
These, unsuspicious, need no harsh rebuke, 
Nor the crook’s touch, their well-known owner's ‘call 
To answer, following at accustom’d sign 
To the fern-hovel, or the hurdled cote. 
Here in white tents, slung in some alley-glade, 
Pages assist to watch; perhaps the train 
From Kinwith’s castled halls, the loyal few 
Following their master’s fortune : Cymbert old, 
The gentle Leoline, a henchman true, 
Fair Florence, and the beauteous Hilda’s nurse: 
The goatherd, or the practised forester. 
Here with the sheephook and the hanging scrip 815 
The sylvan groupes might oft to classic thought 
Recal the scenes of pastoral Arcady. 


And who may say, but at such troubled time 
Some cloister’d sisters, from their homes exiled, 
May not amid their fearful wanderings roam 
By chance to this wild spot, in pilgrim robe 
With shell-stuck hat, and staff, and sandal-shoon, 
Disguised, or like some hooded anchorite, 

And humbly from like sufferers shelter crave; 
Received at first with doubt, and shy distrust, 
Till pity wakes, and each be faithful found? 826 
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For mid the general wreck, amid a scene 827 
And season of diffused calamity, 

The ground seems all a region of romance 

And wild adventure; no society, 

Albeit that each of other seems afraid, 

But bears some fellowsbip in common woe. 


Perhaps the gentle fair, some vacant hour 
To soothe at will, their dispositions kind 
Exercise in delight, while near their cells 
They feed wild birds that by degrees depose 
Natural alarm, and seem at wonted time 837 
To wait their call. Or with pet fondness tame 
The choristers of these melodious groves, 
Caught in loose pitfalls near their haunted spots, 
Most where the blind mole rears the fresh turn’d 

mould, 

Or where the brown barb’d tops of reeds aspire 
O’er the moist bottom of some marshy lea, 
Gay with the lily or the flower-de-luce, 
There tempting many an insect’s sheeny wing. 
Thus where the warblers seek their food, they lure 
The crimson’d bulfinch, golden linnet, lark, 
The whistling plover, or some heath-bird strange, 
And cheer the sadness of shy Philomel, 849 
Enclosed in lofty cage, (their own hands’ work) 
Of willows white, or tufted bulrushes. 
Else in some warm dell, where rough-rinded oaks 
Lifting on bigh their fork’d and barkless tops 
O’erbrow some hollow’d bank, their care attends 
The well-placed hive. And while the buzzing bees 
Fly in the sunshine on their lawny fans, 
They watch the loaded and industrious race 
Feed on the neighbouring beds of scented thyme, 
Transplanted there, or silvery lavender, 
Or suck the petals of scarce-bending flowers : 
Then deem, that in due season will not fail 861 
Hence to their homely table honied stores, 
Worthy Hymettus; or to court the taste, 
(Their own art’s task) metheglin’s nectar’d juice. 


Nor only these engagements occupy 
The attracted fair, but other claims employ 
Each passing day with rich diversity. 
Soon as the dawn with amber-slipper'd feet 
Steals through the breaking clouds in bashful veil, 
Ere yet Aurora in her glittering car 
Speeds from the east on ruby-axled wheels, 
In cultured garden-spots through shelter’d walks 
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They breathe rathe fragrance of the dew-fresh earth. 
There, joyous, these with dove-soft hands essay 
To cultivate their cherish’d beds of flowers, 

(The native offspring of their lonely isle) 

The pansy, crowfoot, or the meadow-sweet, 

The silken primrose, clover honey-tubed, 

The tawny king-cup, or white aphrodil, 

The purple columbine, or snowy pure 
Convolvulus; or cowslip’s chaliced gem, 

The glossy crocus, blue or golden-hued, 

The violet pale, or pinken cuckoo flowers, 

The odorous sweet-briar, and the marigold, 884 
Wild saffron, and the verdurous calaminth, 

Curl’d moss, or tufts of white-streak’d lady-grass. 
Nor e’en the humbler fox-glove they disdain, 

The blue wake-robin, or the shepherd’s pouch, 
Opening in turn their winter-prison’d grace. 

From these the fair suit chaplets to confine 

Their own bright tresses, or to deck their bowers. 
Then varying ever their delightful work, 

Assisted by attendant gallant youths, 

The priests, or bards, or e’en at times the King, 
They graft fruit-branches on congenial stock 

Of the sheld-apple, or the sturdy sloe, 896 
Inserting some strange bud into the rind, 

That shall the growth improve while it adorns: 

Or where the ground seems conscious of their care, 
Plant in the dibbled earth some nurtured bulb. 
Each fragrant leaf they choose and genial herb, 
Refreshing rosemarine, salubrious sage, 

Cool parsley, or the balm, embathed in dew, 

Wild endive, or the breathing marjoram, 

And many a sweet nutritious root they cull, 

That shoots fresh leaves to foison-dropping showers. 
Earth’s ripening wealth in prospect they presage, 
And joy their rural labours to compare. 908 


But when the beams of noontide have dried up 
The rory drops of pearl, yet not made droop 
The freshen’d verdure, in some quiet nook, 
Perhaps conceal’d awhile in latticed bower 
That waves dim shadows from its leafy skreen, 
They court some moments of enjoy’d repose ; 
With murmurs lull’d of some clear fountain-spring 
That gushes through the moss’d stone’s native well ; 
While humming zephyrs and the buz of bees 
Playing around invite delicious sleep. 918 
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Perhaps in some dusk grove on rooted seat 919 
They rest, beneath some broad-leaved sycamore, 
And mark the sylvan scene: how stately towers 
The silver-rinded birch, (whose juicy sap 
Their care ere long distils for cheering wine) 

How here dispersed in various beauty blend 

The speckled poplar, and the dark-green pine, 
The cornel, maple, horn-beam, or the holm, 

The quivering aspin, or the studded ash, 

Wild mulberry, and the ivy-mantled elm. 

And see! where mid the bole of yon broad tree, 
Within its splinter’d cleft by age decay’d, 930 
Verdure has turn’d to earth, and moist with rain, 
Produced the self-sown mistletoe, which thence 
With low-hung tendrils swings in every breeze. 
Here upward gazing through the mingled leaves, 
On branches tinted by the sun’s gold eye, 

They mark the birds at play, whose chirrup shrill, 
Betokening not remote their hidden nests, 
Resounds through this deep solitude, where nought 
Answers their wood-notes wild, unless below 

The weak chirp of the pittering grasshopper. 
~ Here in admiring silence the still fair 
Observe the azure jay, or where at work 912 
The green-plumed woodpecker with knapping bill 
Taps the smooth beech, or where to some close shade 
Has crept retired the purpled king-fisher. 

Then, contemplation’s reverie to soothe, 

Here would the fair unclasp some favour’d book, 
Replete with antique song, or tale of love, 

While each to other reads the magic strain: 

The hush‘d birds listening to the novel sound, 
As if enchanted by their seraph voice. 


But if rear evening’s crimson-changing sheen 
Allures them westward to the islet’s side 953 
To mark her violet-scatter’'d track, when wide 
She spreads her purple curtains, fringed with gold, 
The gentle damozels with playful air 
Like wood-nymphs, trick’d in emerald-tinted stole, 
Pace fromthe groves. There, while the cawing rooks 
Wing their way homeward to their lofty nests, 
Though yet perhaps the noble youths beloved 
Some secret hazardous emprize detains, 

The fair peep forth, far as their sight may range 
O’er the flat country, lit in evening’s beams, 
Anxious for safe return of whom they prize. 

Amid the silvery blaze the dancing gnats 965 
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Wheel in bright revel round the hawthorn bush 966 
To joy in last rays of the sinking sun. 

Till when grey sandall’d twilight supervenes 

The vesper’s fading pageant, they observe 
Nature’s approaching rest: how beast and bird 
Through all their haunts prepare their still repose. 
Along the hush’d air sounds the wether’s bell, 

And while fleck’d mists o’er the brown marish sail, 
They hark the twitter of the moorland fowl, 
Nestling in rushes or the flowery heath. 

They note, how to his airy couch, unharm’d, 976 
The squirrel leaps; bow slinks the shy fern-owl ; 
W here the weak field-mouse steals through quivering 
Andhow the crouch’d fox seeks his earthy lair; [grass, 
Till western winds, that through the waving reeds 
More freshly o'er the glimmering landscape blow, 
Perfumed with odours of a thousand flowers 

Now closing their soft eyes in shadowy sleep, 
Seem too to be each sweet bird’s lullaby. 


At such calm hour, if cool-descending dews 
Tmpearl the grass, or e’en a genial shower 
Scarce dropping from the bended daffodil, 
Charm’d to their homes the placid fair return 988 
In mood composed; so fitted to enjoy, 
Or to create (such woman’s duty dear) 
The priceless blessing of domestic peace. 
For this wild life, by habit’s gradual power 
(Still blending pleasure with necessity) 
E’en in this desert spot, that seems bereaved 
Of every solace, to mere nature’s state 
Reduced, with means thus scanty and confined, 
Turns all their occupations to delight, 
Making each seem, new, sweet, and pastoral. 
Here the kind females, meek and delicate, 
Learn to endure distress, arid pleased surmount 1000 
Trial and sufferings. Thus themselves, amused, 
E’en while they wonder at a change so strange, 
Patient submit: with condescending mien 
Gladly they learn whatever need demands, 
Making each labour pleasant in its act. 
Reluctance, or constraint, seems vanish’d all, 
And sole gives place to willing cheerfulness. 
Nor may we deem, that such their ‘haviour sweet 
Fails now of signal use: since much it charms, 
Aids, and consoles even the noble chiefs, 
The thoughtful sovereign, holy men, and bards, 
Their fellow-exiles in this lonely scene. 1012 
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Here they prepare in fresh attire to grace 1013 
The evening’s banquet with their presence loved, 
And add kind welcome to the meeting band. 

For now at stated hour, by whistle call’d 

From out the mazes of the neighbouring woods, 
The various tenants of the sylvan isle 

Assemble to partake the rural meal. 

After fatigue of the laborious chase, 

And exercise amid the vernal air, 

Delicious is such hour’s refreshing rest; 

Not solely recreating Nature’s claim, 

But blending charm of generous company, 1024 
Exalted converse, and entrancing song. 


In nooks of wiHowy Thone their boat is hid : 
Angles, and nets, and hasks, to place restored : 
Their bows and quivers from their shoulders flung, 
The tassel’d bugle, and the belted sling, 

Each hairy buskin doff’d, and goat-skin cap, 

The mottled doublet and the dappled vest ; 

And soon in dress of former wont array’d, 

(Perhaps in this lone spot not all denied, 

Though here brief ceremony each expects) 

The brooched mantle, or the coat of mail, 1035 

The golden bracelets of nobility, 

The sacred rochet, edged with wide aumere, 

Or honour’d ensign of blue-flowing robe, 

(Beseeming noble, soldier, priest, or bard) 

Amv their hall the exiled company 

Consenting turns; at times, as warmer hours 

Of spring invite, perhaps in open air, 

Or mid the covert of some arbour green, 

Or gently fann’d by waving trees above, 

If yet the slope sun tips the boughs with gold; 

With ceiling none, save the blue dome of heaven. 

To the ehosen spot the female train repair, 1047 

Attired in choicer dress: the russet garb 

Of shepherdess, or cloister’d votarist, 

Deposed, (in honour of the rural feast) 

Their ringlet tresses still are intertwined 

With nature’s jewels, rose, or violet, wreaths, 

(Shone there few other gems, or scanty gold) 

Though here the scarce-saved silken robe, or veil 

Of gauzy cyprus, or the string of pearl, 

Were needed not to heighten native grace, 

Or add a sign to clear nobility. 

Above their sylvan table, if sped eve 

And twilight’s gleam had past the sun’s decline, 
VOL, IV. o 
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From the hall’s rafters, hung with chaplets gay, 
Or from their canopy of feathery trees, 

Carved lamps depend, form’d or of closegrain'd beech, 
(The sovereign’s, or his guests’ sole workmanship) 
Or some broad shell, cull’d from the river’s marge, 
Dispensing lunar light, replete with wax 

From wild bees’ nests, or lard of venison; 

Circled with garlands not inelegant 

Of rushes’ pith, enwreathed with forest-flowers. 


Around the board, as if in festive masque, 
The noble band collect; and pleased enjoy —_1070 
The simple banquet. Rare might seem their feast, 
Though but the product of this desert spot. 
Here wanted not to grace their wild regale 
Fish plenteous from the brook, of varied choice, 
The fresh-won prize of every fleeting day, 
That scarce an hour past oar’d the buoyant stream : 
Nor store of game, the flesh of venison, 
Fawn, or young kidling, or the folded lamb, 
The goat’s dried quarter, with wild parsley seethed, 
Or the prized mumbles of the victim deer, 
By custom handed to the lord of the feast : 
Nor to diversify their strange repast, 1082 
The luscious heath-fowl, or the tender teal, 
Plump quail, or plover, or wood-pigeon’s taste. 
Nor yet was absent other morsel rare, 
To tempt the nicer female appetite. 
There to such viands fail’d not grateful change 
From vegetation’s stores, since native here 
Grew many a fragrant and nutritious herb, 
And juicy root: wild sperage, or the buds 
Of the young hop, ere its erratic sprays 
Have climbed, entangled round theneighbour shrubs; 
Beet, or the raze of pinken radishes : 1093 
Fresh mints, and balm, or cresses from the brook, 
Or truffles, gather’d in the juicy woods. 
Nor here were missing varied delicates, 
By female art framed from delicious milk, 
Drawn by some fair hand from the bending ewe: 
Curds, or the tempting prize of clotted cream. 
Such even here made rich variety, 
And out of nothing seeming luxury. 


Nor food so grateful aptly to dilute 
Were miss’d refreshing drinks. From maple bowl, 
The beechen goblet, or some shelly cruise, 
(For silvery beaker, or the golden ewer, 1105 
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The cup of jasper, or the agate vase, 1106 
Fail’d now their ruder table to adorn) 

They sip clear water, sparkling from the spring: 
At times metheglin, from wild honey brew’d : 

Or pledge, perhaps, the wassail-health in tips 

Of hollow’d horn, fill’d with some rarer prize 

Of precious wine, (vow’d to the brave and fair) 
Rich as the nectar’d dews in cups of flowers. 

This noble pages hand around: nor least 
Admired, as next the table of the King, 

The youthful Turgar, grace of Lincoln’s line, 
Fondly attendant at the sovereign’s side : M17 
These too among, the young and knightly page, 
Brought hither in the train of stately Kent, 

(Of graced condition, and accomplish’d well 

In generous arts) a fair and slender youth, 
Unbearded, pale, who melancholy seem’d, 

And o’er whose mien some mystery seem’d to hang. 
While thus amid their sylvan hermitage 

The frugal meal proceeds, a little guest 

(As wont) appears, the sovereign’s favour’d fawn ; 
Which trips unask’d around, and from each hand, 
Bent to acknowledge its mute claim, receives 
Some grateful fragment, be it leaf, or crumb, 1129 
Accorded with a smile: nor by the King 

Past unobserved, or at wont hour forgot. 

The Mercian Queen too at the board assists, 
Commends each humble dainty to the taste, 

And with presiding presence seems to lead, 

Cheer, and encourage much the assembled band, 
In just decorum and self-order’d rank, 

Here mingling without state, where welcome kind 
Banish’d all strange and formal ceremony : 

Since all was here (how rare soe’er) sincere. 

She too with playful air would oft produce 

To the pleased guests some unexpected store 1141 
(Her own care’s treasure) for select dessert, 

Sole the poor product of the sylvan isle: 

The rose-hip’s crimson rind, in press’d conserve, 
Or in white corbels (her own fancy’s work ) 
Wreath’d-with the jasmine, or the woodbine spray, - 
Sheld-apples dried, or the long-hoarded nuts, 
Seized, ere the squirrel’s grasp, with taper crook : 
Heath-cranberries, or the woodland strawberry, 
Preserved in honey of the wild bees’ nest, 

Or pieces scant of the saved honey-comb. 


Thus, while around upon the turf lay strown 1152 
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The rustic symbols of their mix’d employ, 1153 
Arrows and bows, the crook, or pilgrim-staff, 

The bag and bottle, or the leathern scrip, 

The feather’d cap, the horn, or hunting-spear, 

And while beside the slumbering dogs repose, 

At such their humble festival, so graced 

By valour, beauty, wisdom ;— Nature’s wealth 
Lavish’d in joy and fragance on the sense ;— 

All seems combined in soothing harmony, 

And to the charmed eye a picture holds, 

Not less to feeling, than to fancy, dear. 1163 


Nor hence is other genial influence reft. 
For now the Mercian Queen, attentive, seeks 
From the soft presence of the female train 
To draw the solace Nature's self designs, 
Who deigns to them such grace and various charm 
To be the succour of afflicted man. 
From these she asks in turn the warbled lute, 
Touch'd by a hand, white as the cygnet’s down; 
Or bent across the lyre, as Venus throws 
The wafted veil across her dripping locks: 
Perhaps the song from voices, angel-sweet, 
Whose accent laps the soul in extasy. 1175 


Nor long delay the lovely paragons 
Of England’s grace to yield, such fond appeal: 
But blend each loved and antique roundelay, 
Or dittied carol, sweet and pastoral, 
Some rural lay, that breathes of still content, 
The praise of nature, and the joys of love. 


Such favour first the fair Matilda deigns, 
The generous daughter of the stranger Kent; 
Then the bewitching flower of Devon’s house: 
(For Thora, princess more reserved and shy, 1185 
Though oft besought, still the wish’d boon denied). 
Young Turgar too, (who seems the Ganymede 
Of this their simple feast, with zeal alike 
Attendant on a fancied heaven) adjoins, 
Intreated, his rich voice, and warbles clear 
Some lively strain: or on the reedy flute, 
Cull’d from the marsh, with waxen stop, he pours 
The liquid music of its dying tones. 
The blue-robed bards too in alternate change, 
At the King’s gentle hest, with willing grace, 
Strike the resounding harp with practised hand, 
And add their treasures of harmonious song; 1197 
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In music borne, steal through the captive ear. 
Perhaps at times the monarch not disdains 

To cheer the rustic festival, and adds 

His honour’d tribute of some hunter-song, 

Stored from his youth in fonder memory : 

Or some inspiring patriotic lay 

Of England’s heroes, to his greedy ear 

Taught by his parents in the royal court, 

Or fond impartment of the tutor-bards. 

Or at such moment too address’d (since all 

His voice’s tuneful note delight to hear) 1209 
The polish’d Grimbald, skill’d in vocal song, 
Attunes to moral theme his graver strain : 

The wild romance of southern Troubadour, 

Or simple melody of pastoral Loire. 

Alike the travell’d Erigen, in turn 

Intreated too, with less melodious power, 

Yet fondly listen’d, breathes some Greekish air, 
Learnt in old Athens, or Arcadian fields, 

Or, various as his own acquirements, pours 

Some elder song, beloved in Palestine, 

Heard where Damascus spreads her garden-streets, 
Or caught with awe by Bethlehem’s hallow’d hill. 1221 
Perhaps he adds some darling Scottish chant, 

Or Erin's native glee, capricious, wild, 

Or border-tune of Teviot or of Tweed, 
Remember’d long, and in this grateful theme 
Join’d by the pious guests from Lindisfarne. 

Or last too, Mercia’s Queen the speaking strings 
Of her gold-studded cittern strikes enrapt, 

And mingles with its exquisite response 

The female voice, that as with magic spell 

Sheds o’er life’s saddest gloom a sunny ray, 

And o’er the brooding tempest whispers peace. 1282 


Such mild, serenest charm subdues each heart 
To wondrous calm and unwont tenderness. 
Nor only song the yielded sense enthrals : 
For converse intervenes and apt remark, 
With moral rich, by every breast applied. 
Such genial moment still the attentive King 
Observes, and aiming so to reconcile 
His home-reft nobles to their alter'd lot, 
Perhaps in interval of soothing pause, 
(Though oft in tender melancholy rapt, 
Preserving still a countenance of cheer) 
Thus his heart’s feeling would in words unfold. 1214 
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‘“¢ Now, gentles, for this fancied wilderness,— 
Seems it not like a little paradise ?— 
Made more such, I must needs perceive and own, 
By your rich-added presence.—This poor isle 
Is all the bound of our dominions now ; 
Yet here, though solitary like the birds, 
Shut in by dangers in these trackless woods, 
The hours still o’er us pass with various charm 
As happily as in more lofty state. 
Here exercising pastimes, loved of old, 
We out of nothing save bare poverty, 
Enjoy a frugal, yet a constant feast. 1256 
As if in pleasure, endlessly renew’d. 
We cheat affliction, and fell fortune’s blow 
Seem to have conquer’d, or with smiles evade. 
Loses not sorrow here its fiercest pang? 
The tempests of the world not reach us here. 
All melts around to peace. Life’s furious blast 
Has to a Zephyr died, which on these cells 
Breathes butin fragrance thro these sheltering groves. 
From boisterous tumult far, we sit and sing, 
And from compell'’d experience here learn much, 
Unthought before; yet apt for every rank, = 1267 
The sage, the soldier, statesman or the bard, 
The holy anchorite, the young, the fair.”— 


So as he said, the noble company 
Seems all enrapt, and bends in listening sense 
Of heart-felt truth, till thus the graceful King 
Resumes, and wins from each more charm’d accord. 


‘¢ From its own note, feels not each bosom now 
By instance practical, (true wisdom’s test) 
How wealth and state are but appendages, 
Not forming happiness, nor yet to man 
Needful, albeit so oft with loss of fame, 1278 
Conscience, and peace of mind, e’en like itself, 
Vainly pursued? Here from the ken removed 
Of man’s malignity, screen’d by these trees 
From troubles as from danger, in delights 
Innocent, nor yet mean, if they procure 
Continual solace, and support our lives, 
We find oblivion of misfortunes past, 
And feed the soul with ever-springing joy. 
Amid the varied round of nature’s charms, 
We own a novel kind of happiness, 
And breathe, as ’twere, in a new-open’d world. 
Here mid surrounding rapine, murder, strife, 1290 
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And treason’s snares, we gain a refuge safe, 1291 
In an Elysium, made such by ourselves : 

Till our condition seems no longer poor, 

Or fallen, but raised to nobler dignity. 
Trammel'd no more in forms, but sovereign-free, 
Here learn we, that not gold, or pomp, or power, 
But mutual faith, and kindness, still exchanged, 
Since needed still, each trifle now made great, 
Form wealth enough; our comfort, as our shield. 
These e’en in charming act the heart improve, 
Till each, while happier made, is better’d too.” 


Hush’d was his suasive tongue. With deep de- 
And sympathy the guests his words apply, [light 
Which seem to lend but clearer utterance 
To sentiments which every bosom feels. 


Such soothing converse, in responsive turn, 
The sainted Adulph, born of royal race, 
(Himself ia earlier day a sovereign too, 
Ere yet the regal office he deposed, 
Changed for the peaceful cells of Avalon) 
Serene in look, of angel-countenance, 
Honour'd for wisdom, like to prophecy, 1312 
Thus with his voice in sweet accord confirms. 


‘My own heart tells me too (I needs must own) 
That the tranquillity of these green bowers 
Passes in fancy e’en the hallow’d peace 
Of Glastonbury, still to memory dear. 
After enough, methought, of life had been 
By me devote to courts and cares of state, 
In camps, in dangers versed, inured full long 
To varied scenes of human vanity, 
When my sick soul sigh’d for some quiet spot, 
Where some brief space at least I might forego 
The world’s fierce troubles, and (the past dismiss’d), 
Possess in studious privacy my soul: 
While sacred contemplation might, as ’twere, 
Loose me from chains of earth, and on its wings 
Lift disencumber'’d to an open’d heaven, 
Such rest I found in the Avallonian isle. 
Its still and holy calm my soul preferr’d 
To toilsome honours of the Kentish crown. 
Nor deem’d I this abasement, for I seem’d 
(The royal sway deposed) e’en more a King, 
And found my mind a kingdom, which I there 
Could best of all enjoy, enlarge, control.” 1336 


200 KING ALFRED. 


The venerable sage a moment paused : 1336 
While pensive recoJlection seem’d to bend 
On scenes by-past ; then gravely thus resumed. 


‘Yet though for this I had exchanged a throne, 
When flying from the Pagan rage I left 
A home so sweet, while o’er the country reel’d 
Destruction’s wreck, with new surprize I found, 
That e’en those studious cells and honour’d shrines, 
The tombs of heroes and of elder Kings, 
The graced processions, solemn services 
At the high altar, orisons attuned 1346 
To music pealing through the vaulted aisles, 
That with it seem’d to bear the raptured soul,— 
Were all at last redeem’d, or e’en surpass'd, 
By the hush’d peace of a poor hermitage 
In Cornwall’s vales remote, whose humble fane 
Saint Guerir chose of old; among whose woods, 
Cheer’d by the waters of a crystal spring, 
Il deem’d to dwell] secure, and deal around 
Such little charities as scauted means 
Yet offer'd to my countrymen distress’d. 
Blest was I there in care of one sole friend, 
Good Barius; till at last beyond all bope, 1358 
The company of Corowall’s generous chief, 
Graced Osmund, from his home alike exiled, 
(Pleased in my lonely studies there to blend,) 
Infused into my heart a joy more sweet, 
Than e’en the rest of statelier Avalon.” 


So as the royal anchorite confess’d, 
The noble Osmund (late his fond co-mate) _ 
Bow’'d at his chasten’d words, and graceful own’d 
In his own memory a responding charm, 
Thus interposing : 
‘* Hopour’d counsellor, 1369 
Oft I recal that sylvan solitude, 
And treasure deep in thought what there I learn’d; 
Lessons of wisdom, in none other scene 
E’re glean’d before, such as with heart and brain 
Blending, became thenceforth a part of life. 
Never that home of truth can I forget, 
Or on our logn privations think with pain.” 


Then thus the sainted Adulph brief resumed : 


‘* Pass'd through all ranks of life, I found in proof 
That neither pomp and splendour of a throne, 
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Nor the high station to myself assign’d 1380 
(As a King’s son) in Glaston’s hallow’d aisles, 
Nor deep respect of its religious train 

Who bent to me and made my will their own, 
Were to my humbled soul so inly dear 

As the lone privacy and shelter’d ease 

Of that low hermit-cot, its hallow’d rest, 

And love exchanged of friends, tho’ few, most dear. 
There with the solace of some chosen books, 

My calm’d heart told me, I had never been 

So amply rich mid all my former wealth, 

As there, possessing nothing, seeming reft 1391 
Of all, save life and shut tranquillity. 

With pomp and grandeur, care itself seem’d fled, 
And a new knowledge there I first attain’d, 

To dread no longer change of poverty ;— 

How falsely fear’d! oft virtue’s kindest nurse.” 


Such accents when the King, delighted, heard, 
Thus to their present home he turns compare, 
And smiling asks : 

‘“‘ Resembles not this spot 
Such cherish‘d peace, or e’en the last exceeds ?” 


His kinsman, with a look benign, responds. 


‘‘That sum of my remark I pleased admit. 1403 
This our green islet, from the track of men 
By woods and waters hemm’d, although e’en more 
Secluded and removed, might seem at first 
Of needful solace wholly destitute.— 
Yet who can here discern a single want? 
Here in a home, poor, humble, yet serene, 
Saved in its bosom from destruction’s prowl, 
We gain advantages before undream’d. 
Here may we know ourselves, and every hour 
Unfold some rich instruction to the heart. 
Here still we reign though in a nobler mode, 
And yet retain e’en a more gracious court. 1415 
Here, while in constant exercise engaged 
Of patient duty and commutual aid, 
We best can cultivate the immortal mind, 
And lead it to unspotted purity. 
Reflection here may undisturb’d and calm 
Apply past life to use, and meditate 
On human vanity, from worldly things 
(Prized all at their just rate) extracting still 
The wise and good : learning from every chance 
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Better, and therefore happier, still to be: 1425 
Gleaning from sunk distress unflattering truth, 
Stable contentment, undeceiving bliss, 

Not found in pomp, in glory, or in wealth, 

. But in composure, moderation, peace.” 


So as the sire and sage, for mildness famed, 
Utter’d his thoughts, each bosom seem’d to bear 
Its testimony to such accents’ truth, 

While reign’d in each unwont complacency. 
A silent pause mark’d reverential awe, 
Till thus the holy man, admired, renew’d. 1435 


‘Sure every heart, howe’er unused, perceives, 
This scene, this season of adversity 
Presents a school of virtue, where we may 
By just observance and taught habit’s train 
Treasure up feelings, thoughts, remembrances, 
Decorous, worthy, sound, and profitable, 
With force more deep imprinted on the soul 
Than precept can; till clear experience gain 
Invaluable stores for future use. 
Here we our duty may discern to heaven, 
Our country, friends, and foes, as to ourselves, 
And while we feed the soul, amend the heart. 
Here find we need of cheerfulness untired, 1448 
Of tempers kind, to make us amiable, 
With little pleased, made conscious that good will 
And perseverance here must meet each want: 
Industrious, active, prudent, vigilant, 
Dauntless in courage at the hour of need, 
To guard assault of foes, yet these subdued, 
Proving to them diviner clemency :— 
Forbearing each to each; of manners mild; 
Here perfecting our earlier courtesy ; 
Healthful by temperance, unassail’d by vice, 1458 
And drawn to heaven by humble piety, 
While thither Hope, o’er her stay’d anchor bent, 
Looks up with aspect bland, as to her home.” 


So as he said, a sacred calm delight 
Crept o’er the listening guests and held them mute, 
Till the charm’d Alfred, watchful yet to glean 
His fund of wisdom from the hoary sire, 
Loved as his early teacher, guide, and friend — 
(The experienced sage, who in his life had blent 
King, statesman, warrior, next the still recluse ; 
Versed in all modes of life and ways of men, 1469 
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Known most sagacious in each theme of use, 1470 
Whose thought the future from the past divines ;) 
Such gracious moral, pledged with courtesy, 

By thanks confirms: then with ingenious art 

That suasive tongue encourages again 

Whose counsel all approve: soliciting 

The tone of solace from Instruction’s lips. 


‘¢ How blest, that wisdom thus can turn distress 
To use so noble! But if sacred age, 
Used once to richer life, unruffled meets 
Pressure, and from affliction draws content, 1480 
We hail the bright example which the while 
We venerate, we strive to copy too. 
Breathe, sainted sage, thy counsel, which revives 
The drooping spirit, charms the throbbing heart, 
And spreads glad sunshine over darkest gloom.” 


Nor Adulph, so besought, his voice denies : 
But thus with solemn dignity renews. 


‘¢ Poor and defenceless as we seem, yet here 
Secure, and rescued from the tyranny 
Both of o’erraught ambition and of fear, 1490 
These scenes may serve as prophets to the soul, 
And from the world escaped, we here may find 
The meed of wisdom in tranquillity. 
Here spring new duties, suiting every rank, 
Each sex, and age: such as may best improve, 
E’en while they charm, the heart, and in sweet turn 
With contemplation blend activity. 
Sure in these placid bowers no breast can be 
Sad or depress’d. Can to this Eden-spot 
Aught but content intrude, and soothing joy ? 
Here to repine were impious. Thankful ease 
Becomes a duty to the good and wise. 1502 
For say, what need we, that we here not own ? 
Here with strange zest the chasten’d bosom learns, 
How sweet the peace that springs from low content. 
The poor man’s joys o’errate a troubled throne. 
Few are the perils that his state surround. 
After his cheerful toil, how calm his sleep ! 
His wealth’s enough, which every want supplies. 
He cannot fall, while lurking misery 
Still tracks and haunts the falsely envied prince.” 


‘All gaze with veneration, blent with love, 
Upon the holy man, whose practised words 1513 
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Inspire a halcyon and delicious glow, 1514 
Till thus again in brief the sire pursued. 


‘« Shall we then for these comforts grieve to change 
Past luxuries, and pine for things remote ? 
True happiness knows ever to enjoy 
The present; prizing blessings near at hand, 
Which erring fancy sees not, or disdains. 
Time was indeed, when from my birth, and rank, 
And breeding in the world (son to a King, 
Then lifted to a throne myself) I too 1528 
Have known each elegance when nought was deem’d 
In dwelling, garniture, apparel, food, 
For me too various-costly, or too rare. 
But now by reason and reflection taught, 
By habit too subdued, I relish more 
The plainest fare which Nature best sustains, 
Not pampering appetite. From reading, thought, 
And observation, my now-sober’d age 
In simplest life finds more exalted joy, 
And bows the body to its order’d sphere.” 


To whom then Alfred, on his honour’d kin 
Gazing with reverent love, as one, in whom —=1535 
Just taste, by kindness ruled, made all appear 
Graceful, (whate’er be did, or said, or thought,) 
Tn fond and grateful tone, these words address’d. 


‘¢ Loved kinsman, versed in various life, in whom 
Wisdom itself new beauty seems to gain, 
Still in thy sacred person we possess 
Our guide and guard: such as in earlier day 
From dangers warn’d my yet ungovern’d youth, 
Thy deep experience e’en since then improved 
By communing with Nature, books, and men, 
Gives to thy words persuasion uncontroll’d, 1546 
And to thy thoughts the scope of prophecy. 
To thy monition thankfully we bend.” 


The sainted sire with meeken’d air return’d. 


‘¢ Striving with humbler powers, (by partial friends 
Rated beyond their value,) mine has been 
A varied lot, acting what good I might. 
Hence though in former day, what time the King 
Had many duties, I his untamed youth 
Presumed advise, and curb’d his ardent spirit, 
Conscious myself of frailties, I have learn’d 1556 
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To pardon others, seeing all are men, 1857 
By chance in various circumstances thrown, 
Needing compassion even for the best. 

But now I hope, o’erheap’d adversity 

Has sped its full career, and that henceforth 

More prosperous days await. Chase then despair. 
Heaven, by this chastisement and just rebuke 
Appeased, will yet its favouring blessing deign. 
Such is my prophecy and fond presage. 

If Providence our former homes restore, 

We shall return with hearts and minds improved : 
If here to die, we hence shall pass serene, 1568 
And make these peaceful groves a step to heaven.” 


He ceased: a sacred charm his audience rapt, 
Who hail’d his words as of an oracle, 
Imparting confidence and tranquil hope. 


Nor he alone, but all the noble band 
By turns in interesting converse blend, 
Fraught with applied remark: while still the King, 
Knowing each various character, to each 3 
Addresses something kind and pertinent, 

(Of converse the perfection, that adapts 1578 
Its varying tact to the pleased listener’s ear) 
Educing thus from each the meet response.— 
Marking the moment, to one valued guest, 

Of intellect acute and vast, replete 

With stores of study as of travell’d thought, 

The sovereign turns, and fond elicits thus 
Reflections of the learned Erigen. 


‘¢ And say too, gracious tutor, justly prized, 
Unrivall’d scholar, thou, whose pregnant mind, 
In travel ripe, in lore of many tongues, 
In note of life, with penetrating ken 1589 
Has scann’d the structure of the compound man, 
Loved Erigen, our ever-pleasant friend, 
Not vainly deem’d our prime philosopher, 
How strike these scenes thy fancy ?— Erst with thee, 
And Asser here, and Plegmund (England’s pride) 
The generous Osmund, and a studious few, 
We conn’d with rapture books, recall’d with pride : 
The Horatian morals, happy, terse, and true : 
Or page of wise Boétius, that unfolds 
What comforts from philosophy can spring. 
Oft have I heard thee tell (and well believe,) 
That true philosophy is not a name, 1¢01 
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But spreads its influence over govern’d life. 1602 
Apply thy sum of learning, nor let sleep 

The treasured wisdom of departed time. 

But since thy commerce thro’ the world, observed 
With all advantages of science, art, 

And history of men, has made thee rich 

In nature’s secrets, let us hear thy thought. 

To our new state thy keen instruction bring, 

And call thy’ full experience into use. 

Here seems a field for thy philosophy, 

Brought now to test and proof. Shew then its power, 
And from thyself now let us feel assured, 1613 
If after all thy wanderings, oft received 

With favour high in halls and palaces 

>Mong Kings and learned clerks, it now be thine 
In this poor isle to own a happy home.” 


Accosted thus, with pleased and lively air 
Soon then the classic traveller replies. 


‘¢ Thanks, honour’d liege, for such kind courtesy 
And graced opinion. Not, I trust, in vain 
Have I read, travell’d, thought: yethave but proved, 
Various as were the countries 1 have pass’d, 1623 
Making almost the world my pilgrimage, 
Howe’er its different habitants appear’d 
Diversified in manners, tongue, attire, 
That all were men: with human passions all, 
And changing but with climate, state, degree, 
Their nature, will, and appetites the same. 
Nor have I yet to learn, that ’tis the part 
Of genuine wisdom and philosophy 
To calm and meet the inevitable ills 
Of human life, of which all own a share: 
In adverse hour to mitigate distress 
And curb to temperance proud prosperity. 1635 
Nor deem but that I too alike discern, 
This place and season best compel to proof 
Those valued lessons and enchanting lore 
Of Plato and his master Socrates, 
(Wisest of men, who practised what he taught) 
Or Horace’ pregnant maxims, learn’d from thence, 
Conn’d by us both, my liege, in former day. 
These deem the various sufferings, (the sure lot 
Of human life) its needful exercise, 
As age advances and the mind expands, 
By reason’s use and contemplation’s power 
To purge the clear’d soul (heaven’s immortal gift, 
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Pure in itself and good, till link’d to earth) —1648 
From base desires and sensual appetite ; 

Until its essence, freed from corporal dross, 
Assert at last its native dignity, 

And from its clayey partner’s prison scaped, 
Aspiring ever after happiness, 

Shall re-assume its first divinity, 

Assimilating but in union there, 

And finding there alone its proper bliss. 

But to that happiness to which it tends, 

The way is trial, patience, fortitude, 

Perfecting virtue best, tho’ hard in show. 1659 
Why then regret our lot of change to bear ?— 

Let us give svelcome to adversity, 

Hail’d as our friend, if blest in such effects: : 
Prized as the precious balsam of the soul, 

Pour’d from the living fount of happiness.” 


In mood enrapt the sovereign bends to hear 
Such thoughts, reminding studies past, enjoy’d 
With the learn’d man in days of loved repose, 
Sought then for knowledge, but now brought to bear 
On life itself, with strong and healing power. 

Their soothing balm too every heart partakes, 1670 
While thus the practised scholar, calm, pursues. 


‘* Believe it, ever has my study been 
Throughout the changeful course of life to bear 
With equal temper wealth and poverty ; 

Nor know in vain the proved philosophy, 

Which traces all things with pervading test 

To the fix’d principles of primal truth, 

Till in the attending bosom it implants 

Precepts to make the heart invulnerable ;— 
Deems him the rich man, who has fewest wants, 
Nor callshim blest who grieves mid wealth and pomp, 
But him who, having little, smiles content. 1682 
Study is but the means, not end, of life, 

If it for that extract no fruit of use, - 
Nor make its votary better, happier too ; 

In balance true at their just estimate 

Appreciate all things; make else scanted means 
Suffice and please; wants, deem’d important, fade 
Themselves to trifles, foreign to our need : 

If in affliction’s hour philosophy 

Soothe not the burden’d heart, and o’er the storm 
Lift the staid mind in calm serenity, 

Not querulous of heaven-disposed events, 1693 


208 KING ALFRED. 


But cheerful in each scene and circumstance,— 
Discerning truth from falsehood, show in proof 
The worth of riches, and how meanly poor 

Is avarice, and lucre unapplied ; 

Control puff'd pride, diminish vain ostent, 

And still possess the soul in govern’d peace,— 
If the summ’d mass of all our studied lore 

Tend not to these results, nor work this end, 

"Tis a vain dream, a waste of words and thought, 
Worthless, if not for instance practical.” — 


He paused a moment, for the observant King 1704 
Enquired— 
‘* And deem’st thou, honour’d Erigen, 
Studies, which with enthusiasm of delight 
We glean’d with thee, each hour our watch could 
Minister'd pleasure merely, reaping thence (seize, 
No lasting benefit for after-use ?”’ 


Instant the classic Erigen return’d : 


«Sure no: not solely for a graspless shade 
We read the sages, honour’d of old time 
As high instructors and the friends of man. —1714 
Thence fail’d we not to gain substantial power. 
The immortal mind, with all its thought, endures, 
And shares the nature of eternal truth ; 
Adapted to man’s being, not confined 
In its vast range to nation, state, or place. 
Hence have we noblest lessons erst derived : 
Nor lack we now their genial exercise. 
Equal to chance, and parrying fortune’s blow, 
We here surmount despair, and through the glass 
Of sunny-bright philosophy see here 
Not desolate privation, but alone 
A safe asylum, offering charmed peace : 1726 
A season of enjoyment, and a home 
Where every real want is soon supplied. 
Now finding with surprize our fancied wants 
Most but our own creation, playfully 
Here vie we with each other in content. 
Till knowing from full proof, that happiness 
Springs not from outward circumstance or show, 
But owns its seat and fountain in the mind, 
Delighted we perceive its genuine means 
In our own power. Our humble competence 
Is wealth, and here as if in charmed spell 
Fleet the delicious hours in placid ease. 1736 


BOOK XXVIII. 209 


Here in self-government we learn to prize 1739 
The true and decent, and o’er vain parade 
Superior, deck these solitudes with rays 

Of heavenly lustre, chasing dismal gloom, 

And our blest heisure turn to solid use. 

After so many troubles known by each 

In crowded cities, courts, or lonely cells, 

Toss’d o’er life’s stormy sea, and mark’d so much 
Of blighted hope and sunk prosperity, 

Here unexpected comfort hails us yet. 

Our seeming desolation melts away 

To soothing calm, to beauty, and to joy. 1750 
Here claims the time that we be good and wise, 
And our best teacher proves adversity.” 


So as he utter’d, such his accents charm’d 
The pensive guests, nor least the thoughtful bards. — 
Till English Wilfred, (of esteem no less 
Than sage Geraint, bard of the British chair) 
To his near friends his deep delight express’d. 
Then to the studious traveller himself 
Question address’d : 

‘* Scholar, in various lore 

Refined, and deep with philosophic ken, 1761 
Thy keen remarks bespeak thy stores of thought, 
-And with summ’d reason captivate the heart. 
Thy travell’d note, rare in its wide extent, 
And teeming fancy, by thy learning rich’d, 
Have made it thine to witness, or to dream, 
Perhaps, full many a fairer scene than this. 
But say: presents not our poor islet here, 
Fraught with such fellowship as now it boasts, 
Enough to please e’en thee, and of us all 
To charm the brief existence every hour? ” 


Thus then replied the classic Erigen. 1772 


‘‘ Thou know’st, kind minstrel, gifted son of song, 
Here too the Muses haunt: the very scene 
Inspires rapt contemplation, hallow’d truth. 

From these still bowers, N ature’s own studious seats, 
Each base, unworthy passion seems to part, 
Scared by the presence of philosophy. 
For what forbids us deem this English grove, 
Where her last nobles hide, her pensive bards, 
Her statesmen, warriors, and her graceful fair, 
Sacred as that where Grecian Plato walk’d, 
Wooing in meditation fadeless truth 1783 
VOL. IV. P 
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Among the sylvan shades of Academe ? 1784 
Why every duty to instruct less apt ? 

Though bluer be the skies, more soft the air 

Of genial Greece, though brighter suns illume 

The favour’d clime of classic Italy, 

Yet let us not disdain this humble spot. 

Deem we our passing Thone Ilyssus’ stream, 

And these green banks and arbours not excell’d 
E’en by the shores of fair Parthenope, 

Arcadian meads, or Tempe’s hallow’d vale. 
Parret’s lone wave may inspiration yield, 

Pure as the sacred fount of Castaly. 1795 
Nay, the green leaves of these unthought-of trees, 
With rapt affection and prophetic power, 

May scatter truths o’er the transported heart 

Like Delphi’s or Dodona’s oracle. 

Nor sighs my fancy this poor isle to change 

E’en for the banks beloved of pastoral Tweed, 

Or the dear peace of Erin’s sainted cells.” 


Ceased then the travell’d scholar, whom to hear 
All bent, admiring, and his pleased compare 
Took with strange pleasure: till to him in few 
The pious Asser, who beside him sat, 1806 
(The King’s instructor and his friend beloved) 
With smile serene address’d this meet response. 


‘‘ Studious philosopher, in ancient lore 
School'd, and with stores of moral wisdom fraught, 
Charm’d I discern thy learning thus applied : 
Thee too, in life so versed, who of the world 
Hast seen so much, with this low homelet pleased. 
Yet sure, meseems, in this shared fellowship 
Of England’s nobles, and her Christian King, 
(With whom I willingly partake the lot, 
How poor or sunk soe’er) this novel scene —1817 
Has charms, though wild; and welcome to my heart, 
E’en as the valleys of romantic Wales: 
Scarce less than my Menevia’s native cells, 
(Dear as our holy David’s seat of old) 
Or peace of Ormandine’s enchanted bower.” 


The sovereign on such honest, British friend, 
Remembering thus his distant home beloved, 
Deigns an approving smile, with fixed look 
That spoke a deep regard: then thus in few. 


‘* Asser, kind partner of our studious hours, 1827 
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We know thy fondness to be near us still, 1828 
And that no perils daunt thy constant love, 
Whate’er befals. Full well thy generous truth 
Demands, and owns our cordial gratitude. 

Nor needs our sylvan islet shun compare 

E’en with repose of Pembroke’s sea-girt cells, 
Gracing our realm beloved of Southern Wales.” 


He said; then turning toward a neighbour-guest, 
With look of veneration blent with love, 
The sovereign thus in tone of fond esteem, 
Accosts the elder, and revered sage, 1838 
Plegmund, the shepherd prime of England’s flock. 


‘« And thou too, primate of our kingdom’s sees, 
Arch-head of scared religion's scatter’d sons, 
Our pious Plegmund, wise in lore divine, 

Who from thy Canterbury’s pastoral throne, 
Hast sunk with us to this poor banishment, 

And mourn’st alike, with England’s fallen King, 
Subverted altars and thy charge dispersed, 
While pines the nation for the loss of thee, 

As for their ravish’d shepherd bleat the flocks,— 
What consolation finds thy brooding heart, _1849 
In spot so poor and desert-lone as this ? 

Reveal thy sentiment, if it be thine 

Aught to contribute to our needful peace, 

And pleasure of our humble festival.” 


Then the good, honour’d Plegmund, so appeal’d, 
Whose reverend aspect and grey hairs beseem 
His sacred office, with remembrance fond 
Recals, and with the present state contrasts 
Scenes he himself has known in earlier day : 
Binding attention, while he thus replies. 1859 


‘¢ Well must my gracious sovereign discern, 
That me ’twould ill become, should I disdain 
The humblest state, remembering that to such 
Myself am not unused: since mine has been 
A lot to sainted Adulph’s most unlike, 
Or to the King’s, or of these noble peers, 
Falling from highest to the lowest state, 
Born all to great and princely rank. “Twas mine 
From primal lowly life and state to rise 
By my liege lord’s kind favour up to high : 
Nor to past wont is my return so strange. 
In Mercia born, at first a little cell 1871 


/ 
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My fancy loved, where Hanbury’s spiry fane, 

' Guarding in peace Saint W erburgh’s hallow’d shrine, 
O’erlook’d afar fair Needwood’s forest-scenes. 
Devote from infancy to sacred lore, 

Contented here I dwelt, nor dream'd of change. 
Till when the footsteps of the prowling foe 
Assail’d with rage e’en this sequester’d spot, 

In terror with the harmless villagers 

I fled, scarce knowing whither, destitute 

And homeless all; yet bore we thence the shrine 
Till safe in Chester’s abbey-walls it found 

A resting place. Myself there staid awhile 1883 
Among its holy votaries, and glean’d 

Much sacred knowledge from more learned men.” 


Of whom, with gracious look, then ask’d the King. 


‘« And did you not by Chester’s antique fane 
Dwell as an anchorite, (for so, methinks, 
Myself have heard) seeking in studious peace 
Improvement on which then your soul was bent?” 


The primate thus replied : 1891 
‘‘ True, honour’d liege: 

There ina little hermitage I dwelt, 
Without the city-walls, where ruddy cliffs 
O’erlook the waters of smooth-flowing Dee, 
Till curves its stream past the old Roman fort, 
Where Pallas’ form, cut in the native rock, 
To memory shews the loitering soldiers’ work. 
Here pensive contemplation I indulged : 
Till a poor anchorite to Hilbree’s isle 
I turn’d, secluded by Dee’s sea-ward mouth, 
Where broad sands check the wild Vergivian tide, 
O’er which at times Saint Werburgh’s votaries 
Direct their pilgrim-feet, and fond invoke 1904 
With prayer and song the guardian of the flood. 
Here nursed in silence and in privacy, 
E’en by the sound and rolling of the deep 
Inspired to holy musing, with some few 
Smit like myself by lonely study’s love, 
We conn'd the sacred scriptures to the root, 
Feeding our souls with treasure, passing price, 
That made our poor condition rich indeed. 
Here varied nought our meditation’s course, 
Save if at times in charm’d and devious walk 
We trod the glens of Wirheal’s forest-tracts, 
From Hilbree’s isle along that tongue of land 1916 
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Whose pleasing shores are wash’d on either side 
By Dee’s, or Mersey’s bark-alluring wave.” 


To whom the King: 
‘*Such with my memory ’grees: 

Yet e’en such distant and sequester’d spot 
Could not from me thy worthy fame conceal, 
Which, while I sought for wise and learned men, 
Reach’d my glad ear e’en in our failing south : 
Ere our hoped Oxford rear'd its timorous head 
And wooed shy learning nearer regal Thames.” 


So spoke the sovereign: when with modest air, 
(True merit’s badge,) good Plegmund thus return’d. 


‘* Hence for some qualities the King had heard, 
Or deem’d in me (heaven knows, by me undream’d) 
From my poor solitude his unsought grace 
Sent to bespeak my presence at his court, 

To yield my constant service by his side 

And be attendant in his royal train. 

When his dear favour and increased regard, 

To me vouchsafed in still-continued proof, 

Raised me to honour high, and bade preside 1937 
O’er the prime see of all his harass’d realm. 

There fond I labour’d through the nighted land 
Religion’s genial influence to diffuse, 

And aid the patriot efforts of the King, 

(The task I knew still dearest to his heart) 
Through our distracted country to implant 

Sound learning, brought from far, but founded best 
Upon the solid rock of Christian truth. 

Thus while such care employ’d me to my best 
(Whate’er my humble power) to me was deign’d 
With liberal hand, though by myself unask’d, 

No portion slight of service, wealth, and means.” 


Instant the King: 
‘Twas but thy due, good man; 
And happy had we been, had it pleased heaven 
That thy prized life had been yet longer spent, 
Acting the duties of thy sacred seat ; 
But thou too sharest with us the general wreck.” 


Soon England’s pastor answer’d : 
Since the will 
Inscrutable of Providence permits 
The Pagan to afflict our suffering isle, 1959 
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E’en to expulsion of her Christian King, 1960 
And from her nobles wrests their ancient homes, 
While fallen religion’s ministers, the prey 

Of vengeful hate, with persecuted steps 

Fly from the face of savage conquerors, 

In this our sole asylum thus we hide. 

But though the general loss be doubtless sad, 
Since blasted seems the hope, of all most dear, 
Religion’s holy comforts to restore, 

Shall I (save but for that religion’s sake) 

Mourn for myself, or at this change repine ? 
Returnimg only to my pristine state, 1971 
And poverty to me not hard to bear, 

*T were easy here for me to re-assume 

My former habits, were I e’en alone; 

But with my King and England’s nobles thus 
Sharing the lot, if they can feel content, 

The spot retains a courtly dignity.” 


He paused; for thus the sovereign interposed. 


‘¢ Kind, venerable friend, whate’er of worth 
Is thine, which thy own modest words disprize, 
Thou art our countryman, our England's growth, 
Not for her welfare patriotic less 1982 
Than her graced pattern; fitted as thou art 
To be her shepherd and her teacher best 
Of that religion whose exalting power 
Can best with dauntless fortitude sustain 
Her generous sons amid their deep distress. 
And yet fond hope persuades me, thou shalt live 
Among our suffering people to diffuse 
Its solace under thy paternal care.” 

[sued. 
When paused the King, thus Plegmund mild pur- 


‘* Mine has not been indeed the fortuned lot, 
(As was the travell’d, happier, Erigen’s) 1993 
Amid the scenes and on the very spot, 

Where ancient sages and philosophers 

Have walk’d, to meditate and deep digest 

With tenfold charm and zest their precious lore, 
Sounding the depths of truth with all the scope 
And power that unassisted reason might. 

Myself but in our unpretending isle, 

In solitudes of her sequester’d cells, 

(No Oxford oped as yet her favouring halls, 
Whzere learning’s votaries could its sum expound 
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And guide the willing pupil in his way) 2004 
Have read and ponder’d most one sacred book, 
That opes the records of our faith divine. 

Yet even these, methinks, (although myself 
Disdain not teaching of the sages old, 

Or moral poets, touch’d with rays from heaven) 

In that religion which our youthful zeal 

Imbibed, and sought to ’stablish through the land, 
Disclose a richer learning, nobler truths, 

More lofty hopes than e’er inspired of old 
Reason’s summ’d flight, or stored philosophy. 
This e’en the studious Erigen, himself 2015 
Skill’d too in lore divine, can best confirm.” 


So as the much revered arch-shepherd said, 
His little flock (how lessen’d remnant!) bend 
In charm’d suspense : nor least the Mercian Queen, 
Who knew her pristine subject’s merit well. 
Pious, and conscious of the darling theme, 
His meditation’s drift she long’d to hear, 
Preferring e’en to classic Erigen :— 
Till sacred Adulph (of the royal line) 2024 
Himself the moment seized, and thus in brief 
The head of England’s ruin’d church address’d. 


‘‘ Nay, fail not thou, prime guardian of the fold, 
Who to thy bosom call’st its poor remains, 
E’en in this lowly shed, this lorn retreat, 
To spread before these guests the food of life, 
The fruit of thy enamour’d thought; and tell, 
What that religion, which thou know’st the best, 
Presents to solace here afflicted life, 
With power transcending all of elder lore : 
And from thy native studies, while they shame 
Philosophy’s high boast, unfold indeed 2036 
Truths, to which every heart shall throb assent.” 


Then so solicited, with meekest air 
Sublimed to dignity, (as with the theme 
Inspired) the graceful Plegmund thus resumes. 


‘‘ Sure not imagination sole, but proved 
In substance and effect on actual life, 
Is christianity’s superior worth, 
Nor is that gift divine a shadowy dream: 
For while our sacred faith to wondering man 
Proclaims a Teacher, sent from heaven itself, 
Such e’en, as old philosophers declared 2017 
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Needed to guide unsettled reason right, 2048 
We see his life’s example opes alike 

A constellation of all virtues summ’d. 

When hearing this celestial messenger 

With mild, yet just, authority reveal 

Eternal truth, (in accents which he tells 

Destined, though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
To last for ever, stedfast and unchanged,) 

Mark we not all the precepts he imparts 

Pattern’d in proof by his own loveliest acts, 
While he through changes of this troubled life 
Presents a clue, to guide the feet in peace, 2059 
The heart to comfort through this vale of tears ?”” 


So as he utter’d, Adulph, sainted sage, 
Thus answer’d grave: 
‘¢ Most true, arch-shepberd high: 
In Christ’s divine example we behold 
His own religion in bright practice shewn, 
A spirit governing habitual life.” 
(turn’d : 
Cheer’d with such note, good Plegmund thus re- 


‘‘ Not visionary, but to human need 2068 
Suited with easy force, nor burden hard, 
His mild instruction not with haughty scorn 
Would seek to steel the heart ’gainst chance and pain, 
(The inevitable doom of mortal man, 
While wandering through this earthly pilgrimage,) 
Or deems the fragile sufferer more than man, 
Disclaiming, and as if ’twould soar above 
The frail condition of humanity, 
(Vain boast and effort of philosophy !) 
But giving human feelings natural way, 
E’en as a being of the self-same mould 
In kindest spirit of benevolence * 2080 
Mingles with needful sympathy and aid 
In griefs and failings of man’s erring race. 
He teaches all, as sprung of one same sire, 
Bound on one voyage o’er the sea of life, 
To deem this world a passage to be cross’d, 
But only heaven's bright peace the happy haven. 
With eye intent on that, and finding too 
In sympathy’s own virtuous exercise 
A solace sweet, itself presaging heaven, 
To draw from thence a solace and support, 
Of power to meet and stem life’s fiercest rage. 
Shines not religion then with fairer grace 2092 
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Than beam’d on elder wisdom’s clouded brow, 
Or the cold learning of the haughty schools ?” 


So as he said the studious Erigen 
With look of charm’d complacence bow’d assent: 
At which encouraged, Plegmund fond proceeds. 


‘The ancient sages roam’d afar, and sought 
Through regions dim of possibility 
O’erclouded truth, and grasp’d in vain its shade, 
Returning but confused in dark surmise. 
Our heavenly teacher opens and explains 2102 
The justice, order, grace of truth divine, 
And reconciles in one symmetric whole, 
Bringing down reason from the mystic schools 
Into the common use of daily life, 
Which most it joys to soothe, improve, adorn. 
And when this transient pilgrimage is o’er, 
Our divine Master to the grateful soul 
Assures an immortality of bliss, 
(Of which himself a primal earnest proves) 
Oped in another and a better world, 
When earth’s low cares and trying griefs are past: 
Making the troubles of this passing scene 2114 
Fade as to nothing; auspice dear of hope 
That all shall be in future happiness 
Lost and forgot, while thus the lifted soul 
Is train’d to prospect of perennial joy, 
Progressive only through eternity ; 
Whence death itself, no longer terrible, 
Seems to the good the single gate of life.” 


A pause of reverent awe the audience held 
Awhile in silent trance ; until his thought 
The deep reflective Adulph thus adjoins. 2124 


‘* Such truth my practised bosom can attest, 
Which from religious trust in gloomiest hours 
Has ever drawn consoling peace and hope, 
Transcending studious reason’s amplest reach, 
Though summ’d to heights of past philosophy. . 
Nor is its beauty least, or worth less dear, 

That not alone it cheers the great and high, 
Bat its all healing balm to every raok 
Applying, chiefly soothes the lawly poor.” 


Seizing the thought, soon England’s primate thus 
Earnest continued : 2135 
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‘¢ Shall we then disdain 
Or shrink from poverty, when we recal 
Our heavenly Master’s choice, who could have own’d 
Riches and power on earth, when among men 
He from his glorious mansion deign’d to come, 
Yet claim’d not to consort among the proud, 
Or dwell with Kings in stately palaces, 
But houseless sojourn’d ’mong the humble poor, 
And void of earth’s possessions, gave to man 
A lesson in his own humility : | 
Proving what innate peace and rest can spring 
From meekness and contented piety ? 2147 
That gracious Friend preferr’d to recommend 
Virtue for its own sake, its own reward, 
In lowest state a solace and support, 
Resign’d to heaven’s best-ruling will and guard. 
His high example shows that happiness 
(Man’s chief pursuit and end) consists not thus 
In honours, wealth, or pomp, or pleasure’s name, 
But widely spread with providential hand 
Pervades all ranks, and dwells but with the good. 
Whence his religion not alone confirms, 
Inculcates, but enlarges and transcends 
The wisest dictates of philosophy, 2159 
Whose choicest precepts moderation breathe, 
And chiefest seek to check o’erraught desire, 
Yet wanting such sublime rewards appeal’d 
As Christ’s more high and heaven-born hopes inspire.” 


So as he said, the listening audience feel 
The solaced bosom raised o’er worldly pain. 
When one fair guest her fond remark adjoins, 
The Mercian Queen; (for still the female breast 
Responds to influence sweet of holy truth) 
Who thus her grateful accents interpleads: 2169 


‘* What boundless gratitude to heaven is due 
For such its bounteous gift and blessing deign’d ; 
Whose soothing balm the heart in sorrow most 
Owns and adores! Sure the divinest charm 
Of.Christ’s pure faith is, that its breath consoles 
Poverty and distress, soft-whispering heals 
The wounded spirit, and each woe disarms. 
Possessing only this, the poor who feel 
Its comfort as their single heritage, 

May boast a wealth surpassing worldly pomp. 
This knew its heavenly Author and reminds.— 
Why dread we then to bear our lowly lot, 218) 
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So as the gentle sister said, all feel 
A fitting beauty and responding charm, 
When the graced female, who had erst herself 
So well adorn’d a throne, thus fond applies 
Religion’s solace to her alter’d life, 
Press’d in so strange affliction ; widow’d long 
And reft of all, save of her country’s love: 
Yet as her brother’s friend and comforter 
Thus cheerful amid ruin’s saddest wreck. 2191 


Pleased with the comment kind from lips so fair, 
The sacred primate tenderly rejoins : 


‘*Too well, graced lady, royal sufferer, 
Your own experience adds a practic proof 
Of that religion’s power, which your mild heart 
Has cherish’d long, and brought to constant use. 
You know, and can from feeling best attest 
That our great Master came to soothe on earth 
Sorrow and pain, and quench life’s fiercest pangs: 
Proving the chief physician of the soul, 
To comfort and support the afflicted heart 2202 
With power which nothing worldly may essay. 
He shrank not from affliction’s sharpest stroke, 
A man of sorrows and with grief acquaint, 
Still passioning with frail humanity. 
How kind to suffering mortals, bow’d with woe, 
He calls, and bids to come and learn of him, 
Lowly and meek of heart, that he may give 
The troubled spirit rest, whose patient trust 
Makes the yoke easy and the burden light! 
He scorns not sacred tears, but over grief 
While prompt to weep, still to another world 
Lifts the rapt soul, where tenderness and love 2214 
Reign only, and where tears shall be no more. 
How sinks then in mean balance of compare 
With meed like this all earthly suffering!” 


So utter’d mild England’s arch-shepherd prime, 
While he his genial and wise counsel suits 
To present exigence, with solace drawn 
From that religion, which he knows the best. 
Nor fail’d attention, while he thus pursues : 


‘* Shall we then, mid this season of distress 
Admit depression, when ourselves discern 2224 
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Such trial of misfortune brings to test 2225 
Religion’s stay, whose humble trust in heaven, 

On resignation based and lofty hope, 

Arms the fix’d heart with fortitude to meet 
Opposure of life’s worst calamity : 

Potent beyond what single reason dares, 

Serene in steadfast equanimity 

Which none but Christ’s true votaries can know ? 
His hallow’d inspiration deigns reveal 

A Providence, which with a sheltering care 
Broods over all, nor to the ground permits 

The sparrow from his nest unmark’d to fall. 2236 
Such charge paternal shields too suffering man, 
Who well may deem affliction but for good 
Assails him, though through means inscrutable.” 


So as the reverend head of England's flock 
Deign’d his kind consolation, cull’d from stores 
Of his own pious thought and study’s fruit, 

A holy resignation soothes each heart. 

To such accorded balm the sovereign bows 

His cordial thanks, and of the sacred man 

Asks if not here much comfort smiles around. 
Such recognition, fond elicited, 2247 
The venerable Plegmund pleased confirms, 

And o’er the wounded bosom gently pours 
Reviving hopes of his high office sprung. 


‘*‘ Here sure e’en yet are many blessings left. 
Though poor, if good, we may be happy still. 
Here with felt favour of the Deity, 

A more than earthly peace may yet be ours. 
Innocent, if no longer great, we here 

May husband fleeting time, amid these scenes 
Where every object offers theme for thought, 
Found for meet contemplation all too short. 2258 
Since brief at best is life, its stinted bound 

Shall here incentive to each duty prove; 

While every bour some kindly claim presents 

To check approach of listless indolence. 

Mid these still woods, perceiving virtue still 

Life’s single genuine object, we can strive 

Not to have lived in vain: but candidates 

Alike for virtue's sure reward in heaven, 

Wear on to gradual age, till in few years 

We drop this mask of flesh, to dust resumed 

From whence it sprung, yet then not all to end. 
Made conscious that the soul shall then alone 2270 
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Begin true life indeed, when far removed 2271 
From worldly sorrows, disappointments, fears, 
That haunt the life of man, through trials past 
Purified by affliction, it shall rise 

Beyond the clouds and storms that press’d below 
To a new home, where in an universe 

Glorious beyond man’s sublunary thought, 

Virtue its own high destiny shall prove, 

And take its station ‘mong immortal powers, 
Where all shall be serenity and peace. 

Then the disburden’d spirit, purged at last 

From dross and slime of earth, shall reunite 2282 
To its own essence in a loftier sphere, 

With its own fountain there again allied 

In endless bliss, thus e’en on earth begun. 

Such hopes can triumph over earthly woe, 

And welcome death with a complacent smile, 
Deeming the grave itself the gate of heaven.” 


While thus the soul in pensive mood was rapt, 
A serious softness, not inopportune, 
O’erspread the festive board, such as whose vein 
E’en while it melted could exalt the heart. 
Till held in such composure, while the King 2293 
Recals one source of solace, gently named, 
He turns toward one he loves, and thus in few 
Accosts the noble Osmund, Cornwall’s chief. 


‘‘Owns not thy heart, good Osmund, friend be- 
Graced relative, from infancy attach’d, [loved, 
Response to sacred Plegmund’s valued words? 
Dost thou not here from friendship’s self derive, 
Charm’d by its very act and exercise, 

A stay and succour, though so much from thee 
Alike be reft, yet in these adverse scenes 

More pleasing made, when lorn of other means? 2304 
But here a space for idlesse none intrudes. 

Bent to improve the time, each rank may find 
Varied employment: every temper too. 

The studious, contemplation, leisure, peace : 

The statesman, care for his sunk country’s weal: 
The soldier, vigilance to master chance: 

Ourself, a charge to mingle all to good. 

Thy breast not faints, companion brave, but still 
Cherishes hope, and shews a front serene.” 


Nor on so gentle claim and kind appeal 
Pauses the generous Osmund now restored 2315 
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After so long a loss and life despair’d, 2316 
But thus the sovereign’s chosen and dearest friend, 
His study’s mate and patriot minister, 

No less in counsel proved than valorous act, 
(Thro’ Cornwall’s lineage to the throne allied, 

The sire too of the faithful Athelard,) 

Responding glad, the fond impression owns. 


‘* How sadly might reflection brood indeed 
Over so much of changeful fortune known, 
War’s chances strange and unforeseen reverse, 
From our estate and homes with loss of all = 2326 
Thus banish’d, every former solace reft, 
While foreign lords invade our native fields, 
And riot in our loved paternal halls, 
Seize our revenues and fair retinues, 
While our poor country sees her fallen King 
And nobles fled, who in this humble isle 
Secluded, weakly form her single stay ! 
Yet even here, among these arbours green 
And sheltering hollies, Hope delights to walk, 
And Comfort, like Astraa, deigns to dwell. 
Our King yet lives: here among friends regain’d 
Springs a fresh fountain of delicious joy, 2338 
While solace even from our duty flows. 
Here friendship closer twines her cordial bands, 
Soothes every trouble, every want dispels. 
And though we well might grieve to mark our chief 
Bow’d mid so low distress, yet when we note 
How he surmounts misfortune, and to all 
By his example teaches fortitude, 
Dull were the heart to answer not such cheer.” 


A gracious smile the sovereign’s pleasure told. 
When thus he mild subjoins : 2348 
‘¢ Kind friend, I ween 
That solitude presents no gloom to you. 
Practised already in privation’s school, 
You know how best retirement to improve, 
And fill the void with pleasures of its own.” 


Straight Cornwall’s chief replied : 
‘* Believe, my liege, 
This our seclusion not like exile seems, 
But to my soul a happy home of rest, 
Where time, ne’er tedious, seems too swift to fly. 
E’en as amid our native Cornish cells, 
When perils raged abroad and all seem’d lost, 2360 
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A homely hut by honour’d Adulph’s side 2361 
Afforded charm’d repose, unlook’d-for ease. 
There, loosed from troubles, freed from harsh affairs, 
The wounded heart found balm medicinal. 

There fountains new of knowledge oped around. 
Seeming no longer then the sport of chance, 

Or prey of miseries, but safe removed 

From wild turmoil and harass’d state’s annoy, 

In charming studies every passing day 

We gain’d new solace, and each book we read 
Whether the Horatian morals, Maro’s page, 

Old Homer’s song, or scripture’s lore inspired, 2372 
(For books seem’d necessary then to life) 
Brought its own share of joy. From these we glean’d 
Knowledge and courage both, in adverse doom 
Not to be all cast down, nor too elate 

Should turning fortune offer prosperous change. 
Shut among hermit-woods, we well discern’d 

The humble cottage least tempts pride, or care. 
Though stript were wealth, domains, and palaces, 
All wont supplies, our sunk obscurity 

Had yet congenial blessings of its own; 

And sweetness still seem’d by benignant heaven 
Pour’d in life’s bitter cup, to still the heart.” 2384 


To whom the King : 
‘‘ Not irksome then, or strange, 
Will to thy bosom seem this lonely spot, 
Nor the still covert of these woods be drear.” 


With look of kinddess, Osmund straight replied. 


‘‘ Sure no: since parted friends again are met, 
-These scenes, how bare soe’er, I feel most dear. 
In these sequester’d solitudes I scan 
Returning pleasure, till adversity 2398 
Seems e’en itself a friend, when thus it joins 
In blent endurance, which but more endears, 
Those we most prize andlove. What though we hide, 
As herd the deer in these romantic glens, 

For meet defence shy and retired as they, 
Affection’s presence makes these tree-propt bowers 
As rich in happy joy as enter’d e’er 

Through columns of our marbled palaces.” 


To whom the sovereign thus: | 
‘¢ Thanks, noble friend, 
Nor deem, but thy high birth it well bescems 2404 
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To bear misfortune’s change so easily.” 2405 
4 y 


Straight answer’d Cornwall’s chief : 
‘* My gracious liege, 

Taught by the past, myself would fain believe, 
A wise protecting Providence intends 
Deliverance yet and coming happiness. 
Cause for despair none yet exists. All sure 
Shall yet be well, and full success reward 
Our patient and undaunted vigilance. 
Here yet we see a little court revived, 
Still of the Muses loved, where learned men, 2415 
And sacred bards dispense their pleasing lore, 
Till a Mzcenas we may find, e’en here. 
Here may we yet design our country’s weal, 
And while our honour’d King leads, undismay’d, 
Sharing our dangers, fortunes, and our toils, 
Will England’s nobles shrink from her defence, 
Lose courage, or despair of victory ? 
Never: for each shall yet possess his own. 
My heart assures me that, which inly knows 
Our native heritage and dignities 
For ever dear: since though for stay we lean 
On taught philosophy, the conscious breast 2427 
With whisper fond owns that we feel as men.” 


So as the generous Osmund utter’d words 
That blent the noble, warrior, statesman, friend, 
Through every bosom resignation breathed ; 

A dauntless valour fired the vying chiefs, 
And mild composure hush’d the listening fair. 


Thus as he closed, the sovereign fond observes. 


‘* From a true friend we gather friendship’s fruit, 
Aid, cheering counsel; and discern in proof 2436 
W hat consolation from such treasure springs : 
Presenting ever to the soul depress’d 
The fair side of its lot, and future hope. 

Now of so rich a blessing we discern 

The priceless value; since these leafy cells 

A succour boast, not solely from the brave 

And martial peer, the comrade of our fields, 

The thoughtful statesman, and the Muse’s sons, 
But tenderer solace: such as heaven itself 

Has deign’d to suffering man—the presence loved 
Of the kind fair, with their affections sweet 

To charm these hours and chase approach of pain.” 
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So as he said, with fond, fraternal look 2449 
The sovereign on his gentle sister gazed, 
The widow’d Mercian, whom with bated voice, 
Tremulous, tender, he accosts in few. 


“« Naming such comfort, fail we then to thee, 
Our honour’d sister, kind and good, to yield 
Our warmest thanks for all thy tender care ? 
Alas! too much to various sorrow used, 

Thy generous heart will in these unwont scenes 
Teach the prized fair, who too thy fall partake, 
(Emulous all such worth to imitate) 2459 
Scarce to remember, or with faint regret, 

The sumptuous state they left, but rather make 

By their graced presence these secluded groves, 
Where nature revels in her robe of green, 

As gay and splendid as the jewell’d court.” 


So as he utter’d, o'er the attracted fair 
Smiles of approval threw an added charm, 
Which mark’d, in homage bow’d, the King pursued. 


‘‘To them is given their own delightful part 
To strew the rugged path of life with flowers, 2469 
To cherish drooping sorrow, and diffuse 
Rays of rich light and beauty o’er its gloom. 
Much though ourselves regret that in distress, 
Suffering, and want, and trouble, forms so fair 
A share partake, yet grateful we recal, 

That in its mercy to humanity 

Providence deigns to them such mould of grace 
With hearts so gentle, kind, and heavenly-true, 
That they may prove indeed what they appear, 
(And beauty’s gift they know too so to prize) 
Angels of comfort to afflicted man. 

Still be it theirs this wilderness of earth 2481 
To turn to paradise, as woman first 

Beam’d happiness o’er Eden’s lonely bowers. 
Woman's fond love each manly heart will own 
The cordial drop that sweetens sorrow’s cup, 

A portion deign’d below of heaven’s own bliss, 
To soothe and cheer our mortal pilgrimage. 
Such does this widow'd heart remember still, 
And thankful owns a sister’s substitute.”’ 


Answering to such pathetic, soft appeal, 
With look that beam’d affection unexpress’d, 
From the touch’d heart thus to the observant King 
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His sister, beauty’s patroness, replied. 2498 


‘¢ Sure, ’tis the season now for female worth, 
W hate’er that rate, to shew its power in proof ; 
When true affection and devoted love 
Must make e’en cheerless poverty and want 
Joyous and blest, and ope (if these so can) 
Riches in store, when all else seems bereaved. 
If human life its primal solace draw 
From things at hand, not chances far removed, 
Every-day habits, trifles found at home, 
Suiting of each the business and the breast, 2503 
To make these please, and from such ready source 
Extract felicity ; repining man 
To charm and render with his lot content; 
This may be well esteem’d a valued art, 
And such be woman’s duty and her joy.” 


So as she said, her fair companions shew’d 
Response in every animated eye, 
That spoke deep feeling. Mercia’s Queen pursued : 


‘“‘’Tis woman's part with fond assiduous care 
To triumph o’er life’s evils, pain, and woe, = 2513 
To meet each chance and change with eye serene, 
Disarming angry Fortune with her smile. 

Ours ’tis to prove in stern affliction’s hour 
What is affection’s use and genuine claim. 
Fails sure its high desert, if this alone 

Sport in the sunshine, but before the clouds 
Of misery shrink, nor bide their fiercest storm. 
Fond female love its sweetest province owns 
Where sad distress its soft consoleiment needs, 
Sees there its element, and flies with aid.” 


She paused a moment, cast a look around, 2524 
Then thus with modest dignity resumed. 


‘* And sure here opes a field that entrance asks 
Of all the kindly charities, where those 
Whom mutual loss and blent calamity 
Unites in mutual sympathy, may learn 
To help each other. Feeling here ourselves 
All mortals, equals in infirmity, 
Compassion here spontaneous finds her place. 
Here is the female task (these generous fair 
Feel by adversity but more attach’d) 
Others’ misfortunes to esteem our own, 2535 
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And by exchanged complacency dispel. 2536 
Nor smile the brave and manly with disdain, 

To learn that their protection is our right: 

When grief oppresses, ours is then the charge 

To say, ‘‘ Be happy;”’ and present a balm 

Whose touch can sorrow’s sharpest wound appease. 
Nor grieve we for their sake to share in woe, 

If of our due they seem but sensible,— 

But deem their prized regard our richest meed.” 


Thus as the widow'd Queen her tender thought 
Disclosed in words, her gentle fellows all 25.16 
Look’d pleased assent, while o’er the graceful cheek 
Mantled a rising blush, which more enhanced 
The conscious smile. Then with the subject won, 
The graced Honoria, Devon's courtly spouse, 

Her own sensation aptly interposed, 
And thus address’d the Queen with warmth that 
Her conjugal, as her maternal, love, [mark’d 


Nor less the noble lady and the friend. 


‘Our pleasing duty needs not want full sway 
In these unused and unfrequented scenes, 
Since to our sight and care heaven deigns us here 2557 
The bosom’s tenderest ties: a wealth in them. 
Whom while we tend and watch, disasters all 
Melt into cheerfulness and placid joy. 
Good tempers here must form our happiness. 
Patient observance, needed more, must meet 
Necessity, and mid surrounding gloom 
Emotions kind still brighten dreariest hours. 
And what should hinder ?— Here in company 
Of England’s monarch and her noblest peers, 
Those we most love and honour, we enjoy 
Much of our wont delight. And though the scene 
Be new to some, used erst to halls of state, 2569 
Or the throng’d city’s splendour and its cares, 
Yet here relieved from fashion’s idle sway, 
E’en such may own not happier hours were there. 
Tho’ miss’d be here the glare and gorgeous pomp 
The court can boast, where oft the sicken’d heart 
Pines mid the show, and sighs for absent joy, 
Here too ourselves a court more loved survives, 
Where reigns no envy, or vain rivalry, 
No strife, but such as soon is reconciled, 
Which shall be gentle and obliging most. 
Since honour’s sole precedence here is use, 
Affection tried, devoted loyalty, 2681 
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And genuine kindness of the willing heart. 2582 
Where yet in choice, tho’ small, assemblage blend 
Love, friendship, valour, wisdom, intellect.” 


By her loved friend thus tenderly appeal’d, 
The sovereign’s sister soon, majestic branch 
Of England’s royal stock, thus pleased resumed : 


‘* All truly here invites to blest content. 
In this strange fall and contrast of the past, 
Here mid impartial Nature’s own repose 
With hush’d security we may enjoy 2591 
Cheap blessings spread at hand, and in our power. 
Here in serenity of innocence 
Through the green glades of this romantic isle, 
Or by lone Parret’s lily-skirted marge, 
Varying diversions, we can steal at will; 
As play-pheeres, wont before, while blooming health, 
Of exercise and cheerfulness the fruit, 
Shall tint each lovely cheek with nature’s rose. 
The balmy air of woods shall soothe our spirits, 
And their broad leaves o’ercanopy the turf, 
Where dappled fawns bound o’er the flowery slopes 
Thro’ pleasing change of sunshine or of shade. 2603 
In this retirement, from war’s boisterous rage 
Obscurely hid, unvext by fears or care, 
With none but friendly objects seen around, 
We scarce discern how fleetly speed the hours 
While we find present whatsoe’er the King 
Pictured to wondering fancy’s richest hope, 
And realized the fabled golden age.” 


So as she said, the sovereign pleased adjoins : 


‘‘Thanks, generous sister, who by station bred 
To ampler means and used to loftier state, 2613 
Canst with such temper welcome poverty.” 


Nor stopp’d the gracious Queen her kind response. 


‘¢ Tranquil within our mossy cabin screen’d 
A cottage-cell is as a palace rich, 
If probity and honour lodge within. 
Nor is decorous order less admired 
In the low hut than in the statued hall, 
Since native charms still grace simplicity. 
Here though the fair no novel jewels deck, 
Nor o’er our rush’d floor trails the purple robe, 2623 
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Yet can their ringlets, with our islet’s flowers 2624 
Or the red berries of the mountain-ash 

Artlessly twined, well spare the diamond’s blaze. 
Our azure violets may for sapphires serve. 

Their pearls may be the lily of the vale, 

Or opal daisy’s half-closed germ; while vies 

The king-cup with the topaz’ golden ray. 

Around their polish’d foreheads one sole wreath 
Of rosebuds, or of amber cowslips, set, 

Can well supply a costlier diadem. 

Assorting best with nature’s modest grace, 

Trifles so worn shall yet be elegant. 2635 
Since not on ornament regard depends, 

Beauty can slight a Justre not its own. 

Here health’s apparel, soft and warm, though rude, 
Edged with the squirrel’s or the mole’s sleek skin, 
Can, unassisted by the cobweb lawn 

Or gauzy cyprus, bid the coral lips 

Bloom with young love and smile of happiness ; 
While heaven-blue eyes in liquid orbs that shine 
Emulate gems, or morn’s own dewy stars.” 


Strange pleasure in the lovely countenance 2645. 
Beam’d of each listening fair, whose beauty bright 
Took prisoner the fix’d eye of gallant chiefs, 
Seated among: which tribute not the least 
To the Queen’s self the admiring Athelard 
Visibly paid, no less with witching grace 
Than sense of her he loved now smit anew. 

Nor left she such fond theme, but soon again 
In gentlest accents oped the feeling heart. 


‘* Here all is ours that govern'd Temperance asks. 
Though now no foreign climates be explored 
To pamper up fastidious luxury, 2656 
Boon nature’s simpler gifts are ours unbought. 
And though whate’er of arts we may command 
Be but what memory, or invention, adds, 
Our stinted need yet quickens industry, 
Which in its very exercise delights. 
This slender board an equal zest can yield, 
Refreshing bounteously the corporal frame. 
And who not owns, the rural banquet spread 
On the green grass amid the open air, 
Where homely cakes, warm from the cleanly hearth, 
Send up their fragrant steam among the trees, 
Delicious as the courtly festival ? ” 2668 
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So as she utter’d, thus the King remark’d. 2669 


“ Happy I hear so sweet content express’d, 
And the pleased fair acknowledge here no want.” 


Instant the gentle sister thus replied. 


‘* Here, though no gold cups o’er our table shine, 
Does not the pure lymph of the sparkling fount 
Quench thirst as well, sipp’d from the maple bow] ; 
Or the white chalice of the hollow’d beech? 

The frugal meal within our bowery cell, 2677 
Or by the green marge of the gliding rill, 

Cheer’d only by the music of the birds, 

Perhaps our own lute’s simple carolets, 

Pain absent all of body as of mind, 

Satisfies every wish, and o’er its peace 

No murmurs steal, save of the prattling brook. 
Till when the vesper’s hush’d propitious hour 
(The stars our clock, as in the olden time) 
Whispers repose, as on the fading hearth 

The cricket sings, its fairy chirp is dear, 

Adding with glee its latest company, 

While on our heathy pallets we forget 2689 
The damask couch, but gently sink to sleep.” 


Lapt in delight, the King and listening guests 
Heard thus confess’d his early prophecy, 
And felt the spirit in sweet sympathy 
Lull’d and enchanted, till the sovereign thus : 


‘**Can you then in these sylvan solitudes 
Assent to stay, untired, nor pine for change ? 
What says the heart to this ?” 

The observant Queen 
Caught the delicious sense, and kindly adds: 2699 


“The bosom, still’d in acquiescent ease, 
Feels life itself a blessing, so enjoy’d, 
And stripp’d of worldly trappings, finds fit space 
To commune with preserving Providence. 
Till here, while Fancy’s self is more enrich’d, 
Each soften’d heart more grateful homage pays 
To the prime author of so lavish good: 
That all becomes a lesson to the soul, 
Here may our sex’s warm and beauteous youth, 
Blending reflection’s ripe maturity, 
Mellow’d to wisdom be before its day ; 2710 
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And summing life’s amount, in these lorn shades 
Discern indeed wherein true glory lies, 
Acquiring here advancement of more worth 
Than in the hollow splendours of a court. 
Should e’er a melancholy thought intrude, 

Or for the past a sigh betray regret, 

Custom can reconcile its opposite, 

Till e’en the very novelty and change 

Prove not unwelcome to the female taste, 

But furnish matter for a playful jest 

On woman’s noted versatility.” 2721 


She ended: while upon his sister loved, 
(A model of majestic grace), the King 
Smiled with a look affectionate, he adds: 


‘‘This is indeed good-humour, gaily blent : 
Which o’er a theme of so much dignity 
Yet throws a sportive satire of your own 
Against your valued sex. But let it pass, 
As undeserved, nor could so harmless sting 
Bate aught from woman’s noble fortitude, 
That only brighter shines amid distress: 
Surpassing e’en the boasted heroism 2732 
Of her more hard, and proud copartner, man. 
Take your just merit, honour’d dames: believe, 
We know your hearts true reason well can prize. 
Discarding shallow folly, vain pretence, 
Raised above lucre and low worldly ways, 
Your undissembling sense feels joy to check 
Idle display, and slights frivolity.” 


The fair Queen bends with graceful courtesy, 
As owning thanks. Her brother straight resumes. 


‘‘ The court’s proud train seems here but artifice, 
Floating on memory only as a dream, 2748 
While nature’s self shews nobler dignity, 

And opes more genuine greatness in the mind ; 
Where unpaid courtesy and merit form 

The single claim to honour and to love. 

Nor will deserved affection be denied. 

Caprice is banish’d hence, recedes abash’d, 

Nor ventures entrance in these artless bowers, 
Where dwell but patience and fidelity. 

Here every loyal heart, by habit good, 

Most honours truth by practice, taught to prize 
Nothing but virtue. This poor place shall be 2754 
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For ever sacred, where enough we glean 2755 
Of wisdom both to see and to disdain 

The studied wants of craving luxury : 

To learn too with how little left, as now, 

We can be happy, and how much we owe 

To practic and home-taught philosophy. 

Nor will these heroes, bards, or holy men 

Disdain its influence, but admiring see 

Female example lend e’en wisdom charms, 
Diffused with grace and tenderness its own.” 


He ceased, while all with new delight receive 
Instructive eloquence, where spoke the heart. 


Ensued a pause of silent reverie, 
And yet but brief. For now the attentive King 
Looking with kind respect on Devon’s earl, 
The noble Oddune, (where he sat beside 
Llis spouse, Honoria, and their gallant son, 
Young Eldred, captor of the Raven-sign, 
And lovely Hilda, beauty’s paragon) 
Thus with fond question instant truth applies. 


‘“« And say thou too, our Devon’s valiant pride, 
Gsraced conqueror of our latest victory, 2776 
Earnest of future hope, thou, who from birth 
Hast moved in lofty rank, and wealth, and state, 
Must I hail thee co-mate of poverty ? 

Thou canst but feel how Kinwith’s princely feast 
Differs from this poor table. Much for thee, 
And thy graced consort, our kind hostess there, 
That ye from affluence and from splendour such 
(Your ancient and hereditary right) 

Should thus be sunk,— is felt our due regret. 
Canst thou, high chief, descended honour’s child, 
I]lustrious in long train of ancestry, 2787 
With this thy generous family around, 

(Scions well worthy of so noble stock) 
Reconciled to privations such as these, 

Meet loss of wealth and grandeur undismay’d ?” 


Fle said, and paused a moment, lest such change, 
Recall’'d, might wake a memory too sad. 
Silent and grave sat Devon’s lordly chief, 
As if in thought immersed. The King pursued. 


‘* Whate’er the pang, I deem thy lofty mind, 
Politic, patriotic, wise and brave, 2797 
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Can this bereavement bear, erect and calm, 2798 
And with proud courage fortune’s blast repair. 
Snatching stern solace from necessity, 

Thy tutor’d heart in loyalty and truth, 

Though other worldly treasures all be fled, 

Owns ample riches left, of rate more high. 
Endear’d but in distress, thou know’st to prize 

W ont honour and preserved integrity, 

And deem’st with these maintain’d, unsullied, safe, 
Thy reft possessions trifles in compare. 

Cherishing these, to thy loved race bequeath’d 

As the sole root of true nobility, | 2809 
Still absent guilt or baseness, (which thy breast 
Dreads more than death) thou too canst this low cell 
And scant precincts, where thou mayst yet concert 
To serve thy country, hail with welcome warm 

As thy own castled halls, and birth’s domains.” 


So as he said, the haughty-minded chief 
Scarce yet responded, save with conscious port, 
And countenance in fix’d attention raised : 
For loth he seem’d to interrupt awhile 2818 
The sovereign’s kind address, who then resumed. 


‘‘ Strange tho’ the acknowledgment, ’twere true no 
Mid moderation learnt in this retreat [less. 
Heap’d wealth would even an incumbrance prove, 
For safest bide we here, in compass least. 

Now must thy honourable mind be task’d 

To recollect past riches, as a load, 

And dare the novel lesson to be poor. 

Here for the first time is it thine to learn 

By proof, what wealth may be in poverty, 
And mid bare destitution’s sudden scene 

To bear an unamazed and cheerful brow. 2830 
We may not deem but that impartial heaven 
Deigns the poor also blessings; and since now 
We see how gentle ladies bear the change, 
Our part is to be happy, e’en as they.” 


The noble Oddune, smiling, bows assent, 
Yet adds few words. The sportive King, intent 
From him to win too sentiments of cheer, 
His gentle consolation thus renews. 


‘“* Much is our own loss too: a former throne. 
Yet are these humble scenes to me not new, 
Used both to them and lowlier servitude, 2841 
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Following my mistress, a poor cottage-dame, 2842 
In mean disguise, e’en as a labouring swain. 

But to thyself, graced chief, this life is strange. 
Ill must reverse of fortune such as this 

Contrast with splendour of past luxury. 

Thou seest so small is our command and power, 
While fierce invaders seize our wrested right, 

Not e’en a village-hamlet is our own. 

Yet mid these huts and solitary groves, 

Own we both good and evil. Still is ours 

What gold could never buy; true faith and love, 
And various is our tribute even here.” 2853 


The sovereign paused, as with accorded smile 
The noble Oddune brief response applies. 


‘* Few is indeed our train of vassals now, 
And slight the service of our tenants here. 
No deck’d retainers here our beck attend : 
Save our poor faithful Cymbert, his aged wife, 
With a choice few of Kinwith’s menial band.” 


He said, with meaning look. The King return’d: 


‘* Not yet is our condition destitute. 2862 
Ours is the cheerful radiance of the sun, 
Life, health, minds calm, since clear of just reproach : 
With all contentment asks to banish want. 
E’en virtue’s sufferings enviable seem, 
And bear a latent solace in themselves. 
Here wealth’s intoxicated fever melts 
To sound and healthful truth, while here (as tells 
The good Boetius) it is ours to learn 
In actual test, that not the blaze of wealth, 
Power, fame, and honour, or gay pleasure’s round, 
(The wonted objects of man’s chief desire) —_ 2873 
Confer true happiness, but sole a mind, 
That valuing these as outward circumstance, 
And raised superior to life’s vain parade, 
Enjoys in tranquil competence itself.” 


So said the sovereign: a brief pause ensued. 
A sigh from Devon’s pensive chief escaped, 
That mark’d the bosom’s lingering regret, 
Which to serene composure soon gave place: 
When thus again in soften’d tone the King. 


‘‘ Now from our past experience knowing each 
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Life’s strange vicissitudes, and how unstaid 2884 
The affairs of worldly mortals—how at once 
Glory of human grandeur fades to gloom— 

How fleeting state—how shadowy pageantry ; 
We may enjoyment’s true foundation see, 

Rich without gold, and all unused acquire 
Treasures in moderation and content. 

But thee, heroic Devon, well I deem 

Not daunted or subdued; nor wilt thou shrink 

At sight of rudest bed or homely board. 

Thou art a soldier, and our sylvan home 2894 
Has ease and comforts yet, e’en more than thou 
Hast thyself welcomed in the troubled camp. 

Our fleecy mattrass sure is softer yet 


Than the cold bed of steel, oft press’d by thee.” 


The King admiringly on Oddune gazed, 
Observant of his mien: then fondly thus. 


‘“‘ The time has been, when in the press of war 
Thou hast to instant hunger made suffice 
A crust of bread, as healthful, and hast deem’d 
A draught of water sweet as costly wine. 
Few then are nature’s wants; soon satisfied; 2905 
Who to her brightest action asks not much. 
And sure an ample field is open’d here 
For courage, firmness, patience, energy. 
Pity, urbanity, and every kind 
Humane affection here may find a place, 
Fruits all of solid wisdom. Here, forgot 
Whate’er of loss, composed reflection here 
Will bear all ills with equanimity. 
The noble spirit most is needed now. 
By no reverses, or calamity, 
Sunk, or o’ercome, thy heart will still bear up, 
And conquer fortune like an enemy. 2917 
Forget I ever, noble friend, how thou, 
With this thy gallant son, in my defence 
Hast stood prepared to die? Again ye will, 
Whene’er your country your due presence calls. 
Gratefully I recal, thy honour shines 
With undiminish’d lustre, and thy name 
For ever claims thy country’s gratitude.” 


Address so fervent melts the valiant chief, 
So late Devonian Kinwith’s potent lord: 
While on him fondly gazed his family, 
Serene, though glisten’d in each female eye — 2928 
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A springing tear of sensibility. 2929 
Charm’d with the sovereign’s notice, counsel too, 
He paused not more: the princely nobleman 

Who with the soldier blent the statesman both, 
Grave, proudly calm, admits the kind appeal, 

And utters thus his honour-yearning thought. 


‘The memory Devén’s valleys to have lost, 
Our native home, and Kinwith’s ancient halls, 
Perhaps might natural sorrow wake at first: 

Nor freed from pangs, is yet the struggle past. 
But deep conviction, sprung from fortune’s change, 
Has wrought strange revolution in my soul. 2940 
Our deprivation, and this humble state 

Seem to dispel the mist and smoke of wealth : 
From its ascent brings down high-towering pride : 
Yet seem we lessen’d greater but to rise. 
Boundless ambition here we learn to curb: 

To understand the genuine worth of wealth, 

And in taught moderation how to make 

A right use of the lavish gifts of heaven. 

This our condition seems to lift a veil 

That opes a just view of humanity, 

And shows the poor man may be happy too, 2951 
Blest even in his wants, as wanting most 
Temptation to inflated luxury : 

F’en from his very labour winning health, 

The first of blessings, which rich sloth in vain 
Seeks pining, nor can all its treasures buy.” 


Strange pleasure in the sovereign’s countenance 
Beam’d, as this prized acknowledgment escaped 
From lips so noble. Oddune thus resumed. 


‘* Best find we now, where true nobility 
Owns its fair source and spring: not born of wealth 
But sole of virtue and good qualities, 2961 
In the graced soul’s superior dignity, 
Approving conscience, and an honest heart, 
Heaven’s noblest gift consists: possession rich 
Beyond the wealth of lands, or honours drawn 
Through a long train of boasted ancestry : 
All poor, if base, and witness'd as devoid 
Of wisdom, virtue, and prized talent’s claim. 
If absent these, rather the more debased, 
Fail’d at the root, and rotten to the core.” 


So as he said, upon his honour’d sire 2972 
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Young Eldred fix’d his gaze, and with such thoughts, 
Sprung from the heart, seem’d too to blend his own 
In won assent and mingled reverence. 

The sire observed, nor less in due response, 

Than as instruction’s instrument, pursued. 


“‘ If honour’s loss life's worst misfortune be, 
(As sure it is) delighted we discern, 
Here willing honour crowns the graceful deed. 
Freed from the cares and slavery of wealth, 
(Experience by myself remark’d of old) 2982 
Since new acquirements bring but added cares 
And even overload the cramm’d desire, | 
We notice how the great may be oppress'd 
E’en with their own too much: whereas all here 
Tends to diminish pride and vain ostent, 
And proves its worthlessness and folly both. 
Kind nature best is pleased with bounded means : 
Deeming enough abundance, not confined 
To place or circumstance, but tendering still 
With lenient preference her richest gifts, 
Peace and contentment, chiefly to the poor. 
High birth and station spread men’s wants. A prince 
Needs thousands, but small hoards content the low. 
Freed here from envy, as from calumny, 2996 
Following the great, like a distorted shade, 
I too discover here, the stately pile 
More peace contains not than the humble cell.”’ 


Touch’d with the won confession, as the theme, 
Thus the new convert Adulph sage address’d. 


‘‘ Happy I note, another noble mind 
Perceives that in this poor unflattering court 
Splendour’s vain glare, the pride of pomp and power, 
Sink to due place, and yield to solid worth. 3005 
The conscious heart scorns adulation mean, 
And from the false appearance strips disguise, 
Once wrapt in halo of deceitful light.” 


Bow’d with deep reverence, Oddune thus replied. 


‘“‘ I feel, that only truth and rectitude 
Claim just respect, before whose ray must bend 
The dupes of riches, as the proudest lord. 
Other allow’d distinction melts away, 
And seems assumption. Amid these bare groves, 
Where are no columns save these mossy trees, 


238 KING ALFRED. 


No vaulted dome except the marbled heaven, 8016 
Meseems, with richer attribute remains 

A court, without its wont concomitants, 

Suspicion, envy, emulation, strife, 

And jealous hate: all here is blest content, 
Kindness, and mutual aid, and common joy. 
Disciplined by reflection, I discern . 

To what avails the thirst of wealth and power ; 
How grovelling is staunchless avarice. 

Feelingly in these pensive solitudes 

Myself am undeceived, and gradual learn, 

By instance sure, that in its giddy height 3027 
Haughty prosperity more danger breeds 

Than lowest atiliction. And though once myself 
Was in fictitious grandeur all absorb’d, 
Surrounded but by supercilious choice, 

Here am I taught my insignificance. 

Indulgence past takes to itself a shame, 

And finds dominion in sobriety.” 


He said, when thus the witty Erigen, 
Keen but judicious, interjoins remark. 3036 


‘*Gold’s yellow lustre gives a jaundiced eye. 
But here we strangely learn, not rich or poor, 
So named, or stiled the mighty and the high, 
But wants, proportionate to answering means, 
Constitute riches, and supreme content.” 


Oddune return’d : 
‘* Not discontent, I see, 
All-bounteous nature, honest in her care, 
Puts thus on one sole level all mankind, 
Esteems all brothers in a common lot, 
All comrades as in martial sufferance. 3047 
Hence though possessions be in various share, 
All may be equals in tranquillity. 
In this instructive hermitage which shews 
What is true rank, with closer sense I scan, 
All men are equal in the sight of heaven. 
All need food, raiment, and alike demand 
Recruiting sleep: disease and death assail 
The rich as poor; who rest in equal graves. 
For differing degree, and honour’s meed, 
The future question comes, not what each had, 
But what he did. I practically Jearn 
A new refinement, here by stern mischance 
Reduced to sober truth; and aptly know, 3060 
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That true distinction, genuine honour, lies 3061 
Not in men’s stations, nor the various part 
Allotted each to act by judging heaven, 

But if the part assign d, whate’er that be, 

He act with honour and fidelity : 

Applying gifted talent, well improved, 

Or less or more, to right-directed use, 

Social promotion of the common good. 

He sole is noble and deserves command, 

Whose life is gentle, amiable, humane.” 


So as he said, the sovereign mild observes : 3071 


‘‘ Not then, my honour'd friend and noble peer, 
Has this privation and adversity 
Fail’d in some uses of divine effect.” 


Again the noble Oddune adds sedate : 


“‘ By having little taught frugality, 
The board o’erspread with costly plate I here 
Miss not, and though our tapestry be now 
But flowering heath or strips of verdant sedge, 
And caps of hair our simple coronets, 3080 
I here am taught the wild goat’s silky fleece, 
Or stript stag’s leathern mantle, to esteem 
Useful as ermine robes or couch of down. 
Each haughty passion seems subdued, or fled, 
And overcome by sufferance, crosses seem 
Sent for advantage. While upon the past 
I muse, and thence a golden patience glean, 
The mind, as ’twere, seems open’d to new sense. 
Pride seems at her own swelling port abash’d, 
And teeming affluence but like surfeit shews. 
A novel independence now is mine, 
In self-denial won, not glean’d alone 3092 
In precept but in proved reality. 
I see the utter nothingness of wealth, 
If not applied, or ill; and power itself 
Seems to me now an unsubstantial shade.” 


So as he said, the generous Osmund thus 
Adjoins in pleasing tone his brief remark. 


‘* Wonder not, noble neighbour, that I too 
In these thy feelings know to sympathize, 
Compell’d by changes, earlier than thine own, 
To estimate aright still-varying life. 3102 
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Discovering in a little hermitage, $103 
How much we cannot have may be forborne, 
How few domestic pleasures can suffice, 

With peace, for virtue and for happiness, 

Believe me, there I felt content as pure 

And seem’d as rich, as when, of Cornwall lord, 

I own’d her castles and her sea-spread wealth, 
Her silvery rivers, and her miny stores.” 


Pleased with the comment, Devon straight replied. 


‘* My heart seems strengthen’d in tranquillity, 3112 
And henceforth I approach with reverence 
Distress and sorrow, as man’s common doom. 

I find affection is not changed by want 

Which passes fortune’s power to take away. 
With ampler justice, more intelligence, 
Henceforth, methinks, I shall the duties know 
Of civil life; public or private weal. 

Hence shall I deem him estimable most 

Who best commands himself, and own true pride 
Is noble action: when high faculties, 

Bent and exerted to utility, 3123 
Exist but for their country, friends, mankind. 

To patience train’d and courage, better now 

I seek to do what honour, duty, claim. 

And yet through trust in gracious Providence, 
By valour and devoted loyalty, 

With needful union among England’s sons, 
Forecast and perseverance shall our land 

Save, and defend to late posterity, 

The seat of freedom, peace, and industry.” 


Moved with the theme,the sovereign fond exclaims. 


“‘ Such be an English noble’s cherish’d creed, 3134 
And ever deem’d his true accomplishment.” 


Nor paused brave Devon instant to return. 


‘‘ Such lesson will I to my race inspire. 
Fearless of want or hardship we will still 
Endure, oppose, mischance; and in defence 
Of our loved country smiling meet our death. 
Deeming our lives (’tis all our riches now) 

The right of our loved country, and our King.” — 


He said: while all admire, and female eyes 3143 


BOOK XXVIII. 241 


Shone bright with answering tears. His gallant son 
Clasp’d of his noble sire the tender’d hand ; 
Signals, that of the generous family 

Each shared the feelings of its honour’d chief. 


The King and audience felt a new delight, 
Not less with Oddune’s sentiments confess‘d, 
Than with the exampled loyalty and faith 
Of one so noble at this trying hour. 


So as he closed, the classic Erigen, 
Observant of the change by Devon own’d, 8153 
Thus, cheerful, adds his apposite remark. 


‘* Blest is thy soul, brave Devon, in the use 
Taught by misfortune thus with right effect : 
For thine is now the graced Horatian praise. 
Since (precious more than all thy former wealth) 
To thee belongs, in practic instance won, 
Power ampler and a safer diadem, 

With the due laurel: his sole right, who looks 
On heaps of wealth with unretorted eye.” 


Then turning, as discourse proceeds, the King 
Watches the moment, when his winning voice 3164 
May soothe the strangers from their eastern seats 
Of old nobility, the potent lords 
Of Surrey, Sussex, Kent; and mild he soon 
Adds his regret, that these (how dear soe’er 
And welcome he their patriot-company, 

Enhanced from long-miss’d absence) should be led 

At last, as guests, to scenes so humbly poor. 

But if their heurts, with condescension kind 

Still glowing for their country’s weal, o’erlook 

All past offence and unintended wrong, 

Their cordial union shall alike surmount 3175 

Affliction, and these troubles crown with joy. 

Knowing how little man can singly do, 

How needful union, and the blended power 

Of England’s nobles to the general weal, 

Their presence soothes his heart with cheering hope. 

From their good-will and aid, the prospect beams 

Of future victory, peace, and happiness. 

All yet remains to do, but by joint care, 

England’s deliverance shall be yet achieved, 

And these high peers shall to their offspring, here 

Seen answering to the lineage of their sires, 

Transmit their rightful honours, unimpair’d. —-3187 
VOL. IV. R 
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The generous peers, each inly reconciled, 3188 
With courteous bow, add brief but cordial thanks, 
Aud seem their various tempers too to blend 
Amid the cheer in graceful harmony. 

They own their error past, and grateful hail 
Returning friendship, by adversity, 
Thus borne alike, cemented and assured. 


So as they utter’d, both on lordly Kent, 
(Her brother,)—placid Surrey,—but in chief 
On pensive Sussex’ paler countenance, 
The haught Eltruda, where above she sat 3198 
By her coy daughter, princess Thora, cast 
A sullen glance; rapid, yet ill-conceal'd. 


Nor at such moment fails the attentive King, 
In graceful turn, with an admiring look 
Bent on the gallant Aylwin, pride of Wilts, 
In suited accents and appropriate strain, 
To tell, that he, the soldier, hotly bold, 
Impatient for his valorous heart restrain’d, 
Nor less the fiery chiefs from Southern Wales, 
Oxford’s and Gloucester’s peers too, in these bowers 
Must learn some arts of peace, to them more strange 
Than custom’d tumults of the tented field. $210 
Oft stretch’d on some bare turf, the starry sky 
Their canopy, exposed to damp and dews, 
Their only pillow the hard helm or shield, 
Their martial life has scarce found time to snatch 
Brief sleep, or interrupted suddenly 
By the drum’s clamorous call, yet deem’d it sweet. 
But who shall say, that enterprizes here 
By day, by night essay’d (as need demands) 
May not to their high-swelling hearts present 
Occasion meet to summon all their skill 
And daring gallantry; beat back offence $221 
With chivalry o’ermatching mightier power ? 
Guarding our little fort, and this poor home, 
With lion-rage, terrible but to foes, 
Ample offence in turn may yet be ours. 
But for awhile, hid in these covert cells, 
The calm and milder elements of life 
Must be our solace, and sole refuge left: 
Friendship and mutual trust our single hope. 
Yet even here such dauntless hearts may find 
Exercise for their noblest qualities, 
And rouse in discipline the glowing breast, 
Till this still unmolested spot become 3233 
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(Hurl’d as we are from high to humblest state) 
The school of courage and fidelity. 

Sufferance, no less than action, is the part 

Of the tried soldier, and if ills be borne, 
Mutual affection here is interchanged 

In social pledge and comrade-confidence. 


Then in a tone affectionate address’d, 
The King remarks, that faithful Athelard 
And gallant Edgar, young and ardent chiefs, 
(His first companions in these lonely shades) 
Know to endure and conquer want and pain: 
By warmest friendship led, or thirst of fame, 
Distinguish’d both by active energy. 3246 
But the kin princes Edelm, Athelwold, 
(Hoped heirs hereafter of lost England’s throne) 
With the graced youths, their noble friends and peers, _ 
(The pride of Surrey’s and of Sussex’ line,) 
Perhaps have yet to learn privations new, 
Some lessons strange, by their green years unthought. 
The finish’d courtier here to lowly arts 
Must bend, and such, since seen by use adorn’d, 
Deem graceful e’en as studied elegance; 
Nor treat the meanest object with disdain. 3256 
Here in just colours they shall learn to ken 
Life’s varying state through all its chequer’d hues, 
Compare with humblest need refinements wont, 
With solitude, the city’s lively crowd, 
With still contentment’s unassuming peace, 
The slippery fall and flitting glare of pomp; 
See through the mask of flatter’d vanity, 
Tower above envy and weak artifice, 
Quell puff’'d presumption, empty folly scorn, 
In labour spurn seductive indolence, 
Cheerful submit awhile to meet restraint, 
And learn by proof where true distinction lies, 3268 
In manly dignity and solid worth : 
Here strive by order’d patience, conduct wise, 
Valour and vigilance, to merit well 
Their country’s praise and love, and win at last 
That loftier state to which their rank was born. 


Smit with attentive awe, the generous youths 
List to such ventured hints, not unapplied : 
Wherein some truth finds echo in each breast. 

A gracious air show’d chiefly all were pleased, 
And only in the princely Athelwold, 
Who sat more pensive, lower’d a clouded brow. 3279 
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Last too, with notice kind, the sovereign tells, 
The holy men, from distant shrines exiled, 
(Pride of the North, and harass’d Lindisfarne) 
And bards who know to honour and to prize 
Congenial solitude, will in these shades 
Find ample exercise for musing thought ; 
And even they confess, these desert scenes 
As rich in moral as in fancy prove. 3287 
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Supsecr continued. Growing attachment of Athelard and the 
Queen of Mercia: Prince ‘Edelm, and Matilda, daughter of 
the Earl of Kent: Albert, Surrey’s son, and Hilda, daughter 
of Oddune. Edgar's despondency at the disappearance of Emma. 
Religious exercises. Plegmund and Grimbald read and explain 
portions of Scripture. Asser and Erigen enlarge on the classical 
authors of Greece and Rome. The King's anxious meditations, 
and plans concerted by him, with his friends, for the general de- 
fence and deliverance. He passes in review the characters of his 
nobles and ecclesiastics in order to turn them to practical service, 
and lays the foundation of a great comprehensive scheme for the 
destruction of the enemy and the restoration of the realm. 
Jealousies and plots of Prince Athelwold and his mother El- 
truda: wishing to leave the Isle, the Prince seeks an interview 
with the King, from whom he receives paternal remonstrance 
and advice. ‘Their conference is broken off by the appearance 
of several signal-fires on the surrounding heights. In great 
alarm, tf is resolved that Athelard and Edgar shall venture 
abroad for intelligence. They return with tidings of insurrec- 
tions against the Danes, and of a recent skirmish in the neigh- 
bourhood, ending in their defeat. They also narrate some 
rumours communicated by Nigel, whom they have visited in his 
galley. 
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UCH suited converse charms the enchanted 
While thus the affable and cheerful King (guests, 

Unites them all in bonds of amity. 
All from the vernal scene, the rural feast, 
Delicious song, or spell of rapt discourse 
Feel o’er the heart a sacred calmness steal, 
Till melancholy gloom, dispersed, gives place 
To wondrous satisfaction and delight. 
In resignation lull’d, truth, wisdom, peace, 
Seem to have met; nor in this refuge strange, 
Shut in the bosom of tranquillity, 
Would any its serene composure change 13 
For loftier state, or for the world just left. 


Answering the gentle Queen, the grateful fair 
Own that whate’er was promised, or presaged, 
Would be enjoy’d in these sequester’d bowers, 

Is even here surpass’d : till this hush’d spot 
Weans from all other scenes the wandering mind. 
Nor are they here safe only, but themselves 

Have learn’d a lesson ne’er to be forgot, 

Whatever state may be hereafter theirs. 

The secret now of happiness seems won, 

Prized more than gold or heaps of useless gems, 
And they alike discern philosophy 24 
Not sole a dream, but sound reality, 

In kindness shown and duty’s fond discharge. 

That much surprize not only these, but peers, 

As yet used but to courts and statelier homes, 
Express, thus first to mark what unthought peace, 
Pleasure, and beauty, in so small a spot 

Of nature which might almost desert seem, 

Seized by the willing temper, can abound. 
Wondering, they all agree, how much themselves 
Have to this period err’d; as ignorant 

What genuine solace may from little rise, 

Where mutual faith and kindness breed content. 36 


248 KING ALFRED. 


How oft the roving fancy overlooks 37 
Comforts at hand, the blessings in our power, 
Prizing, and pining sole for those forbid. 

Since here they witness, bounteously profused, 
(Though common) what is all that nature asks, 
Fresh healthful air, food, though by labour won, 
Array, tho’ coarse (grotesque perhaps) yet warm, 
After meet toil repose and tranquil sleep, 

Ease, friendship, love more hallow’d and endear’d,— 
In daily test imaginary ills 

Lose their false gloss, till fancied good appears 

A gilded bubble and delusive toy. 48 
A clear experience of substantial truth 

Is graved indelibly upon the heart, 

Till fadeless memory to practice turns 

The springs of action, settled principles. 

They tell, this islet’s scenes in other day, 

More prosperous, often shall excite a smile 

And be the theme of pleased comparison. 


Nor at such season, when the genial board 
Has now refresh’d the body’s simple wants, 
Nor less has calm’d the soul in soothing thought, 
Fail other pleasures, ere the early couch 59 
Claim due repose, to add delightful claim. 
Now while o’er heaven’s blue vault Selené glides, 
Where million stars attend her spangled state, 
Commingling tremulous their silvery rays 
Upon the placid earth, the conscious band, 
All cheer’d alike, instructed, and improved, 
Arise, and tempted by the glorious scene 
Walk in fair train among the bowery glades 
And leafy glens, where the still-quivering dusk 
Mild lustre chequers, piercing through the trees. 
Most where old oaks their forky crests uprear 
Above some sloping copse, whence drooping hang 
The azure bells of the wild hyacinth, 72 
The wood-anemone’s white starlike flower, 
The yellow cowslip’s gem, or with coy grace 
Shrinks its meek head the lily of the vale, 
Over blue tufts of breathing violets 
The party tread, or turf of daisied green. 
Perhaps they stop, where glossy hollies keep 
F’en yet their coral studs, or ivy wreath’d 
With curling woodbine clasps umbrageous elms, 
To mark the play of shadows o’er the ground : 
Or where o’er some moss’d bank the moonlight 
And with unimitated radiance fain [streams, 
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Would quench the rival glowworm’s diamond-lamp. 
Perhaps, at some oped vista of the groves, 

From theisle’s edge beside Thone’s murmuring lapse 
Charm’d they look forth, and note how Cynthia hangs 
In the mid sky her crescent diadem ; 

Seeming her golden tresses with a smile 

To wave upon the brighten’d galaxy: 

Whose brilliant shine, o’er the calm ether dropp’d, 
Reveals in soften’d grace the scene below. 

How fair in magic rays the landscape gleams, 
Aller’s, and Burton’s hill, the village-tower, 

The purple moor, with lake-like waters sprent 95 
At intervals, here glittering as of gold 

In lines of light, where every star too seems 

To court reflection of its glimmering urn ! 

Then by the soft effulgence lured awhile, 

If check’d they sit within some native bower 

Of yellow alder, or the flowering thorn, 

They deem the mellow radiance joys to pause 
Where the wild apple’s blossoms woo the air 
With witching beauty, ail unfolded still, 

As won with influence sweeter than by day, 

Tho’ Eve’s soft hand has closed in shadowy sleep 
The golden eyes of many a vying flower. 107 
Here as they rest, while not a whisper breaks 
Hush’d silence, save where chirps the grasshopper, 
Sudden with new delight the ravish’d ear 

Catches the prelude of sweet Philomel, 

Whose first-essaying pipe with thick jug-jug 
Expands entrancing music far around, 

And laps the yielded sense in ecstasy. 

Thus while they breathe the pure and balmy air, 
And list the dying notes, and eye the scene, 
Basking in moonlight and serene repose, 
Existence seems enjoyment, unalloy’d, 

Of which one hour compensates years of pain. 119 


Or ifthe gold-horn’d moon deny her beam, [lamps 
Through alleys green they glide, when glimmering 
Are slung thro’ arches of the close-screen’d bowers, 
Where amorous lichen studs the glistening trees, 
Forming a natural hall. From these the stag, 

His horns new-cast, feeding alone by night, 
Steals at their sight away, and the white owl 
Flutters disturb'd above on sylph-like wing. 

At such charm’d hour upon the silk-soft grass, 
Fleck’d o’er with king-cups or the rose of prime, 
The young display their glee and bounding spirits 
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In lively dance. There, pleased, the courtly youths 
Take of the smiling fair the yielded hand, 

Soft as the down beneath the turtle’s wing, 

And there gay damozels beneath the trees 

Like Oreads trip, or Dian’s huatress-train : 

While the brave youths in varying morrice glide 
More graceful than Idalian Ganymede. 

Thus while the white-robed females float along, 
Their animated eyes in sparkling glance 

Glitter as bright as Venus’ rival star, 

Shedding above their heads her purest ray. 

Such then might seem the vision, if at times 142 
On beauty’s ear some whisper’d homage stole, 
When gallant eyes dwelt on the lovelier fair, [ grove, 
Where some sole vestal beam scarce pierced the 
Charm’d, as when Love’s young god with ventured 
Stole on thedreaming Psyche’s latticed bower; [lamp 
Or as when Dian’s own hush’d footsteps crept 

To feast her eyes on young Endymion’s sleep. 


Arcadian scenes in presence seem’d revived, 
While to promote and lead the sprightly dance 
Perhaps some faithful neighbour-shepherd tunes 
A rustic roundel on his pastoral pipe: 153 
Or the young Turgar on his simple flute, 

Framed but of hollow reed, with waxen stop, 
Plies his known skill, and blends its mellow tone. 
Or then too e’en the regal Mercian deigns 

To wake sweet music from her golden lute : 

Or such charm’d hour to cheer, the blue-robed bard, 
British Geraint, or honour’d Wilfred’s hand, 
Strikes the loud harp in turn with rival art, 
Enlivening much the courtly company. 

Nay, e’en the sovereign self may not disdain, 
Then seated by his sister’s side, to add 

In pleasure of his kin, the princely youths, 165 
The rising nobles, and the happy fair, 

High tribute to the glad festivity ; 

And with pleased emulation then renews 

The science at his royal father’s court 

Learn’d in his youth, while the resounding lyre 
Smit by his hand returns some native air, 
Favour’d of all, and practised since to soothe 

Full many a sadden’d hour of lorn distress. 


Nor here mid means so scant and desolate, 
Where source of pleasure none might seem to spring, 
Save such as stinted fancy could create, 176 
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Though here wont state, retinue, all seem’d lost,— 
And though the minish'd splendour of the ball 
Little of gold, or gems, remain’d to deck,— 
Though here in place of the transparent lawn, 
The rare assemblage ruder garb supplied,— 
Wanted not at such time, in place so lorn, 

From elegance so tutor’d and so bred, 

Much courtly grace to win, to soothe, to charm: 
Turning the desert to a happy home, 

And banishment to joyous liberty. 186 
Though uncontroll’d destruction raged abroad, 
Affliction seems scarce felt, while but the more 
Past friendships from so cheerful intercourse 

Are strengthen’d and endear’d, and every breast 
Feels prompted to more cordial sympathy. 

With mutual condescension all conform 

To their new life, and emulation now 

Seems who shall here dispense most sum of joy; 
Who best contributes pleasure, most is prized. 
Shew’d as if here, mid nature’s wildest scenes 

By perils, fury, treason, compass’d round, 
Imagination yet found room to ope 

Her richest images; and in sweet turn 

With magic influence warding grief and fear, 200 
Each kind affection own'd delicious play. 


And who may deem, that in these starry bowers 
Love was not present? Since in every scene 
Where Fancy dwells, there love too finds a place. 
Not sole in palace-halls, amid the sheen 
Of gems, and flare of light, and gleam of gold, 
But in the cottage nook and greenwood cell 
Oft the scared truant seeks a genial home, 

Tender and true as heaven-taught poets dream. 
Here soon discern’d, while the more favour’d youths, 
Enchanted by the charm of beauty’s smile, 211 
Linger by presence of the best-beloved, 

And fix the hallow’d flame within the heart. 

For here the lovely countenance express’d 

Each milder virtue, and a light diffused 

Of heavenly lustre, that no less the soul 

Blest which inspired those features, than who saw, 
Each cherish’d passion and endearment past 

Is here but heighten’d and attracted more: 

Or if new-felt attachment flutter here, 

All sheds composure o’er the yielded soul, 
Diffusing softest rays of hope and peace, 

As sunshine breaks upon the fading storm. 223 
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The fair, in fancy’s loveliness array’d, 224 
Each temper now seen tried amid distress 
Without disguise, seem to admiring chiefs 

The cynosures of future happiness : 

Not visionary, but sincere and clear. 

Now shines the advantage forth of female grace, 
Whose virtuous presence breathes tranquillity 
And far dispels all melancholy gloom. 

Such to the observant, faithful Athelard 

Look’d then the Mercian Queen. And in the eye 
Beam’d of the youthful AEdelm (gallant prince) 
The loved Matilda, flower of stately Kent. 235 
With equal charm on lovely Hilda’s face —~ 
(The gem of Devon’s house) young Surrey gazed. 
The graced Honoria (noble Devon’s spouse) 
Maternal love, that check’d not conjugal, 

Seem’d to absorb, while near her honour’d lord 
Her watchful eye survey’d her daughter’s look, 
Not as displeased, and mark’d too with delight 
Her gallant son blend in the joyous band. 

But the haught widow of the King deceased 
Beside her princess-offspring, Thora fair 

Who more reserved there chiefly chose her place, 
Seem’d, like the daughter, much in thought enrapt, 
And eyed at times the gay and smiling scene 248 
(Most if prince Edelm toward Matilda bent 

His pleased attention) as with mute disdain. 

For yet deep rankled in the heart of each 
Dissatisfied ambition, since aspired 

The mother’s bosom still to regal rank 

And nuptials no less honour’d, as the due 

Both of her princess-daughter and her sons. 

But mostly on her favourite Athelwold, 

Her younger son, was turn’d her frequent look, 
Whose sullen, paler mien but ill conceal’d 

Yet lurking discontent, and for some cause 259 
Others not knew, a bosom ill at ease. 

Oft, like his own, his mother’s prying eye 

Gazed on the noble Sussex’ pensive mien, 

Or glanced upon the scion of his house, 

As if to read each bosom’s shut regret. 


But the young Edgar, pride of Vecta’s isle, 
More grave than might beseem the joyous hour, 
Musing on one beloved, yet now deem’d lost, 
Whose presence could have made this spot seem 
With her dear image fed, would rather choose [heaven, 
Congenial solitude. The sports he joins; 270 
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Yet in despite of active, buoyant spirits, 271 
Distinguishing the graced and noble youth, 

In vain dispell’d, oft mid the festive scene 

An air of pensive sadness gloom’d his brow. 


Such pleased employ detains the fair and young, 
Observed with pleasure by the generous King. 
Perhaps, at some chosen interval, himself 
(Not less to vary than improve the time) 

Would with the Muses’ learned train retire 

To some hush'd bower, for contemplation apt ; 

On studies bent, ever his dear delight, 281 
Pursued (as was his wont) through every chance 
Of heap’d affliction, and distractions strange 

Of body as of mind: impeded oft 

By cares of state, or corporal disease, 

(For from his youth a fix’d infirmity 

Him still reminded of his mortal hour) 

To muse on life, its duties, and its end: 

Review the past, the present bend to use, 

Aud the hid future’s fortune seek to turn 

To his prime purpose of the general weal. 

Such suite the good and friendly Osmund still 
Joys to attend, and share the loved employ. —293 
Perhaps at times, amid the sylvan hall, 

Where a small cresset, pendent from the roof, 
Shed sombre light, (calm meditation’s friend), 

The group assemble, on new charm intent: 

The sovereign, with the studious votaries, 

The pious bishops, and the gifted bards. 

O’er the pleach’d table, where its light too blent 
Their tinte-piece (the King’s own inventive work) 
A lantern tall, encased with shining horn, 

That held a waxen taper, inch by inch 

Noting how wasted every lapsing hour— 

(Their other meters of departing time 305 
Were but the moon’s growth, or her fading wane, 
The set of stars, the varying sun’s arise, 

Or from the turning glass how sped the sand) 
They read, compare together, and enjoy 

The lore of ages, stored in written rolls. 

Few were the books they had, yet these were such 
As most held needful comfort, and the best. 

First, at fond instance of the thoughtful King, 

The sainted Adulph, or the head revered 

Of England’s church, Plegmund, the wise and good, 
Or else, at times, the grace of polish’d France, 
The honour’d Grimbald, skill’d in sacred lore, 317 
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Would ope the holy volume, and there choose 318 
Some moving tale, with high example fraught, 
Such as the heart could solace in distress. 
Perhaps, the voice then cull’d the inspired record, 
That tells, how the heaven-favour’d shepherd, long 
Pursued with hate by Israel’s angry King, 

Fled, homeless, outcast, to a lonely cave, 

His wandering perils and his hard escapes, 
Retaining still some friends and cheering love, 

Till summon’d to a grateful nation’s throne. 

And oft the taken reader would remark, 

How amid worst distress and deepest woe 329 
The tuneful minstrel would his heart relieve, 

Or vent his ecstasy on change to joy, 

In bursting hymns of piety and trust 

In Providence, his single hope and stay : 

Songs, that yet make the thrilling heart respond 
To uature’s voice, long as man’s pulse shall beat. 
Themes, known to Alfred's love, who oft therein 
Would deem his own griefs, hopes, and trust, por- 
Committed oft to secret memory, [tray'd: 
With purpose some time haply to transmute 

In his own language to his country’s ear. 

Then, pleased, they listen to the rural life 341 
Of the old patriarchs: how good Abraham, 

In pastoral simplicity not shamed, 

Beside his tent under the spreading tree, 

With hospitable fare to entertain 

The angel-messengers; and them before 

Set milk and cates, and (such his amplest means) 
Slew the prime calf; and to his feasted guests 
Minister’d kindly, while in the inner tent » 

His cautious wife stood listening to their talk, 
That promised blessing to his favour’d house, 
Whose generous innocence heaven’s sight approved : 
Picture to nature as to fancy true! 353 
Such too as taught the sylvan occupants 

The rustic life, now theirs, to prize anew. 


Then would they hearthe charming tale rehearsed, 
How at the well, by Nahor’s city-side, 
The fair Rebecca to the stranger’s thirst 
Drew water with kind welcome: nor to him 
Stinted the grateful boon, but, oft renew’d, 
E’en for his camels plied her busy task. 
And when the wondering pilgrim to her ear 
His true condition told, with eager haste 
Ran to her home, and welcome glad prepared 364 
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Among her friends and kin: nor did she deem 365 
Her virgin beauty in such gentle acts 

Demean'd or misemploy’d, till fit reward 

Such her sweet condescension and meek grace 
Met (while her heart too the blest presage hail’d) 
In honour’d nuptials of her absent kin: 

When to a chosen land the envied bride 

Went with the blessings of a joyous train. 

Theme, that with moral sweet the bosom moved, 
While its attractive incidents remind 

Not less the comfort, than the duteous meed, 
That ever upon female kindness wait. 376 


Then in succession of delight they hear, 
How venerable Isaac, (blind with age) 
A hunter’s longing own’d for savoury meat, 
And by a doting mother’s wile deceived, 
Grasp'd of his seeming hunter-son the hands, 
And felt the hairy coat, with asking doubt, 
And heard the voice in vain: for on the young 
The melted father from his fervent soul 
Utter'd the blessing he could not recal. 


Then how that fraudful son, in after-day, 
Himself endured in turn a parent’s pang, 387 
When he too lost his loved and favourite son, 

The envied Joseph, long in vain deplored ; 

And last his treasure (child of his old age) 

The little Benjamin, with many a tear 

Reluctant trusted to a foreign realm, 

On the suspicious ruler’s strict command : 
When, after tenderest question, at his sight 
Nature prevails, and the unknown Joseph’s heart 
Yearns on his brother, till he turns to weep. 
How the great lord in princely dignity 

Feasted the strangers, sole on errand come 398 
To purchase food; and with mark’d preference 
From his own table in his palace-hall 

Sent to the favour’d boy the abounding mess, 
While at the sumptuous state and notice high 
The pilgrims wonder’d: prelude but to more. 
For Joseph, after artful wile renew’'d, 

And satisfied with conscience’ waked regret, 
Discovers then himself, and o’er their necks 
Weeping, imprints on each a brother’s kiss : 
Bids his aged father too be hither brought 

To see his glory, and a son restored. 

The strange relation overwhelms the heart 410 
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Of fainting Jacob, till the astonish’d sire, 411 
Seeing the laden gifts of Egypt's wealth, 

The litters too sent to conduct him back, 
Believes at last; his spirit feels revive ; 

And journeys in his age with all his train 

To clasp his long-lost son, ere yet he die; 

When all is wonder, joy, and gratitude. 

Relation, that still read (how oft soe’er) 

Through every age, long as man’s heart can feel, 
Draws from each eye the sympathetic tear. 
Record too, that with testimony plain 

Displays an overruling Providence, 12 
Still working by its own mysterious ways 

From seeming evil to elicit good ; 

That bids severe affliction still endure, 

Knowing a gracious power its right defends ; 
Cheers suffering virtue; and the erring man 
Reclaims through penitence to rectitude, 

By miseries, but kind blessings in disguise. 


At times with deep attention they would list 
The instructive fate of Idumzan Job; 
First flourishing in all of earthly wealth, 
Then sunk in ruin, woe, and sore disease, 133 
Till rack’d in agony of deep despair, 
His ill-advised impatience dares arraign 
The justice of disposing Providence. 
In vain; for soon in colloquy sublime, 
Convinced, he bows: heaven’s chastening wisdom 
Aad is to two-fold happiness restored. [owns, 


Then turn they to that wise and gifted King, 
(By Alfred studied oft), whose active thought 
Had every worldly object tried, in quest 
Of happiness: wealth, pleasures, knowledge, power, 
Magnificence, yet found all vanity : 444 
That only virtue can true solace yield: 

Who sums too in sententious eloquence 

And pithy adages his wisdom vast, 

Fraught with observance strong of human life, 
Apt for remembrance, and with ease retain’d. 


Or else the strain inspired of prophets old 
They read, through future ages unexcell’d, 
Who ope of GOD the goodness and the power 
In pomp of images and language rapt ; 
Surpassing mortal tongue, that strives in vain 
So to express the unutterable theme. 455 
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Yet most of all the studious band delight 456 
On that divine example to repose, 
(Pattern supreme of suffering innocence) 
Who while he lifts the mounting soul to heaven, 
(His native region,) condescends to earth, 
And tells his human pupils (brothers now) 
In admiration knit and following love, 
That while the birds have nests, the fox a lair, 
He has not where on earth to lay his head. 
And as his words that shall for ever live 
(Such stableness attends eternal truth) 
Open to erring and afflicted man 467 
The gates of immortality and bliss, 
Soothing the heart to pass through transient life 
With pilgrim watch, unruffled, unsubdued, 
Able in patience to possess the soul 
That notes his will and keeps his mild command, 
So after all by his own presaged death 
He seals his truth, confirms his testament, 
And with last breath forgives his enemies. 


From such perusal, noted in distress, 
Instruction and example they derive, 
Like balm, within the wounded heart applied, 478 
Till every solaced bosom is disposed, 
F’en as its heavenly Master, to endure 
Affliction’s sharpest pang, and feels alike 
Inspired, as if with fortitude from heaven. 


Then too good Asser, of the King beloved, 
Reads, and to present circumstance applies 
The favour’d book, which with his royal friend 
And pupil, he in Woodstock’s sylvan bowers 
Joy’d to translate and fit to England's ear, 
The page of sage Boétius, where he opes 
“ The consolations of philosophy :” 489 
Tells, how her angel voice in loneliest lot 
Of peril could illume the dungeon’s gloom, 
And cheer with joy affliction’s grievous hour; 
Lulls discontent into a patient calm, 
While eloquent she shews how vain the scope 
Of riches, dignities, power, pleasures, fame, 
To form, or stablish, frail felicity ; 
From false allurement separates solid truth, 
Proving what dangers wait on fortune’s smile ; 
Finds but in life’s great Author sovereign good, 
Asserts his providence, and singly gives 
To virtue and devotion worthy praise. 501 

VOL. IV. Ss 


258 KING ALFRED. 


Then too the scholar, grace of Scotia’s clime, 502 
Distinguish’d for his intellect’s expanse, 
The many-tongued and classic Erigen, 
Rich in the letter’d lore of ages past, 
Who in his travel’s range had many books 
Collected erst, yet here had saved but few, 
At the King’s hest, reads, and the while translates, 
(Wont practice with them both in earlier day) 
The page of great Augustus’ favourite bard, 
The pleasing Horace; chiefly where he guides 
The constant breast to lofty fortitude ; 
And tells, the man, just and of heart resolved, 518 
Not the stern bidding of a furious crowd, 
Nor instant tyrant’s overawing frown, 
Shakes from his solid mind; nor accident 
Of storm, or terrors of the thundering Jove : [round, 
E’en though earth’s orb should fall in fragments 
The ruin’d wreck would strike him, unappall’d. 
Then how he counsels, in adversity 
To bear an equal mind, nor temper’d less 
In prosperous fortune from inflated joy : 
And gently, amid pleasure’s fleeting scene, 
Reminds the festive Dellius, he must die. 524 
Or where he aptly opes, life’s dangerous course 
How best to steer, safe in the middle way : 
And sweetly tells, who loves the golden mean, 
As distant shrinks from squalid poverty, 
As the vain splendour of an envied hall : 
Bids too the bosom, well prepared, alike 
Hope in ill fortune, as in bliss to fear: 
That not through every season glooms mischance : 
He steels the heart in peril to resolve, 
But checks in gale too fair the turgid sail. 
Then, charm’d, they hear him praise the low estate, 
The bliss of moderation and content; 536 
And bound his votive prayer, not for the wealth 
Of lands, nor gold, nor ivory of Ind, 
Nor luxuries of Syrian merchandize, 
Asking but of the favouring Deity 
The frugal olive, with few fragrant herbs, 
And to enjoy, with mind and body sound, 
Heaven’s gifted bounty, in a life prolong’d 
To age, not base, nor vacant of the Muse. 
Then to his friend they hear the moral bard 
Sing in fond strain, that peace, of all desired, 
Not gems, nor Tyrian hues, nor gold, can buy : 
For wealth amoves not tumults of the mind, 
Nor cares that flutter round the fretted roof: 649 
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But rather he lives happily, whose board 550 
Glitters but with his father’s saltceller, 

On whose light slumbers fear, or base desire, 
Intrudes in vain: his mind with present joy 
Contented, broods not o’er distressing thoughts, 
But sweetens aught of bitter with a smile. 

Pleased too, he paints, that gentle sleep not scorns 
The rustic’s humble cell, or bank of shade, 

Or Tempe’s woods, by fragrant Zephyrs fann’d. — 
But since the sick mind neither Phrygian stones, 
Nor purple’s use, nor rich Falernian wine, 

Nor Persia’s costly perfumes can appease, 561 
He learns to rate the pomp of palaces, 

Nor yields for cumbrous state his Sabine vale: 
But tells, his rivulet of water pure, 

His grove of stinted range, and faithful farm, 
Render his lot more blest, than if he held 

Imperial sway o’er fruitful Afric’s throne. 

Charm’d too, they listen, where the placid bard 
Playfully sums his happy home’s delights, 

His occupations, and his slender store: 

At times, his graceful leisure, held in Rome. - 

Or when the kind Mecenas he invites 

To leave fastidious plenty, and the pile 573 
On Tibur’s hill, whose pomp affects the clouds ; 
And bids him cease a little to admire 

The smoke, and wealth, and noise of stately Rome, 
Adding that to the rich, e’en change can please 
Of the neat supper in the lowly roof, 

Where hangs no scarlet tapestry; yet Peace 

Can charm the moody forehead’s gloom away. 
For that he cheerful breathes, and his own lord, 
Who can say daily, I have lived to-day, 
To-morrow, whether clouds, or sunshine peer, 
Nought can delay, or make again undone 

That which the hour once past has well achieved. 
If fortune stay, he welcomes her: if e’er 586 
She shake her truant wings, he knows alike 

Her favours to resign; himself enfolds 

In his own virtue; honest poverty 

Willing to seek again, without a dower. 

For with collected bosom he recals, 

When groans the mast amid conflicting storms, 
The brave man flies not to desponding prayers, 

Or bribes the wind with vows, lest his baled heaps 
Of Eastern riches strew the engulfing seas, 

But scaping in his oar'd boat’s guard away, 

Some kindly star guides safely o’er the waves. 597 
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He tells, who most can to himself deny, 598 
But wins more blessings from the favouring Gods : 
Reminds, we may not rightly happy call 

Him who possesses much; but rather him 

Who knows to use the gifts of heaven aright, 

To bear hard poverty, and dreads a crime 

Worse than his death: such a man will not fear 
For his loved friends, or country’s sake, to die. 
Then would they turn, where the rapt poet’s theme 
His bliss describes, who, far from harsh affairs, 
Like the first race of men, unburden’d, ploughs 
With his own cattle his paternal fields : 609 
Or when the city’s troubles he compares 

With calm pursuits of his own rural life: 

Or how he tames his mind by studious thought, 
Bending to virtue by philosophy, 

And teaches every passion how to rule. 

Thus as with happy eloquence he shews 

(Tracing each moral with a sportive smile) 

The charms of virtue, or with equal power 
Unfolds the mean deformity of vice, 

With present application thence they draw 

Solace and counsel, that can make the heart 
Impregnable, and fortune’s frowns defy. 621 


Or else the. classic Erigen, much versed 
In tongue of Greece, where erst his steps had trod, 
Intreated, to the listening audience joys 
With comment to expound old Homer’s song, 
That chants the immortal tale of Troy divine, 
With martial conduct, prudent maxims, fraught: 
Book, which the conquering Alexander deem’d 
Should be the treasured manual of Kings. 
Or turning to his other page, they hear 
The wise Ulysses’ wanderings and escapes, 
Toss’d on the seas from fall of leaguer'd Troy, 633 
Which prove how wisdom masters every ill; 
Till transport crowns at last his home-return : 
From whose example too the studious band 
Learn fortitude to vanquish, as to bear. 


Or else at times would Erigen unfold 
The tome, which erst high musing Plato dream’d, 
(Ere Christ had yet diviner truths reveal’d) 
Pondering the soul’s immortal properties : 
Or, after manner of bis honour’d school, 
The mysteries, by Dionysius taught, 
The Areopagite: the book, which well 643 
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Suiting of Erigen the genius keen, - 644 
He erst translated for the Gallic King. 

Perhaps too, at such hour, the various man 
Delights the Greek tragedians to compare, 

With moral maxims strewn, and sage remark ; 

Or cons, perhaps, the learned Stagyrite, 

Versed in unbounded note of human life ; 

Or from the stately Roman tongue, selects 
Important themes of Tully’s reasoning mind, 

Bent on the wise, and good. But most they joy 
To list the tale of Maro’s graceful page ; 

Troy’s flaming city: how /Eneas bears 655 
His aged father from his blazing home : 

Then, warn'd by vision’d Deities, retires 

In his toss’d vessels to the fated shore, 

With many a peril miss’d, and long detain’d, 

Till on Italian coasts the heroes find 

The destined city, and the promised bride ; 
Whence sprang the grandeur of imperial Rome. 
Such meed has valour, patience, piety ! 


Or pleased they listen, when the Mantuan bard 
Turns with felt rapture to the pastoral theme, 
And sings the praise sincere of rural life, 666 
In lays now doubly dear: that though the pomp 
Of courts and cities may be miss’d, yet there 
Dwells secure quiet, a sequester’d life, 
Unknowing to deceive; in various wealth 
Rich, with sweet leisure among spacious farms, 
Caves, living lakes, and grots as Tempe cool, 
The evening low of cattle, and soft sleep 
Beneath the canopy of waving trees ; 
These are not absent: so he tells. And round 
While gaze the listeners, in delicious dream 
Alike enraptured, the comparing soul 
Feels lull’d in sense of present bappiness. 678 


Then too, perhaps, from volumes drawn diverse 
Into a manual (which the King himself 
Still in his bosom wore, his study’s fruit, 
Wherein, he said, he no slight solace took) 
They would select the sayings of wise men 
Of various nations, and choice thoughts apply 
To their own conduct, fate, and government. 
Since, still the King remarks, the genuine sum 
Of knowledge, as of study, is to form 
Man’s happiness, and him to virtue lead. 688 
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Or else, at times, the sovereign would produce 
Some native volume, favour’d of himself, 
And glean from work of venerable Bede 
Their country’s history, pausing oft to trace 
Religion’s footsteps through Britannia’s isle. 


Or from the page of skill’d Orosius 
They hear of distant countries o’er earth’s globe, 
Their differing manners, products, state, and clime. 


In turn, from Asop old, they smiling note 
Some pregnant tale and pleasant parable, 698 
(Loved of the King, recalling in what mode 
He, who knew man the best, his truths convey’d) 
With moral fraught, by every heart applied. 


Nor may we doubt, but that while thus improved, 
Feeling alike the doom’d uncertainty 
Of human things, in meditation’s hour, 
The regal as the noble anchorites, 
With the learn’d priesthood and the gifted bards, 
Express their own sensations and compare. 
At moments such, with patience meet inspired, 
Kindly they cherish thus life's evening-lamp, 709 
And teach each other o’er mischance to rise, 
Conscious alike by proof that nought in man 
Is greater than heroic fortitude, 
Blent with a heart compassionate and kind. 


In such blest mood, as glides the waning night, 
When after charm of various claim, the meal, 
Converse, the walk, the dance, or studious thought, 
The hour too swift, inducing slight fatigue, 
Beckons its due repose, still loth to part, 

The general tenants of the sylvan isle, 

Each in a little cabin’s leafy bower, 720 
On ferny pallet seek refreshing rest : 

Uncheck’d to last, till the first streak of dawn 
Shall at their lattice tempt the lark to wake 

Each slumberer with a song. Yet who may deem, 
That ere each sinks serene to hallow’d sleep, 
After so much content and happiness, 

Any, forgetful or e’en indisposed, 

Soon as within the silent chamber shut, 

To the benign disposer of their lot, 

(Their Author, as preserver) can omit 

The duteous meed of grateful piety ? 

For such as true and fervent from these bowers 732 


—_ 
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Rose, as from precincts of a gorgeous fane. 733 
Nor thanks alone they pour, but meekly ask 

The favour of protecting Deity. 

And when sleep’s gentle hand each sense had lull’d, 
Bearing delicious visions, angels vied 

To hover o’er their couch with guardian wing, 


While the soul floated near in kindred joy. 


And yet e’en here, mid these secluded groves, 
A temple fail’d not, ample for their need. 
At stated season, still as early morn 
The sylvan guests aroused, and ever too 748 
One day, select from seven, (their pristine wont) 
Still for their homely sabbath set apart, 
Though here no bell knolls to their rustic fane, 
The island-hermits, high no less than low, 
Noble or vassal, in graced union blent, 
Joy to assemble in the green-wood aisles, 
Named their cathedral; dedicate alone 
To sacred use. All of such chosen day 
Was given to holy cares, while toil must cease ; 


For on that day, unless necessity (forth, 
Summon their presence, scarce the groupe steals 
But bids each family relation be 755 


More closely bound in sanctified accord. 

Not void of grace, their chapel-cells arose, 
Where arching trees o’erhung an open space 

In the deep woods: an area cleard with care, 
Whose slender shafts in clustering colonnade 
Form’d nature’s temple. On the verdurous turf, 
Or bench (the trunk of some deciduous tree) 

Their sole carved stalls, they take their order'd place, 
With roof none other save the waving boughs, 
Whose spiral opening shew’d the morning’s ray, 
And shut not all from view impendent heaven. 
Yet in this simple spot, (heaven heeds not place) 
Meekly acknowledged by the thankful heart, 
Religion shed o’er all her balm benign 769 
And solace which her power can sole impart. 

Nor wanted here her own accustom’d rite: 

Beside the altar, raised of grassy turf, 

The venerable Plegmund, England’s grace, 

Prime shepherd of her flock, would read devout 
Some portion of her ancient liturgy, 

From holy fount derived through age remote. 

Or else in turn, heaven’s high ambassador, 

The sainted Adulph, would the pious prayer 
Blend, or the thanks express of hearts deep-moved, 
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Heaven’s mercy owning yet with humble trust. 780 
Then by the graceful, honour’d Grimbald led, 
Would mingling rise the sweet-toned orison, 

Or hymn, where every voice the chorus swell’d, 
While seem’d on wings of music borne to heaven 
The incense of the heart, there best approved. 

Low through the woods their simple anthem stole, 
Nor much prolonged, for ceremony brief 

Asks genuine piety, where breathes the soul : 
Brief shrift, where each but slight forgiveness needs, 
When every day but varies innocence. 

And ever o’er his little flock beloved 791 
With voice paternal holy Plegmund adds 

His calming blessing, with an air inspired 

Invoked of that good Being, who can send 

O’er every heart and mind that humbly seeks 

A peace surpassing mortal intellect. 

Thus o’er the soul e’en in this desert spot 

Bright rays of hope beam from observant heaven, 
That pours a blandest comfort of its own, 

When every earthly hope and stay seems fled. 
Gladden’d is life: death seems of terror stripp’d : 
Each feels content for duty’s sake to live, 

And prompt alike in virtue’s cause to die. 808 


Oft would the King to secret mind recal, 
How vision’d angels on this hallow’d spot 
Erst cheer’d his drooping spirit, and again 
Vows, in remembrance of such solace deign’d, 
(Should prosperous time his rightful throne restore) 
On this loved site to rear a grateful fane, 
Claiming alike a nation’s memory. 


Yet while the other islet-anchorites, 
Retired, upon their heathy couch enjoy’d 
Refreshing sleep, the monarch sole would stay 
Wakeful within his tent or lonely cell. 814 
There, closed and still, in meditative thought 
Oft would he pass much of the secret night, 
And silent long within his labouring mind 
Revolve his present lot. Nor may we deem 
(Howe’er, by day, to soothe his band of friends, 
He bore a constant countenance of cheer) 
But that his heart was feelingly aware 
Into what deep affliction he was fallen. 
Then would emotions of the heart have way ; 
While musing on his consort, children, lost, 
The bosom’s tenderest affections reft, 825 
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The husband’s and the father’s tear, unseen, 826 
Would consecrate their cherish’d memory 

With sorrow, soothing even while it grieved. 

Yet felt thus desolate, his tutor’d breast ~ 

Still would bear up; still for his country live ; 
Bending on it the patriot’s single love. 

His waked alarm has scann’d, and inly knows, 
What dangers prowl around: not less from bands 
Of foreign foes, raging on sateless quest, 

Than from concerted treason’s dangerous snares, 
Compassing this suspected vicinage ; 

Under the false Hianfrid’s vassal-guide 837 
Bent to detect the King, the nobles fled, 

Deew’d hid in Somerset’s, or Devon’s bounds. 
Smit with observance keen, the sovereign broods 
O’er the condition of the general loss, 

All overthrown, all sunk in equal wreck : 

Yet ceases not to ponder large designs 

His ruin’d country to retrieve and save, 

Order again from chaos to restore, 

And loftiest glory win from deepest woe. 


Under so grievous pressure of distress 
He not forgets, what duties yet are his, 848 
What conduct is befitting England’s King. 
He deems ’tis his part in this trying hour, 
Though every other bosom quail beside, 
Still to bear up with magnanimity : 
To shew a soul by peril made more bold : 
Meeting reverses with unvanquish’d heart: 
Prompt with undaunted vigilance to seize 
Proffer’d advantage ; present ill to ward, 
But cherish every gleam of dawning hope. 
He feels that England’s monarch should be now 
Seen the true chief in prime utility, 
Distinguish’d only by superior zeal : 860 
The public weal his charge as ornament: 
Studious alike of war as policy, 
Whose dearest meed of glory is to be 
Alone the sovereign-parent ; he who owes 
A father’s honors to a father’s care, 
To whom for just defence his people look 
With rightful eye, the high no less than low : 
The single centre, round whose burden’d point 
The motion of the state’s machine must turn : 
Who in his country’s safety, peace, and bliss, 
Discerns no less his duty than his pride, 
And feels in constant blessing only blest. 672 
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Then he remembers how in former day 873 
Himself has err’d, when rapt in study’s love, 
Amid the transient calm of purchased peace 
He erst, of rule impatient, had o’erlook’d 
To prize his nobles’ love and confidence, 

But their solicitations disesteem’d. 

Yet has adversity not taught in vain ; 

But, heal’d with kind correction, errors past, 
Shall strengthen good resolves, and prove him yet 
Great in his nobles’ and his people’s love. 

This the sole worthy sceptre now he deems: 

And if his lost throne he may reascend, 884 
"Twill but with heighten’d glory be to rise, 
Enlighten’d intellect, and juster power. 

Time in life’s remnant left he feels too short, 

And trembles lest his meditated work 

Must yet be all unfinish’d, ere he die. 


Frequent in such congenial solitude 
Seated beside the unquench’d flame that gleam’d 
With wasting sign, he the slow-waning hours 
Would pass unseen, till o’er his head the star 
That heads the sloping pole had downward sunk 
Near to the horizon’s verge. In pensive mood 
Rapt at such season, undisturb’d the King 806 
Would linger, pondering o’er his country’s state, 
Regardless of his own surrender’d health, 
Of natural infirmity and pain 
Which had infested him from early youth. 
Then opening to himself his inmost soul, 
He would indulge reflection deep and sad, 
(For Genius in its kind is melancholy) 
Still unsubdued. Then with capacious mind, 
Intent alone upon the great and good, 
Unterrified by perils or by toil, 
Not insolent, or caution’s need disdain’d, 907 
But dreading overween’d security, 
The patriot-hero, pillar of bis realm, 
Would singly contemplate the eventful time : 
Intent the difficulties throng’d around 
How yet to meet with so restricted power. 


At such calm hour, in studious thought immersed, 
Unmark’d of any save heaven’s watchful eye, 
The monarch, general, statesman, as the man, 
Shone forth, in genuine colours undisguised. 


Almost (perhaps so to himself he deem’d) 917 
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The peace and dreamy stillness of this spot 918 
Might fiz the soul in indolent content, 

And freed from troubles of the quitted world, 
Enjoyment tempt alone of tranquil rest, 

Asking no more for personal happiness. 

But no: to more awaked alacrity 

High duties call: all yet remains to do: 

And rear’d alone on wisdom’s solid base, 

Brave action, unremitted energy, 

The pile of lasting glory must upraise. 


Then would he contemplation’s scope apply, 
Till all the future seems before the mind 
To pass with rapid glance in prospect clear: 
And every wish which in his bosom glows 
Seems realized, or whose contiguous act 
He pants to execute in gradual train. 


He marks the need in this impervious spot 
Awhile to dwell, in secret refuge hid, 
Bearing privation with a patient soul, 
And struggling with so strange adversity : 
Thus to escape pursuit of raging foes, 
And recreant treason’s more destructive net. 939 
Yet not the less by frequent enterprize 
Forth sallying from these haunts, (as fits the hour,) 
Assail the wondering foe in bold surprize, 
With meed no less of booty than annoy. 
For so he hopes among his faithful band 
To keep in exercise a martial spirit, 
Encourage drooping hope, and of the time 
Obtain by ocular survey the proof : 
Thinks too, from so depress’d, and scant resource 
He may by due degrees through active search 
Haply recover former friends, long lost : 
And cherishes at times the tender hope 951 
At unexpected hour to meet again 
Connexions dearest loved, (if yet they live, 
But miss’d so long, almost such hope expires) 
His spouse, his children, heirs as yet of woe, 
Though once imagined of a settled throne. 
Ah! then what fountain of unbidden drops 
Remembrance opes to ease the throbbing heart, 
While joys departed float in visions round ! 


Chiefs, nobles, friends in happy link secured, 
He deems, with these possess’d, thro’ watchful care, 
Contagious treason’s lordly crest to quell, 962 


268 KING ALFRED. 


Now coiling o’er the south its poison’d folds: 963 
Whence, making every hazardous emprize 

Only the prelude to enlarged success, 

To aim at England’s full deliverance. 

In happier hour, mature, when waken’d hope 

Shall animate the country all around, 

By active presence of the trusted peers, 

(Each to his faithful province singly sent,) 

Of England’s native, tried, and dauntless sons 

To form, or new-create, a martial host, 

With swift yet unseen preparation 

Bid to assemble at known place and day, 974 
Ample to cope with victor-enemies ; 

Such unexpected power (the foe’s true state, 
Position, and resources, first observed,) 

To lead to battle, that shall only be 

To certain triumph. Nor is needed more 

Than one such victory as fires his thought. 

Let but this consummation be achieved ; 

Instant shall follow in due-order’d train 

Peace, glorious more than war. Then but remains 
That for this Britain, on eternal base 

Founded, religion’s altars, honour’d truth, 

Just equal laws, with order’d liberty 986 
Worthy a moral people, shall extend 

To latest ages growing happiness. 

Then may past enemies (he kindly deems) 

Be made e’en faithful friends: perhaps no more 
Slaves of a fierce and superstitious faith, 

But converts to the light of Christian truth : 

Soon then, as peaceful subjects, bent alike 

With arms and hearts united to maintain 

The glory of their new-adopted land, 

Flourishing then in boundless industry, 

The Ocean’s envied Queen, whose fleets shall bear 
Her commerce and her arts to every shore, 998 
But still from hostile peril guard her own. 

Nor shall Britannia bound her empire there, 

But spread her sons in subject colonies, 

With lavish riches o’er the circling world. 


Then to achievement of so lofty task, 
The sovereign with collected thought revolves, 
W hat means remain, and in what order best 
The power yet left to cherish and apply. 
Though well he can discern, that all depends 
On union, valour, skill, and victory, 
He sees of present aid how little rests, 1009 
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His chiefs how few ; and that augmented strength 
Only successive perils must acquire. 

For who remain? Of soldiers here, he sees, 
(And notes the scanty number with a sigh) 

His first attendants, Edgar, Athelard, 

Young faithful chiefs of Dorset, as of Hants; 
Attracted since with auspice of success, : 
Victorious Devon and his gallant son; 

Cornwall’s loved leader, Osmund, kind as brave ; 
But other peers of Wessex counts he none 

Save the bold Aylwin, Wilts’ impetuous chief: 
For Rayner (pride of Somerset) is lost, 1021 
Far fled, or haply in a foreign land. 

His native Berks, (the King with grief recals) 
Windsor’s proud turrets, and loved Wantage-vales, 
Are now alas! by treason’s arm usurp’d, 

Fallen to the base Hianfrid’s treacherous sway. 
And from more distant provinces attain’d, 

Are but the new-recover’d Eastern lords, 

The chiefs of Sussex, Essex, Surrey, Kent: 

With their committed charge, the princes twain, 
Graced Akdelm, and the younger Athelwold. 
Come too, with Aylwin’s ranks, to Kinwith’s fort, 
(And thence conducted to this sylvan isle,) 1038 
The lord of Oxford, stately Hildebrand, 

With Gloucester’s peer; and led from Severn’s side 
The three Demetian chiefs of Southern Wales. 
These form (the sovereign marks) his utmost power, 
For of the central potent peers not one 

His note recounts; and such the instruments 
Alone appear to work his vast design. 

Yet need he feels of England’s general aid, 

That of her warriors none the bloody field 

Can spare, to cope with their o’erwhelming foe. 
Ah! could (he sighing deems) his country’s sons 
Be once united, what results would spring! 
Nothing may single, unassisted man 1016 
(How brave soe’er) to so high aim aspire, 

Nor e’en a few. The present adverse hour 
Reveals too plain the weakness as the need, 

And takes from arrogance all idle vaunt. 

His own intents unequal all he feels, 

Unless supported by his people’s zeal. 

Union of friends in potent multitude 

Must blend their efforts to the common task, 

With spirit one of mutual confidence. 


Such friends as yet are saved (tho’ now so few) 
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His brooding purpose studies how to make —1057 
Assistant each in his own proper bent: 

And various though their talents be, he strives 

All to one aim to point—the public weal. 

The habits, tempers, circumstances, powers, 

Of each he now considers; what from each 
Reflection may expect; and how to bend 

Their varying dispositions to best use, 

Each bearing in his country’s cause a share: 

From the young chieftains, active enterprize, 

As from the elder, conduct, counsel sage : 

Yet whether turn’d on war, or polity, 1068 
From all true friendship, loyalty, and love. 
Himself, the ruling mind, by habit’s self 

A kingly governor, not satisfied 

With speculation sole, nor aught save use, 

Seeks these in practic action to apply, 

Assigns to each an office and a charge, 

And sums in thought their several characters. 


From noble Oddune, Devon’s potent earl, 
Prudent as brave, in martial policy 
Best skill’d, prized victor in the latest field, 
Lord of vast rightful wealth, (howe’er bereaved) 1079 
Still rich in love of numerous vassal-bands, 
Grateful for ancient hospitality ; 
A peer, illustrious in his high descent, 
Not vainly proud, but basing for his line 
Renown and honour sole on generous worth, 
Much aid the King expects :—with meet support 
From the young gallant scion of his race, 
(The envied captor of the Raven-sign) 
Emulous of the valour of his sire. 
From these, retaining still their martial spirit, 
Brave leaders of Devonian conquerors, 
The monarch augurs yet a nobler stand, 1001 
Patriot devotion, courage undismay’d ; 
And in the sire, soon as the favouring time 
Admits egress, looks to behold again 
A general, worthy of his lofty rank :— 
That to his eminent ancestral call 
Responsive soon, shall willing multitudes 
Follow their puissant chieftain to the field 
In proud ostent of order’d discipline, 
Assured of victory, which he knows to gain. 
Then to requite his valour with a meed 
Worthy his dignified, patrician pride, 
Beside his native wide-spread lands restored, 1103 
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(Object for which his secret bosom sighs) 1104 
The sovereign deems, to Oddune’s honour’d hand 
To add vice-regal sway o’er Southern Wales; 

And to the son some chosen trust confide 

With answering honour in his country’s eye. 


With whom contrasting qualities diverse, 
Another sire and son the King recals, 
The studious Osmond, Cornwall’s chief beloved, 
And his kind heir, the faithful Athelard, 
In old relation to the throne allied. 1118 
From these, not vainly does his hope presage 
Continued friendship, dauntless loyalty. 
Though soldiers both, to dangers long inured, 
Taught by affliction constant fortitude, 
Yet in the honour’d father less he notes 
The daring leader than the marshal sage : 
The prudent friend, the patriot counsellor, 
A statesman wise, his former minister : 
Courtier, distinguish’d for his country’s love, 
Nor least of his own Cornwall’s sea-girt coasts: 
Calm and contemplative, yet wanting not 
At suited season active energy, 1125 
Zealous in every duty’s fond discharge, 
While in the cherish’d son the sovereign reads 
A heart affectionate, unwearied zeal, 
The firm contemner of disloyalty, 
Promptitude in each arduous enterprize, 
Fidelity, through every peril tried, 
And to himself (alas ! how oft the claim! 
Life’s many sorrows need a constant friend !) 
Attentions kind through many a lonely hour, 
In all his cares a tender interest shown, 
Yet ever more in act express’d than words: 
Fertile in many a pleasing, gentle art, 
Nor less conspicuous for his filial love, 1138 
Than warm devotion to a softer flame. 

What practic service (deems the musing King,) 
May from these generous noblemen arise ! 
He notes, the father, courteous and revered, 
Far-famed for affable beneficence, 
Can at his warning summons aptly bring 
From Cornwall’s peopled vales and nautic shores 
Proud throngs of eager troops, whom best he knows, 
And to whose heart his valourous claim is dear. 
Nor less the son from Dorset’s cultured plains 
(Owning his rule since aged Herbert’s fall) 1149 


272 KING ALFRED. 


Will prompt collect a strong devoted power, 1150 
And lead to station meet at settled time 

With trusty care of needful secrecy, 

Blending meet caution with alacrity : 

Then prove the dauntless soldier in that field 
Whose triumph shall each glorious hope exceed. 
After such victory won, the sovereign deems, 
These prudent chieftains emulous shall joy 

To stablish order in his province fair: 

Flourishing long in wealth and happy peace, 
Wielding no less the laws with suited skill 

Than in the field the sword for brave defence, 1161 
Honour’d, loved, visited in gracious turn, 

Pride of the land and pillars of the throne. 


Nor stops the sovereign here : for Athelard’s faith, 
Experienced through long peril and distress, 
He still recals with anxious gratitude. 
Bent fitly to reward so high desert, 
(Knowing what passion fires his gallant heart) 
He looks to guerdon such affection’d truth 
With dearest honour of a sister’s hand, 
(Mercia’s late Queen) whereto fond hope aspires. 
And if its present viceroy yet may be 1172 
Subdued, or to allegiance old reclaim’d, 
The monarch purports on the wedded pair 
More mark’d regard to add, and these to grace 
With a possession, to the sister due, 
The sway of Mercia’s old viceregal throne: 
His noble brother then with honour new 
Made general of the vast interior realm : 
Only by this to closer union bound, 
And with his might supporting England’s state : 
Memorial meet for faith and loyalty ! 1182 


Nor, in such musings, least the sovereign looks 
To the young Edgar, gallant chief of Hauts 
And Vecta’s favour’d isle, another friend 
And tried companion of his solitude. 
This youthful hero the pleased King observes 
With love of fame and just distinction fired, 
Remembering glory of his ancient line, 
Nor of his brother, noble Siward, least 
(Oh! bonour’d name) in Wareham’s fight who fell: 
Still glowing to sustain their high renown 
By equal fealty and brave exploits : 
Of birth illustrious, and through Oslac’s race 
To the King’s mother in degree allied : 1195 
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Ardent, alert, susceptible, and bold, 1196 

Good, and whose youth by vice is incorrupt, 

Fickle perhaps at times, yet ne’ertheless 

To love’s emotions firm with tender truth. 

From him the thoughtful King anticipates 

Service, and ready aid of valued proof, 

Constant fidelity, as wont so long, 

Unwearied quest, pursued intelligence, 

And of the roving foe incessant watch ; 

Since still, it seems, his eager bosom loves 

That duty most which danger’s front presents, 

Proved oft in many a vent’rous enterprize, 1207 

No less in reconnoitre than offence: 

Joying in unrestrain’d activity, 

Yet to be trusted and admired alike 

For courage as for shrewd sagacity, 

Most useful in this wild and perill’d time. 

For of his knowledge and observant note 

The blest event may prove, (nor does the King 

Now slight esteem such service of a friend,) 

Danger’s approach to warn and ward as well: 

To track the haunts of enemies around, 

Eluding capture in oft-changed disguise : 

And as a hunter on so restless task 1219 

Full oft beset, though mid more dangerous prey, 

(Since all the country’s byeways Edgar knows) 

Counteract lurking ambush; and evade, 

Defeat, or foil the base Hianfrid’s snares, 

Oft prowling in this vicinage, and now 

In forts and mansions of seized Somerset 

Holding a treasonous and deputed sway, 

In place of its last loyal, vanish’d earl, 

The virtuous Rayner, by strange chance bereaved. 

Scanning such skill, not idly deems the King 

His search may best discover absent chiefs, 

In former friendship link’d and past acquaint, 1231 

Comrades of former fields, though since dispersed 

Through dark misfortunes and adventures strange. 

Nor solely peers from Wessex’ southern realm, 

But gradual sought thro’ England’s farther bounds, 

Yet to recover, and in closer bond 

Cement of amity and kindly power. 

But most the sovereign hopes, thro’ Edgar’s care, 

Somerset’s valued peer again to meet, 

(If yet he live,) likeliest perhaps conceal'd 

In some sequester’d hiding-place like this 

Mid his own native province, all whose tracks, 

Her woods, and forted heights, and marshy vales, 
VOL. IV. T 
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Have been explored by Edgar’s roving feet. 1244 


‘‘ Ah! could (the sovereign deems) that generous 
The noble Rayner, valiant as sedate, [peer 
Be found once more, and led to this retreat, 

For welcome shelter, till more favouring ume, 
What aid in counsel as in martial act 

Might not enliven’d hope from thence presage ! 
Not only by their honour’d native chief 

Would the brave men of neighb’ring Somerset 
Prompt be led forth, o’erjoy’d to execute 

What task sve’er his wisdom should assign, 1254 
But other weighty, and wide-spread results 

His all-desired recovery would induce. 

Perhaps, through Edgar’s active aid conjoin’d, 
Return of banish’d Rohand, Warwick’s earl, 
Good Rayner’s kin and friend, who haply best 
Knows the retreat of that once potent lord, 

Loyal and faithful still, where’er he hide, 

And him too in his country’s cause combine. 

And since on Rayner’s grave and pensive soul 
Still melancholy prey'd of deep regret, 

Grieved with defection of his kin and friends, 

The hapless Kenwulph, and the Mercian peers 

By him seduced to foul disloyalty, 1267 
(The sovereign hopes,) by such recover’d zeal, 
Through Rayner’s, Rohand’s, blent sagacity, 
Mercia’s lost nobles yet may be reclaim’d 

To fit allegiance and old duty’s ranks, 

Pardon’d if penitent, and drawa at last 

From their throng’d seats of old-descended wealth.” 


While musing thus, the kind considerate King 
Would hope too, gallant Edgar in such quest 
Haply may yet discover and regain 
Her, whose fair image (so the sovereign knows) 1277 
Haunts the young hero’s heart: that lovely maid 
Whose grace combined the cottage-hours to charm, 
When late they dwelt the rustic Denulph’s guests. 
Perhaps, with her, or through some link of clue, 
At such still time the pensive King would dream 
His kind preservers to regain and save, 

Where’er they wander now forlorn and lost, 

If yet they live, and be not perish’d all, [prow! 
When that loved home, where from destruction’s 
Escaped, he spent so many rural hours 

In sweet content, sank in o’erwhelming fire ; 
Whose desolation, by young Edgar's self 1289 


a 
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Discover'd erst, has since with lasting grief 1299 
Smit his warm heart, and its recesses fill’d 

With doubt, alarm, and perilous surmise. 

To such his mood not strange, the King recals 
What melancholy on his bosom preys / 

For that so dear and promised prize, bereaved 

All suddenly by doom still unexplain’d: 

Yet fondly hopes, events howe’er unlook’d 

May soon the gallant youth’s devoted faith 
Console, and with repairing meed reward. 


Nor less the sovereign deems, this generous chief 
(Much valued for his active enterprize 1301 
And bold intelligence, though yet so young) 

Will lead at last bis valiant countrymen, 
Prizing their leader not for memory svle 

Of his old house and valour of his sires 

But his own answering worth and high desert, 
With ample charge to the triumphant field. 
Him shall promotion then, and well-earn’d gift 
Of that distinction which his bosom fires, 
Exalt to honour, passing utmost hope. 


In Aylwin, gallant chief of Wilts, the King 
Sees the true soldier, and a leader bold, 1312 
Whose fiery valour needs but cool restraint: 

Of daring temper, high and chivalrous, 

The nobleman, whose courage vehement 
(Saviour of Wales) had by his timely aid 

And presence mainly Kinwith’s palm secured : 
Foremost in danger ever; from his youth 
Train’d to a hero, dedicate to war, 

And to its strong emotions prone by choice, 
Whose element seems but the tented field. 

If but his headstrong rashness may be rein’d, 
Apter is none for hazardous emprize. 1323 
Impatient, restless, though perhaps he be, 
Resentful, and who all submission sdeigns, 
Glowing with thirst for open violence, 

Yet while engaged in tasks that suit bis spirit, 
With frequent sally from their sylvan fort 

On bold incursions ’mong the roving fue, 

He (the king deems) may second well and blend 
With the young Edgar’s prompt activity, 

And caution of more prudent Athelard : 
Together these may treason’s deadly snares 
Mark and oppose. Nor less at suited time 

The noble Aylwin, (by the men of Wilts 1335 
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Honour’d and loved like Leofric his sire, £336 
Preserver famed of Sarum’s peerless fort) 

Shall yet unnumber’d followers combine, 

And lead to battle in the conquering field. 


Since too the neighbouring Aylwin’s martial fame 
Has long engaged in willing confidence 
Proud bands of Mercian troops, yet unseduced, 
(Some of that power from Warwick's forted site 
Who late the banish’d Rohand’s rule obey'd) 
Hence the fond King indulges thoughtful hope, 
That yet perhaps, and at no distant time, 1346 
His bigh example and persuasive art 
May the seceded Mercian officers 
Win to rejoin the ranks of loyalty, 
(Object of union nearest to his heart) 
Aud may from Mercia’s peopled region bring 
Under his loyal banners, thronging troops, 
Now bow’d alas! to Kenwulph’s recreant sway, 
Reluctantly (’tis famed) and ripe for change : 
Thus in defence of England’s general throne 
Blending again wide Mercia’s needful power. 
Nay, e’en perhaps, that very Kenwulph’s self, 
Mercia’s vice-regal chief, believed alike 1358 
Repentant, of his fallen state ashamed, 
‘To call to virtue back, and re-unite 
His aid and talent in his country’s cause. 


Moved by which thought, the conscious sovereign 
Inspiring gratulation, as he marks [feels 
What happy union is in part attain’d: 

Auspicious omen of enlarged success, 

On which hope lingers with renew’d delight, 
Whene’er his pleasured recollection turns 

Upon those late recover’d Mercian peers, 1368 
Who, following gallant Aylwin’s loved command, 
Now with their presence grace this sheltering isle : 
Oxford’s brave chief, the lordly Hildebrand, 

With Leopold, of Gloucester stately peer. 

From these still loyal nobles, yet untamed, 
Shrinking from treachery’s abhorr’d revolt, 

The monarch looks to aid his object prime 
Mercia’s known peers (their friends and wont allies) 
To re-attach, and in like union blend. 


Nor with less hope aroused, the King observes 
Regain’d, and sharing now this still retreat, 
The brave Demetian chiefs of Southern Wales, 
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Who too the honour’d Aylwin’s ranks had join’d. 
From these, brave Julian, Pembroke’s stately peer, 
Impetuous, choleric, and rashly fierce ; 

Cadwall, prime leader of G:lamorgan’s tribes, 
Warlike, and known for stern audacity ; 

And veteran Mervyn, head of Monmouth’s power, 
Bold, yet distinguish’d for his counsel sage, 

All needing but the prudent general’s guide 

To bend their eager valour to best use, 

The sovereign counts on lofty purposes, 

Collected prowess, zeal, and dauntless war: 

With disposition apt of policy, 1392 
Mingling in order’d union fiery Wales. 


Such train of hope pursued, the thoughtful King 
With rising satisfaction bends his note 
Last on the new-recover'd noblemen, 
Peers of the sceptre’s eastern appanage, 
Won from the provinces, but late estranged, 
Of princely Surrey, Sussex, Essex, Kent. 
From these high chieftains, mutually acquaint, 
In link of love and neighbour friendship bound, 
He hopes for succour and connected power. 
These the pleased King, conscious of error past, 
Hopes by fond care henceforward to retain 
In duteous ranks of willing fealty, 1105 
And in apt post of patriot trust engage. 
Since now o’erjoy’d, he deems all old offence 
Which much his heart laments, heal’d and forgiven, 
In torrent of misfortune wash’d away. 
Future occasion all of discontent, 
Of alien jealousy, or sore distrust, 
The sovereign studiously resolves to shun, 
To choke renew’d disunion in the bud, 
Most to be fear’d, but check’d with jealous guard. 


Though differing these in bent, and qualities, 
From each he hopes for suited benefit. 1416 
From the brave lord of never-conquer'd Kent, 

For martial talent and unrivall’d act 

In many a field distinguish’d and admired, [heap’d 
(As Foreland’s bank and Hythe’s old fane, o’er- 
With bones of vanquish’d foes, to after time 

Made their own monument, can well attest,) 
Frank, generous, of his native province proud, 
The King expects his uninvaded heights, 

His seaward castles and his chalky coasts, 

Will be with puissance, as of old, maintain’d, 1.126 
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Bulwarks of England, held in stern defence; 1427 
While Dover's far-famed cliffs, that o'er the deep 
Frowning forbid approach of hostile feet, 

Shall token Britain’s alabaster gate, 

And keep her still a world within herself: 

That he, recalling Adulph’s honour’d sway, 
Whose sagest counsel yet he much reveres, 

Will at fit season by his summons bring 

From his wide province in his country’s aid 
Troops used to victory ; the power elect 

Of England’s appanage, all vow’d alike 1437 
Still to maintain Kent’s ancient charter’d right 
Never to be subdued, but aye remain 

E’en as their noble sires invincible. 

Through noble Kent too, by the nuptial tie 

To England’s royal lineage erst allied, 

The sovereign estimates, the princes twain 

(Sons of the royal Ethelbert deceased) 

Under their mother haught Eltruda’s eye 

(Kent’s sister) trusted to his foster-charge 

As their near uncle, now their guardian-sire, 

To link ia bond of duteous fealty. 

Nathless, since Kent’s own home no son had blest, 
The princes more their co-mates’ company 1450 
Had sought of late: AEdelm, the joyous scenes 
Of Surrey’s palace: Athelwold, the cheer 

Of friendly Sussex, and his sen-ward home. 

Yet through Kent’s influence and o’erruling word 
The sovereign hopes the princes to detain 

In needful service join’d and suited trust. 
Esteeming them, since his own issued race 

Are now alas! by hapless chance bereaved, 
Destined the future heirs of England's throne. 


The talents of each prince the King has mark’d, 
Their varying tempers, and already deem’d _—_ 1461 
What may from each accrue of blended aid. 
/Edelm, mild, graceful, easy, amiable, 

Perhaps from youth’s gay fervour too addict 

To love’s and pleasure’s reign, or o’er-indulged 
Under the gentle Surrey’s lenient care. 

In arms and noble education train’d, 

Though haply amid courtly luxury 

Refined too much, or in the country’s sports 

From themes of loftier use at times misled. 

His virtues still the sovereign knows to prize. 
Him, as the elder prince, already graced 

With power and lands of castled Arundel, 14738 
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To please and more endear (e’en in such act 1474 
To honour Kent’s return’d allegiance) 

The King intends in sanction’d ouptial rite 

Soon to connect with Kent’s own peerless flower, 
The fair Matilda, (Celmond’s daughter loved) 
Worthy such union with the royal line ; 
Answering herein, he deems, the fondest wish 

Of ‘Edelm’s heart, howe’er his mother’s brow 
Seems with stern frown such match to disapprove, 
Sway’d by o’erweening of ambitious pride, 

And female thirst of aggrandized degree, 

Forgetful of the state's superior need. 1485 


The second prince, the younger, Athelwold, 
(Distinguish‘d late with Guilford’s titled sway) 
The King recals, and notes his temper well, 

More roughly bred at naval Sussex’ home, 
Hauglity, impetuous, and of wilder bent, 

Learning ambition from his mother’s hest. 

He (the King deems) more watch and prudent curb 
Needs to be held in duty’s rightful course. 

In him more danger of disunion broods, 

And mischief threatens, lest his youthful zeal 
Thro’ hot presumptuous eagerness of rule, 1496 
Aspiring (as it seems) for high command 

Apt to his lofty birth, may burst too soon 

The general links of needed fealty : 

Yet the King hopes, duly his fiery spirit 

To train in sphere of royal dignity, 

And under guidance of continued care 

Still in important union to retain. 

Legitimate ambition’s amplest hope 

The sovereign meditates in full to crown, 

Yet for his country held in order’d place. 

Since both his princely nephews, (scions true 

Of ancient royalty) the King intends, 1508 
As genuine honour'd leaders, to invest 

With lofty rank and station adequate, 

Employ’d with power according in fit right 

Each, as vicegerent sovereign, to rule 

Princedoms of York and stately Lancaster, 
Bearing command for general defence : 

So to consolidate the potent north, 

High as Strath-Clyde, and Scotia’s bordering realm. 


The sovereign then, bending in turn his thought 
On noble Udo, Surrey’s bounteous lord, 
Infers that this kind hospitable peer, 1519 
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Brave uor unmartial, (though of nature mild, 1520 
Best pleased with wont delights of rural ease) 
Will from bis dear paternal] province lead 

Bold legions, in his peopled cities throng’d, 
Shene’s palace-hill, and the luxurious vales, 

Laved by the waters of far-winding Thames. 

Nor unremember'd too, the monarch pass‘d 

The youthful Albert, (Surrey’s gallant son) 

Prince /Edelm’s co-mate and associate friend. 
Their ardent hearts the King projects ere long 

To wake from wont voluptuous indolence 

To deeds of fame and themes of just renown. 1531 
Whence e’en young Surrey’s love (not unobserved) 
Shall bend to use; when guerdon dear at last 
Shall crown high service with fair Hilda’s hand. 
The thoughtful sovereign hopes, that union such 
Of generous Surrey's, with brave Devon’s house, 
Shall yet in bonds of dearer amity 

Combine the eastern and the western peers, 

And bury in such love estrangements past. 


But from the potent Sussex, (native chief) 
The sovereign looks, his valour yet shall ward 
The invasive foes, who haunt his open shores 1542 
Most under Danish Hasting’s restless guide, 
Burning to seize the envied southern lord, 
His venturous son tov, scouring oft the deep, 
With the young prince, the daring Athelwold, 
Ward of the Sussex’ chieftain’s sheltering care. 
For oft. the King recals, this hardy Dane 
(Well known to fame, nor vainly to be fear’d, 
To whose selected charge great Regner erst 
Confided his last son, the loved Biorn, 
Dead Hubba’s youngest brother, emulous 
Alike, ‘tis rumour'd, of his sire’s renown) 
Has fix’d on Sussex’ shore his forted seat, 1554 
And memorized the station with his name. 
With whom the indignant peer of Sussex strives, 
Nor quits the purpose from such hold to chase, 
Though now compell’d to flight awhile, he saves 
For time more fortunate his power, and screens 
Amid this wild retreat the cherish'd prince. 
Flis generous aid the King most needful deems 
Sull in firm union's bond to keep retain‘d. 
His sadden’d bosom with attentions kind 
The sovereign looks to soothe, and heal the grief 
There brooding for his only daughter lost, 
From Thanet’s minster-convent strangely fled: 1566 
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Regret, that on his son too preys alike, 1567 
Ernest, companion of the younger prince. 

These gallant hearts the sovereign meditates 

Still near his person to retain awhile, 

And oft in needful enterprize engage, 

So best to charm their gloom to active use. 

He hopes, their summons will in season due 

Lead from their hardy province vying troops, 
Inured of old to bide the shock of war, 

And proud to share their due of victory. 

With these too shall the princely Athelwold 

Own high command, and all reap fit reward. 1578 


Last Bertolph, Essex’ chief, the King remarks, 
Though unassuming, modest, taciturn, 
Second to none amid the martial field 
In daring gallantry: for bounteous act, 
And hospitable cheer none more beloved. 
From him the sovereign counts on present aid 
And service blent in duteous fealty : 
That from his fertile fields a numerous train 
Him soon will follow to the appointed war, 
Nor in the destined triumph fail their charge. 1558 
Which won, the sovereign hopes their chief’s kind 
Will in his province long bold rightful sway, [heart 
Count of the Saxon shore, with castles lined 
In forted range to Harwich’ entrance-haven. 
Where yet this model of an English lord, 
A master, good as brave, though still unlink’d 
In Hymen's bands, (the King presages fond) 
Some suited band at last shall grace and bless. 


Contemplating in turn the arts of peace, 
(No less esteem’d than war) the monarch sees 
In Adulph sage, his pious relative, 
A mediator to the eastern lords : 1600 
A venerable, faithful monitor, 
Whose mind, as with prophetic foresicht fraught, 
In many a future council of the state 
May yet with suited dignity preside. 


In bonour’'d Plegmund’s person too, the Kin 
Beholds religion’s shield, of England’s Church 
The light and guide, who her fall’n altars yet, 
From ruin’s wreck shall stablish and restore, 
And with devoted wisdom govern best. 


But to the classic travell’d Erigen 1610 
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The sovereign looks, as learning’s ornament, 1611 
Presaging him, in Oxford’s founded halls, 

Their primal reader and acknowledged head : 

Who there his various study’s deep research 

To England's noble sons shall apt expound. 


In British Asser, pleased, the King discerns 
The plain and honest friend, whose love observes 
Their passing life, and will events record 
Himself has seen, and borne in much a part. 


While in loved Grimbald, foreigner polite, 1620 
Drawn to his friendship in past travel’s course, 
The sovereign marks each rare accomplishment 
And grace refined that charms the court of France, 
Such as may England’s ruder state improve. 


Recalling other learned men, the King 
Dwells too with pleasured hope on friends yet spared 
To be instructors of a nighted age, 
Ardulpb and Edred, Bishops of the north, 
The pious prelates of famed Lindisfarne. 


The musing sovereign longs too to regain 1630 
Yet to his side another absent friend, 
Companion erst of many a studious hour, 
Werbert, the pastor loved of Chester's see, 
Ab! lost, and through long exile sought in vain. 


Next, in his meditation’s range the King 
Includes the Muse’s sons, the gifted bards, 
And sees high aid in their inspiring art. 


Nor from his wide design are e’en the fair 
Excluded or forgot; them too he deems 
Of his exalted plan a noble part, 1640 
» A destined treasure, triumph’s happy aim. 
For in their dear affection’s best reward, 
Pledged in the bosom of domestic peace, 
The sovereiga looks to crown the toils of war, 
And bless his worthy chiefs, whose lives shall then 
Patterns of virtue prove, to grace the land. 
So for haught Thora, his fair princess-niece, 
(Tho’ from love's passion yet her heart seems free) 
The King some suited union too revolves, 
And such her link’d alliance bend to use. 


Thus with observant tact the pensive King 1651 
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Sums his remaining friends: what scope e’en yet 
Of aid and power his little band affords 

Of nobles, patriots, soldiers, learned men, 

Pious divines, high dames, and gifted bards ; 
And seeks their various talents to unite, 

All to one national, commutual aim, 

England’s deliverance, peace, and happiness : 
Whether at first by martial enterprize 

And perill’d act to wrest hard victory, 

Or after by cool wisdom to secure 

To future time what valour may acquire. 1662 


With such capacious range the King surveys 
His brooded project, and if all succeed 
To his full hope, he deems attentive care 
May yet in ranks of needed union join 
The country’s power from all the south of Thames, 
The eastern coast, as Wales’ opposing shore, 
With all the vast interior Mercian realm ; 
Perhaps the forces of the farther north, 
High e’en as Cuthbert’s see, or Scotia’s clime, 
Combining England’s army thus in one. 
Scheme worthy of her monarch, pondering thus 
Her whole defence: e’en in sunk solitude 1674 
Nursing the mind, bent by sole dint of thought 
Out of so small a seed, so weak a stock, 
To rear a mighty tree, whose regal arms 
Shall yet o’ershadow the protected land. 


So having task’d his patriot charge, amid 
The shades of night, unconscious how it wanes, 
After such care and watch, to soothe awhile 
His weary spirit to its needful rest, 
Eyeing the harp, that in his tent stood by, 
(His sole companion) with soft touch his hand 
Strikes o’er its trembling strings a tender air, 1685 
Whose loved and tranquillizing tone recals 
Past scenes of peace and joys of happier day. 
He deems, that piercing scarce the night’s hush’d 
Such music will no comrade’s genial sleep _[ear, 
Disturb, or only lap in sweeter dream. 
But lo! (exciting much the King’s surprize) 
The door that enters to an inner tent, 
Opes softly on its hinge, and through its folds 
From timid caution first scarce seen, at last 
Approaches, bow’d with graceful courtesy, 
Turgar, the noble page, alike, it seems, 
Withheld from rest: still with affection’d faith 1697 
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Attendant on the leisure of his lord, 1698 
The unwonted sound has drawn the watchful youth, 
Curious no less to list the tender strain, 

Than at so lated hour its purport learn. 

Whom seen, the sovereign mildly thus accosts: 


‘What! not retired as yet? kind, faithful boy, 
Meseems, I task thee past thy quality. 
I deem’d thee on thy pallet long at rest, 
Nor claim I from thee service so prolonged, 
Which must thy fresh and rosy health impair.” 


Bending, as with such condescension touch’d, 
The gentle youth with cheerful air replies. 1709 


“‘ Ne’er does my liege from me exact too much; 
Nor in the least I feel fatigue, but came 
Alone to learn what meant the unusual strain, 
If from my royal master ’twere some call.” 


Pleased then the sovereign Lincoln’s youthful earl 
Calls to his side, extends his gracious hand, 
And grasps the youth’s in sign of dear esteem; 
Or o’er his bent and unassuming brow 
Smooths his dark locks, as with a sire’s regard: 
Then adds in tone of tenderness, that well 1719 
Beseem’d no less the monarch than the man. 


“ Thanks, generous youth : the time may come at 
When I can better thy kind care reward. [last 
But since thou art thus come, awake (it seems) 
And vigilant with untired loyalty 
While others sleep and I not think of thee, 

Thy service for a moment I accept, 

And thou shalt do me good. Let thy sweet voice 
Sing for me, ere I part, one unmatch’d air; 1728 
Its lulling charm shall slumber make more sure, 
And soothe a spirit, worn with other cares. 

The aightingale, if chance such notes she hear, 
Will not be jealous, but will wonder sole, 

What novel rival at this stilly hour 

Here on her own imagined province steals.” 


Nor needs more asking, ere the page’s voice 
Blends with the King’s accompanying touch 
Of the responsive harp to song select 
That breathes, as if from heaven, of happy hope, 
And calms in peace divine the yielded soul. 1739 
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Which o’er, the sovereign utters thanks renew'd, 

Expressing thus delight: 
‘‘This strain, good youth, 

Tuned by thyself as with seraphic tone, 
E’en more enchanting too at hour so strange, 
Has cheer’d me much. Now leave me, duteous boy, 
And seek thy rest. But whatsoe’er of worse 
May still befal us, think not that we two 
Need e’er despair, or deem us destitute. 
Meseems, if I and thou, my tuneful page, 1749 
Be hence compell’d to flee, all lone and poor, 
We can, as wandering minstrels through the land, 
Earn our subsistence yet, and may be hail’d 
As welcome guests among the village hinds. 
Nay, while such habit may admit disguise, 
Might pass through unsuspicious foes, unharm’d. 
Sure, as is wont in every barbarous clime, 
They would respect the harp; and powers of song 
Like thine, graced boy, must with Orphean spell 
Tame brutish hearts, or hard as flinty rock. 
Who knows, what turn of fortune waits us yet ?” 


So said, the sovereign to late rest retires ; 
Nor o’er his lonely pillow angels fail’d 1762 
To hover through the night with heavenly guard, 
Wafting glad auspices in vision’d dreams. 


At early dawn arisen, the thoughtful King 
In various mode, as best befits the time, 
Seeks out due conference with his noble friends, 
Whether attracted to some social walk 
Through bowery groves beside Thone’s mirror’d 
Or met in council mid their wicker’d cell. [marge, 
Then to each heart adapting meet appeal, 
In gentle, kind, familiar tone express’d, 
He opes his prospect of the future scenes: 1773 
Imparts what share of duty and what care 
His thought intends from each: how each may best 
Direct his talents to the common weal. 
Nor fails then his instructive eloquence 
To fire each bosom with the lofty theme, 
Anticipating triumphs yet to come. 
All eager pant for action: all prepare 
For suited service in their country’s cause. 
Conciliated as one family, 
Bent on one mutual purpose, all appear ; 
Each ready, though with faculty diverse, 
Under the trusted guidance of the King, 1785 
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Soon as occasion lends a ray of hope, 1786 
To work together to the general aim. 

The noble company their various charge, 

Fitting each character, digest, compare. 

Stirring excitement every breast pervades, 
Perhaps in all, save Alfred (worthy King) 

Some private hope, some individual care, 

Blent with the patriot feeling. He alone, 
Forgetting self amid his glorious task, 

Felt no inducement save his country’s aid. 


Wisdom approves, and chiefest full assent 1796 
The sovereign wins from those most politic, 
Whom best he loves; Oddune, the cool aad brave, 
The thoughtful Osmund, faithful Athelard, 
And sagest Adulph: not of old unused 
To high and difficult affairs of state. 
These in the monarch mark the ruling mind, 
The beacon which the vessel of the state 
Must singly guide through danger’s surging storm. 
The sacred Adulph deems the plan mature, 
All yet in happy progress, though so deep 
The ruin seem: though at their very gate 
Fury and treason rage, yet vigilance 1808 
And patient union, more than ever now 
Needful to be maintain'’d, shall both defeat. 
He adds inspiring prophecy: foretels 
Eventful scenes at hand: that this blest calm, 
Transient, sole waiting opportunity, 
Must be exchanged for perils wild and strange, 
And fierce exertion; yet no valorous heart 
Must droop, for final victory hovers near. 


So fired, high confidence and courage seems 
Revived in every heart, resolved to stay 
And share alike the fortunes of the King. 1819 
All seem’d in zealous amity combined, 
Yet were not all: one discontented heart, 
Of all the noble troop, in secret sighs 
For severance, pining such link’d league to break. 
Such temper lurk’d io princely Athelwold ; 
Even one branch of England’s royal house. 


He brooding sullen over fancied wrongs 
In his paternal heritage withheld, 
(Since by late compact to the English crown 
The eastern appanage had been restored) 
Glowing too with ambition’s smother’d flame, 1830 
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Nor less tormented by a secret grief 1831 
Whose hid compunction rankled in his heart, 
Unhappy pined. He nor the blest content, 

Nor general league of union seem’d to share ; 

But listless of all pleasure, though it seem’d 

To smile around, his sick distemper longs 

To quit this place; in ships, to his command 
Assign’d, to seek his fortune far abroad, 

And win dominion, seeming here denied. 

More dangerous too, not yet does he forego 

The cherish’d purpose with him to withdraw 
(Howe’er their presence pain, from deep remorse 
And memory of their injured family) 1848 
-The naval Sussex and his friendly son: 

Likeliest, he deems, if the first lure may be 

To cope in battle on the open main 

With Hastings, wasting now the Sussex shores. 


While lone he muses in this moody vein, 
To him apart his gloomy mother comes, 
The widow of departed royalty, 
The haught Eltruda. She with factious voice, 
Noting their past rank, present circumstance, 
In secret conference with this favour’d son —:1853 
His restless discontent here fans anew. 
Indignant she with this sunk poverty 
Contrasts their regal power and splendour lost, 
And tells, ‘tis wrested from their hold by wrong ; 
Disdains with swelling pride the weak relapse 
Of Surrey, Sussex, as her brother Kent, 
And scoffs her elder son’s luxurious ease, 
By his own conduct destined for a slave, 
Preferring here sloth and inglorious peace 
To noble aims of royalty and war. 
Then by her family’s reminded claim 1864 
More to inflame the younger prince, and rouse 
His fiery, turbulent, rebellious spirit, 
Thus would the pristine Queen at times exclaim. 


‘‘ Thou seest, my son, how ripes the hated plot, 
Conceived ’gainst us and ours. Our juster right 
Forgot, thou mark’st, is barter’d all away. 

The eastern peers, who should our guardians prove, 
And ought for our high privilege contend, 

Are by thy wily uncle to his side , 
Converted friends. Of our old princedom’s seat, 
Here sunk in dreams of mean inactive rest, ; 
(Forsooth, promoted but for private ends) 1876 
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We hear no more. Friendship, love, union now 
Seem all the cry and watchword of the time. 
Oh! base and hollow league! to no end sure, 
Save of deception, treachery, and loss. 

Not of thy gloom unconscious, nor surprised, 

I share thy feelings, and would fain console.” 


Athelwold, brief, impetuous, thus returns. 


‘* Doubt not, good mother, but I note it all, 
Nor cease to ponder suited remedy. 1885 
Which since you wish me with yourself advise, 
By your mind’s counsel may be best confirm’d.” 


Straight the proud mother utters this response. 


“Oh! Athelwold, in thee dwells all my hope, 
To raise us back to majesty bereaved. 
From thy weak brother A:delm’s indolence 
And failing energy no prospect springs. 
Lost in the gay delirium of mad youth, | 
His folly ne'er recals our throne’s due state, 
But basely lends him to the very league 
And courted union that destroys our pomp, _—1896 
And makes us nothing. He in company 
With his fit fellow, Surrey’s petted son, 
Prefers, forsooth, to sing, to list soft airs 
Tuned on the lute, or sung by trivial bards, 
To con smooth verses (slight accomplishment, 
Prized never by the nobles of our court), 
To manage and curvet the shewy horse 
In beauteous ladies’ sight, and court their smile ; 
To chase the hawk, or hound, in idle sport, 
Or in the ball, fashion’s prime cavaliers, 
To shine in dress, display their ringlet-hair, 
And trail along the gemm’d and useless sword. 
Fops, who our pity claim, no less than scorn !”1909 


She paused a moment, as if deep disdain 
Her utterance check’d, but earnest soon resumed. 


‘If e’er at times, perhaps, he seem to feel 
Some sense of shame, and virtues dormant pride, 
Alas! ’tis faint: too quick dispell’d, how soon, 
Bound in the subtle syren’s withering charms, 
He lapses back to former luxury ! 
What though beloved for mildness by his friends 
And praised for gentle affubility, 1918 
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He might with smallest care aspire to sit 1919 
Again upon his father's sceptred seat, 

And with some foreign princess grace his hand: 
Yet he, poor fool, lets all his precious youth 
Consume away in waste of idleness: 

Careless, sees fraudful art usurp his throne, 

And what high grace soe’er the world may boast, 
He deems none fair, except Matilda’s face.” 


So as the lofty matron said, her son 
Proved his concurrence by an equal sneer. 
Then on her favourite gazing with fond look, 1929 
Thus she resumed with more endearing tone. 


‘* But thee, my worthier son, I pleased reflect, 
Superior boldness still from early youth 
Has mark’d, admired for haughty fortitude. 
Born on a throne, a native nobleness, 
An innate royalty distinguish’d thee, 
Which prophesied of future dignity. 
Oft in thy eagle eye, enrapt, I saw 
Glisten the fire of genuine sovereignty. 
Although thy fierce unbridled youth at times 
Swerved even to licentious gaiety, 1940 
Till envy’s tongue term’d thee a libertine, 
Thy mother’s love found pardon for it, all 
Imputed to exuberance of spirit, 
And from thee ever hoped for better things.” 


While thus she utter’d, almost as she gazed, 
Tears seem’d to glisten in her piercing eyes, 
The son remark’d: she fervent thus pursued. 


‘* How swell’d my doting heart, when I beheld 
Thee joy in action, and thy youthful heart 
Burn with the thirst of naval fame, e’en then 1950 
Among admiring nobles by brave act 
Winning unwonted wreaths of bright renown. 
Oh! I implore thee then, best son, revere 
Thy father’s memory, with soul the same. 
Let us not rest, victims of perfidy, 
Nor rot in silent anguish, reft of hope. 
Look to thy just advancement, and become 
Thy sire’s successor as thy country’s hope, 
The shield and pillar of our family, 
And thy true birthright’s garland win and wear.” 


So as she said, his stern o’erclouded brow 1961 
VOL, IV. U 
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Spoke the sensations of his rankling breast. —_1962 
She, conscious, saw; then fired its passion more, 
Exclaiming : 
‘‘Though the peers be reconciled, 
Yetam not I. Nor e’er will quiet more 
Dwell in this bosom, till I see regain’d 
Our liberty and independent state, 
Wrung from the seizure of usurping power. 
Oh! think, my son, what were thy mother's joy, 
Could I (‘tis thou must act it) yet behold 
Our ancient rights recover’d, ere I die, 
Till ours be own’d no province, but a realm. 1973 
Not sole thyself upou a regal throne 
Seated, a worthy sceptre in thy hand, 
Upon thy brows a lawful diadem, 
But our loved daughter Thora too alike 
(Sure she is fair, royal in heart withal, 
And well would such a lofty state adorn, 
To which her educated thoughts still tend) 
By marriage in some sovereign station set. 
Never my heart furegoes such high presage, 
The single hope on which its dream still feeds.” 


Eager the foster'd son responds, and thus 19s 
His selfish, resolute ambition opes, 
With purpose of his preconcerted scheme. 


‘¢ Thanks, royal mother, for this zealous care. 
Deem not, but that within my heart too pants 
Sense of our right, where swells too proud resolve 
Answering that claim, whate’er the event may prove. 
Tired of this droning, dull, inactive scene, 

No longer will I bury in this spot 

Y outh’s ardour and ambition’s hopeful prize. 
To me before this idling lazihood 

Death is far preferable. I will hence 1995 
Depart.— And yet to purpose.—Let the King 
Doze here, if so he pleases, in his net 
Tangling what passive friends persuasion may. 
Let them subservient bow, and fawning cringe 
To any head, assuming present power. 

Let our meek brother /Edelm sleep, supine. 
To me let them assign a charge of ships, 

Sole, or some station in the captured fleet, 
And I will seek my fortunes out afar, 
Confident of success, and soon at hand.” 


The mother prompt returns : 2006 
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‘¢ Brave Athelwold ! 
That is the lofty theme. That course pursue, 
Nor doubt the event.” 
The impatient prince replied : 


‘* Your former lessons often I recal. 
Not solely would I cruise by our scant shores ; 
The world holds other beside England’s court. 
Some foreign pride I have already seen, 
And join’d Sicilia’s knightly chivalry. 
Abroad a royal bride may yet be won, 
And elsewhere, if not here, I may aspire 2017 
To station, worthy of my father’s blood. 
But my sire’s heritage I will win back, 
And carve my way out to a rightful throne. 
This shall be wrested from unable sway, 
Answering your expectation’s fullest hope. 
Nor will I rest, till Thora by my means 
Mount too a throne, and crown your amplest wish.” 


Delighted, she perceives the excited flame : 
Then blends her counsel, and her caution throws 
More cool and deep (yet therefore dangerous more) 
Over his unrestrain’d and headlong ire, 2028 
Advising thus : 

‘‘My generous Athelwold, 
Thou clear and princely scion of my blood, 
A soul speaks in thee that beseems a King. 
Yet curb, my son, thy inexperienced spleen: 
Let not presumption foil thy daring spirit, 
Nor give too prompt thy hasty passion rein. 
All to thyself trust not so high a task, 
How bold soe’er thy heart, or proud the meed. 
Friends must be thine, with aid of suited power 
And meet allies, and favour of thy kin. 
Be circumspect: use wary policy. 2010 
First in thy purposed enterprize essay 
To join the nautic Sussex, with his son, 
Ever to thee the fondest, truest friends.” 


At such her mention, in the conscious prince 
A sudden paleness and a look askance 
Betray’d his feeling.— Cautious she resumed : 


‘¢ Try all thy art and influence first those peers 
Hence to withdraw, and tempt them with design 
First to protect their dearest Sussex’ shores. 

They will regard thee; and not soon forget 2050 
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Old favours of thy sire, who made them still 2051 
Welcome at Steyning’s palace, till his death. 
What though thy trusted counsel has to me 

Alone reveal’d the secret of thy soul 

In that sad fault confess’d, which sudden wrought 
Such injury upon their noble house, 

In loss of Sussex’ daughter strangely fled, 

When even Thanet’s cloister’d minster form’d 

No guard against thy boisterous violence.” — 


So as she utter’d, a corroding pang 2060 
Of deep remorse forced from the prince a sigh, 
That eased his burden’d heart. She swift resumed : 


‘‘ Yet sure thy rash fault was no purposed wound, 
And but mad passion’s sudden impulse seems. 
So would thy doting mother fondly hope. 
Conceal thy sin. Look for more blest event, 
That yet may make thy wild intemperance clear, 
Haply may yet the daughter’s flight explain, 
Or to her home and sorrowing kin restore.” 


She paused a moment. Nothing he replied, 
Save that his downcast look, with brows just moved 
His brooding doubt express’d. She thus advanced : 


‘* Though now both sire and brother inly pine 
The mournful loss of Emily bereaved, 
Burning the matchless insult to avenge, 
Yet therefore faint not thou, nor of their aid 
Despond, which promises alone success. 
Such their employ may dissipate regret, 
Tend to their benefit no less than thine, 
And bring about some blest discovery. 
These peers’ secession will our brother Kent 
Not fail to follow, whom myself will soon 
Besiege with all my importunity, 2082 
And rouse (for so I can) his ancient pride ; 
Foment old discord, touch his sense of shame 
And past neglect: e’en yet he brooks not well 
Kent's princedom and wont appanage thus sunk 
In sterile union with one English crown. 
Luxurious Surrey, with his son will then 
Turn too, and lead with them the elder prince. 
Yet, yet will we dissolve this hated league.” 


So by her sullen, discontented talk 
The haught Eltruda artfully inflames 2093 
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The prince's turbulent, uneasy mood : 2094 
Who thus imparts his passion’s fix’d resolve. 


‘¢ Believe, considerate mother, all in vain 
Seeks either thought, or effort, for myself 
To stifle high ambition in this nook. 
Here sole lurks much to suffer; to enjoy, 
Nought, to my fancy. Here not thus will we 
Be sacrificed with tame impunity. 
Glory, I see, but in secession lives. 
All who forsake the fortunes of the King 2103 
(Such named in vain) straight to advancement rise. 
Who stay, are ruin’d. Needs example more 
Than Kenwulph’s and Hianfrid’s prove this truth?” 


So as he utter’d, in his cloudy brow 
Dark ire defaced his noble countenance. 
The gloomy mother too in accents brief 
Adds her assent. Instant the prince returns : 


‘*I will depart then, were no other call 
Than better’d fortune. But a throne, a crown, 
By right my own, shall be the prize I seek, 
And I will track your counsel as the way. = 2114 
Both from my cunning uncle shall my prayer 
Naval command implore, and to that charge 
(Dear to their hearts alike) I will not cease 
Endeavour to engage the friends you bid, 
The daring Sussex, and his gallant son, 
Whate’er may be my bosom’s hid remorse, 
And pang of that remembrance, which recals 
Emilia’s loss deplored, with injury 
So sudden to her grieving family, 
Harrowing full oft my soul with agony.” 2124 


He paused an instant: then in soften'd tone, 
With eye bent on his mother, thus confess’d : 


‘‘ E’en more, since (as you deem) she loved me too 
Beyond what maiden modesty reveal’d. 
Galling howe’er it prove, I must that sense 
Quel] and keep down with secrecy, through dread 
Of obvious shame, and danger imminent 
Of ruthless vengeance both from sire and son 
’Gainst the detected despoiler of their house. 
In their kept friendship and continued aid 
Rests my prime hope; nor doubt I to succced. 
The Sussex earl, nor less his stirring son, 2136 
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T have observed of late, and note them both 2137 
Gloomy and ill at ease. This den their taste 

Suits not. I judge, they both hence long to part, 
Weary alike of this dull inland life, 

And would prefer with me upon that sea 

Their habit loves, in active cruise to roam. 

Then if our kin, brave Kent too, (as you deem) 
Their choice would follow and secede alike, 

What hoped achievement might not soon be ours ? 
The people would support us, fitly plied: 

Nor needs, methinks, much argument conspire. 
Then not alone should Hasting flee our shores, 
But in due train and season should be won ~— 2149 
The full recovery of our sceptred seats.” 


Nor rests the rash, unruly prince; but ’gins 
With instant urgence his seductive task. 
First to his friend, the generous Sussex’ son, 
(Dauntless and active as himself, attach’d 
Alike to ships and nautical emprize) 
He opes his gloomy mind, and tells how drear, 
Tedious, and loathsome, seens this death-like peace, 
This mean obscurity : how different 
Is lingering here in hermit-misery 2159 
From the sea’s animating stir, the pipe 
Of the shrill boatswain, and the sailor’s shout, 
The sturdy fight, and glory’s hard exploit. 


‘Oh! that we now (he cries) were but instead 
Sailing off Sussex coast, and coping there 
(As erst we did, when danger seem’d but sport) 
Under red banners to the winds outspread, 
With the fierce Hasting, and his pirate crews, 
Winning at sea distinction, here denied.” 


Sussex’ young hope assents, with such a theme 
Soon moved, and eager for the life he loves. 2170 
They pause not, but impell’d by earnest hope, 
Seck out the Sussex’ earl, where in bis cell 
Loncly he sat, absorb’d in pensive gloom, 

Still musing on his injured daughter’s flight 

And timeless loss. Nor to his granted ear 

Delay the youthful heroes to unfold 

Their burning wish, from these too tranquil scenes 
To part, and own at sea deputed rule: 

Striving by many an added argument 

Of glory, action, useful policy, 

The sire too to engage in like emprize. 2181 
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Kind to his son, as to his princely ward, 2182 
The noble peer such spirit of the youths 

Applauds, admiring; and himself inclines 

To yield accord; yet tells that some brief while 
Prudence must here, perhaps, their stay detain ; 
But hope inspires, that soon they shall again 

Part to their Sussex’ halls, and those Joved shores 
Revisit, where, as erst, they may unfurl 

Their red-cross flags, and in their crowded barks 
Scouring the main, each roving foe defy. 


‘“¢ When too, (so from his burden’d bosom breathes 
The unhappy sire) although of her bereaved —2193 
Who once adorn’d our home and made it blest, 
We yet her scaped seducer may detect, 

At last with punishment condign o’ertake 

That daring injurer of our family, 

Sate just revenge, and slake our passion’d grief. 
Upon that task, (he adds) brave prince, I know, 
Thou too wilt lend thy friendly heart and hand, 
Wilt drag the villain to the face of day, 

And prompt the pure fame of our line defend. 
Nay, our loved daughter (tho’ such hope has now 
Well nigh expired) we yet may find again. = 2204 
Howbeit she were, through her dishonour'd name, 
Imprison’d,—after, fled (none whither knows )— 
Deceased, I fear, thro’ shame and sunk regret— 
Nor daring face again her home and sire.” 


So as he utter’d, strange embarrassment 
Throbb’d in the prince’s breast; a pallid hue 
O’erspread his cheek, and silence sole bespoke 
To such appeal assent: by Sussex’ peer 
Imputed but to deep-felt sympathy. 


But stops not such conspired secession here. 2214 
Sussex they importune, until himself © 
Conjoins their part, and with the restless pair 
Moves the design; sounding alike the wish 
Both of his neighbour-friend, Kent’s valiant earl, 
The generous Surrey and his lively son, 
With their companion wont, the elder prince, 
Bespeaking their concurrence to retire, 
Or to the main, or (soon as fits the hour,) 
If yet they dare to try the open field. 
Much his maternal uncle, warlike Kent, 
Rash Athelwold excites, and deigns at times 
Solicit his fair cousin’s suasive voice, 2226 
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(Matilda, daughter of the Kentish chief) 2227 
And strives her aiding influence too to win. 

She the wild project with distaste attends, 

And deems it sole with peril fraught and harm. 
But her bold father, by such art assail’d, 

Wean’d by degrees, and sighing for his home, 
Owns some impatience to depart; nor glows 

Such natural wish in Surrey’s bosom less. 

Spreads such infection; for the smother’d fire, 
Eagerly by the ungovern’d prince infused, 

Is waked full soon in Aylwin’s ardent breast, 
Who still for martial action inly pants. 2238 
E’en with like flame the active Edgar sighs, 

While to the busied prince he lends an ear, 
Broods over other scenes, and pines for change. 


Scarce do the tempted chiefs in restless mood 
Their passion’s aim conceal: for deeper gloom 
Lurks in their look; nor converse to themselves 
Confined, but often unreserved exchanged, 
Declares their thought, till open danger breaks 
Of severance, lest this so cherish’d league 
At hour not distant shall be all dissolved. 2248 


Embolden‘d thus, the restless Athelwold 
Dares now, with undisguised intent, address 
The sovereign’s self, and bold intreaty adds, 
In tone almost of right, to grant him charge 
Of ships,—command,—and sanction hence to part. 


But e’en already bas not fail’d the King 
To note the spreading wish, and to its source 
Trace whence the dangerous combination springs. 
Already he the sought secession knows, 
Nor of the pregnant mischief unadvised, 
Sees what results await so perill’d theme ; 2259 
Scans to what height, though from so small a seed, 
Dissension and disunion soon may rise, 
And ripen into rankness, uncontroll’d : 
With pain remembers alienations past, 
And seeks to check recurrence in its birth. 


Watchful the sovereign then, at fitted time 
Seizes occasion, in some private walk, 
To draw the importuning prince aside, 
And tenderly expostulating then 
In mild remonstrance to his nephew’s ear 
Addresses this pathetic, warm appeal. 2270 
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‘‘ Thou seest, loved prince and nephew, to what 
Of loss and ruin we are strangely fallen ! [state 
To what lone poverty reduced at last! 

While to our more bereavements it is mine 

(Such is heaven’s doom) to number private woes 
That with extremest anguish pierce the heart. 

In loss of her, that dearest bosom-friend, 

My other self, life’s solace and support ; 

On whose loved memory through the mournful day 
Dwells this sad heart, as in my nightly dream— 
Whose place affection could in vain supply ; 

The tender mother of those darling babes, 2282 
Whom I had hoped in duty’s track to rear; 

Alas! lost too, in timeless fate withdrawn, 
Leaving myself ia this world’s wilderness 

A widow’d husband and an orphan’d sire!” 


So as the royal mourner said, the tear 
That glisten’d in his eye had o’er his cheek 
Unbidden dropp’d, which soft his hand dispell’d. 
Silent, the prince scarce noticed, when again 
The King in tone affectionate pursued : 


‘¢ Since then to me no offspring now remains, 
To thee, as to a loved adopted son, 2203 
Branch of the royal stem, my future hope 
Must look. To thee I ope my labouring heart. 
Nor will thy generous sense, graced prince, I deem, 
Scorn counsel, tending to thy personal good. 

Oh! for thine own sake, as our country’s dear, 
Nearest in kin, as to my heart no less, 

Where see I else, save in thy family, 

Future succession to our England’s throne ? 
Though I within a childless tomb may sleep, 

I of a brother’s race may yet be sire; 

And stretching care beyond the date of death, 2304 
May leave to you my sentiments and charge, 
As worthy sharers of my power and wealth, 
Not my misfortunes. Shrink not then to bear 
Monition, breathed as with paternal love.” 


So as the sovereign tenderly appeal’d, 
(Albeit suspicion ill conceal’d dislike) 
Almost involuntary sympathy 
Smote the stern prince. The monarch mild resumes : 


‘‘ Ah! noble Athelwold! with anxious eye 
Thy ardent but unpractised youth I mark, 2314 
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E’en as I still remember too mine own. 2315 
For deem not but that oft with secret sighs 

My own youth’s untaught errors I recal ; 

When, led by an ungovern’d mind, myself 
Disliked a kingdom’s cares, too soon by fate, 
Fraternal compact, and the nobles’ will, 

Devolved and thrust on my reluctant hand ; 

When rapt in novel studies, learn’d too late, 

Or else in sports employ’d, the hound and hawk, 
(Pleasures in which our youthful nobles vied,) 
The state’s necessities I overlook’d, 

Scorn’d my beseeching elders, and their claims 2326 
Treated of no esteem, until such slight 

They with disdain repaid. Then the good-will 

Of noblemen, considerate and wise, 

(Treasure which most of all I should have prized) 
I reckless lost and forfeited; than which 

No worse misfortune can befal a King. 


So as his kin recall’d, the sullen prince, 
Impatient of advice, thus interjects : 


‘*« But whither tends this memory ?— What to me? 
Though haply careless may my youth have been, 
To me was ne’er a sceptre offer’d yet.” 2337 


Not by the rude taunt ruffled, straight the King 

Earnest pursued : 
‘¢ Attend me, Athelwold, 

If for thine own sake only, and apply 
Thyself the fit compare. My nobles then 
More solid virtue, patriot loyalty, 
Display’d, than I, their King. But then my pride 
Our kinsman Adulph sagely dared reprove, 
Presaging what calamities would wait 
My wayward course. True was his prophecy. 
In ruin have I paid the penalty. | 2348 
Ne’er did reflection turn upon itself 
The wounded mind, until experience sad 
The suffering heart amended while it pain’d. 
In sorrow expiating errors past, 
Then the same voice breathed hope to be forgiven ; 
And better now I know my country’s claims. 
Be thou, dear prince, through my mischances wise: 
Avoid my errors, as my sufferings both, 
And learn of me, whose course and fortune lend 
Unbought experience; whose observance may 
Yield true instruction, whcre example holds 2359 
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A warning, which tricd danger’s presence points, 
And with such witness blends authority.” 


So as he utter'd, scarce the prince would deign 
liis unsubmissive ear, but stifling scarce 
Haught indignation, to the King insists : 


‘‘ To what, I ask, this deep remonstrance tends, 
To me with solemn preface thus appeal’d ?” 


Soon with appliance more, the King rejoins: 


‘‘ Think for a moment, dearest Athelwold, 2368 
What danger and impolicy attend 
Thy eager instance from our side to part. 
Perhaps, assembled in this little isle 
Thou seest lost England’s sole remaining shield, 
All left of power to rescue her and save. 
How thrives that house, divided ’gainst itself ? 
How may our country eer aspire to hope, 
How lift her sunken head, if first in thee 
Be seen defection? Thee, a prince of blood, 
One of her royal line, who in her fall 
Shouldst chiefly strive to raise her and support. 2379 
Wilt thou forsake her in her deep distress ?” 


Stung at the near rebuke, the testy prince 
Retorted quick : 
‘‘ T seek but hence to go 
In hope my suffering country more to serve. 
Grant me my suit, nor catechise me more.” 


Mild, to his sharp reply the King return’d: 


‘* Ah! rash young prince, led by thy headstrong 
Such single efforts could but ruin all! — [thoughts, 
Needed is union here of every arm, 2389 
Of utmost skill and care, to work defeat 
Of treason, lurking at our very doors, 

lll seconding invasion’s foreign feet, 

Trampling in triumph on the country’s heart. 

Not of our little power can one be spared ; 

Each here is needful to joint energy, 

To blended action in one sole emprize, 

W hose issue shall be final victory. 

On land alone rests our first hope and stay, 

To chase the spoilers from their daring hold. 

After the primal triumph has been won, 2100 
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Naval defence hereafter shall protect, 24101 
Checking of other robbers new approach. 

Every proud hope were lost by discord now 

Of England’s princes and nobility. 

Alas ! how few !—would that we more could sum! 
Scarce, were our puissance trebled, would its scope 
Suffice to match the outnumbering enemy.”’— 


He said, but from the prince’s moody frown 
The sovereign turn’d, as loth to trouble more 
One to whose ear such words seem’d but offence. 
But to himself alone, as if unmark’d, 2411 
(Though the prince listen’d with more curious ear) 
Utter’d with fervent air this sad presage. 


‘¢ Oh! hapless country ! what impending woes 
Must wound thee yet, that will with vulture-ire 
Tear out thy vitals,—if to other doom, 

For thy destruction gather’d, grim as death, 

Cold disaffection, and domestic feud, 

Sedition, faction, and from ill to worse 

Advancing in sure progress, civil war 

Yet to arise among thy very sons, 

(Those arms that should expel thy foreign foes) 2122 
Make but more hideous ruin of thyself !— 

When black revolt of such as should befriend 
Combines to hasten, as to shape thy fall, 

And those who should protect thee seek to fly !” 


At such his half-subdued, impassion’d words 
The listening prince, smit with emotion dee 
E’en of remorse, though mingled with disdain, 
Which ill his sullen look conceal’d, replied. 


“‘ T ask not to depart, save for an aim 
Worthy, I deem, and suited to my birth.” 2432 


In sorrow more than ire, the King returns: 


‘‘ Thee, prince, peculiarly thy lofty birth 
Claims as a guide and beacon to the rest. 
Chiefest on thee thy country calls to join 
With those who would her fainting state uphold, 
Not in self-will’d secession to dissolve 
That amity, auspiciously restored. 
Think of thy high example’s sure effect ! 
Is it thy part now from our watchful side 
Distracted, to commence some wild career, 2442 
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Or here with us, and nobles, kindly leagued, 2443 
Devoting cheerfully thine useful aid, 

Through deep adversity, indeed—(what then ? 
Claiming thy courage more and sympathy,) 

Yet to devise, and from a wreck so low 

Achieve a way to safe prosperity ? 

Bear in that glorious task thy welcome share.” 


Instant with mien sarcastic, scarce disguised, 

The prince replies : 
“« T do not quit the thought, 

That I may benefit my country yet ; 2452 
Nor can I deem the throne, as wholly lost, 
Nor England destitute of genuine friends, 
Out of this place,—nor all confined, meseems, 
To the poor precincts of this prison’d isle. 
Not here I seek to stagnate, like some pool 
Soaking the neighbouring quagmires, but away 
In hardy current hurried to the main, 
Sweep on the lofty prize, which waits me there.” 


Heard which response, the sovereign thus replies: 


‘¢ Nor we, nor any, linger here by choice: 2462 
But screen’d from pressing perils of the time, 
Here sole attend more favourable hour. 

Yet to make happy e’en distress like this, 

To draw strange solace from necessity, 

And e’en this sunk condition force to use, 
Perhaps, thyself will not esteem unwise. 

Nor proves this lorn retreat, or e’en this pause, 
Devoid of good effect : successively 

New friends are gain’d, who scape alike the storm, 
Veil’d in the shelter of obscurity : 

Here too we hope accession yet of more, 

Until at last success shall to our wish 2474 
Crown all, beyond e’en thy impatient dream.”’ 


Not so restrain’d, the ungovernable prince 
Yields not assent, but unpersuaded still, 
Repeats his earnest ardour to depart. 


Then with emotion of regret the King : 


‘**Oh! generous prince, not in thy own rash mood, 
In fired imagination’s swelling hope, 
(How natural soe’er such youthful glow) 
Nor in uncurb’d ambition’s prone self-love, 2483 
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Seek now to gratify a selfish claim,— 2ikd 
Or in withdrawal of thy country’s friends 

To aim redress of any fancied wrong. 

Employ thy great heart’s daring energy 

Sole in promotion of the public good. 

Our poor afflicted country’s injury 

Esteem thine own, and in her studied weal 

Let every selfish passion sink to rest. 

Make her defence, her cause, thy single care. 
Strive not in disaffection to detach 

Her guardian-peers, nor rush with headlong zeal 
To wild attempts that cannot tend to good. —. 2195 
But thou, obedient, and by prudence led, 

Bowing respectful to the nation’s will 

And government, no less than to thy sire’s, 

Join with her other nobles, to assist 

Her cool and temperate wisdom: knowing age 
Aad past experience sole, or best can teach.” 


Gloomy and sullen, nought e’en yet the prince 
Replies, but in his frowning visage shews, 
How ill he brooks that counsel; which observed, 
His temper yet the sovereign seeks to calm. 2505 


‘¢ In thine own station just ambition lies. 
Be truly worthy of thy regal birth. 
In patriot-devotion, public spirit, 
Answer the glory of thine ancestors. 
By emulation sole of excellence, 
Display thyself among thy country’s peers 
A genuine prince, and prove thine eminence 
O’er nobles in superior dignity. 
Thus moving in thy sphere, do thou admit 
No worse declension to thy splendid orb, 
But let thy native highness still aspire 
By merit loftiest honour to maintain.” 2517 


He paused a moment, as he mark’d, such tone 
Best pleased the prince’s ear: then thus pursued. 


‘* For regal functions, scion of the throne, 
Thyself prepare, and seek thy country’s praise, 
Her love and gratitude. Thy dutcous part 
To her, to all, essay with care to act, 

Sharing thy lot with nobles: for with them 

To die were glorious, if such fate be ours. 

What trophy more could crown our memories ? 
But other triumph beckous to reward 2527 
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Our blended courage, patient vigilance. 2528 
Yet from so radiant meed if princely hearts 

Shrink immaturely, well may common breasts 
Quail, and from them contagious sample seize, 
Seeing such warrant for disfealty.” 


So said the King, and by such argument 
Essays his princely nephew to restrain 
In needful duty and assistant place ; 
Who then in tone, as if he would repel 
Unmeet reproach, with haughty mien replied. 2533 


‘* I grant not, that from duty’s call I shrink, 
But sole, meseems, to suited aims aspire. 
I feel within me animating hopes 
Inspire a heart, as royal as my sire’s.” 


Half-glad, the King perceives the excited flame. 
Mild and affectionate, then thus in turn: 


‘* Royal thou art, and from thee bursts this fire, 
As the sun struggles through besetting clouds. 
If in due track retain’d, what glory yet 
May not be thine hereafter! Dear my kin, 5248 
From love and care sincere do I thus warn 
Thy unripe youth. A young man should not sdeign 
The counsel of his elder, nor to ill 
Resign his hasty zeal, though e’en at first 
Good, equal to his mind, may not befal ; 
Nor all be his that restless fancy frames. 
All in fair time and season may ensue. 
Impetuous youth must ware the unguarded act, 
Of which, tuo soon, he may repent too late. 
Full early human troubles, worldly cares, 
(Man’s common portion) will beset his life, 2539 
And he will loathe the prize for which he pines. 
Yet why ambition? Since how brief a while 
The vapour shines, then like the rainbow fades ! 
E’en though the rule of all this middle world 
Were yielded his, what would its tenure prove, 
Since but a few years could he hold his life ! 
Then best we serve ourselves, when well we act 
Our proper duty, in that fitted lot, 
Or low or high, which heaven to each assigns. 
Submissive, it will guide us to our good.” 


With voice paternal, thus the King besought, 
Himself much moved: but tho’ the prince (’tis plain) 


304 KING ALFRED. 


Ill such remonstrance bears, e’en he appears 2572 
Touch’d, and a little melted, as he marks 

So earnest mien and clear sincerity. 

In nature noble, though ambition swell’d 

His fiery spirit, yet within his breast 

(How haught soe’er) much worth and virtue glow’d. 


Soon then the King with graceful tenderness, 
Where spoke no less the generous relative 
Than shone the patriot monarch and the man, 
Deigns ope a royal lesson of the heart, 
Fraught with felt moral and instruction apt = 2582 
To the young prince; and pours his fervent soul. 


‘«‘ Forgive me, Athelwold: I may not long 
Trouble thee much. My days wane fast away, 
While pain and care my drooping spirit wear. 
Weakness, and these wan cheeks, proclaim no less. 
Thy brother and thyself, in nature’s course, 

Will my lapsed years survive.— Ye in due time 
Of my relinquish’d state will herit all. 

Yet even, in my life, was my intent 

Each to have vested with a princedom’s rule, 2692 
O’er realms of York and stately Lancaster. 

Soon wilt thou then discern such sway suffice, 
Nor envy long a sleepless diadem. 

From thy loved elder, delm, as thyself 

I augur’d much of aid: not solace sole, 

But fair succession and posterity. 

Then oh! I pray thee (nearest both to me) 

For a brief while be faithful to me yet. 

Let me in you behold a monument 

Of my affection, care, and anxious hope. 

Misled by vain ambition’s meteor-glare, 2603 
Forsake me not, nor suffering England’s need.” 


He said, and paused a moment, as he eyed 
The prince with look benign, who nought responds, 
Though moved: such favourable moment then 
The sovereign seizes, in the prince’s heart 
To wake just pride, and strives in duty’s path 
_ To train through sense and reason’s gentle power. 


‘‘ Think, generous Athelwold, how much from 
The nation yet expects, to which of right [thee 
Thy aid belongs. Her weal is thy high charge. 
"Tis thou must staunch thybleeding country’s wounds; 
Thou yet must prop our desolated house. 2615 
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How many English widows, orphans, reft 2616 
By ruthless war of those whom nature gave 

To rear them and protect, must look to thee, 

As a new sire, to succour and defend ! 

Deem’st thou, our power is aught, beside a trust 
(Heaven knows how burden’d with anxiety !) 

To aid and bless a people ?—than ourselves, 

How happier far, in lot of calmer ease !— 

Who shall relieve them, if the royal brood, 

False to their station, quit their perill'd post ? 
Stay, prince, nor disappoint a kingdom’s hope. 

But by thy service in her true defence 2627 
Prove thyself yet a people’s guardian-friend. 
Their grateful love, built on thy own regard, 

Will be the surest bulwark of her throne, 

The brightest jewel that can grace a crown.” 


Impatient of rebuke, as of restraint, 
In brief the self-will’d prince, displeased, responds. 


‘* Deem not, but that our country I too seek 
To serve :—and in that course I judge the best.” 


To him the thoughtful sovereign mild returns. 


“< Tis not the best, brave prince: thy talents here 
Can tend to better use. Howe’er it be 2638 
Youth’s native fault, (such I excuse in thee) 
Headlong ambition and without due aim 
Must yet be curb’d, which but to ruin leads. 
Alone youth’s vulgar pleasures to pursue 
Were surely far beneath thy princely mind. 

As in thy rank, so in thy deeds transcend : 

’Tis thine to rule, and be a nation’s guide. 

But (as example highest, so the first) 

Thou must display submission to the laws, 

And o’er thyself show order’d government ; 

Respect the nobles, and for every class 2649 

Of the state’s members prove thy thoughtful care, 

That all may in their rank ensue sweet peace, 

And use their talents to behoof of all. 

Thy part is not ambition’s flighty dream, 

But self-denial, patience, fortitude. 

Thou must not flee, but (sailor as thou art) 

Stay to the last, e’en till the vessel sink, 

So thou mayst save thy fellows from the wreck : 

Chance, she may right again: if not, ’tis thine 

To perish with her—duty done—serene.” 2659 
VOL. IV x 
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So as he said, and to such favourite theme 2660 
Adverted, though ’twere only in compare, 
The prince accorded a more willing ear, 
His cloudy front e’en brightening with a smile. 


With watchful art, the sovereign then confirms 
His eloquent appeal, and adds in fine : 


‘‘ Graced prince, I pray thee, cease the dangerous 
And henceforth wisdom be thy governess. [thought, 
Cultivate on this spot our mutual friends, 

Bear in each coming enterprize thy share, 2669 
Nor quit for transient and precarious change 
Nobler achievement of thy lofty task. 

Dangers shall but advance the prosperous time. 
Fit guerdon yet awaits whoever shares 

Victory’s combat, and her wreaths alike. 

What bright example of affection’d faith 

(Claiming my warmest love) before thee beam 

In our young nobles, Edgar, Athelard?  ([strange, 
Faithful through worst distress, through sufferings 
With nought to them for cheer or recompence, 
Save my poor friendship, outcast like themselves. 
A debt I owe of endless gratitude, 2681 
Which yet (I hope) I somewhat may repay. 

Wilt thou in like desert not equal them, 

But let them seize the palm of loyalty, 

Alone, contesting honours due to thee, 

From an admiring nation’s love and praise ?” 


The sovereign ceased : the prince in brief retorts. 


‘* Less are their rights, and (noble though they be) 
Sure I may them, without disparagement, 
Rank my ioferiors. Mine are loftier claims.” 


Instant the King : 2691 
‘‘ Surpass in conduct then : 
And rest assured, ambition’s justest hope 
To thee shall yet be gratified in all.” 


So as the kind and patriotic King 
Strove to attach a friend in blood so near, 
Almost a starting tear, while thus he spoke, 
Gave testimony to his heart’s regard : 
Unconscious to what hid and deep extent 
Ambition rankled in the prince’s breast. 
Inly tormented too with dark remorse, 3701 
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Athelwold yet disclosed not all bis pain. 2702 
Still in his bosom glow’d indignant ire, 

And haught disdain ; monition’s check he scorns. 
Involuntary, curls his haughty lip, 

And o’er his half-shut eyes, bent toward the ground, 
Or as askance, at times a lowering frown 

Spoke, without words, a bosom ill at ease. 

Nor deigns the troubled spirit answer more, 

Or of regret, or of reform’d intent, 

If from his former purpose he would cease. 2711 


By this, the King and prince have in their walk 
Crostthe rude bridge thrown o’er the Parret’s stream, 
(Their own art's work) and reach’d the furted mound 
Which martial care has rear’d beyond its marge 
For watch as for defence. The sloping bank, 
Burrow’d with verdant turf and double fusse, 

They climb, and o’er the low intrenchments wind 
Up to the watch-tower on the level top. 

From summit of their little garrison 

On the wide landscape now they gaze around 

O’er the dim woods, and wastes, and sedgy moors, 
With waters choked, to hills that bound the view. 


"Twas eve. The setting sun had just declined 
Behind high Quantock’s ridge, where his last rays 
Scarce tinged the western clouds with shadowy gold. 
With fixed eye, the royal sentinels 
Behold these fade away: then northward turn’d, 
Or toward the east, the glimmering prospect scan, 
While twilight, robed in veil of misty grey, 

The dun horizon yet left faintly seen. 

Pensive, they look o’er Weston-Zoyland’s tower, 
And marshy tracts, and fane of Middlezoy, 

Or Polden’s hilly range : when thus enrapt 

To soothing reverie, with strange surprize 2735 
Lo! they discern on Brent’s high-rounded knoll, 
Whose eminence o’ertops the horizon-verge, 

A sudden light spring forth. The fiery glare 
Blazes through smoky wreaths with flickering fame. 
Nor form, nor station, testifies the moon, 

As yet unrisen in the deeper east. 

They watch with wonder. Both at hour so still 
Deem it some signal on the distant height, 

But rear'd by whom, or to what end, in vain 
Surmise would guess. Yet in such thought they soon 
Feel more assured, when with increased amaze 
Suddenly, eastward more, they mark ascend » 2747 
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Another blaze, gleaming (for so they deem = 2748 
The site imports) on Mendip’s heights remote. 
And lo! again, on the same hilly chain 

Which in dim distance o’er the landscape peers, 
Still further east, a third aspiring blaze ! 

Last too, behold! (as in concerted turn) 

From the peak’d point of Glaston’s nearer tor, 
More clearly from this southering spot discern’d, 
Breaks forth another fire, with brighter flame; 
Tokening communication through a line 

Of the contiguous country, held by whom, 
Whether approaching foes or rarer friends, 2759 
Conjecture fails. Back to their woody cells 

The wanderers haste: and to the startled band, 
Closed amid Athelney’s embowering groves, 
Announce the tidings. Reigns unwont alarm. - 
Fresh dangers, unforeseen, all deem at hand. 

But while with eager curiosity 

All burn to know their purport, courage new, 
Blent with calm prudence, rules the islet-guests. 
With instant speed, the subterranean cave 

Is oped, and by precaution’s busied choice 

With needful armour and provisions stored, 

To offer straight an unsuspect retreat, 2771 
(Soon as e’er keener watch shall give the sign) 
And guard from capture as discovery. 


Nor at such hour e’en from the timorous fair 
Is heard one shriek, or moan, that might betray 
Their terror, or distress, for e’en in these 
Strange fortitude and resignation seem 
Sole with the dread occasion more to rise: 
Such in the sovereign as the attentive chiefs 
Only the more excite admiring love. 


Straight to the monarch, at such perill’d time, 2781 
A dauntless pair, Edgar and Athelard, 
Tender their ready service, in disguise, 
Amid the interior country, known to them, 
Instant to roam, and glean whate’er of fame 
May the portentous incident explain. 


Bold Aylwin too, nor less, at such design, 
Prince Athelwold (for any enterprize 
Prompt, so the chance may bear him hence away), 
Offers such expedition’s charge to share. 
But the two last the thoughtful King restrains, 
And deems the chiefs, who first the task propose, 


BOOK XXIX. 309 


(Best knowing the surrounding vicinage), 2798 
The wish’d intelligence can best achieve: 

This too, with peril least, in number few. 

The sovereign calms impatience, when he tells 
That soon as these return with what report 

Their care collects, the time may straight demand 
More active duty and combined offence. 
Reluctant, the restricted chiefs submit. 


That very eve, full soon equipp’d in garb 
Simply of rustic swains, the youthful peers 
Edgar and Athelard, by wishes, hopes, 2803 
(Some tears too) sped, their venturous task begin. 
Devoted expectation sole awaits 
Their home-return : an all-intent suspense 
Their comrades, left in sylvan Athelney, 
Detains from rest, all burning there to know 
What strange intelligence, acquired abroad, 
Their known activity may homeward bring. 


Nor disappointment, or long pause, delays 
Their gallant zeal; for lo! the self-same night, 
Ere to their rushy couch the islet-guests 
Had yet retired, (alarm’d anxiety 2814 
Enforced their sleepless watch) though even now 
Grey dawn ’gan streak the east, the noble twain 
Return, and instant to their waiting friends, 
Crowding in deep solicitude around, 

Ope their glean’d tidings: still to question’d note 
Answering with rapid, but yet clear, response, 
Whose sum is this: That first their eager steps 
Sped toward Glastonbury’s beacon’d hill, 

(Object most near) but, long ere their approach, 
The blaze expired, and strange to tell, no trace 
Found they of bands on watch, or garrison : 

But solely o’er the Avallonian isle 2826 
Spread ghastly ruins, vestiges too plain 

Of fire and plunder, while the sacred pile 

Stood ope, and moaning to the ruthless winds. 
The scene all desert seem’d, save when at sight 
E’en of themselves, some lonely pilgrim fled 

As if in dread from human face away. 

Then swift they paced toward Mendip’s hilly range, 
Yet there might trace but remnants of the fire 
Extinguish’d too ;—all tranquil else and bare. 
Along whose bleak and lonely side, below 

The sheltering hills, they journey’d fast, and glean 
From peasants, as through rural hills they pass, 
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Some tidings, that import, how roving bands 2839 
Of foreign foes, e’en join’d by English too, 

Scour oft these regions, raging to detect 

(So they proclaim their undisguised intent) 

The King and nobles, from their vengeance scaped, 
Suspected somewhere in these tracts conceal’d. 


This heard, alarm pervades each throbbing breast. 
The sovereign thus brief accents interjoins : 


‘“‘ We mark then, they are foes: besetting snares 

Nearer approach us, and new perils threat. 
Treason approximates, disloyal quest, 
No less than foreign fury and pursuit. 2850 
Nor sleep they, till the capture of ourselves [aim. 
(Wreck’d sufferers) crowns their triumph and chief 
Courage,—as caution more,—the hour demands.” 


He said, and seems in pensive gloom absorb’d, 
Yet brief.— For hark! such mood to other sense 
Changing, the travellers swiftly interpose. 


‘‘ But (stranger still to hear!) the villagers 
Told too, with wondering joy, that such fierce rage 
Bold English troops,assembling(none knows whence, 
Or whither after vanishing), of late 2860 
Have oft opposed, and met with struggle hard 
Of daring conflict, yet with varying chance, 
Sometimes of conquest, sometimes flight compell’d ; 
Chiefest at unexpected hour when eve 
Throws round obscuring shades, or when midnight 
Has wrapt the foe’s fatigue in heavy sleep. 

Then from lone spots will sudden ambush spring ; 
While flames that o’er the country here and there 
Gleam and expire, concerted signals seem 

Which of attack give token, or retreat.” 2870 


At such relation, sudden wonder, joy, 
And novel hope, absorb the listening train. 
For thought was mute, till eager thus the King 
Engquired : 

‘* While under Mendip’s range ye sped, 

Pass’d ye by Cheddar’s vill? a spot to me 
Dear of old time, prized as mine own domain— 
Faithful and brave its yeomen I presage, 
Who would impart intelligence and aid.” 


The chiefs proceed : 2880 
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“‘ Through Cheddar’s street we sped, 
Yet glean’d not further trace, for there, we dcem'd 
(Perhaps surmise) the native tenantry 
Seem’d of impartment close as if alarm’d, 
Or more they knew than prudence dared reveal.” 


The King observes : 
‘‘ These tidings are most strange ! 
Some mystery, undiscover’d yet, forebodes 
Prosperous fortune. Learn’d your travel more ?” 


The venturous chiefs reply : 2890 
“From Cheddar’s vill 

Forward we cross'd from Mendip’s craggy ridge 
On toward the forted knoll of eastern Brent, 
Dreading at every step some ambush hid ; 
The morte, since in our fleeting haste no trace 
We mark’d of armed men, or troops abroad ; 
While all seem’d quiet, desolate, and lone. 
But to Brent’s vill arrived, beside the foot 
Of its green hill, more certain vestiges 
Of recent battle struck our wondering sight. 
For in the rays of moonlight, clear discern’d, 
Many mail’d corses strew’d the gory ground. 2902 
And soon from lonely swains (who at that hour 
Paced ’mong the fallen dead) enquiry hears 
The truth confirm’d. These tell, that on this spot 
That very eve a conflict fierce has raged 
*T wixt the collected bands of foes abroad, 
And ranks of loyal English who had rush’d 
As from concealment, and with prompt defeat 
Of the dazed foe have cover’d thus the earth. 
Fled hence the Danes, dispersed in panic rout, 
When the victorious bands almost as soon = 2912 
Retired alike, screen’d in the shades of night.” 


So as they told, new transport fires each heart. 
When thus the King. 
‘* Learn’d ye then, whither sped 
The victors ?/—who these friends of hope may prove ? 
Whence sprung ?—their leader,—number,—aught 
to guide 
Toward them our friendship — union —grateful aid?” 


The chiefs reply: 
‘< All that enquiry could 
We urged to this prime drift.— But the retreat — 
Array —command—or origin—alike 2923 
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Of such auxiliar friends, we fail’d to glean. 2024 
All was a mystery to the village hinds.” 


The listening group are fix’d in deep surprise. 
But most the King. Then Edgar thus pursues : 


‘* Brent’s hill we mounted straight: but with sur- 
Discern’d no garrison, and sole the marks _[prise 
Of recent fire, nor could we here define 
Whose were the signal flames (if such they were) 
Whether of English, or the vanish’d foe.— 2932 
Observing from these heights, where at our feet 
In Severn’s bay, whose waters glisten’d bright, 

In lines of silver, trembling to the moon, 

Upon the wave brave Nigel's pinnace rode, 

Whose red-cross flag too cheer’d our memory,— 

Station’d (we knew) by Parret’s opening flood,— 

Prompt we descend toward Burnbam’s neighbouring 
vill . 

Where on the strand it fronts Start’s jutting point.” 


Hearing such name, swift interjoins the King. 


‘¢ Well know I Burnham’s fisher-vill, alike 2942 
Part of mine own paternal heritage. 
Faithful, though humble, would its tenants prove, 
Nor offer shelter less than zealous aid. 
There of the important rumours learn’d ye more ?” 


The chiefs reply : 

‘* Like fame was there, too, rife. 
But mid the general joy and wonder, nought 
Glean’d we that could the recent mystery clear. 
Yet bent to learn, and deeming that most like 
Brave Nigel, in his pinnace near on watch, 
Could more impart, and satisfy at full 2953 
Hot curiosity, a little skiff 
From Burnham’s friendly habitants procured, 
We steer'd towards Nigel’s galley, where reposed 
Upon the moonlight waves, with glittering wings 
Scarce closed, it like a guardian Genius stay’d.” 


Sudden the King : 
‘“‘Saw ye the gallant chief ? 
What did his steady vigilance reveal ?” 


Instant the faithful Athelard returns: 2962 
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‘“* Soon by the friendly leader recognized, 2963 
As whom at Kinwith’s festive halls we saw, 
Who hither led us in the sovereign’s train, 
He greeted us with transport. When he heard 
Our own alarm and errand’s object told, 
He too the impending dangers more confirm’d. 
Whate’er our course had glean’d, alike he knew.” 


Eager the sovereign asks : 
‘‘ Did he disclose 
Aught more of certainty ? What noble hearts 
Such conflicts dare abroad? Or led by whom? 3973 
Burns our impatient breast those friends to greet.” 


The chiefs respond: 

‘‘ He told that perils new, 
Alike from treason as from foreign foes, 
Hover around through all the adjacent tracts. 
How frequent bands of roving enemies 
Oft (as ’tis famed) by treacherous English led, 
In charge of him, now Somerset’s new lord, 
Who the good Rayner’s wrested castles holds, 
Prowl, eager to o’ertake the banish’d King 
And nobles, rumour’d in these precincts hid: 2934 
How too, at times, from out these very tracts 
Along the various region, wide and wild, 
"Twixt Glastonbury’s ruin’d pilgrim shrines, 
Some strange resistance comes, engaging oft 
In nightly conflict fierce the astonish’d foe. 
Lost in such vague report, surmise yet deems 
That mid the fastnesses of Mendip’s hills 
Some noble English hide: none other deem’d 
Than chiefs, to martial conduct long inured, 
Since not less prudence governs than impels 
Their valorous attack and prompt retreat: 
For at the signal of some sudden blaze 2996 
They gather, or retire, and circling seem 
To ward approach, but baffle still pursuit.” 


The monarch adds: 
‘‘ Strange is indeed the tale, 
Auguring more of yet unfolded hope. 
Could the brave Nigel yield none other clue ?” 


The faithful Athelard answer’d : 
*< Nought as yet, 
Though ampler knowledge soon he hoped to gain. 
For Nigel tells, that Sighelm (prelate erst 3006 
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Of Sherborne’s wasted see, the travell’d friend 

Of naval Wulfstan, visiting with alms 

India’s far coasts), he, who from Kinwith’s halls 
Escaping with the rest, had on request, 

Himself not loth, within the pinnace staid 

For solace as for aid, has hence but late 3012 
Parted, disguised, with purpose to explore 

More circumstance of such mysterious fame ; 
Bending his steps toward Wells’ cathedral seat, 
Where ’mong past friends the pious man was known. 
His early-look’d return may more disclose. 

But, learnt these tidings, (though of much the trace 
Imperfect seem’d), we stay’d not more to hear 
That might delay, or still uncertain prove. 

Longer we could not wait, but homeward flew, 
Eager to bear them to our sovereign’s ear, 

And ease the impatience of our comrade-peers.” 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK Xxx. 


Rovusgp by the recent tidings, Alfred determines to make an 
excursion with his companions, leaving the priests and women 
at the Isle. They repair to the coast, und visit the galley of 
Nigel. The King proceeds to the scene of the lute skirmish, 
tohere he raises a mound, and names the spot Battlesbury. They 
then direct their course to the Mendip Hills, and the cliffs of 
Cheddar. Grandeur and magnificence of the mountain-gorge 
described. Amidst the cacerns they discorer Rohand, the exiled 
Earl of Warwick, who with a troop of followers, roves over the 
country by night, and makes sudden onsets upon the Danes. 
Amongst these is Guy of Warwick. Rohand introduces the King 
into the recesses of his wild retreat, where he finds some other 
old friends. He proposes to Rohand to accompany him back to 
Athelney, with his beautiful daughter Felicia, and combine their 
efforts for the rescue of the land. They set out for the Isle, and 
visit Glastonbury Abbey, where on a signal from Rohand, his 
daughter appears from her place of retreat tn a subterranean 
crypt, the secret treasury of the monastery. Thetr arriral at the 
Isle, and cheerful enjoyment of the simple pleasures it affords. 
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BOOK XXX. 


ELIGHT and brooding wonder in mute pause 
Absorb the group of sylvan Athelney. 
Deep interest, restless curiosity, 
Throbs in each breast, divining who may be 
These daring warriors, and unlook’d allies. 
Nor to the welcome messengers wants still 
Full many an earnest question from the King, 
If further yet he may the secret solve. 


But more evenes not. Stops not then delay, 
For by example fired, with hope as well, 
Instant the sovereign to his listening train i 
Propounds the venturous design, themselves 
The menaced tracts to visit and explore, 
On charge no less of quest than of offence. 
For the King deems, their presence, at such time 
Most opportunely shewn, may surely best 
Discover and combine these gallant friends ; 
Regain the old, or bind alliance new, 
Most needful yet for final victory ; 
Their numbers and resources thus extend, 
The rising spirit of the country cheer, 
And fan this spark into a general flame. 
The more too, since again the King remarks 28 
The scene of conflict in its range includes 
A frequent portion of his own demesnes, 
Where vassals known and faithful tenants dwell, 
Who, shy to others, may to him be frank, 
And both to him and these acknowledged friends 
Afford meet shelter in the hour of need. 
Such shield will his own Burnham’s vill marine 
Offer, or Nigel’s galley, anchor’d near, 
Or where on either side of Mendip’s heights 
Royal domains extend, with sheltering guard, 
Cheddar’s wild cliffs and vill, or Chewton’s cells, 
Or where amid the marshy plain below $5 
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Invite the regal purlieus of Wedmore. 86 
Nor need long pause the settled purpose cool, 
For Eve’s next dusk shall such emprize assure. 


Brief rest recruits their spirits. Ere the noon, 
The band awake : when preparation apt 
Of armour hid beneath disguises strange 
(Which Edgar and the prudent Athelard 
For better safety to them all commend) 
In various task consumes the busy day. 
As pilgrims, shepherds, woodmen, some appear, 
Most but poor rustic swains in humblest garb: 47 
That thus, if mark’d abroad by ambush’d foes, 
Nought on first view suspicion may awake, 
Or martial purpose in their mien betray. 


All the bold enterprize resolve to join: 
All save the sons of peace, the sacred priests, 
And timid females, whom they stay to guard. 
But scarce the aged and holy men refrain 
Intreaty such adventure too to share. 


Nor as drew on the shades of eve, that call 
The ready troop to quit their sylvan home, 57 
Fails from the graceful fair to those best loved 
A fond adieu, prayer for their blest return, 
Or deign’d affection’s dear and fonder sign, 
The lingering kiss, upon the cheek impress’d 
Of consort, sire, or brother. Then in turn 
Mercia’s fair widow o’er the sovereign bends, 
Or grave Eltruda on each prince bestows 
(But chiefly on the favour’d Athelwold) 
A mother’s fondness. Graced Honoria leans 
On valiant Devon’s breast, or to her son 
Eldred (brave captor of the Raven-sign) 
Her tender blessing adds and fond caress. 69 
While beauteous Hilda her own angel lips 
Press’d to her father’s, or her brother’s cheek, 
Lock’d in embrace, she deems may be the last. 
Then on the chieftain of unconquer’d Kent 
The fair Matilda hangs, and to her sire 
Commends her wishes and her filial love. 
But sadden’d Sussex and his silent son 
No female kin, alas ! remains to greet. 
Yet as they mark the scene, fond memory 
Wakes from each heart the involuntary sigh. 
Young Turgar on the sovereign waits alert, 
But the graced youth, Kent’s knightly page, his lord 
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Attends not, whom some sudden malady 82 
(It seems) detains: for to his daughter’s ear 
Thus, ere he part, Kent’s generous earl his charge 
Addresses : 
‘‘To thy care, loved girl, I leave 
My gentle page, now sick: too delicate 
Almost, meseems, for knightly offices, 
Or hardibood of martial enterprize. 
As yet no feat of arms he has achieved : 
(This were his first essay) but e’en at this, 
Thou seest he shrinks. Nathless, the graceful boy, 
Thou know’st, I took at first on thy request 92 
And kind suggestion, pitying lorn distress. 
Him best at home some light and easy task, 
Methinks, may suit: in such accomplish’d well : 
There answering fully all thy hopeful praise. 
Look to his sickness, for I love the youth, 
For much attention and domestic care 
Shewn ever to myself, nor less, I deem, 
To thee, Matilda, and prince Hdelm too: 
Sustain his weakness and his wants attend.” 101 


Bending, the daughter his kind charge receives. 


No sooner had the moon, now near her full, 
Risen o’er the woods, and on the shadowy scene 
Shot her instructing gleam, ere from their cells 
The heroes sally forth: the impatient King, 

And after following straight, a goodly train, 

Not all united, as one banded troop, 

But (as presenting less a dangerous front), 

At distance brief dissever’d and detach’d: 

Nearest the King, young Turgar, Lincoln’s grace, 
Loved Osmund, and the faithful Athelard, 112 
Devon’s brave chieftain and his gallant son; 
Kent’s generous earl; then Sussex’ graver peer, 
His youthful scion, with prince Athelwold; 

The peers of Surrey, with the elder prince ; 

The daring Aylwin, with Hants’ active chief; 

The noble Essex, Oxford’s stately earl, 

With the three dauntless chiefs of Southern Wales. 


Theirforted mound they leave, and guardian woods, 
And winding along Parret’s eastern bank, 
Lit by the radiance of the climbing moon, 
Northward pursue their way, till they approach 
Bridgewater's haven-town, whose peopled mart 
Cautiously they avoid, and toward the right, 125 
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Where Polden’s green and hilly ridge declines, 
Turn by its feet past Powlet’s cottage-cells 

On towards Huntspill’s calm and pastoral scene : 
Then cross Brue’s stream,and haste their eager course, 
Till on the left remember’d Burnham’s fane 

Greets their glad view, rear’d by the sandy shore 
At head of Severn’s bay. There opposite 

Parret’s wide-opening flood, the watchful train 
Observe brave Nigel’s pinnace yet on watch, 
Whose streaming flag they hail with new delight. 
At Burnham’s vill (the sovereign’s own domain) 
He enters soon a cottage, known of old, 137 
No greater than a humble fisher’s home, 

And to a faithful vassal there reveal’d, 

Bespeaks the friendly office of a guide: 

(None is so low but he may prove a friend). 

With ready service to the beach advanced, 

A boat the prompt collected party bears 

O’er the bright waves to Nigel’s anchor’d bark. 


Him soon with mutual transport and surprize 
They hail, and in his sheltering galley screen’d, 
Eagerly from this faithful guardian hear 
The summ’d relation of his further watch. 148 
Burnham’s instructed villagers, (he tells) 

Hold concert with the warning fires of Brent : 
Alike they learn, that from his recent quest 

The prudent Sighelm is but now return’d. 

Him too they greet, and eager from his lips 

Hear what of new his recent care has gain’d ;— 
Whose tale imports, that these oft-roving bands, 
Chiefly by treacherous Hianfrid led, 

(Who now alas! in honour’d Rayner’s place 
Reigns Somerset’s new lord, so raised by foes) 
Issue in numbers from his neighbouring forts, 
The palace-hold of ancient Somerton, 

Where Wessex’ patriot- Kings have held their can 
Or Enmore, once good Ordmer’s wrested seat, 
(Now banish’d from his home, tho’ blind and old) 
Or Castle-Carey’s towers ; or e’en at times 

(Tis famed) from Kiowith’s far Devonian halls, 
Alike too to his treasonous sway assign’d. 

Under this hated traitor’s base command, 

These prowl the land with terror and dismay, 
Their vow'd intent declared, where’er they come, 
Discovery of the King and nobles fled,— 

Not destined long to scape their hot pursuit. 

But rushing from some wild retreats unknown = 172 
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Chiefest by night, ’tis ramour’d, armed bands = 173 
Of English (such their courage speaks, as tongue) 
In secret by the base of Mendip’s hills 

Like spirits glide, and scouring o’er these tracts 
With proud defiance and resistance fierce 

Assail the foe, in numbers unexplain’d. 

For where the daring warriors hide, his search 
(So Sighelm tells) has yet in vain explored ; 

Nor deems he to one band their power confined, 
But likeliest scatter’d and dispersed, yet still 

To sudden union call'd by signal fires. 

The prelate hopes yet more to learn, and adds _ 184 
That many faithful peasantry he knows, 
(Somerset’s pride) in vills by Mendip’s base, 

And onward e’en to Glaston’s ruin’d shrines, 
Remember’d since within its cells he dwelt : 
Whose care bespoke, these promise to observe 
Each passing chance, and all they may report. 
Nor doubts the holy man much good at hand, 
Since all the country he esteems inspired 

With hope, joy, wonder, and alive to aid. 


e 


At this, the sovereign and his listening train 
Burn to attempt themselves progressive search ; 
And deem enough of clue already won. 196 
Such task the loyal Sighelm offers too 
Gladly to share, although a holy man, 

Bold and to active enterprize inured, 
Of toil and travel fond from habits past. 


Yet ere they part, the musing king enquires 
From faithful Nigel, what of news he hears 
Touching the parted fleet, and comrades there, 
Octher and Wulfstan, England’s ammirals. 

These (tells the gallant sailor) as he learns, 

In ships are hovering by the southern shores 206 
In quest of Hastings, that insulting Dane, 

Who wastes the coast, with menace there to seize 
The native nobles and their princely prize. 

But all impatient (Nigel tells) he waits, 

In hope to learn ere long some brave exploit. 


So as he heard, iacensed, prince Athelwold 
Sudden exclaim’d : 
‘Oh! that myself with these 
There sail’d alike, and might their glory share !” 


On him the sovereign bends a graver look, 216 
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That would such thought restrain ; and seeks to bend 
To service present of yet nearer use. 


Nor pause ensues : for fired with eager hope, 
The strangers bid to Nigel kind adieus, 
While prudent Sighelm, who his office lends 
To be their guide, alike the vessel leaves. 
Soon Burnham’s cells they reach, and join’d too there 
By vassal-friends, haste toward Brent’s southern vill, 
Along the base of whose green eminence 
With like assurance now the train remark 
The unburied vestiges of recent war. 237 
Corses of wounded men, in mailed arms, 
Who pale in death, bestrew the gory earth. 
Instant, in pity of the fallen foes, 
To these by an assembled peasant-band 
The King commands a mounded sepulchre ; 
And adds: 
‘* Henceforth this spot in memory 
Be Battlesbury named.” 
The thronging swains 
With reverence hear. Then up the verd’rous slope 
E’en to the summit of Brent’s lofty tor, 
Rising above the lessen’d village-spire, 289 
The stranger-troop ascend, with glad escort 
Of loyal peasantry in earnest group. 
Bent to survey the perill’d scene, they eye 
Ta admiration the vast prospect round : 
On one hand Severn’s waters, spread afar, 
Laving the expansive shores of Somerset : 
Amid its flood, the dark holmes, flat or steep : 
Beyond the waves, dim in the horizon verge, 
The long opposing coasts of Southern Wales, 
Whose peers their much-loved country mark, o’er- 
Seen nearer at their feet, the gulfy mouth [joy’d: 
Of Parret, narrowing to its haven mart, 251 
And ’mid the turning wave, its entrance-isle, 
(Scene erst of fight, in days of Alfred’s sire, 
Where native heroes won immortal fame : 
Such, as they gaze, the thoughtful King reminds, 
With emulous remembrance of the past :) 
Then inland on the right, the darkening ridge 
Of Polden’s hilly range, and opposite 
Far o'er the left dusk Mendip’s craggy heights; 
But stretch’d below, ‘twixt these inclosing hills, 
A vast and level plain, where dusky moors 
With waters plash’d, and spotted villages, 
To the pleased King remind his own demesnes, 263 
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And precincts of the royal vill, Wedmore. 264 
Forward the expansive champain gleams along 

On to the fronting tor of Avalon, 

Abrupt aspiring from the distant plain, 

Hence in the silvery moonlight clear discern’d. 


Here Sighelm points, that all the inferior tracts 
That intervene in sight ’twixt Glaston’s tor 
(Fame tells) the foe most haunts; but still fix’d watch 
On the surrounding heights their course observes. 


The strangers with admiring note survey 273 
This station, for such guard by nature apt; 
Nor all, it seems, o’erlook’d by ruder art. 
For on the top of Brent’s high knoll, a fosse 
With mounded rampart, circular and low, 
Shew’d like a little camp: a recent work. 
O’er this the group ascend; and screen’d within 
The humble garrison, surprized, discern 
Two strangers crouch, as listening in alarm, 
To these the villagers of Brent advance, 
And Burnham’s guides, and after brief accost, 
With these returning straight, approach the king, 
They kneel, and these as fellow-villagers, 285 
Announce, now trusted sentinels on watch, 
Who by raised fires give signal of alarm, 
Warning the country on advance of foes, 
With token both to meet, or to retire, 


Eagerly from such sentinels the King 
Enquires, on whose charged bidding here they wait, 
The chanced occurrents of the recent fight, 
And whither last the victor-bands retired, 


Nor pause the rustic guards, but instant own, 
That English, who seem chieftains in disguise, 
(Such is their spirit and commanding port) 2061 
Engage this service on instructed task ; 

Tell too their last retreat: since signal fires 
Betoken’d that toward Mendip’s hills they sped, 
Likeliest where Cheddar rears its yawning cliffs, 
And sheltering caverns ope their hiding screen. 


Instantly to his guides the impatient King 
Imparts command ; 
‘Oh! lead us thither straight 
There will we seek the friends we look to join: 
Not there unknown, since Cheddar's bounds include 
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Friends early prized and tenants of our own.” 307 


He said: the guides attend: yet ere he quits, 
He bids the trusted guard use careful watch, 
And to the little fortress tasks to raise, 

Upon the hill’s slope side with curving sweep, 
An ampler terrace and extended mures, 
Site of a tower, which art shall there uprear. 


The guides lead on; nor less on such emprize 
Accompanied by Sighelm’s active aid, 
Descending from the tor with eager haste, 
Toward Mendip’s hills the party speed their way. 


Buoy’d all with expectation and enflamed 318 
With hope and interest intense, they seem 
Along the level plain to fleet on wings; 
Till their advancing journey has arrived 
The homes of Cheddar, where its fretted fane 
And antique cross grace the remember’d vill, 
A regal site, the sovereign’s own domain : 
Lodged under screen of grey-ascending heights, 
That seem from sight to shoulder back the moon. 


Here from their sleep aroused, a sudden call 
Brings to his side some vassals of the King, 328 
Of old acquainted in the sylvan chase; 

To whom he straight reveals himself, their Lord, 
In presence come thus e’en in dead of night. 

Joy and amaze the strange encounter greet. 

The King bespeaks their friendship, hopes to bim 
They still will faithful prove, as ever wont : 

To him, no less than his, and whom he loves. 
No son remains alas! to whom he may 
Commend, as erst, their duteous fealty, 

But here in person are his nephews come, 

These princes, now his only heritors, 389 
Who claim no less their service, and their care. 
The rest are chiefs, friends all of noble birth: 


‘*To you, our loyal yeomen we confide 
Our lives, our safety; (so the King adjures) 
And ask your faith to guide us and protect.” 


The vassals kneel, and to their honour’d lord 
Proffer the shelter of their lowly homes ; 
But add : 
“ Yet why ?—this vicinage is all 348 
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Endanger’d, offering no secure retreat.” 349 


The sovereign answers: 
‘* On importing cause 
We venture hither; come in search of friends 
We seek to join, and to our side attach. 
If any such be near, of whom ye know, 
Oh! lead us to them: gratitude alone 
Is all we can that may your care requite.” 


They tell, that in this haunted neighbourhood, 
Like ghostly shadows gliding thro’ night’s gloom, 358 
Some hide in caves, or mong the neighbouring cliffs 
Secreted seek at times a wild abode. 

Oft blazing from yon heights, will sudden fires 
Seem to give signal to the tracts below, 

And after, armed bands glare swiftly by, . 

Stealing in secret stillness, or on foot, 

Or borne at times on steeds, whose clattering hoofs 
Alarm repose, or scare the wakeful couch. 

Such too but late have through these precincts pass’d. 
But who these be they know not: whether friends, 
Or roaming foes,—harass’d by doubt and fear, 
Not daring or to mingle, or enquire,— 370 
Forbid to ask, but all to secrecy 
Enjoin’d,—accosted scarce, unless to yield 

Instant supply of forage or of food. 

For of close question that might rouse alone 
Suspicion, seeming for betrayal’s sake, 

(The swains opine) death were the penalty :— 
Yet wheresoe’er their honour’d sovereign wills, 
Thither shall their obedient footsteps guide. 


The King, resolved and dauntless, bids lead on 
Among those cavern’d cliffs, of which they tell. 
Then, not without alarm, each vassal guide $81 
Grasps firm a sword, to ward (for so he deems) 
Impending danger : the collected group 
They bid be cautious, and then straight conduct 
Amid a scene of wonders. From the vill 
Sudden they turn, and through a narrow vale 
Haste thence along, where from nine crystal springs 
Blends in one copious channel Cheddar's stream. 
Ascending then, they enter mid a pass 
Of grandeur and magnificence, that shame 
Language, and set at nought description’s power. 
An overwhelming awe at once absorbs 
The stranger-visitors, for dimly seen 393 
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Through the drear shadows of advancing night, 394 
Scarce rise they from the river’s marge, ere now 
Suddenly bursts to view a sight disclosed 

Real, which ancient fable might have deem’d 

The jaws of Orcus. Almost ere aware, 

Inclosed they seem in a vast mountain-gorge 

Of lofty portal, where enormous cliffs, 

On either hand uplifted, prone o’erhang 

The narrow gulf. Wild desolation yawn’d 
Around, as if forbidding man’s access 

To gaze on Nature’s mysteries undivulged. 
Among huge fragments of disrupted rocks 405 
Slowly they wind through the convulsive chasm, 
And lost in mute astonishment, discern 

At every step, as on they venturous climb, 
Heights more stupendous, jagged peak on peak, 
Up-piled in throng’d confusion to the sky. 

O’er these a scanty glimpse of azure heaven 
Disclosed the hovering moon, whose faded orb, 
Shrouded at intervals by transient clouds, 
Through a dim halo of obstructed light,—- 

Or suddenly to streamy splendour clear’d,— 
Obliquely shone; and with her flickering rays 
Illumined one side of the vast abyss: 417 
Yet whence the grey and glistening rocks shot down 
Black shadows, stretch’d thro’ deepening gloom afar. 
The opposing front profounder darkness veil’d 

In single horror, through which Fancy still, 

Left to her own conjectures, labouring saw 

Shapes indistinct, uncertain images, 

Terrific more than clear reality. 

But e’en on this band gleam’d with fainter ray 
Few twinkling stars, that struggling pept within 
The skiey opening: though heaven’s starry host 
The huge projecting cliffs, which almost blent 
Their frowning brows, shut else from earthly view. 
Might seem the moon of her lone palace proud, 
Herself, like Proserpine, its ghastly Queen. 431 


Show’d as if here alone were remnants hurl’d 
Of nature’s chaos, or some earthquake’s power 
Had burst the secrets of the world below. 

Yet to the wondering eye the moon askance, 
Discover’d vaulted caverns, lofty dens, 

Huge cliffs that ope ’mong horrid precipices, 
Whose sharp and splinter’d crags o'er massy shelves 
Rose in the air like spires and pyramids :— 

Albeit the bareness of these headlong walls 440 
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Seems to present no home for human rest ; 441 
Haunts but of savage beasts, or where aloft 

The lonely eagle her safe eyry builds. 

Impendent rocks look'd from their skiey heights 
At every moment threatening to descend 

In stony avalanche, with ponderous death 

Upon the daring gazers, sunk below. 

In mute alarm, mid scenes thus strange and wild 
Together closer held through rising dread, 

With breathless expectation they advance, 
Attentive to each motion—sound—or shade. 

At every step suspense and wonder new 452 
Absorbs them, lessen’d not, whate’er the sight. 
Still they ascend, and mark where Pluto’s self. 

In sable majesty might sit enthroned. 

The pallid glare but half to view reveal’d 

The beetling heights and steep declivities, 

Whose pinnacles, like spectres, seem’d to rise 
Shrouded in gloomy state around their King. 

It was the noon of night, and darkness’ self 
Shrunk here, as if to cautious silence hush’d 

Mid these dumb solitudes. The soul, perforce, 
Was rapt in still astonishment; no sound 468 
Broke the thick air, and e’en such silence seem’d 
More terrible than aught of tokening noise. 

But hark! as if by presence strange disturb’d, 
Invading the dark secrets of his home, 

The raven croaks, whose solitary voice 

Io these shut confines, like a trumpet, sounds, 
And wakes with clangor the remugient caves. 
Behold! too, high above the dim abyss 

Forth startled from her eyry, on broad wings 

That screen the moon, the screaming eagle sails, 
While o’er the summits of the spiry crags 

The watchful kites in airy circles wheel, 

As if alarm’d too by intrusive man. 476 
Mark! through the parted void in lower flight 

The screeching owl takes up the frighted tone, 
And, like a fleeting ghost, glides pale away. 

The bird of fate but to the beasts gives sign. 

For hark! as issuing from his lair unseen, 

Is not that mutter’d sound the wolf's stern growl ? 
Hist !—from her couch among yon rifted rocks, 
Whose fissures may bespeak her harbour’d haunt, 
The she-fox cries, with notice to her young ; 

Yet safe from access there of human foot, 

Nothing such prowler of the night need fear. 
Seem‘d as if every spot with peril teem’d, 488 
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That mid the dubious awe compell’d a pause. 189 
But hid io shadows of the hooded night, 

Beneath the glimmer of tew winking stars, 

Still on they turn amid the dim detile, 

Where by the base of precipices wild 

’Mong rocks that uninhabitable seem 

Save of ferocious monsters, the chill guide 

Points on the left a hall or cavern huge 

Of depth untold, which old Tradition names 

‘‘The Giant’s bed.” A pall of darkness seem’d 
To wrap the mystic vault in murky gloom, 

And Fancy sole could paint what dwellers strange 
May choose to bide within that hideous den. —_5u1 
Here doleful phantoms sole might seek to flit, 

Or the lone Spirit of destruction lurk, 

Brooding o’er future mysteries, unpresaged. 
Urged by resistless curiosity, 

On they proceed along the narrowing glen, 
Though oft with sudden stop from breathless awe, 
Where every shadow seens an enemy. 

Still novel echoes fill the darksome depths, 

And e’en the hollow rush of eddying winds 
Seem’d like a shriek of Nature. Check’d, the guides 
At times appear to shrink in shuddering doubt. 512 
Undescribed perils but augmented seem, 

And every moment as if more at hand. 

Each man his ready falchion closer grasps, 

And nearer to each other clings the troop, 

In mute suspense and unallay’d amaze. 

At last they come where hoar and dizzy cliffs 

A massive barrier sole present to sight, 

Whose front diversified with endless change, 
Alike sublime, but mocks the tongue of man, 

The pen of poet, or the painter’s art. 

Here rose each mighty and eternal wall 

OF granite or of living adamant, 524 
Where scarce a patch of verdure seem’d to clothe 
The desert scalp, e’en to its topmost ridge : 

Save where some solitary wither’d pine, 

Or mountain-ash, or monumental yew 

Glared through the shade, as if with spectral guard. 
In trackless wilderness, deserted, lone, 

Here pillars rude, colossal buttresses, 

Shew’d Nature’s fortress, whose heaven-lifted 
Primeval bastions, citadels her own, [ towers, 
And thunder-riven ramparts, all around 

Extoll’d in unexpressive majesty, 

Look’d all impregnable, down which to lapse 436 
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Were sure destruction: yet mid these were seen 
Spots, where the pointing guides would haply tell 
That among matted ivy, or where creeps 

Yon tangled fern, or tuft of juniper, 

Fringing the steeps, the shepherd-boys would climb, 
And cling o’er paths, which scarce the goat ascends, 
To gain their cavern’d clefts, where wild birds build, 
Or holes, where sheltering slinks the lonely fox. 
Here as the strangers gaze, and of escape 
Thoughtful amid that close and prison’d chasm, 
Observe how near the meeting cliffs approach, 
That almost intercept the dark ravine, 5648 
Hark ! with new signal of more near alarm, 

A wolf-dog’s single bark, as if on watch !— 

A gain,— it thunders from some upper cave, 
Echoing tremendous through the void abysin, 
Hoarser than Cerberus, grim sentinel 

Assign’d to guard the dark Tartarian reign.— 

Nor bays it now the moon—but louder still 

Gives instance of strange footsteps, mark’d below. 
In wild emotion palpitates each breast, 

Till crack almost the heart-strings with suspense. 
The pallid guides their fear express ‘d in look. 
When lo! to further marvel, as they gaze, 560 
Before their startled vision issues forth 

From the cave’s mouth a figure, which in guise 
(Distinctly through the moonlight air discern’d) 

A Pilgrim seem’d, enrobed in palmer’s weeds, 
With staff in hand, and hat, and scallop-shell. 
Intent the shape look’d down, and as he mark’d 
The martial troop, with glittering falchions drawn ' 
In close array, near Cheddar’s pointing guides, 
Withdrew not, nor yet spoke; but from his breast 
Snatch’d a shrill bugle, which with force he blew. 
Echoing terrific through the vaulty glen 

Peal’d the wild sounds from hollow rock to rock. 
Immediate at such summons from the den 573 
Issues a warrior-form, of noble mien 

And riper age ;—and see! (to more amaze) 
Sudden aroused too by that warning call, 

From many a thicket, crag, and cavern’d cliff, 
Whose hiding screen had shelter’d them unseen, 
With hasty leap o’er ledges of sharp rocks, 

Or dropp’d down shelvy tracks all undiscern’d, 

Or slung, it seem’d, by ropes from rifted steeps, 
Forth rushes to one spot a warlike troop ;— 
Rapid, as wild beasts spring from out their lair, 
Or eaglets from their nest, at parent-scream. 584 
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With sabres flashing bare, they crowd beside 585 
Him, who now plain appears their elder chief, 
Form’d without word of hest in dense array ; 
Beside whom too, the seeming Pilgrim springs, 
Throws off his own disguise, and stands reveal’d 
A young and graceful warrior, whose first garb 
But more conceal’d the watchful sentinel. 
Arw’d cap-a-pie, now in his strong right-hand 
He brandish’d a broad falchion, while his left 
Grasp’d in his belt a ready battle-axe 
Of massive bulk, that glisten’d to the moon. 
A forward post he takes, as of command. 596 
Uttering no shout, all with uplifted swords, 
Outnumbering far the sovereign’'s little band, 
Seem but to wait their leader’s bidding, swift 
To dart upon the intruders, eyed below: 
Who with collected bosoms at the sight 
Alike prepare defence against a throng, 
O’ermatch’d so much. Some paces back retires 
The sovereign’s band, and waits the coming foe. 
Yet ere the attack which momentary seem’d, 
Each on the other gazed intent, to note 
The opposers’ number—person—motion—state. 
When lo! (amazement but exciting more,) 608 
Forth from the head of his rock-dwelling train 
Bounds singly forward their commanding chief : 
And e’en to wonder of his gazing troop, 
With loud voice bids them instant sheath their swords, 
Throws his own blade that moment on the ground, 
And sole, with eager homage, downward darts 
Unarm’d before the stranger-band, in front 
Of whose scant rank stood firm the warrior-King. 
Him without more discovery instant known, 
Bow’d at his feet the mountain-chieftain kneels, 
And reverent thus accosts : 

‘« Hail! sovereign liege, 620 
Thrice welcome, England’s monarch, guide, and 
Long lost and from your loyal subjectshid, [shield, 
Famed yet of late to live, and mid these tracts 
To dwell, conceal’d. Ob! with what extacy, 
Long look’d and hoped, I greet my King restored !” 


Surprize and rapture sway each heart in turn. 
The sovereign raises on his knee who bends,— 
Intently gazes,—half-recals the tone, 

Then utters— 
‘¢ That was sure earl Rohand's voice— 
Such too his look !” 631 
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Then leaning to embrace, 832 
Ere transport for more language lent a pause, 
The chief with new emotion swift proceeds. 


“Oh! ever-honour’d liege; you see indeed 
Rohand, that banish’d earl, so infortune, 
Once known in other state in Warwick’s towers, 
Whose princely state and power erst own’d me lord.” 


Instant, assured the sovereign knows his friend, 
His form, his voice,—with rapture unexpress’d 
Again embraces—fondly o’er his neck GAl 
Falls, and there hangs in tender ecstasy ; 

Greeting the noble earl, whom he had long 
Esteem’d and loved, ere since his nuptial bliss 
Was celebrated in the Mercian halls: 

Then thus, in tone affectionate, enquires. 


‘‘ Oh say ! how came you hither: why thus lodged 
In scenes so wild and desolate as this ?” 


Immediate Warwick's exiled peer replied. 


‘‘ When foreign force, and treason with it leagued, 
Usurp’d my right and drove me from my home, 
Pursued by fury and incessant hate, 652 
I sought these bounds of distant Somerset, 

To claim protection of my kinsman there, 

Good Rayner, its loved chief. Alas! him too 
Banish’d and fled I found, none whither knew : 
While in his place a spotted traitor reigns, 
Wresting his rich domains, and o’er these tracts 
In service of the foe with questing bands 
Prowls to exterminate fallen England’s friends.” 


Sudden the King: | 661 
‘¢ What purports then yon troop, 
That seems obeisant to your own command?” 


Instant, earl Rohand with response explains. 


‘«¢ My liege, yon brave devoted band are friends, 
Men all of rank not mean: most native too 
To this loved Somerset, and with its haunts 
Acquainted; thanes, or yeomen bold, who loathe 
The Danish yoke; some, students erst in cells 
Of neighb’ring Glastonbury, ere its shrines 
Were whelm’d in pillage of the ruthless foe. —671 
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Such as by flight, or wild resistance scaped — 672 
Their fellows’ massacre and blazing homes.” 
[met ! 
‘‘ Brave hearts ! (the King exclaims) how strangely 
But say, how came they banded thus in league 
Of seeming warfare ?—and to what intent ?— 
What their subsistence—refuge—and employ ?” 


Eager responded Warwick’s loyal peer. 


‘¢ For safety thus united, and to guard 
Whate’er they may from ruin’s final wreck 680 
Their harass’d country, o’er near tracts best-known 
They fleet, where danger most their presence claims. 
Questing these regions (to myself too known, 

In hope to find good Rayner, their loved lord, 

My friend and relative) this valiant troop 

Late I encounter’d by strange accident, 

Some of whose mates I knew. My purpose told, 
My lorn condition, and relation own’d 

To their lost leader, straight they chose me chief. 
Thus banded, we oppose the roving foe, 690 
And traitor who brave Rayner’s power usurps.” 


Asks then the sovereign: 
‘* Of that traitorous chief 
Speak you not now, Hianfrid—of whose acts 
And base beleaguering snares ourselves have heard ?”’ 


Rohand replies : 

‘‘ "Tis of that recreant fiend 
I tell, who proudly now his state maintains 
In the near fort of ancient Somerton, 
Erst Rayner’s palace-home, or in the towers 
Of Enmore, late good Ordmer’s choice abode. 
Oft issuing thence with train of Danish foes, 702 
He roams with fury o’er these marshy tracts ; 
Burning to find the sovereign and a train 
Of nobles, rumour’d to be with him fled, 
Suspected in these purlieus now to hide.” 


The King returns: 
‘‘ For such defence, brave friends, 
Receive our thanks, though of such fealty 
We knew not, till but late. Him has your band 
Yet met ?—oh! say—what more imports the hour ?” 


Straight Warwick's earl : 712 
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“ Such treachery this troop 
Indignant meets. Like true-born Englishmen, 
Yielding to nought which courage may surmount, 
They spring from fastnesses wherein we hide, 
Chiefly by night, or in eve’s screening dusk, 
From sudden ambush rush to conflict fierce, 
In hope to seize the traitor by surprize, 
And by an overthrow condign to crush 
His upstart power.” 
Instant the King exclaims : 
“Oh that such valour fit success may crown !— 
How fared your daring gallantry ?” 724 
At once 
Roband responds: 
“Ours has been various chance ; 
At times, victorious, beating off the foe, 
And winning spoil of armour, forage, steeds, 
Which then in woods we hide, or sheltering caves: 
Or haply, sometimes too, ourselves repulsed, 
When to our hiding places we disperse, 
Baffling pursuit and capture, as we may. 
While watch-fires, station’d on the neighbouring 
Diffuse establish’d signals o’er the land, [heights 
And mark to friends our flight, as our recal.” 735 


Swift the King asks : 
‘‘ But have you not of late 
Fought with the traitor, or his questing bands? 
So Brent’s ensanguined precincts may portend, 
Which we have seen,—e’en thence have sped,in hope 
Friends to discover, though we knew not whom.” 


Brave Rohand straight replies: 

“« True, royal liege : 
There did our little band in battle bleed, 
And vanquish’d; while himself, the traitor, scared, 
With all his foreign tributary train 746 
Fled and escaped, though lurking near, most like, 
Again with other aid and added power. 
While we, in no condition to pursue, 
For temporary shelter deem it best 
Among these trackless lonely scenes to hide, 
Watching occasion of advantage new. 
Since safely here we lurk among these cliffs, 
Bounding from crag to crag, like native goats, 
Climb into ivied caves, or foxes’ dens, 
Or steal among the shrubs, where eagles sole 
Build their high eyries. Thus in wilds unknown 757 
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And inaccessible to strangers’ feet, 758 
We own a shelter, and pursuit defy.” 


While with new awe the sovereign gazes round, 

He adds in brief : 
‘‘ Grateful, as strange, indeed 

Is all I hear, and see.—But yon brave band! 
Oh! call them hither. Them too let me greet. 
Myself, and this my noble train, make known 
To friends so brave, meriting, we discern, 
Our aid, our union, all our gratitude,” 


The noble Rohand utters pleased reply. 768 


‘¢ Loyal and true are all, of that be sure, 
Prompt all to die in service of their King. 
Such their affection both the past has proved, 
And through the future, if he but permit, 

Him they will henceforth follow to the death.” 


So as he said, immediate at his beck 
And utter’d signal, his obeisant troop 
With rapid bound down the steep crags descend 
Through secret tracts, sole by themselves discern'd. 
But when their chieftain to his wilder’d band = 778 
Explains the imagined foes prove truest friends, — 
The long-lost King himself, with this scant train, 
All unexpected among these wild cliffs 
Thus strangely come,—joy, transport inexpress’d 
Pervades each heart, in thrilling wonder held. 
All kneel before their King and honour’d liege, 
Needing no hest: all by such ready act 
Of willing homage, their chief's pledge confirm, 


When such charm’d recognition could allow 
Rapture a pause which might to others turn, 788 
Lo! ’mong the crowding nobles, who surround 
The welcomed monarch, now brave Warwick's earl 
Discerns and hails with pulse of new delight 
Yet other former friends, in earlier day 
Known and esteem’d; Osmund; his gallant son; 
The stately Devon; Oxford's valiant lord ; 

The eastern nobles, and the princely pair. 


Nor wanted then, ’mong so illustrious train, 
Martial and bold alike, yet tender too, 
At such a moment in a scene so wild 
Some starting tears; that to recover’d friends, 799 
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Absent so long, thus all unthought restored, 800 
A welcome spoke more eloquent than words. 


Prominent among Rohand’s troop, one form 
Draws the King’s eye, the same who (as he deems) 
Stood on the cliffs the guardian sentinel :’ 

Of him the sovereign asks the rank and name. 
Straight Warwick’s peer replies : 

‘‘ This faithful knight, 
Who late in pilgrim-guise was set on watch, 
Is the young Guy, who drew his humbler birth 
By the lone cliff near Warwick’s forted seat: 810 
His sire no thane, to merchandize devote, 
Who sent on foreign travel this his son 
In early youth: since has the gallant boy, 
His sire deceased and all his wealth bereaved 
By foreign foes or treason’s plundering hand, 
Follow’d my fallen fortunes with a zeal 
And faith unmatch’d.—To him I owe my life. 
Hereafter more.—The time admits not now.” 


The youth bows, graceful, by all eyes admired : 
Himself charm’d too, and smit with equal joy 
At sight of the loved monarch and new friends, 
In so adventurous encounter met. 828 


Then fired with labouring curiosity, 
The noble Rohand thus intreats in turn. 


‘« But sovereign liege, gracious resolve me this. 
Whence come yourself? where hid and lost so long? 
Where bide you now, and what retreat protects 
A life so valued—which lost England needs 
So much—whereon she founds her single hope?” 


To whom the King, with ready confidence 831 
(As knowing whom he trusted) thus responds. 


“In woods and marshes from these very scenes 
Not distant far, I and this faithful train 
Of noble friends (with others dear as well) 
Shelter us as we may, and cherish yet 
The sparks of hope. But since by happy chance 
Yourselves are found, we may in concert act. 
From yours a band select may our defence 
Enlarge and more secure, while we to you 
In turn can offer, as occasion needs, 
Protection, shelter, new security, 842 
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Within a little isle, our sylvan home, S43 
Yet by the foe unmark’d and unassail’d ; 

Such as your friendship and kind presence there 
Shall even make more dear: whence we can blend 
Exertions, stronger each by mutual aid.” 


The King’s proposal wise no less than kind, 
Rohand with equal pride and pleasure hails ; 
Which too the watchful sovereign more assures, 
When he adjoins: 

‘* And doubt not, gallant chief, 
But that from such our union yet will spring, 853 
With suited speed, to our fallen country’s cause 
Much benefit. Fear not to trust these friends 
In aught that secrecy or valour claims. 
While some, as erst, this native fortress hold, 
Not far remote, we can their signals note 
And promptly rush to join their needful watch. 
So may we yet extend our gather’d friends, 
Augment our numbers, animate fresh hope, 
And to more wide resistance wake the land.” 862 


‘* Well knows this troop (straight answers War- 
The country round.” [wick’s earl) 
The sovereign quick returns : 
‘* Deem not but that myself too know the tracts 
(How wild soe’er) of varied Somerset ; 
Scenes, dear to me alike by ancient ties, 
Demesnes, my prized paternal heritage. 
Cheddar I boast my own, to me and mine 
Still faithful proved; nor less I claim the vill, 
Chewton, o’er Mendip’s height, or opposite, 
Quantock’s vast range; or mid the marshy tracts 
And moors below, sweet with the scented flag, 
Where in past days [ urged the open chase, 875 
The purlieus of the royal vill, Wedmore: 
Burnham too, lodged beside the strand marine, 
Where rushing Parret opes his channel’d tide, 
Upon whose bank our own asylum lies. 
All these, and more, will glad protection yield 
To such as still prove loyal to their lord.” 


He said; yet looking round, the sovereign still 
Refrains not admiration, but adjoins : 


‘‘ How strange and wondrous seems your wild 
Thus in the paly moonlight half-disclosed ! [abode, 
May we yet ask you, of this lone retreat 885 
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And habitude of this your wilder’d life 8x6 
More to unfold to our astonish’d sight ; 
So differing from your former courtly home ?” 


Then Warwick’s peer replies: 
‘* My gracious liege, 

Even by day, but more through shadows dim 
Of the wan moon, these craggy cliffs, and wilds, 
And vaulty dens, feign'd some eld giant’s haunt, 
Almost impervious, are to stranger steps 
Perilous and unsafe : yet from this gorge, 
Nearer its yawning entrance as we pass, 95 
You shall behold what of our sheltering roofs 
Yields easiest access.” 

As he said, they turn, 
And tracing back their way, ere quite they leave 
The gulfy glen, up the cliff’s sloping side 
Brave Rohand and his bold attendant Guy 
Conduct the sovereign and his wondering train. 
Ascended now beside a lofty cave, 
Beneath its arching portal these with glimpse 
Of hasty awe look in, and as they mark 
The yet live embers of a fire decay’d, 
Couches of fern, brute animals at rest, 908 
With forage, and utensils spread around, 
The sovereign adds: | 

‘¢ Nobles, this hermit-cell, 

Or such as startled Fancy might indeed 
Present some fierce banditti’s harbour’d haunt, 
Is e’en more rude-romantic than our own.” 


Rohand replies : 

“‘ Oh! deem not these wild cliffs 
Our only home: other retreats we own, 
Throughout these tracts, both onward to the right, 
’Mong Banwell's shepherd-hills and haunted caves; 
And leftward along Mendip’s rifted heights, 920 
And by the tor of guarded Avalon; 
Or opposite, o’er Polden’s hilly range, 
Or o’er remoter Quantock’s dusky heights.” 


The sovereign looks surprize.—The chief pursues : 


‘‘ Here temporary refuge sole we seek, 

And brief, for instant guard, or prompt offence, 

If aught of violence or new assault 

The madden’d traitor haply may essay. 

But come, my liege: deign now to follow on, 929 
VOL, Iv. z 
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For we will quit this place, and you shall yet 930 
Witness our way of life, where I will lead 

Your welcome presence on to an abode, 

Strange haply e’en as this, where we depose 

More somewhat e’en*of wealth, and name our home: 
A scene, yet suiting well our wild employ, 
Endanger’d less than this, commodious more. 
There shall you share refreshment and repose, 
And I will yet exhibit other friends, 

At such discovery all made happy too. 
Follow—observe—and ask as yet no more.” 940 


So as the chieftain of the mountain-band 
Utter’d his charge mysterious, with prompt feet 
From out the jaws of that horrific pass 
Issuing, along the marge of Cheddar’s stream 
The throng proceeds and gains the rustic vill. 
Here as they quit with valediction kind 
The faithful guides, (known vassals of the King) 
Their future friendship he bespeaks, and ‘bids 
Not to despair or sink, but patient yield 
Their kindly office to each English friend,— 

In hope he may again in happier hour 

Their service claim, and in united host 952 
With better auspice lead to victory. 

For we have lived (he tells) to learn and prize 

The friendship of an honest, loyal heart, 

How poor soe’er, whose aid may save our life, 
Thro’ danger guide, and much dear service lend. 
Ere yet from Cheddar’s cottaged-street they part, 
By arches of its old embattled cross 

Kneels the whole group, there offering brief return 
Of gratitude for heaven's protective shield, 

While all with rapid orison invoke 

Its blessing on each future enterprize. 963 


Then leftward by the base of Mendip’s ridge, 
They turn, and by directive Rohand led 
(The strangers wondering whither, trusting still,) 
With eager haste through Draycott’s vill they glide, 
Thence hasting on through Rodney’s sylvan stoke, 
Sunk in a low ravine, yet whose descent 
O’erlooks afar the dusk and champain-moor. 
Then screen’d by wooded hills, they speed along 
Past rural Westbury’s low-tower’d fane. 


Declined the moon, yet still her westering orb, 
Broad and resplendent, seem’d to eye their steps, 
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As fast they glance below, near Mendip’s height, 
Watchful of every motion, every sound; 

And scan the glimmering landscape, as they may, 
To guard the stealth of any ambush’d foe.— 

Far o’er the horizon Glaston’s pointing tor 

Peer’d in their front, few nearer knolls beyond. 

Till by a sudden turn, at Rohand’s voice, 
Leftward their course up Mendip’s breast ascends ; 
Whea usher’d on through deep-embowering lanes, 
Soon Wokey’s clean white cots attract their gaze, 
Beside the margin of a green-cress’d stream, 
Whose gurgling murmur, as it purls along, 986 
The lonely hamlet cheers, while it adorns. 

Scarce had they pass’d the scatter’d village-bound 
Ere from the right, with sudden bend, they mount 
Across a green ascent, and cautious wind 

(Led by earl Rohand and his watchful band) 
Amid the shelter of a dingle-cove, 

Along the steep side of whose leftward bank 

Their slow walk climbs beneath impendent trees 
And drooping shrubs that fringe the wild approach. 
Deep underneath, within the sylvan dell, 

A rapid river flow’d with murmur loud. 

High rocks precipitous the moonbeams show’d 998 
Speck’d with wych-elms and dark projecting firs, 
Which there, thro’ gaping fissures strangely sprung, 
Had the romantic hollow scantly deck’d. 

So through the chequer’d scenery they glide, 

Half way up which their terrace-path inclines, 

Till they arrive where the grey mottled-cliffs, 
Meeting around, a barrier seem to form, 

That further access closed of humaa feet. 

Here, shut almost, the blue sky peer’d above, 
Where few oaks o’er the fronting precipice 
Lean’d, or the mountain-ash, with ivy dropp’d ;— 
Yet o’er the red edge of the leftward cliffs = 1010 
Some rarer patches of wild plantain hung, 

Or tangled canopy of elder boughs, 

Which just ’gan spread ia spring their leafy screen. 
The golden moonlight tinged the ruddy crags 
With tranquil ray, combining grace with awe, 

And soothed admiring curiosity. 


So as they gazed around, when thus they seem 
Led to the closure of the rocky glen, 
Lo! to the cliff’s low side, Earl Rohand’s self 
Approaching sole, a secret-fitted stone 
Draws slow aside, which to the sight reveals 1021 
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A natural portal arch’d, whose opening shew’d 
Like a dark chasin within the hollow rock. 

By such strange cavern’s mouth, earl Rohand then 
A signal whistle blows, at whose shrill call 
Prompt from within the subterranean cell 

A sentinel forth starts, who from his breast 
Seizing a screen that shades a taper’s flame 
Straight by its use lights many a sedgy torch, 
Disposed within. These at the chieftain’s beck, 
Not uttering then a word, (such mystery 

Not slightly awes the stranger-visitants, 
Recalling fables of the wonderous east) 1038 
The janitor to many a hand presents. 

Rohand first leads: the sovereign follows next: 
After, his train, beside their several guides. 

Down a low passage then of deep descent, 
Rocky and rude, in posture bow’d they creep, 
O’er rugged knobs, by care ill-scoop’d as steps 
To form a sunk approach, where yet of art 
Nought else was visible, for all beside 

With only Nature’s wonders gleam’d around. 
Thus through a curved and narrow avenue, 1048 
Bending, they toil, for half a furlong’s space, 
Whose long recess, but for their torches’ light, 
Were closed in darkness: still above their heads, 
(Frequent by those raised tapers’ flare discern’d,) 
Bats, strangely dangling, hung in torpid sleep. 
Till issuing from the dismal vestibule, 

At last into a high capacious vault 

They come, whose vasty and broad space allow’d 
Full liberty to eye the wondrous scene.— 

Nor ceased mute admiration then to dwell 

On the wild vision of that antre huge, 

Which shew’d like some stupendous magic hall 
In northern story feign’d, where giants baunt. 

On one hand, by the right, discern’d below 1057 
Less by dim light than by the murmuring noise 
That seem’d to rise as from a dark abysm, 

A sable river flow’d, like Acheron. 

But o’er the vast dimensions, dusk and drear, 
Dependent from the roof and sparry sides, 

(Sole by the lifted torch-light visible,) 

Strange figures hung, or upright seem’d to stand 
On watch, in posture various as in form: 
Concretions rude, projecting all around 

Of hues diverse, pellucid or opaque, 

By petrifactions framed of elder time. 

Chief among which, roused Fancy might discern 
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(Ere Rohand points tradition’s ancient tale) 1070 
The seeming Witch, whose mystic image there 
Shew’d Nature’s statue, by her own wild hand 

Of crystal form’d, or living alabaster. 

Her potent wand yet bound beneath her zone, 
The Sybil frown’d, as for some foul misdeed 

By instantaneous charm transfix’d to stone. 
Leftward, nor far remote, a native fount 

Of water, from the cavern’s craggy side, 
Transparent ’mid a sparry cistern well'd. 

Yet seem’d not then such statued shape grotesque 
The single inmate of this cavern’d hall ; 1081 
For scarcely by the passing train disturb‘d, 

Mid the vast chamber living menials moved ; 
Some toward the river; others to the fount, 
Where nature’s kindly care presents at band 

Her own refreshment of the clear, sweet lymph, 
Pour’d in the native vase, her genial work. 

These, casting a brief glance as on their lord, 

To the closed grot seem used, while to their hand 
Fires here and there, by woody fagots fed, 

Blazed high and bright, whose sudden-streaming glare 
Served thro’ deep glooin at times but more to shew 
The strange apartment. Lifted o’er the flame 1093 
On swords, or crossing spears, rude caldrons hung, 
With preparation for the needful meal. [spread 
By these, smooth hearths were strewn, and o’er them 
Baked cates that far diffused a fragrant smell : 
While on the ground seem’d hoarded victuals stored, 
Dead birds of game, or beasts of venison. 

Heap’d in the midst stood sheaves of unbeat grain, 
Destined for use remote: such as may long 
Suffice for food, or e’en with sprited cheer 

(So tells their guide) revive the toil-worn frame 

By drinks, which hands expert know thence to brew. 
Nor solely seem’d to menial-bands assign’d = 1105 
This hall; for here as in a room of guard,— 

(Its entrance, block’d at first by secret rocks, 
Next, whose dim avenue with narrow pass, 

With slight defence might ward a multitude,) 
Stalk’d ever to and fro a martial band 

Seeming as sentries, on such charge intent. 

These wonders past, (by Rohand’s self led on) 
Thence down an alley low the group descends, 
Till on another cave immense they burst, 

Seen instant such, for from its lofty dome 

A lamp dependent shone, by whose wan flame, 
That glimmering quiver'd through transparent spar, 
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The scene was visible, and shew’d below 1118 
At a huge table seated a grim crowd 

Of mailed persons, whose dark looks appear’d 
More sternly fierce, tinged with mysterious shade. 
The assembled throng, who from the stranger-train 
Then first attention drew, might seem to thought 
Amid that vault obscure, as old romance 

Fables banditti, or wild mountaineers 

Met io some midnight cell, or such as gleam 

The spectral spirits of another world. 


Rohand discern’d, instant at his known voice, 
As in obeisant homage to their chief, 1129 
All rise, while he to such observant band 
Presents the sovereign, thus among them come 
In very presence, visitant most strange, 

In all-unlook’d encounter late regain’d ; 
And brief exclaims: 

‘¢ Homage to this your King ! 
Saved from the death as ’twere by miracle, 
To join us and be our associate friend, 
Henceforth our royal chief. With him too come, 
See! princes, nobles, warriors, friends alike !” 


Immediate all in duteous reverence bend. 1140 
Then to the King in turn their leader tells, 
These are his comrades too, those other friends, 
Of whom he spoke, who share his wilder’d lot 
And brave alike each venturous enterprize : 
A knightly troop: thanes some, men brave and bold; 
E’en of the priesthood too some with them leagued, 
Exiles from Glastonbury’s ruin’d cells, 
Students and pilgrims thence, whose gallant hearts 
Prefer misfortunes, perils, death itself, 
In their lost country’s cause, to the base yoke 
Of foreign foes and Pagan slavery. 1151 


At such announcement, reigns renew'd amaze 
With joyous hope. The King io brief remarks ; 


‘* Strange is indeed this scene !—Of marvels new 

Seems here no end !” 
Scarce had these accents scaped, 

Ere issuing from the cavern’d troop, with air 
Meekly respectful, to the sovereign’s feet 
Approaches one, whose reverend countenance 
Soon as the King beheld, with kind embrace 
He o’er the bending figure leans, and hails —1161 
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With tender greeting, as a friend beloved, 1162 
Long lost and absent: Werbert, known before 

As Chester’s bishop, pride of Mercia’s state :— 
Who to the restless question of the King 
Answers, that after wanderings strange and woes 
Besetting every where religion’s sons, 

Begging support from humble cot to cot, 

Bare, reft of all save of his staff and robe, 

He reach’d the sheltering shrines of Avalon, 

But dwelt e’en there not long ere ruthless foes 
Doom’d the stripp’d fane to desolating fires, 

And scared in flight its harbour’d votaries: 1173 
Compell’d to league with bands of armed men 

For safety and subsistence; yet with hope 
Cherish’d, their country still to serve and save. 


So as he told, the King such holy man 
Raises, and thus with gentle words consoles. 


‘¢ Honour’d instructor of our former day, 
In this unsettled time no rank, no lot, 
Escapes the sorrows of humanity. 
But hope inspires, a happier prospect savas: 
Soon this dread storm of dark confusion pass’d, 1183 
All shall be peace, all to its proper sphere 
Of calm and fitted order be restored.” 


So as the monarch kindly said, beside 
His brother-prelate, strangely thus regain’d, (hand, 
Good Sighelm stepp’d; stretch’d cordial forth his 
With warm affection, when in place of words 
Each the glad meeting’s welcome speaks with tears. 


When to the sovereign and his watchful train 
The wild and novel scene allow’d a pause, 
Scarce for a moment to emotion’s claim 1193 
Could they from overpowering awe forbear 
On Nature’s ambient wonders still to gaze. 


An area vast the circling den appear’d, 
Obscure and drear, whose vaulted canopy 
Rose high in spiral cone, evading sight 
Thro’ murky gloom: yet from whose roof depend 
Inverted pinnacles, of fossils dropp’d 
Glistening with various tinct, of crystal some, 
Dusk agate, or cerulean stalactite. 
A hall it seem’d, whose space might hold with ease 
A multitude, and such as Fancy well 1204 
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Might deem the abode where in the ocean-depths 
Mermaids might meet amid their coral cells, 

Or fabled Tritons glide to feast and song. 

Nor fail’d the eye to note how mid the rocks 
That closed the bulging sides, columnar shapes 
Tower’d, interspersed, and (solely Nature’s work) 
Figures grotesque, and seeming statues, gleam’d ; 
’Mong which the guardian lion, prominent, 


Glared through the dusky wall, like Cerberus. 


Scarce less amazement rapt the gazing train 
To mark that sunk hall’s splendid garniture: 1215 
For o’er the table spi ead (not unobserved) 
Shone silvery vessels, beakers, goblets rich, 
And costly plate, of varied form and use ; 
While ranged along the cavern’s shelvy sides 
Seem’d hoarded riches, all-wnlook’d profused : 
Censers of silver, vases, gold patines, 
That in dim rays reflected smote the sight, 
Where’er the wandering eye its station changed. 


These Rohand to the startled King explains, 
As saved from Glastonbury’s ruin’d wreck, 
The scanty remnants of its hidden stores: 1226 
Such as prompt hands could hide in crypt or cell, 
Or under covert of concealing waves. 


They rest not here, for raising wonder new, 
Rohand (his wild abode to shew throughout) 
Bids yet to follow. Onward thence he leads, 
While bow’d between strict rocks, (by Nature’shand 
Low-arch’d above) again they darkly wind 
Through a connecting passage, craggy, deep, 
I}lumined solely by their tapers’ light, 
Until escaping thence, at last they come 
Within a third vast chamber, subterrene, 1237 
Sole by their torches’ flitting glare disclosed. 
As proud of so uncouth, yet safe, a home, 
This wonderous space earl Rohand to the King 
Points as the apartment where his warrior-band,— 
Fatigued with wanderings of the busied night 
That claims the labour of inverted day,— 
Refresh their hurried limbs in secret sleep. 
The lofty ceiling shew’d a dome-like cove, 
Of huge extent, arch’d with projecting crags ; 
But over ledges of the shelvy sides, 
That form’d recesses in the native wall, 
Couches of fern were spread, or wither’d leaves, 1249 
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The goat’s smooth fleece, or heaps of humble straw, 
Yet offering the tired frame serene repose. 


Dry was the sandy floor; while cool and sweet 
Through the wide chamber breathed refreshing air, 
And form’d as if by nature to allure 
With music of its murmur kindly rest, 

Along the cave a rapid river flow’d, 

Of water, crystal-clear, whose soothing lapse 

In echoes faint with liquid sound ran by. 1258 
The deep stream farther access barr’d beyond. 
Yet in such calm and shut recess, (where boasts 
Their chief, how soundly sleep their toil repays) 
Not sole were beds, but o’er its area’s space 

Tents too were stretch’d; and o'er them armourhung, 
Of shields, and spears, and battle-axes huge, 

With coats of mail: here too alike amass’d 

And glistening at each step through dubious gloom, 
Much spoil of wealth, which Rohand pointing tells 
Rescued with peril from the plundering foe, 

Eld treasures, reft from desolated halls, 

Or torn with sacrilege from abbey-fanes. 


Nor could the sovereign, of so strange retreat 1271 
Noting the fashion, purpose, and extent, 
Refrain exclaim : 
‘‘ You shew me wonders here 
Beyond belief or fancy ; nor could thought 
In most excursive mood devise a spot 
More for concealment apt and safe escape.” 


Pleased as earl Rohand hears the monarch's praise, 
Thoughtful he straight responds : 
‘‘ Repair we now 
Hence to our needful meal; and deign, my liege, 
Novel howe’er such fare to royalty, 1282 
To share refreshment of our homely cell.” 


So as he said, back to the middle cave 
(Their single hall of banquet) Rohand leads. 
There by the table’s centre, underneath 
The pendent sparry lamp, with what of state 
And festal honour their scant means allow, 
They seat the King below the glimmering dome, 
Which with a smile the monarch, as he eyes, 
Tells he may deem a jewel’d canopy. 
The nobles near (the sovereign’s martial train 
And fond compeers) at such his cheerful words 
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Amid delight are with emotion touch’d, 1204 
That to the eye bids spring affection’s tear, 

To mark the playful ease and temper’d grace 
With which the King, toss’d in so lorn distress, 
Takes and endures it all; in other breasts 

Infusing of itself (nor needing words) 

Like inward hope and boastless fortitude, 

Such as support and calm the monarch’s own. 


Rise from the board the rest, as to attend 
With homage meet the sovereign, but nathless 
Himself, with condescension kind, bids sit 1304 
The courtly train, and gracious to his side 
Calls Warwick’s earl, as host and lord of the feast. 
Proud of their royal and the princely guests, 
Most of the cavern’s troop attend around, 
Few seated, and with duteous service wait. 
Scarce needs the willing courtesy of all 
Rohand's incentive voice, who yet excites 
His active band with welcome best to hail 
Their monarch’s coming and recovery ; 
Seeming as if from death to life restored, 
Or as to earth some kindly angel deign’d 
To cheer and gratulate their lonesome cell. 1316 
Nor were the voluntary pages few, 
While the glad troop before the sovereign set 
With emulous zeal their stored provision’s fare ; 
The steaming flesh of deer from open downs, 
Or sheep that browse the hills and fragrant heaths, 
Wild fowl! from neighbouring fens, with added prize 
The cheese of Cheddar, rich from juicy moors, 
The sovereign’s own domains and favour’d seat, 
Wrought by the hands of his loved tenantry ; 
Or from famed Parret’s green luxuriant meads. 
These, borne on silvery vessels, deck’d the board, 
Wealth now their own, in dangerous contest won, 
Such as late graced the stately abbot’s pomp, 
Or nobles, banish’d in compulsive flight. 1330 
Nor wanted too refreshing draughts: beside 
The crystal water of the cavern’s fount, 
The juice of grain, by the cave’s inmates brew’d ; 
Nor e’en was missing unexpected wine, 
(Spoil gain’d from foes) while Rohand thus with glee 
Utters the frankness of his generous heart. 


‘‘Scantis our stock, liege sovereign, yet your grace 
Will wine not sdeign, whose cellar is the rock, 
Cool’d in the crystal stream that glides below. 1339 
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Wild is our way of life, yet all we have 1340 
To cheer our monarch’s presence, sure is his, 
With every heart’s devotion: what we want 
In means, or act, his goodness will forgive.” 


Yet to adorn their table, wanted not 
E’en here the wassail-bowl, or cups of gold 
Emboss’d with foliage rare and sculptured wreaths, 
Fill’d with spiced ippocras, (their cavern’s store) 
That to their supper lent a courtly air. 
Nor after fail’d the joyous minstrelsy 
Of willing song, sole, or by student hands _— 1350 
Mingled with sweet touch of the harp or flute ; 
Which many an echo through the vaulted cells 
In strange responsive harmony return’d. 


Much is the sovereign with the wild repast 
Regaled and pleased ; yet by the novel scene 
Held all the while in pleasure, blent with awe. 


Brief converse now succeeds, which thus the 

Leads graceful on: [King 
‘¢ Methinks, kind host, this life 

Must needs to you, used to so different mode, 1360 
Appear moststrange! These rocks and sparry caves, 
(Though from detection and pursuit of foes 
Yielding a refuge inaccessible) 
Present a home, to Warwick’s former lord 
Widely contrasted with its courtly halls. 
Yet ’mid their loss, and gloom of banishment, 
Not without comfort and enlivening cheer.” _ 


Bows Warwick’s earl, as with the joyous mien 
Charm’d of his royal guest, and adds in few: 


‘Lorn though our life may be, my gracious liege, 
Beset with perill’d snares, believe, at times = 1371 
We own some happy moments even here.” 


Touch’d with his generous air, the King return’d : 


‘We know alike, taught by our own mischance, 
That splendour not induces happiness, 
(Since the staid mind can meet the worst extreme) 
But yet from state (our former nurture’s wont) 
To sink to lowest pass, to houseless need, 
Must sure at times surprize, affect, the heart.” 
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Pausing, he gazed around; then mutely sat, 
As if in thought immersed, yet gently adds: 


‘‘ But all share troubles now; and proof we gain, 
(If glean’d not earlier) that condition none 
Of birth, rank, riches, power, exalt a man 
Above misfortune’s reach, or doom of change, 
The lot and portion of humanity. 
Poor is our own home too, perhaps than this 
Less drear and rude, since not in cavern’d gloom 
We singly hide, but open to the sun, 
And heaven’s breath, we in our rustic life 1390 
Mingle the sylvan and the pastoral.” 


Straight answer'd Warwick’s peer : 
‘‘ Our habits here, 
Your grace discerns, ill answer youthful hopes. 
But strange disorders make as strange events 
Seem common, and the course of every day, 
What else related, might surpass belief.” 


‘‘ Deign, noble host, (the sovereign straight pur- 
Yet more to satisfy our curious ear, [sues) 
And tell what fancy must imperfect leave 1400 
Of your wild life the general habitude, 

Which needs must be most rare and venturous ; 
Yet, as we mark, not void of blessed use 
To our afflicted country’s friends and cause.” 


Instant with pride, the cavern’s chief return’d: 


‘¢ Not outlaws, or marauding plunderers, 
Ourselves we hold, though haply such we seem, 
Blending the robber’s with the warrior’s name, 

At times, the goatherd’s, or lone mountaineer’s. 
Our rapine we deem innocent, since won 1410 
By rescue back from grasp of prowling foes, 
Whose sateless pillage gorges what is ours, 

Or robs our friends. Their right, they say, is war. 
Such then to us confers like privilege. 

Issuing by night from our mysterious dens, 

Like ghosts, we steal through glimpses of the moon, 
Bent on undeem’d assault; or lurk in wait 

With ambush to surprize or intercept 

The foe abroad where’er occasion tempts. 

Oft has success our venturous efforts crown’d. 
Then instant our recover’d spoils we bear 

With a celerity that blinds pursuit 1422 
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To our still-varied and secure retreats. 1423 
While o’er the country as we fleet away, 
Fire-signals known communication spread 

Among our friends, to mark our flight and watch. 
The wealth we win, within our secret holds 

We screen and save, for its true owners kept, 
And deem no harm its intermediate use.” 


‘« Strange is the tale, (the observant King replied) 
Though somewhat of its chances we ourselves 
Might glean abroad, since from our lone abode 
Those fires drew forth our own excited quest. 1438 
But, venturous heroes, most my wonder wakes, 
How from besetting fury ye have scaped. 

Unfold the manner, for the prosperous chance 
Boldness proclaims not less than stratagem.” 


Instant brave Rohand with glad air resumes : 


‘¢ Unknown, or deem’d the spirits of these wilds, 
While wonder tracks our steps, with fresh surprize 
We rush to distant scenes, and there alike 
Inflict new vengeance on the startled foe. 

If thus we punish waste, and robbery, 14438 
Defend from wrong, or rescue captive friends, 
From such the only ransom we require 

Is their own company our lot to share: 

A boon, accepted oft with gratitude. 

"Tis thus we have increased our band of friends, 
And through the country spread a gleam of hope.” 


Eager the King adjoins: © 
‘* Success so proud, 
How perilous soe’er the excitement prove, 
Must needs of glad sensation not be void, 
Still breathing hope and cheerful augury.” 1454 


Elate, the noble Rohand straight replies : 


‘We rest not here, but glow with hope to gain 
Yet other friends; him most, the object dear 
Of our prime search, Somerset's rightful earl, 
To me allied, but scarce by this brave band 
For acts of generous kindness less beloved, 
Good Rayner, absent now, and lost too long ; 
Fled hence, or hid, (not slain, we fondly trust) 
Though his domains and ancient forts, the pride 
Of this his native province, be usurp’d 1464 
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By a vain traitor, who assists the foe 1465 
With hired revolt and honour’d treachery. 

Such hope, such purpose, and alert employ 
Busies in constant task our various troop. 

And sure, my liege, how rude soe’er our home, 
Yet here in secret screen’d from storms without, 
Amid the general hazard and alarm, 

We find it sweet. Here freedom still is ours, 
Nor bear we yet, as slaves, the Pagan yoke. 

Still this poor harbour’s covert we enjoy, 

And Cheddar’s sheltering cliffs, when we recal, 
To-morrow’s venture may behold us stretch’d 1476 
Corses in dubious conflict, and how brief 

May be the cheerful courtesy we share. 

The life yet left us still we strive to prize, 

Not by slight danger daunted ; active still, 

We feel our spirits buoy’d with springing hope, 
By every fresh success but cherish’d more.” 


To him with words of gracious cheer the King: 


‘‘ Heroic hearts ! such spirits as your own 
In this dark hour of peril and despair 
Our bleeding country needs, which can infuse 
Comfort and courage in her fainting breast. 1487 
From such small germ and seed shall follow soon 
The fairest blossoms and unvalued fruits. 
Exercised by affliction, and thus train’d 
To higher deeds, a providential care 
Reserves you our fond meditation’s hope 
Soon to achieve—our country yet to save. 
Your past good fortune shall but lead to new. 
Not the brave Rayner only, but, methinks, 
Your native Mercians shall such care reward. 
Our efforts too shall with your own be blent, 
And through such union we may yet regain 1498 
Friends, now estranged, bound thus in happy league 
Of reconcilement to the common cause. 
What shall forbid, but that your influence kind 
And mediation may essay to win 
E’en the lost Kenwulph, (Mercia’s hapless King) 
Back to the ranks of duty, long forsook ?” 


‘‘Such be our hope then, (Warwick’s peer re- 
As if delighted with his sovereign’s praise) [plies, 
For hence we seem to discipline and war 
Inured, and prompt for other enterprize, 

Whate’er its scope that a just leader claims. 1509 
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Our knowledge of the country we extend, 1510 
The foe’s designs we overwatch, and check ; 
Expect with punishment condign to crush 

The proud Hianfrid, foil his treasonous snares, 
Shame foul revolt, embody forces new : 

Our outposts and communication spread, 

Improve our weak resources, every day 

Acquiring added power and ampler aids, 

With faith restored and rising confidence.” 


Grateful, the King responds : 1519 
‘Oh! patriot-friends, 
How to your noble ardour swells our own !— 
With you united, what results shall spring ? 
This happy auspice opens but the track 
To future victory, and proud glory’s goal, 
And shews our kingdom’s full deliverance. 
Union and steady fortitude awhile, 
No less in action than in sufferance, 
Are all we need. Soon shall an equal power, 
Answering endeavour, with the foe contend, 
And all we bope be in bright triumph won !” 


Rohand, enraptured, hears such high presage, 
While patriot fervour throbs in every breast. 
Then soon, with waked regard and fond compare 
The host in turn enquires : 1534 

‘‘ But, gracious liege, 
Vouchsafe alike to tell us, where yourself 
So long have ’scaped detection ; by what art, 
In what unthought concealment or disguise, 
You too from treason’s snares and quest of foes 
Have screen’d a life, to ruin’d England’s need 
And her firm friends, of value passing name ?” 


To question such of friends, esteem’d so true 
With instant frankness answers then the King. 


‘‘ A theme and field of wonder too has seem’d 
Our own escape: the refuge where we hide 1545 
Lorn almost as your own, albeit, perhaps, 

Less savage wild: ourselves in sheltering woods 
And the green circuit of a little isle, 

Not distant far from these secluded rocks, 

Have found of late an undisturb’d abode. 

There in the company of faithful friends, 

Not sole this noble train, (your present guests) 
Havewatch’dwith us each chance of prosperous hope, 
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But others, martial less; the good and sage,— 
Our sainted Adulph,—guide of England’s flock, 
The sacred Plegmund,—classic Erigen, 

Kind Asser,—prelates of famed Lindisfarne ;— 
With these too saved, some gifted sons of song: 
Nor wonder, when we tell, graced females too 
There cheer and bless our lorn society.” 


So as he utter’d, in the attending band, 
Most in earl Rohand’s look, woke pleased surprize. 
When instant with glad air the King pursued. 1563 


‘‘ Thither we hope yourselves, with welcome true, 
Will soon accompany our own return, 
And see our humble home. We thus shall blend, 
And there may best mature in leisure sweet, 
Our means and apt resources, there decide 
Concert of future action. There what cheer 
We can is yours. There haply you will meet 
Friends, who, methinks, prize and respect you well, 
To some too in this presence not unknown: 
One, whom thyself once witness’d Mercia’s Queen, 
No stranger in thy Warwick’s festive halls, 
Our honour’d sister :—and her fallen state 1576 
Pleased to accompany in generous train, 
Graced ladies of the land, high in degree, 
Who will your dear recovery greet with joy.” 


Bends Warwick’s peer, as with such courtesy 
Of his loved sovereign charm’d to prompt assent. 


‘‘ But, noble host, (continues straight the King, 
As with enquiring mien he gazed around) 
Naming the fair, our solace as our pride, 

My own awaked remembrance bids me ask, 
Where stays your loved Felicia, here not seen, 
That beauteous daughter, praise of every tongue ? 
Her I would fain believe yet safe, in health, 1587 
Though not, it seems, within this cave bestow’d,— 
A scene too wild for grace so delicate. 

Say, that she lives; wherever seen, admired, 

And prized no less; though haply sharing too 

Her sire’s distress, yet (may we hope) disposed 

In some kind guardian care, whose gentle sort 
May better suit her rank and quality ?” 


x 


By such remembrance touch’d, with grateful mien 
The doting father, Warwick’s peer, replied. 1596 
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‘“‘ Thanks, gracious monarch, for such mention kind. 
Pause with us but awhile for needful rest. 
Then with you I, and a selected band, 
Gladly will visit your secluded home; 
And in our way, ere quite we part, myself 
May show you yet my fawn—that daughter dear, 
Thus honour’d by her sovereign’s memory. 
She, kind and good, her father’s banishment 
Attended, and his fallen fortunes shared 
Through sufferings, ill befitting her degree. 
She was the solace that my woes sustain’d. 1607 
With me she staid, till scenes too boisterous-rude 
Of troubled danger, whence herself with life 
Scarce scaped, save for this gallant Guy's defence, 
From our adventurous haunts her own remove 
Made fitter. Then through care of this good man, 
Werbert, (who, fled from Glaston’s ruin’d fane, 
Had joion’d our troop,) by his instruction kind 
We for my daughter found a safe retreat; 
Where still, I trust, she bides, secure and hid, 
In quiet more than this wild den may yield.” 


With earnest kindness interjoins the King: 1618 


‘‘ Her we can with us bear (if you so deign) 
To share the shelter of our sylvan home, 
And solace meet of female company ; 
Who her mild worth recal, with honouring love.” 


Bows the fond sire, as if with grateful sense. 


Then Werbert, Chester’s prelate, honour’d man, 
Who, seated near, had mark’d with pleased surprize 
The King’s relation, fondly interjoins 
His own enquiry of those former friends, 

(His loved compeers in days of happier peace,) 
The venerable Plegmund, Mercia’s pride, 1629 
Whose studious piety was native there, 

The sacred Adulph, known in Glaston’s cells, 
The travell’d scholar, far-famed Erigen, 
Menevian Asser, won from David’s see, 

And exiled pastors of the wasted north. 

He asks himself to join the parting band, 

To see and greet once more so valued train. 
Such fond appeal the sovereign mild admits, 
Indalging instant with assent benign. 


Roused expectation of departure near 1639 
VOL. IV. AA 
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Fires now each bosom, blent with eager joy, 1640 
And wonder at their fortune’s contrast strange. 


Charm’d with such converse, when the kind regale 
Had nature’s wants refresh'd, long vigil past 
’Gan now make welcome thoughts of needful rest. 
The attentive Rohand, of the cavern’d cell 
Chieftain and guide, invites the meet repose ; 
And straight the sovereign to the cavern leads, 
Allotted to the claim of genial sleep. 
Here passing pallets, spread of wither’d fern 
Along the ledges of the shelvy rock, 1650 
He guides the royal stranger to a tent 
On the mid area's floor, and shews within 
A truckle-bed, whose structure light befits 
The martial camp: then with a smile remarks : 


‘¢ To such a couch as this, in earlier day, 
Methinks, your majesty is not unused, 
When war has call’d you to the bloody field, 
Spread haply in a scene less wild than this, 
Ope to the broad air; the blue sky your roof. 
Thus now, my liege, we lodge, and snatch brief rest. 
Our horses, screen’d in buts and thickets round, 
Seem but belonging to the rustic swains : 1662 
While we to sleep devote the dangerous day, 
Made now our night, and season of repose. 
Forgive our scanted means: for, gracious liege, 
Here you may rest secure, since now abroad 
The sun must nearly gild the dawning east.” 


The sovereign, ere he enter, gazes round, 
Scarce hesitating. Straight his host adjoins : 


‘‘ Doubt not meet guard; for while you calmly rest, 
Near you shall sentinels pace soft on watch; 
Alike in front by the cave’s opening pass : 1672 
Men, in their King’s defence despising death. 

No need to rise, till our bestirring troop 

Shall with their wakeful call denote our morn 
Begins with twinkle of eve's earliest star ; 

Or when the moon, become our changeful sun, 
Lifts her broad orb above these shadowy cliffs. 
Recruited for new enterprize, a train 

Select of mine shall then with duteous zeal 

Escort your steps back to your sylvan home, 
Whose site and track we thus shall surest know.” 
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With cordial trust and frank-extended hand, 1683 
The sovereign owns such friendly courtesy ; 
Then with mark’d notice his rude bed admires. 
For to adorn the monarch’s purposed couch, 
Kind hands had o’er it hung wild wreaths of flowers, 
The vernal cowslip, and the rose of prime; 
Shedding fresh fragrance through the dusky air, 
Which still dim-glimmering tapers wide illumed. 


Such care too for each other noble guest 
Alike the generous Rohand points around. _—1692 


Then quitting his kind host with thanks and smiles 
The sovereign soon beneath the cavern’s dome, 
Lull'd by the murmur of the stream below, 

Sinks in embraces of refreshing sleep. 


Now by what time abroad the sinking sun 
Purpled the west, and following with soft stealth, 
Calm twilight over nature’s blooming face 
Had drawn her pearly veil, till duskier eve 
Beckon’d on Hesperus with glittering urn 
To shed its gold light o’er increasing shades, 

The hidden tenants of the cavern’d vault 1708 
Rise from their stilly beds, with strength revived, 
To greet the business of their mystic morn. 


Brief stay impatient eagerness allows 
Or for repast, or aught of further stop, 
But straight with needful arms equipp’d, a band 
Elect by their brave leader,— gallant Guy, 
With favour’d friends, the bravest and the best, 
(Most students sped from sacred Avalon) 
’Mong these too Werbert, his desire indulged,— 
Attend the sovereign and his stranger-train. 1713 


The lonely grot they quit with cautious step, 
And passing Wokey’s hamlet still, descend . 
Swift down the hill’s slope side. Before their sight, 
Soon Glastonbury’s lofty tor appears, 

Dimly aspiring in the starry air. [tracts, 
Straight toward that mark, oer moory champain 
Through bye-ways lone, by watchful Rohand led, 
Their course they urge. Avoiding peopled towns, 
They turn aside from Wells’ cathedral seat, 

And leftward leave the palace-towers, and fane 
Whose stately pile the royal Ina rear’d, 

Where his own honour’d relics yet repose. 1725 
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But from such hallow’d precincts as they pass, 1726 
Werbert recals with sighs, how late the foe 

These shrines and holy altars has profaned 

With sacrilegious spoil and wasting fires. 


The band thence onward with excursive feet 
Cross the spread country between swelling knolls, 
Avalon’s tor still nearing on the view. 


Silent and lone appear’d the solemn scene. 
Now ’gan the night advance in swift career 
The sandals of her starry-studded feet, 1735 
And scarcely had the planet’s open’d beams 
That gemm’d the tresses of her masked brow, 
Disclosed the certain way, had not the moon 
Now o’er the deep horizon rear’d her globe, 
Till high in heaven with queen-like majesty 
She smiled effulgence o’er the grateful earth. 


Cheer’d were the travellers: yet while they speed 
After their leader’s guidance, prudent he, 
Oft pausing, gazes round, nor meet alarm 
Conceals, lest lurking ambush of the foe 1745 
Surprize with new assault, or track their course. 
Yet calm, serene, the observant Rohand knows 
With coolest valour danger’s front to meet. 


Thus haste they forward in expectant awe, 
Unconscious whither, but remarking sole 
The track their guide conducts :—in silence too 
They move :—no voice, or needless question, checks 
Waked vigilance, or by its sound betrays. 


Sole with low-utter’d tone, the King reminds: 


‘* Forget not fair Felicia, whom again 1755 
We long to greet, and yield a sheltering home : 
Her let us pass, where’er the journey tends.” 


The sire in few returns : 
‘“* Come on, my liege, 
Nor ask me whither yet, but where I lead, 
Deign only now to follow and observe, 
Obeying him awhile, whom you command. 
So shall you yet of our strange life’s events 
More wonders see, where all is marvellous.” 


He said, and hastes along. Advance the rest, 
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Expectant,what new mystery shall ensue. 1766 


With fresh-aroused suspense the train proceeds, 
Till their approaching feet now pause below 
Glaston’s high tor, rear’d on the peaked hill 
Whose turret-fort and oratory there 
Asks, as in heaven, its Michael’s angel-guard. 
Yet all around, their ken may nought discern 
Of dubious stir: for desert silence seem’d 
Here too alike to reign, unless at times 
Some lonely pilgrim broke from screening shades, 
And slunk from sight of doubted man away; 1776 
Or if some solitary traveller cross’d 
The common path, who, question’d, sole repeats 
The wonted fame of dangerous foes abroad. 

The silent town they not disturb, now hush’d 

Io night’s repose; but like a bandit-horde, 
Creeping on secret enterprize of stealth, 

By Rohand first led on, (while to his side 
Werbert now prompt steps forth, and at his beck 
The sacred Sighelm, both once inmates here) 
Their feet, as check’d by holy reverence, 
Approach the stately Avallonian pile; 1787 
From pristine time rear’d on the spot, where first 
Arimathéan Joseph deign’d to fix 

(Attracted to this isle) his gracious rest; 

Since honour’d through the lapse of many an age, 
As Britain’s earliest temple, vow'd to Christ. 


Silent was all, while o’er the mighty pile 
The full-orb’d moon effused her radiance pure, 
And as with grace celestial deck’d the scene. 


As yet unknowing wherefore, but led on 
By Rohand, who casts round a cautious look, 
Withio an area vast of closed precinct 1898 
Slowly they tread o’er consecrated ground, 
And through the abbey’s cemetery pass 
Where sepulchred from elder time in tombs 
Or stony pyramids, a world of saints, 
Martyrs, kings, nobles, heroes, sleep in death. 
They pause, and rapt in wondering awe, survey 
The exterior of the massy fabric, rear’d 
Along a shadowy space, whose dim extent 
Scarce with far glance the wilder’d eye contain’d. 
Gigantic buttresses in range upheld 
The lofty walls, with hoary crosses crown’d, 
Turrets and pinnacles, and sculptured shapes, 1610 
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In niches set on pedestals aloft, 1811 
By many an arching window high disjoin’d ; 
Magnificent, though desolate, for fires 

Had blazed through the disrupted roof, and left 
Plain vestiges of ruin which bespoke 

The recent havoc of the Pagan foe. 

All was not fallen, for of the structure huge 

Much yet unharm’d remain’d ; one mighty tower 
Dark’d the spread centre: while on either hand 
Fair marble shafts the broken arches propp'd 

O’er all the northern side, discern’d along 
Through varying shadows of the pale moonlight, 
From Joseph’s sainted chapel on the west 1823 
To the perspective of the distant east. 


Beside a lofty arch, whose portal vast 
Fronted the north, ope to the winds of heaven, 
Rohand, who foremost leads, with whispering breath 
And look intensely anxious, as if now 
More agitated by awaked alarm, 
(Finger upon his lip) the wondering train 
Adjures to silence and observant heed, 
Lest hid within the interior of the fane, 
Which hence he purposes their steps shall trace, 
Some fatal ambush may in secret lurk, 1884 
Whose fierce assault may sudden interrupt 
The purpose that must here their sight repay. 
Regretting then how ill such act beseems 
Fit entrance on so sacred edifice, 
He bids each martial follower draw his sword, 
And pry with strictest vigilance, while through 
The structured pile they quest with wary feet 
Betrayal to forefend or treachery. 
Then he bids follow. With intent suspense, 
Expectant of some coming mystery, 
None of alarm devoid, they enter now 1845 
The inner precincts of the mighty fane. 


Suddenly burst upon the astonish'd view 
The stately fabric’s area grand, whose space, 
Cruciform, scarcely could the startled eye 
Jn one swift glance abrupt, for awe, contain. 
Forward some paces stepp’d, in its mid len 
They stood, and gazed on either hand, both where 
Far on the right dim-seen, as if to form 
Of that expansive cross the pedestal, 
A chapel oped, beyond a lofty areh 
That spann’d almost the huge cathedral’s breadth : 
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Or leftward, where above ascending steps 1857 
The fretted sacristy with richest art 

And matchless grandeur closed the eastern choir. 
High over this its gorgeous window peer'd. 

In hallow’d light the scene was visible 

Partly from lustre of the hovering moon, 

That stream’d obliquely through the shatter’d roof, 
But chief where panes of many-colour’d tinct 
Threw trembling radiance o’er the marbled floor, 
And to the tranced gaze show’d pillar'd shrines, 
Arches, and carved stalls innumerable. 

Nearer the spot by which the strangers stood, 1868 
A transept wide dissects the pile’s extent, 
Breaking its dim and else continuous length 

To form that emblem of the Saviour’s cross, 

In duteous memory of the Christian name. 

The watchful Rohand seems to bend his look 
Chief toward the distant chapel on the west; 

On it, as if absorb’d in solemn awe, 

He fixes most attent, and by his mien 

Seems thither only anxious to proceed. 

Yet ere he that way turn, with prying look 

O’er the main body of the nave obscure 1879 
His steps advance, while near him clings the band, 
First leftward turning through the lengthen’d aisles, 
Among whose cluster’d shafts and niches bigh 
Dim oriel-windows, frequent-pass'd, disclose 

With fainter light the mural monuments, 

Statues of sculptured grace and imaged shrines 

Of porphyry, with legend-scrolls o’erhung, 

Still richly dight, though stripp’d of gems and gold, 
Whose mutilated forms and plunder’d wealth 
Bespoke the Pagan sacrilege and spoil. 

At every step held in alarm’d suspense, 

Thro’ the broad transept’s space, its chapel-cells, 
Recesses dim, and chair’d confessionals, 1892 
Duskly discover’d in the lunar beam, 

They eye with ken inquisitive, to note 

If perill’d ambuscade there lurking hide. 

They leave no lonely covert unexplored, 

Yet nought may there discover. Silent all 

And drear, sole desolation’s traces made 

More awful-wild the ruin’d solitude. {bound, 
These precincts scaon’d, beyond the transept’s 
The marble stair’s wide terrace next they mount — 
Upon a loftier level’s spreading base, 

And pass amid the choral sanctuary, 

Magnificent with grace that mock’d the tongue. 1904 
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Here full to sight the eastern window blazed 1905 
With glory strange and mingled hues of heaven, 
Which fair display’d the vaulted roof above, 
Radiant with orient splendour, and below 
On either hand the sculptured seats superb, 
Like thrones, beseeming sacred majesty. 
But amid these, conspicuous over all 
On steps upraised, full in the solemn light 
Rose the high altar, lustrous still, though stripp’d 
By foreign foes of gemm’d adornments rare, 
Gifts of successive Kings, whose bounteous zeal 
Had vied its honour’d treasures to bedeck. = 1916 
Behind and overhead aloft extoll’d, 
Fronting the various beam, gold tubes aspired 
O’er the carved screen, and crown’d its column’d 
From whence celestial music wont to swell. [height, 
‘Though much so peerless beauty was defaced 
By vestiges of sacrilegious flames, 
Enough remain’d to fix the taken soul 
In mute amaze, and lift on pious wing, 
As with unearthly grandeur’s sight sublimed 
To mix with spirits of another sphere. 
Still cautious of surprize, each secret nook 
With prying quest they note, lest any spot = 1928 
Screen brooding danger. While absorb’d in awe, 
Thus o’er the hallow’d place they gaze around, 
At the high altar’s foot with pointing band 
The watchful Werbert the King’s notice draws 
Jo bated accent to the spot revered, 
Where royal Arthur's saved remains repose ; 
Hither from Camlan’s fatal conflict borne, 
(His country’s pride) and here by careful hands 
Conceal’d in earth of honour’d Avalon, 
Embalm’d in vying songs of British bards, 
With passport to eternal memory : 
Sole by his sorrowing country deem’d removed 
By Merlin’s art to some enchanted cave 1941 
Of faéry land, thence yet to reappear.— 
Alike too by the royal martyr’s feet, 
Chester’s sage prelate points the sepulchre 
Where sleeps fair Guenever, his Queen renown’d. 
At mention of which monarch, while beside 
His tomb thus led, the pensive Alfred sighs, 
Remembering Asser’s former prophecy ; 
Then adds: 

“‘ When we too sleep, as soon we shall, 
In mouldering dust, may yet some generous act, 
Achieved for our dear country, yield us hope 1952 
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Sull with her great and good to blend our name! ” 


Thusas they paused, nought the hist silence broke, 
That might denote the ambush which they fear'd ; 
And sole the throb of solemn reverence 
Thrill’d every bosom in this hallow’d place. 

Then following watchful Roband, as they tread 
With cautious pace, back through the vacuous length 
Of the broad fane, they circumspect retire 

On to the lone cathedral’s western bound. 

Still with unabated eagerness they gaze, 

While Rohand, as he moves, at every step 1963 
Seems but aroused to more intense alarm 

Of foreign, or more fatal treasonous foes. 

On the dusk side, fronting the northern gate, 

They mark another portal vast, alike 

Ope to the common air, that shows beyond 

(As through its yawning entrance here they spy) 
An outer court dispread, whose area’s square 
Appears with pillar’d cloisters close immured, 
And structures apt for studious votaries : 
Convents, and oriel cells, and pointed halls, 

Aad airy walks, and wide refectories : 

But all seem’d vacant, lone, and desolate, 1975 
Since hence its studious, holy habitants 

Had all now fled in terror and dismay 

From raging foes and ruin’s plundering waste. 


To melancholy impulse while he yields, 
Such dreary view, contrasted with the past, 
From pious Werbert draws this brief lament. 


“Oh! hallow’d spot! once with the presence graced 
Of Patrick, as of David, (pilgrim-saints 
Of Erin, as of Britain, nurtured here) 
Sunk is thy glory now, and honour’d use, 1985 
Sharing alike religion’s fated fall ! 
Scared are thy sacred sons, dispersed in fear 
From murderous Pagans, who convert thy shrines 
To worship of their bloody deities. 
Desert are now thy courts, and mute the bell 
That rung the charitable call, which drew 
To yonder gate of thy stored almonry 
The crowding poor to bless thy bounteous care | ”’ 


The site forlorn not further they explore, 
But o’er the marble pavement swift retrace 
The arching aisles of the capacious nave, 1996 


362 KING ALFRED. 


Though much by devastation’s hand profaned, 1997 
Still gorgeous in untold magnificence. 


Scarce could the mind, in trepidation strange, 
(Wild danger still seem'd present to the thought) 
Forbear deep admiration of the scene: 

Till as he gazes, utters thus the King. 


“© New wonders still you ope, if these may prove 
Part of your secret haunts and lone retreats ; 
Though of another kind. At first, you show’d 
Nature’s own scenes sublime, wherein ye found 
Among her cliffs and caves a savage home. 2007 
Here is art’s grandeur, and solemnity 
Of human work, that in such fabric owns 
Man’s homage to his Maker, such as breathes 
Religious awe, and fills with thoughts of heaven. 
If aught of hoped concealment lead you here, 
This huge pile’s labour’d cells more sacred seem, 
Contrasted with the wildness we have left, 

While e’en such lone and ruin’d solitude 
The night’s pale stillness makes more awful too. 
Haunt you this spot for shelter’d privacy ?” 


Straight Rohand answers: 2018 
‘Yet scarce urge us why 
Hither we lead your not undevious steps. 
Wait but a moment. When ourselves we mark 
More safe, this visit’s purpose shall appear.” 


As on they pass beneath the vaulted roof 
Along the pillar’d aisles, in pensive mood 
Observant Werbert utters thus his plaint. 


«© Ab! what was once in this deserted place 
Ancient magnificence, and solemn rites, 2027 
Beseeming sanctity of such a scene ! 

When all the assembled Avallonian bands, 
Religion’s votaries, to yon altar’s foot, 

In long procession pour’d their buadreds forth, 
With state august, as of a regal train, 

Or clad in robes of white, like angels walk’d.” 


He stopp’d, gazed wistful round, then thus resumed. 
‘* Here at the midnight mass, or vesper hour, 


A thousand tapers this high roof illumed, 
And through the temple, to bis service vow'd, 2087 
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Transcendant pomp, to nature’s author due, 2038 
Proclaim’d his worship, as the service high 

That woke of piety the glow divine 

Invoked the favouring ear of Deity. 

Then music, as of heaven, the chorus swell’d, 
Breaking the sacred silence sole with hymns, 

And anthems sweet, and echoed orison. 

While fumes of myrrh, and incense (as of old 
From eastern magi) rose with fragrance bland 

In sign of adoration, such as earth 

May from its humble habitants retura. 

Now silent all and desolate, no song 2049 
Or of the vesper or the matin watch 

From these dear precincts, honour’d still, ascends. 
But dreary havoc reigns, and all around 

Frighted Religion mourns her banishment ! ” 


Thus pass they o’er the temple’s long extent, 
Till (of its emblem’d cross the pedestal) 
The chapel they approach, far-famed, that holds 
Arimathéan Joseph’s hallow’d tomb. 
Ere through the lofty portal-arch, that form’d 
Its entrance ope, the stranger group advance, 
Their leader pauses, as if here on watch 2060 
With more intense alarm. His paler mien 
Betray’d the agitation of his breast. 
Anxious, he looks around, as to assure 
No ambush hid, or observation near, 
Save only of his own entrusted train. 
He bids tread softly for more caution’s sake. 
Lone and unoccupied all here too seem’d. 
Mute then within the consecrated site 
Venturing they penetrate, nor could awhile 
The matchless beauty of the cherish’d spot 
Sate admiration of the captive eye. 
Its western window colour’d light let in, 2072 
With many a storied legend rich emblazed ; 
By whose soft rays, met by the sidelong moon, 
Plain through the night the strangers mark’d around 
The fair interior of the sainted cell. 
Awhile their prompted search explored the scene 
By many a rifted stall and shadowy shrine. 
Along the glimmering walls with airy grace 
Light columns of cerulean marble rose, 
In fair proportion ranged, whose capitals 
With richest tracery many a circling arch, 
Tier above tier, and glittering window deck’d, 
Whose intermingling gyres with tendrils fine, 2084 
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Foliage, or fruit, or flower, ensculp’d in stone, 2085 
Display’d the perfect chisel’s labour’d work. 
While overhead along the swelling roof 

Were pendent pinnacles and cobels dropp'd, 
Crowning its height with answering elegance. 
Conspicuous beyond all the wondrous art 

Which here entranced the sight, one shrine superb 
Tower'd in the midst, sacred in look as name; 

For underneath (so old tradition tells) 

Rest the revered remains in shelter’d sleep 

Of him,—that Joseph, who in Jewry’s land 
Deign’d from his cruel enemies to beg 2006 
The Saviour’s body, whose insulted limbs, 

With pity deep and admiration smit, 

He with kind tears embalm’d, and fondly laid 

Io bis own tomb mid the perduring rock : 

Then turn’d with pilgrim-feet away, till soon 
Himself in Britain found an honour’d grave. 
Hither in memory of the patron-saint 
Princes brought gifts, and pilgrims from afar 

Erst joy’d to heap their tribute-offerings. 

These late its antique canopy had screen’d, 

Now from the desecrated monument 

Bereft by hands profane of Pagan foes, 2108 
Rified, yet grand in naked majesty. 


Near this dusk shrine Robhand steps forth, and bids 
The train retire, and for awhile put off 
Their goat-skin sandals, as they creep aside, 
Conceal’d awhile within the deepening shade. 
Enjoining silence, (till himself may bid, 
And beck them to his side) whate’er they see 
Of strange or wonderous, lest the charm be marr’d, 
And what be hopes appear not, or recede. 


Hush'd in absorbing awe, the group obey. 2118 
And by the niches of the statued shrine 
Retire apart, to sense of danger roused, 
Rapt in strange trepidation of suspense, 
Wondering to what approaching mystery 
Tends such precaution of their anxious guide. 
Then Rohand, singly for awhile withdrawn, 
Pries earnest o’er the floor, until he seems 
To pause, and mark alone one chosen spot, 
Which found, not distant from the opposing wall, 
Thrice there with firm stroke of his ponderous spear 
He smites at measured interval the ground. 
Hollow it sounded with sepulchral tone, 2130 
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As ’twere excaved below with vaulted graves. 
Drear echoes thrill’d that awful solitude. 

He paused awhile, till very silence seem’d 

More fearful from the clamour died away. 

Thrice then again he struck the self-same spot,— 
Again the thundering echoes swell and fade. 
Thrice yet he iterates the ninefold sound, 

Whose even knock may seem some signal call. 
Silent he then retires some paces back, 

As if himself were held in awe profound, 

While still his eye he kept intently fix’d 2141 
Above the shrine toward the descending light. 
Shadowy, uncertain, dim, seem’d all around, 

Save when with transitory gleam the moon 
Declining trembled on the western pane. 

As if more hush’d the vacuous silence grew, 
While all stood breathless, rapt in mute suspense. 
When lo! (such pause more answering with amaze) 
Above the fretwork’s crowning balustrade, 

That lightly ran along the sculptured walls 

E’en to the western window's beamy verge, 

An apparition rises, such as seem’d 

(Though not a sound, or step, its source betray’d) 
An angel figure, yet of female shape, 2154 
Clad in a thin transparent robe of white, 

That floating in dependent splendour flow’d 

O’er its bright shoulders and all-graceful limbs 
Down from its head, where shew’d its orient locks 
Bound in a knot, which a bright star of gold 
Seem’d to surmount, and in its hand as ’twere 

A lamp appear’d to shed a flickering ray. 

The moon’s pale beams full on the figure fell, 
Varied with colours of the western pane. 

Such seem’d the vision to the wondering sight, 

As when the painter’s magic hand portrays 
Aurora, opening the gold gates of dawn, 2166 
Or Iris, gliding to the blacker sky, 

When her rich scarf across the showery clouds 
She throws, in front of eve’s descending throne. 

It paused, as if a moment’s glance it threw 
Downward, then glided on, while not a sound 

Or motion’d step betray’d its passing feet 

Along the fretted gallery’s airy top, 

Flitting from arch to arch through glimmering light. 
Struck with the phantom, the rapt strangers’ eyes 
Strain in excitement of intense surprize ; 

While asks the mind in agitated doubt, 

(Thought, not express’d, )if be the vision’d shape 2178 
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Angel or spirit, yet its look assures 3179 
A kind and radiant being, to this earth 

As from a brighter world of beauty dropp’d.— 
Still it advances o'er the balcony, 

Till opposite where Rohand gazing stands, 

Sudden it vanishes, as if below 

Sunk, or escaping by the vacuous wall. 

Wonder ungovern’d seized the observant group. 
But lo! what new enchantment nearer breaks? 
For now, enchaining still renew’d amaze, 

Behold! where Rohand struck the hollow floor, 

A door, as of a vault, is lifted slow,— | 2190 
By a white arm upraised,—then soft thrown back ,—. 
When through the dim aperture, see! again 

The wondrous vision comes,—in female guise,— 
Seen such by light that flicker’d o’er its form. 

The same it look’d, as first aloft had gleam’d, 

For o’er it hung the same enshrouding robe 

Of vestal purity, whose folds inclosed 

Its shape that seem’d of air ;—-while as it rose, 

Its left hand raised an alabaster lamp, 

Which o’er the figure shed a paly light. 

Petrified in suspense, the strangers lean’d 

To mark the mystery. Risen as from the dead, 
If the strange vision be a sprighted ghost, 2203 
Benign it show’d: though pale, its peerless grace, 
Meek e’en to sadness, still angelic seem’d. 

Not spectral, though unearthly, yet it look’d 

As if the soul, revisiting this orb, 

In heavenly beauty might embodied come. 

Though seem’d the form immortal, yet its lip 
Glow’d as the rosebud, while the pearly light, 
That from the wafted lamp ascending play’d, 
Disclosed a countenance whose aspect beam’d 

Tu every feature of a thiflg divine. 

Pausing an instant, it stood still, and look’d 2214 
Around, as if alarm’d, while thrilling awe 

Of the hist strangers held alike the breath. 
Forward then glides the shape with step unseen, 
Advancing where earl Rohand singly stands, 
There recognized,—as in affection’s trance, 

Falls on his neck,—and with return’d embrace 
Clasps its white arms around his mailed form. 
Then too the warrior on its lovely face 

Imprints in rapture mute the lingering kiss:— 
Clung to an image,—then first mortal deem’d. 
Fond greeting now he seems to interchange, 

With gentle tone, or murmur of regard, 2226 
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That needed not, or almost words defied. 2227 

While (waking sympathy) o’er either face, 

At distance by the crystal light discern’d, 

Dropp’d glittering tears of mutual tenderness. 

In bated accents Rohand whispers low, 

As to the form announcing somewhat strange ; 

For straight its face it lifted in surprize, 

And toward the hidden strangers bends its gaze. 

Then toward the sovereign and the ambush’d train 

Leading the beauteous figure by the hand, 

Roband approaches, whom with joyous words 

Thus he accosts: 2238 
‘* See still new wonders spring, 

E’en here by strange enchantment of mine own, 

At my sole hest, a miracle achieved. 

As ’twere the dead, the lost, and absent, raised 

To life, and light, and human company. 

Behold my daughter !—that Felicia, loved 

By me as chiefest treasure of this world, 

Here in an unsuspected refuge saved, 

Known only to myself and few true friends, 

Thus visited at times in hour secure 

Of the concealing night; by stranger eyes 

If e’er discover'd by rare accident, 2250 

Deem’d but a spirit of another world.” 


Replies the King: 
‘*Well might we doubt indeed, 
If it a spirit or an angel were, 
Reveal’d to our admiring eyes in scene 
And hour so strange, with such solemnity. 
Happy we gratulate this treasure safe, 
How strange soe’er the meeting: fitted time 
Will haply all to our keen ear explain.” 2259 


No prompture needed, at the sovereign’s feet 
Felicia kneels; her bending beauty he 
Raises with outstretch'd hand, a welcome kind 
Assures with cordial grace, and to herself 
Bends, as he yields his generous courtesy. 


The watchful train are pleased; while sympathy 
None feels of rapture more than gallant Guy,— 
The youthful hero of the chosen band, 

And charm’d admirer of the peerless fair. 


O’erawed Felicia seems, and half-alarm’d 
Gazes about: but her timidity 2270 
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Her conscious sire assures, and gently adds: 2271 


‘* All now seems safe: dispel all fear, my life: 
But unalarm’d this trusty company 
Lead to thy mansion strange and sheltering home. 
No prying eye of foes o’erlooks our track.” 


So as he utter’d, without longer pause 
She leads them onward to the lifted door 
Whence she but now ascended. From its brink 
The group look down, and mark a winding stair 
Descending ope on a wide charnel-vault, 2280 
Seeming the portal to a bed of death. 
Below, the deepening darkness sole was broke 
By the dim-glimmering lamp, which in her hand 
Felicia held. She downward leads the way, 
Lifting such light the while. Within the vault 
Follows in wondering guise the stranger-band. 
Whom past, Felicia on a secret hinge 
Draws down the lifted door, and closes all 
In the dusk cell, while the broad portal’s lid 
Within she fastens by a massive bolt. 
Nor ceases wonder: for where seems alone 
A vaulted tomb, suddenly by a key 2202 
Drawn from beneath her robe, a hidden door 
She opes in the shut side, which the faint gleam 
Discovers leading to a passage low 
Along the stony wall, whose downward depth 
Not wholly could the startled eye discern. 
Through this she guides, uplifting high the lamp 
For general beacon, whose sole gleaming sign 
In throbbing awe the watchful train pursue. 
Thus pass they silent on with slope descent 
Through a long arching hollow, dark and drear, 
Until at last with sudden turn a door 
Bursts on a subterranean crypt, profound, 2304 
Raised with skill’d art below the chapel-fane. 
For from the arches of its groined roof 
Depending lamps effused a cheering ray, 
That half-dispell’d the sunk apartment’s gloom. 
By whose pale glimmer, with still new surprize 
The strangers note, who in this secret cell 
Bear the fair votaress yielded company. 
These she announces to the novel guests, 
Two noble ladies, cloister’d devotees, 
Late from the convent-cells of Avalon 
Through terror to this latest refuge scaped :— 
Attendant too, Felicia’s faithful nurse. 2316 
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Nor wanted the strange chamber’s varied site 2317 
Commodious use, or differing in degree. 

For the quick-searching eye observed, where still 
O’er a low basin gush’d a crystal spring : 

In other niches of the dim retreat 

(Diversified with frequent interchange) 

An altar rose, whereon stood treasures saved 

Of silver’d pixes, or the chalice-cup, 

Perhaps with rubies sct or bright jacynth, 

That richly sparkled in the flitting beam. 

In some lay charter’d rolls, or missals fair, 

Or archives, from the blazing abbey saved: 2328 
Here silken vests and tissued amices : 

Here over creviced shelves were riches thrust, 

In haste to this last hiding-place convey‘d: 

A font of gold, censers of burnish’d grace, 

Not yet removed to Wokey’s sheltering cave : 
And in the angles of the stony cell 

Couches for rest; nor did the nearer seats 

And marble table not betoken too 

The occupations of its present guests, — 

Spread with the neeld’s work,— books, —a silver lyre. 


Straight to the enquiring Sovereign Rohand yields 
Apt explanation of so strange retreat : 2340 


‘¢ That to this hid asylum, (which himself 
Had learnt from Glastonbury’s flying band,) 
He late had led his daughter, here to dwell 
Securer than in Wokey’s perill’d cave. 
There for awhile she too had shelter shared, 
Till pressing danger scared her thence away, 
Soon finding in this unsuspected cell 
Quiet and safer rest; since desert all 
Are precincts of the plunder'd Avalon. 
Rumour might deem the scene of sacrilege 2350 
Become alone the abode of troubled sprites, 
Haunting its waste, where flitting through the night 
Ghosts through the glimpses of the moonlight glide. 
Nor ever from this cell Felicia dares 
Egress, save when among the ruin’d walls 
At signal-call of his paternal knock, 
Known only to themselves, she ventures forth. 
Then by a winding stair, that pierces high 
A hollow turret on the western side, 
She to a lofty balcony ascends, 
Sole enter’d from this place, where first she takes 
Observant station for assurance meet ; 2362 
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Then yields a passage through the open’d vault, 
And cavern’d alley, screen’d from every eye. 

Or else, if danger seem advanced too near, 
Should unlook’d force assail, she knows alike 
Suddenly with this single key to scape, 

That opes a subterranean passage hence, 

An unthought outlet toward the neighbouring tor, 
By bushes hid, beside whose secret door 

A trusty hermit brings them daily food. 

So scapes she from the murderous Pagans’ quest, 
As of the traitors who still prowl above, 

Yet dream not of this deep secluded cell.” = 2374 


Then thus the generous nobleman pursues. 


“‘ IT prize the spot, and deem it blest by heaven, 
Scene of my daughter's safety, hither borne 
After a skirmish near our Wokey’s cave 
Had near endanger’d her captivity, 
Or had assail’d indeed her very life, 
Had not the gallant Guy,—this generous youth, 
Who (pilgrim friend) attends our banishment,— 
With service faithful still, then saved the prize, 
Redeeming with the peril of his own: 2334 
So rescued from the false Hianfrid’s grasp, 
Who roam’d the country with his treacherous bands, 
Attack’d our party, and awhile o’ercame.” 


On the praised youth the King admiring gazed, 
Then to the fair Felicia turning asks 
If she not fears to own so lone a home. 
Meek she replies, that on her father’s care 
Her trust relies, as on his gallant band, 
Who in her life’s defence give ample proof 
They would not spare their own; whence howsoe’er 
Privation and alarm suggest dismay, 2395 
She for bis sake has learnt to bear it all, 
And joys to share his saddest sufferings. 


The monarch then addressing with the sire 

Felicia too, adds: 
*¢ From this lonely place 

Himself would lead her, with her sire’s assent, 
Straight to another and more cheerful home, 
Where she shall see at least the enlivening sun, 
Breathe fresh-pure air, and muse on nature's charms, 
Where too some noble females, to her rank 
Suited as to these kind attendant dames, 2.106 
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Shall joy to yield their graceful company.” 2407 


The prudent father seems with cordial joy 
To will assent, nor pauses long her own, 
Return’d with amiable grateful mien. 
The pleased attention of the watchful Guy 
Seems too her heart to cheer, while on himself 
Her heavenly eyes affix’d a tender look, 
As if of placid generous confidence. 
Nor pause they longer, but with prompt resolve 
The fair Felicia, seizing to her grasp 
A massive key, by furtive stealth unbars 2417 
A secret portal, which presents escape 
From one dim angle of the darksome crypt. 
The timid cloistresses their presence add. 
Then, lighted solely by the lifted Jamp, 
They enter on a narrow passage drear, 
Dug under ground through unconceived extent. 
Not without new surprize, and sense of dread, 
They eye the wondrous structure, as they pass, 
Far-arching overhead with labour’d art. 
Till by ascending steps they find at last 
Occulted exit through a lifted door, 2428 
Disguised by thicket-shrubs, that o’er it grew. 
Not far remote below the guardian tor, 
A little hermitage seem’d pitch’d beside, 
Whose humble shed might scarce attention claim; 
Yet its low roof contain’d a trusty friend, 
Whose steady watch such egress soon observed, 
To whose prompt ear they soon the truth unfold. 
In the clear air the tower’d hill uplifts 
Aloft, as to protection nearer heaven, 
Its oratory, rear’d of ancient time 
To angel Michael’s care, whose fabric fair 
Glitters with vanes that sparkle to the moon. 
This, ere the lofty eminence they leave, 2441 
The group ascending enters, bent to pay 
The tribute of their farewel gratitude. 


Forth gazing from the heights whereon they stood, 
Below, the spreading moonlight’s cadent ray 
Nought might disclose, save shadows more immense 
Of the vast fabric o’er the level plain, 

Stretch’d far along, whose spiry pinnacles 

Shew’d like an imaged city, though itself 

Massive in umbrous dusk to sight were lost. 

All else seem’d one wide solitude around, 

Silent in gleamy distance, dim-illumed 2452 
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By the wan orb, that hung in heaven's blue dome, 
Or faintly pictured by the sparkling stars. 


Yet fails not pious Werbert even here 
To point the extended isle of Avalon, 
Here safe, when intervening tracts, o’erflow’d, 
Admit the sea: then shews with one hand, where 
The hospice spreads its rest to pilgrim-feet ; 
Then, where good Joseph, from his journey faint, 
Planted his holy staff on Weary-all-hill, 
Changed after to the winter-flowering thorn. 2462 


Dependent then on heaven’s protecting care, 
They quit the scene of marvel, and in haste 
Descending speed along least obvious tracks, 
Till turn’d by Ashcott’s elevated pale, 

Intent they cross o’er Polden’s sloping hill, 
And pass the rural fane of Middlezoy, 
Eager to reach the sylvan Athelney. 


By this the sunken moon had o’er the earth 
Glanced her last look, and the grey-shrouded morn 
Crept bashful forth. The journeying band steal on, 
Conceal’d among the deep-embower’d lanes — 2478 
O’er whose hedge-banks spring-flowers unroll’d their 
The primrose, or the silken violet, [buds, 
While early to their goats or lowing kine 
Tript o’er the dew’d fields swains and village-maids, 
And only rural images around 
Token return to scenes of happy peace. 


Regain’d with cautious heed their islet-home, 
To its expectant inmates, still on watch, 
With rapid circumstance the welcome train 
Relate their wonderous journey, and present 
The new-won strangers to the bending fair, 2484 
The thoughtful priesthood, and the friendly bards. 
Nor fails exchange of gratulation kind 
To husband, sire, or brother, lover, friend, 
Or when'earl Rohand, (Warwick’s well-known peer) 
With the fair daughter of his honour'd house, 
The King conducts to Mercia’s former Queen, 
Whose stately court their presence erst had graced, 
And opes to her their strange recovery. 
Delight too marks the novel interview, 
When to the noble ladies, here who staid, 
Devon’s mild consort, and her pattern bright, 
(The lovely Hilda), or the modest flower 2496 
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Of princely Kent, Matilda's peerless grace, — 2.197 
The sweet Felicia adds new fellowship. 

Now delicately flutters female joy. 

Not check’d, tho’ with more cold and haught address 
Graver Eltruda, and her filial stem, 

The princess Thora, their lesa welcome blend. 


Nor tender recognition not awaits 
The pious Werbert, when to Mercia’s Queen 
The monarch (as his journey’s other prize) 
Presents the bishop of her Chester's see, 2506 
Long vainly sought, thus by blest chance restored. 
Not sole her gracious smile attests her joy, 
The band’s warm grasp, and many a question kind, 
But like delight affects the holy man, 
To hail his patroness, and see again 
Friends early known,—the Mercian Plegmund here, 
Now head supreme of England’s scatter’d church— 
The sainted Adulph—learned Erigen— 
The faithful Asser—ever near the King— 
And the saved bishops of the ravaged north. 


But chiefly from the new-come Rohand’s self 
The widow’d Queen enquires of Mercia’s state, 
Old seats where rich and powerful nobles dwelt ; 
Regrets his native Warwick's present doom— 
Her Repton’s royal home—loved Stratford’s peace, 
All subject now to Kenwulph’s treacherous reign, 
Supplanting there his former master’s throne ; 
Plains the condition of the realm she loves, 

And utters for its rescue lingering hope. 

Kind too she mentions Kenwulph’s daughter fair, 
The once dear Emma, (to Felicia too) 

And adds her tribute of retain’d regret. 2528 


Smit with such thoughts, alike the Mercian peers, 
Gloucester and Oxford, their deep sorrow blend ; 
And their past friend’s secession grieve anew ; 
Sdeign jealous bickering and ancient strife, 
Burning to mingle their devoted aid 
To save their province, and its ranks reclaim 
To wonted faith and ancient loyalty: 

E’en Kenwulph’s self now penitent they deem, 
His own remorse his direst punishment. 


The noble Rohand, answering, adds his trust 
That yet in Mercia many faithful friends 
Remain, who but await more favouring hour 2440 
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Again their country’s duteous ranks to join, 2541 
And face again the common enemy. 
With honest warmth the generous peer exclaims: 


‘‘ Let but our search, (my journey’s errand prime 
That led my feet to bounds of Somerset,) 
My exiled kinsman, Rayner, find again, 
And with his loyal aid, allied alike 
To those from faith fallen off, once more I hope 
Our Mercian sons to duty to restore.” 


Glad interposes then the observant King, 2550 
And seeks the noble Rohand’s aid thus won 
To turn to signal use: for prompt he tells 
(Prime in his thought is still the public weal) 
Result of this unlook’d recovery 
Shall prove but herald of more full success. 
United efforts now of all shall bend, 
Through aid of Roband and his dauntless band, 
To clear this menaced vicinage and bounds 
Of Somerset from treason’s dangerous snares ; 
To end Hianfrid’s false-usurping reign, ; 
And crush his baseness in his fall condign ; 
To find again good Rayner, (rightful lord 2562 
Of this loved province and its loyal race) 
Restore the generous chieftain to his own, 
Whom soon the Somersetian bands will hail 
And joy to follow to the field of war: 
Yet by such mutual influence and tried skill 
To win revolted Kenwulph to their side, 
And link again io old allegiance due 
The flower of Mercia's waned nobility, 
Needful to union of the kingdom’s power. 
Nor shall delay impede, ere from this isle 
Nobles shall then to many a province part, 
Collect with summons glad a general host, 2574 
Assail with preconcerted aim the foe, 
Tear from his crest triumphant victory, 
With presage sure of peace and happiness. 


At such time too, fired with the same intent, 
And touch’d with recollection fond of scenes 
Erst known and dear, England’s archbishop prime, 
Plegmund (himself alike of Mercian birth) 
From Werbert thus restored (his ancient friend) 
Asks of his native province, with pledged hope 
Of his own Mercians’ new fidelity. 
Chief he enquires of Cestria’s favour’d see, 2585 
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And of the brave and honourable race, 2586 
Seated of old amid her royal vales, 

Loyal and firm still proved to England's crown ; 
Recals the spots that rear’d his studious youth, 
O’erwatch’d by Beeston’s insulated rock, 

The hermit-vill, named after Plegmund’s-stow, 

Or where amid the forest of the mere, 

Eddsbury’s chamber lifts its sylvan pale, 

And opes its shelter to the ruddy deer ; 

Reminds of holy Werburgh’s rescued shrine, 

Of Chester’s castled cliffs, the curving Dee,— 

Or where beside its opening gulf, that meets 2597 
The wild Vergivian flood, the little cell, 

Vow’'d to the Virgin-Mother’s guardian name, 

On Hilbree’s pilgrim-islet whispers peace,— 
Beside the Chersonese, whose tongue of land 
Jutting with pleasant shores on either side 

*Twixt the broad Dee’s and Mersey’s estuary 
Screens ia its bounds fair Wirheal’s forest green, 
Whose regal guardsman winds the symbol horn 
Hung in his calm and hospitable halls, 

Nigh where old Bebington its ivied spire 

Above its arching aisles and altar rears, 

Pointing the way to Mersey’s ferried pass. 2609 
_ From scenes so loved sage Plegmund augurs yet 
Joyous return of many a valiant friend 

Here to contribute too his useful aid, 

And that this first essay shall only prove 
Exampling herald to recoveries new. 


‘* But (adds the pious prelate) when we mark 
The crowding perils that beset us round, 
Grateful indeed to heaven our thanks should rise, 
That yields us temporary refuge here,” 


So as he said, the sovereign (of his words 2169 
Catching the tone) tells to his stranger-guests 
They here must rest awhile, and learn alike 
The unthought habits of this chosen place. 

Thus of his friends while he bespeaks the stay, 
He with his gracious sister joys to shew 

The varied beauties of their islet-home. 

Pacing its little round in changeful walk, 

Not in delight less rapt than fresh surprize, 

Oft paused the observant strangers to admire 

The tranquil shelter of the sylvan spot, 

Each unlook’d comfort of the lone retreat, 
Compared with scenes of danger lately left. 2631 
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For under covert of embowering trees 2632 
Tented pavilions rise, and awnings shade 

Their leafy homes with cheerful canopy. 

Or winding among deep umbrageous glades, 
Nature’s wild grace compels their lingering gaze, 
Where in thick woods, rich in the garb of spring, 
The feathery boughs wave graceful to the ground. 
They mark the stag, that springs alarm’d away, 
Has hung his old horns on some ivied bole, 

Since, feeding but by night, he lurks through day 
In nooks obscure to scape molesting flies. 
Frequent by greener spots through alder groves 
Goats leap, and urge aside their tripping fawns 
Through dim recesses, where the vista’s track 
Opens upon the river’s sloping marge ; 

By which the charmed strangers peep abroad 

And notice, where the first-seen swallow’s flight 
Skims o’er the glassy surface, dipping oft 

His vagrant wing; or on whose rippled wave, 
Sailing with pride, swans lave their silver breasts. 
Here they o’erlook afar the purple moor 

Gay with the heath-flower, or the golden furze, 

Or tufted sedge that skirts the glittering pools. [bank 
Then mounting some brow’d copse, from out whose 
A gushing fountain brawls, they note where hang 
Old oaks, the growth of centuries, that rear 2657 
Their bald and forky tops, or where high elms 
Offer a mansion for the cawing rooks. 

Then nearer turning toward their tented cells, 
Pleased they observe, how in some warmer spot 
A seeming garden culture’s hand bespeaks, 

Where among choicer shrubs, and flowers, tho’ wild, 
The palmy willow hangs its velvet-buds, 

And by moist ooze, with water-lilies crown’d, 
Seems but to hail with suited fellowship 

Grace native of the marshy daffodil. 

Lurks up some sylvan slope, with various charm, 
The hyacinth, or wood anemone, 2669 
Pale violet, or coy lily of the vale, 

There lifting through dark moss its silver bells: 

At times wild myrtles, or the woodbine’s spray, 
Commingling with the black-thorn’s snowy flower. 
More too to charm the soothing privacy, 

Rich music rings around of warbling birds, 

The shercock, or the throstle’s tuneful bill, 

The sky-lark’s lively carol, or the pipe 

Of the shrill blackbird, while the stock-dove coos, 
And starlings twitter on the rushy eaves, 2679 


BOOK XXX. 377 


Where curls acanthus up the leafy bowers. 2680 
Tranquillity as of Elysium reign’d. 

All was so calm, the waters of the spring 

Gush’'d forth so limpid-cool; breathed the soft air 
So balmy pure, while through the waving trees 
Sunny effulgence gleam’d, whose lustrous light 
Illumined grottos green of changeful shade, 

That an enchanted vision seem’d the scene 

Where all was beauty and delicious peace, 

And Nature, revelling in happiness, 

Calls too on man to share the general joy. - 2690 


The noble Roband with the hush’d retreat 
Is charm’d and much consoled, nor with such home 
The fair Felicia less, each this abode 
Contrasting with the awful solitude 
Of Cheddar’s rocks, or Wokey’s lonely cave, 
Or vaulted crypt of ruin’d Avalon: 
Peace, still as this, with dangerous quest of war. 


Soon thus the habits of their new abode 
The strangers learn, still varied through the day: 
Whether when morn first opes her scarlet gate, 
The playful fair in shepherdess-attire, 2701 
With pleached hat, and crook with garlands wreath’d 
Of cowslips gather’d in their fragrant path, 
Trip from their quitted couch, and seek the fold; 
Joying their new companions to instruct, 
Where the full-udder’d ewes their balmy wealth 
Await to yield to their wont guardian’s hand : 
Or when with kindly touch the new dropp’d lambs 
They fondle, or first kidlings of the flock, 
And stroke their curly fleeces, smooth as down; 
Or to their bleating charge (that seems to know 
And claim their mistress’ care) delight to bear 
Clear lymph, or tepid milk; or to their dams 2713 
Juiced sprouts of holly, or young budded brooms. 
Or where the lively youths on bolder task 
Through the scant purlieus of their forest-pale, 
When dew-drops glitter on the silver thorn, 
Buskio’d in hairy covering of the deer, 
Screen their swift bound from brambles, as they scour 
The shadowy glades, where lurks the startled hart; 
Hid underneath moss’d oaks, or by the roots 
Of the rough-riaded elm, or glossy beech, 
Or where close shelter hazel-thickets blend 
With flowering elder, or wild alder-carre, 
Till the shrill whistle bails the tangled prey. 2725 
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Or if, as day advances, when the sun 2726 
Gleams with warm radiance on the dew-dried copse, 
The islet-guests employ the fleeting time, 

Tending their little seed-plot, shrubs and flowers, 
Or where at work in some still fragrant nook 
With harmless music buz the honey-bees. 


Perhaps sequester’d in some leafy cell 
They sit awhile to court serene repose, 
Where overhead some sweet bird’s throat attunes 
The song of joy to cheer his partner’s nest. 
There the pleased fair weave wreaths of vernal sprays, 
Or for their tresses rushy coronets, 2737 
Meshes for fish, or maunds of wicker'd twigs. 
Thus would they pause by banks of juniper, 
Or else in spots where yellow-flowering broom 
Bends its gay blossoms over feather’d fern, 
Whose plumy fan, on one side glossy-green, 
Varied beneath with spots of velvet brown, 
Turns with light play to every passing gale. 


Or else, when unobserved, the fair would steal 
For mutual converse to some arbour green, 
Or natural alcove, whose chequer’d shade 2747 
Is canopied with branching sycamore, 
And there with books of story, or of song, 
Or the soft cittern’s fairy melody, 
Diversify the still delightful hour, 
And charm’d indulge the rapture of the muse. 
Then if bright beauty, (her gold late in hand, 
That trembling seems her own delight to share) 
Leans with white arm against some flowery bank, 
Her rapt eyes lifted toward inspiring heaven, 
Charm’d fancy may the radiant vision deem 
Some Muse, Urania’s or Euterpe’s self, 
Or statued model of proud Grecian art. 2759 


Soon as the noontide speeds its glistening wing, 
Within some cabin cool of mingling boughs, 
Or else assembling in their rural hall, 
Hung with the flowering chesnut’s garland-plumes, 
Entwined with wreaths, the greenest of the spring, 
The sylvan group partake their frugal meal, 
And grace the table, ranged in order’d ease ; 
Stretch’d at whose head the cheering sigu appears, 
The Danish raven-flag, to sight unroll’d, 
In solace of their humble festival. 
Here in neat flagons, carved of glossy beech, 2770 
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Or hollow’d horn, the shepherd-pages hand = 2771 
Innocent beverage to the smiling guests, 

Pure water, sparkling from the crystal spring, 
And mingle interchange of simplest fare. 

For deem we not, but that attendants kind 

Here pledged fond duty to the lords they loved, 
And through misfortune follow’d with true faith. 
Young Turgar, (Lincoln’s earl) serves thus the King. 
Fair Florence, and the gentle Leoline, 

Observant, Devon’s haqnour’d family 

Tend with their emulous care; by whom alike 
The aged Cymbert limps with duty glad, 2782 
And joys to cherish still bis fallen lord.— 

On his own master waits Kent's graceful page, 

Of whose unsettled health the generous peer 

Asks his loved daughter, (’twas Matilda’s charge) 
Who tells it, since their safe return, restored. 

Nor after from their rustic board are clear’d 

The scanty relics of their brief repast, 

(Few dainties now their homely feast display’d, 
Save but the single product of these woods) 

Fails converse sweet, or grateful interval 

Of lively wit and courtly pleasantry ; 

Nor from the fair, besought, alternate song, 2794 
The roundel’s charm, or playful madrigal, 

Deign’d by the Mercian Queen, or Kent’s bright 
Or lovely Hilda, or (at urged request) [grace, 
Won from their stranger guest, Felicia’s self. 

But when with radiance of unpictured hues 
Descending Eve illumes these Paphian bowers, 
And o’er the landscape sheds delicious light, 
Toward the calm stream, where ranks of osiers bend, 
The mingling group advance, and from the marge 
O’er screening sedge, or in the stilly boat 

Snare with light angle or the casted net 

The fishy prize that glistens sportive by. 2806 


Or else at twilight’s shadowy hour serene, 
When first the dewy star of Hesperus 
Twinkles reflected on Thone’s rippling wave, 
When chiller dews bid the warn’d fair retire, 
The courtly band to moonlight glades repair, 
Whose greener arches lamps of lucid shells 
Softly illumine, adding but more grace 
To glimpse of the bright orbs that peep above ; 
While fragrance breathes around, and all is still, 
Since in their nests are hush’d the dozing birds. 
But hark ! wakes yet enchanting melody, 2817 
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(As wont) the music of young Turgar’s flute, 

Or tuneful solace of the minstrel harp, 

Whose signal sweet invites the joyous dance 
With vying spirit from the young and fair. 

These emulous join hands in rustic round, 

Or antic maze and pastoral revelry. 

Here though the fair shine not in gems or gold, 
And in the place of pearls, pith’d rushes sole 
Confine the bosom, or their tresses, edged 

With glossy green, or wreath’d with young rose- 
Yet float their fairy forms in graceful ease, [buds, 
Responsive to Holian melody ; 2829 
To fancy imaging Diana's train, 

Or pageant gay of Venus’ chosen choir. 

E’en when tired beauty has to rest withdrawn, 

At distance through the conscious moonlight creeps 
With sandal’d feet, (lest step too near disturb,) 
Soft as the cresset-lamp toward Psyche’s couch, 
Some charm’d admirer with sweet serenade, 

That lulls the dreamy fair to placid sleep. 


Thus with uncounted pace the time glides by, 
While all are soothed to tranquil cheerfulness; 
Unwont contentment, and delicious ease; 2840 
By their own tempers here with mindful art, 
Mutual good-will and kindness in exchange, 

Made happy thus in low obscurity : 

Unthought, how transient-brief such peace will be 
Amid surrounding dangers, all abroad. 

Each rank, each sex, its proper solace brings, 
While with staid wisdom of maturer age 

Blithe youth too blends its bloom and lively grace. 


Oft seated with his varied guests, the King 
Invites enjoyment of the passing scene, 
And with the tempest dire that raves without, 2851 
Contrasts the shelter of this genial home. 


Beside his sister Queen, and courtly band, 
Chief to the stranger friends address’d, at times 
Thus his remark would draw brave Rohand’s ear. 


‘¢'You see, graced peer, this green romantic isle, 
With guardian rivers hemm'd, in marshes hid, 
Differing from Cheddar’s cliffs, or Wokey’s den, 
Or tombs of Avalon, (your wild retreats) 

How lone soe’er, can yet be happy too. 
Employments ever new in safety here 2861 
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We exercise, and cherish happiness, 2862 
Training the heart to relish duty’s claim. 

Though seeming outlaws too, since all is lost, 
From wealth and grandeur sunk to lowest state, 
Here opens a new world of pastoral peace.” 


Straight Warwick’s earl responds: 
‘¢ You make indeed 
Amid the novel scene that greets us here, 
Methinks, the best and unexpected use.” 


Pleased with such sentiment, the King returns : 


‘¢ Not all confined to courts is happiness, 2872 
But in the placid country seems to seek 
Another home, and virtue’s native seat. 
Here like a banish’d court, a faithful few, 
We meet, become but princely peasants now, 
And early education not forgot, 
Here through our own observance and resolve 
Learn yet in practice life’s most valued art, 
To triumph over fortune, still serene. 
Yet we retain, though with so little left, 
In state removed, how poor and lorn soe’er, 2882 
While innocent, uninjured dignity. 
Mischance has but improved us, here become 
Thankful for every kindness, every aid. 
Amid these meditative solitudes, 
We glean that lesson prized, ourselves to know ; 
To curb all wanton, supercilious pride 
And yield esteem to honest poverty. 
Where objects vary but simplicity, 
Here each brute animal, each sheltering tree, 
Sunshine, or chequer’d shadow, seems a friend. 
Each turn of changeful life we know to bear, 
Bending to practice taught philosophy, 2894 
Brought to our business and our bosoms thus 
In sensible approvement’s clearest school. 
Here tind we honour, valour, true desert, 
Exerted virtues, all our riches left, 
Treasures more proud than idle thrones can boast.” 


Nor at such instance fails too Warwick’s peer 
In musing mood to blend his kind reply. 


‘¢ How our sensations change thro’ varying life! 
Much of unlook’d distress has been my lot, 
Since wrested from my hold and ancient rule 2904 
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Was Warwick’s native seat. An ample share 
Of fortune’s fickleness myself have known, 

And borne my sufferings, like my fellow-peers. 
Deem not, but that alike myself have found, 
Neighbour to greatness dwells calamity. 

After full many a scene of peril past, 

In Cheddar’s fastnesses or Wokey’s cell, 

Or in the ruin’d vaults of Avalon, 

I still in each have some new knowledge gain’d, 
Improvement strange through every chance and toil, 
By every trial taught some theme of use. 

In this still home indeed repose and peace, = 2916 
Passing the current of the daily world, 

Ope a romantic dream of pastoral bliss ; 

The themes of youthful fancy in this spot 
Beyond belief attain’d. Fierce tumult here 
Seems sudden hush’d as in Elysium.— 

Till such serene delight, unthought, may well 
Charm the sore heart, and while we smile to see 
Penury vanquish’d, and o’er want and woe 
Courage prevail, learn yet a lesson rich, 

What solace waits on humble poverty!” 


So as her sire observed, Felicia next 2927 
Join’d her discursive note, a convert too ; 
And tells her own endanger’d life, thus changed 
To such society and tranquil spot, 
Never so truly blest has felt before. 


“ Ab! may it still be thus! and Providence 
Deign hated war to end, that peace like this 
May reign throughout! My fancy asks no more. 
But if heaven yield, that to our native homes 
All may be yet restored, we know to meet 
Each change of life, and then can grateful hail 
Those valiant friends, our past deliverers.” 2938 


In such kind sentiments the listening Queen 
And fair concur, and with their smiles applaud. 
Thus with new pleasure, as but more endear’d, 
The conscious strangers’ presence fond they greet :— 
When with emotion utters Mercia’s grace. 


‘“« Here may the court learn of the simple woods. 
Though palace now, or fortress none be ours, 
Save of these sheltering groves, no rural cot, 
But sole green arbours, and the hut of leaves, 
Yet mid these humblest shades of life obscured, 2948 
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In the still covert of these lonely cells 29.19 
Wean’d from the busy world, we haply find 

Spring from our own breasts truest happiness ; 

Not sought abroad, but surest found at home, 
Woman’s true station. She not scorns to yield 
That sacred title to the poorest roof, 

But there with gentle temper smiles serene, 

And makes the dreariest station bright with joy.” 


At such acknowledgment, each beauteous eye 
Glisten’d with pleasure. The fair Queen resumed: 


‘¢ To form it such is woman’s duteous task, 
So deign’d at first by ruling Providence, 2960 
To bid descend to earth heaven’s blessed peace, 
Rendering each spot a paradise below. 
Shall we forget our part, fair dames ?—Sure not.— 
With charm as of enchantment be it ours 
To banish from this spot despair and gloom. 
This is the moment that most asks our care, 
When passing clouds of dark misfortune lower. 
*Tis ours to breathe sweet hope, and make more please 
Than splendours past, calm innocence and truth.” 


So as she said, to female kindness all 2970 
Feel a deep debt, that o’er their lowly state 
Sheds thus a soft and amiable charm ; 
Binding them in domestic pleasure’s chain, 
Friendly, fraternal, filial, conjugal.— 
Such soothes with healing balm all sense of pain. 


At times the sovereign haply draws aside 
His other stranger-guests, most welcome here, 
Werbert and Sighelm, new-recover'd friends, 
Who with the sons of learning and the Muse,— 
Prophetic Adulph, travell’d Erigen, 2980 
The faithful Asser, or the pious sons 
Of Lindisfarne—alike the gifted bards,— 
Wander around their isle in devious walk, 
Exchanging friendly intercourse of thought. 
These own, that time here glides not unimproved, 
But mutual tell, what inly gratitude 
And reverence are to Nature’s author due, 
Who thus from nothing for each want provides. 
They see in proof his goodness infinite 
Here more observed and felt, whose bounty rich 
Not sole sustains and saves them, but adorns 
Their novel home with unforeseen delight ; 2992 


384 KING ALFRED. 


Who in the vernal beauty spread around 2993 
Shows here his presence, to no site confined, 
Man’s choice or boast, but universal sire, 
Accessible with favour every where. 

Nor miss they too endearing solace, deign’d 

Of human fellowship, while in these bowers 
Dwells nobleness and beauty, to invest 

These solitudes with envied dignity. 


So as they walk’d, with jocund voice of cheer 

The King would utter : 
‘‘ Generous strangers, scarce 

Accustom’d yet to station such as this, 
You see by habit’s power we scantly feel 
Or sdeign the rude spleen of the chiller air; 
No murmur chides the blast or gusty rain. 
We take with equal heart the season’s change ; 
E’en as the birds sing mid the dripping bush, 
Or trip the lambs along the flowery grass, 
Though sunshine yield awhile to fleeting showers. 


Then sacred Adulph too would interpose 
With mild remark, and tell, though temple none 
Here rise, save native pillars of these groves, 3014 
Yet contemplation here may nurture well 
Piety, pure as in the stateliest fane : 
Here cherish in best growth peace and good-will, 
Religion’s essence, in these scenes self-taught, 
By nature’s voice infused, whose whispering air 
With freshen’d fragrance here breathes kindness too. 


Rapt in such mood, then to the stranger-guests 
The King would point the fond-remember’d spot 
Where to himself in vision’d trance or dream 
(If such it were) was deign’d the cheering sight 
Of angels on their happy charge engaged 3025 
Of adoration and exchanged delights : 

Grateful to over-ruling Providence. 
Scene, which enraptured memory must still 
In sacred keeping hold, oft auguring thence 
Inspiring solace, and exalted hope. 


Thus friendship, in delicious interchange, 
Adds here a genial comfort of its own, 
Whose happy influence lulls the charmed soul 
To langour of repose, as o’er the storm 
The springing rainbow sheds beauty and peace. 3035 
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So with the sacred few: with other hearts 3036 
Friendship here ripen’d to a softer name, 
While glow'd the breast with genial tenderness. 
In such spring time, when every thing around 
Was flowery fresh, serene, and pastoral, 
The human heart too, like the season, grew 
Blithe, warm, and kind, and youth’s gay fancy 
teem’d 
Fraught all with images of grace and joy. 3043 
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Prooress of the passion subsisting between Prince Aidelm and 
Matilda, Albert and Hilda, Athelard and the Queen of Mercia. 
Attachment formed by Guy to the beautiful Felicia, which is re- 
turned by her. She makes the Queen of Mercia the confidant 
of her feelings, and narrates the past intercourse between them. 
Rohand, her father, holding in disdain the mercantile pursuits 
of Guy, the King endeavours to correct thut prejudice, and en- 
larging on the benefits of commerce, requests Guy tu narrate his 
tentures, undertuken partly with the design of earning the title 
of nobility decreed by Alfred to the merchant thrice passing the 
seas in his own ship. Guy relates his toyages and travels to the 
Low Countries: Bruges, the court of Count Baldwin, Ghent, 
and other towns. Tournament at Louraine, at which Guy, 
vouching the beauty of Felicia, ts declured victor. Holland : the 
provinces of the Rhine. The Hanseatic towns. Countries on the 
Baltic. System of northern piracy explained. Information gained 
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home. He has the good fortune to rescue Earl Rohand and his 
daughter, the particulars of which adrenture the Earl is requested 
to narrate. 


KING ALFRED. 


BOOK XXXII. 


AIN were the thought, that mid such leisure 
Love could be long a stranger, ordeny [sweet 
His sweetest spells to bless these magic bowers. 
Through moonlight peace the fairy archer steals. 
The youthful lovers, on the chosen fair 
Attendant with still duteous courtesy, 
In such occasion of devoted faith 
Find valour’s best excitement, when the prize 
Is beauty’s favour and its dear esteem. 
Chief to Matilda (peerless flower of Kent) 
Prince delm joys to breathe his plighted truth, 
And admiration’s homage fond renews. 12 
Perhaps some sonnet, to the lute attuned, 
Or verse inspired with rapturous compliment, 
Is vow'd at beauty’s shrine, that sings her fair, 
Sweeter than morning’s flowers that ope around, 
Or close at eve their languid eyes in sleep: 
Then paints in soft play of enamour’d praise 
Her forehead brilliant as the shell of pearl, 
Or polish’d gloss of snow-white ivory. 
Then to young Surrey (his romantic mate) 
The prince, as in imparted confidence, 
Unfolds his passion’s progress, who returns 
Only compare of his own Hilda’s charms ; 24 
Glories with commendation to extol 
Her hue of brilliant brown, her eyes of jet, 
And with tormenting playfulness decries 
His friend, in love less fetter’d than himself. 
Thus in engagement sweet both dreamy youths 
(Friends in their idlesse, wars, and loves alike) 
Forget not e’en in these sequester’d bowers 
Their nature’s wont enthusiast tenderness. 
While gallantry of each, in beauty's eye, 
Exalted but to purer worship glows. 
They deem the placid joys that revel here 
Surpass delights, enjoy’d on banks of Thames, 
Or shared in the delicious peace of Sheen, 37 
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When mirth and music graced its festive halls. 38 
These to each other note, that here the sun 

As brightly shines, the flowers as sweetly blow, 
As green the trees, as smooth the water glides, | 
As balmy breathes the air, as in past hours 

Fond memory dwells on pleasures cherish’d there. 
W ont customs seem revived, and leisure here 
Melts to entrancing luxury of joy. 

The elder Surrey marks, nor yet withholds 

His kind indulgence from the enamour’d youths. 
The high-bred, chivalrous, and courtly prince 

E’en as a son he loves, and knows both hearts 49 
E’en mid their sportive ease, as heroes brave. 


But sadden’d Sussex, with his generous son, 
On more retired condolement muse apart, 
Remembering one beloved, now strangely lost; 
The sire no daughter sees, the gallant youth 
No gentle sister left, on whom alike 
Love and respect attend, with beauty’s meed. 


Nor only these: for melancholy too 
O’ershades young Edgar with a dash of pale, 
Whose hidden cause the observant sovereign knows, 
And blends at times his kindly sympathy. 60 


Eltruda, and her princess-daughter near, 
Nor less their frequent mate, prince Athelwold, 
From very pride love’s idle flame disdain, 
Retired aside with mien reserved and stern, 
Nor in the general plaisance seem to blend. 
Their haughty look, as on inferiors bow’d, 
Owns but associates meet in royalty. 


But Mercia’s gentler Queen, though silent, shews 
In courteous act to faithful Athelard 
Her bosom’s deep sensation, and her prize 70 
Of worth, acknowledged with deserved regard. 


Nor may the due confession be denied, 
That mid affection’s charming interchange, 
Infectious tenderness invades alike 
A lovely stranger’s heart: for scarce might here 
The fair Felicia through its timid veil 
Her own long-sought and well-placed passion hide. 
How screen’d soe’er, unfeign’d sincerity 
Could ill at times the tender truth withhold. 
Needed no language fondlier to explain 80 
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The blushing glance, or gaze of tenderness, 81 
With which, when unobserved, the grateful maid 
Dwelt on the gallant Guy, whose look too spoke 
The admiring homage, by his soul return’d. 


Such cherish’d sentiment in either heart 
The conscious Queen observes, and at fit hour 
With interest of female sympathy 
Extending to the lovely stranger-guest 
Her kind protection, gently draws aside 
Mercia’s selectest flower, and by themselves 
In some secluded bower or secret walk 9t 
To ventured challenge of the latent flame 
Draws from the maid, with generous confidence, 
Her heart’s confession of the tender truth, 
How grew the gradual passion in her breast : 
Thus haply to her sovereign-mistress’ ear 
Trusted (while deeper bloom her cheeks suffused) 
With delicacy that herself became. 


‘¢ At the romantic cliff, whose wooded seat 
O’erlooks the winding Avon’s fairy stream, 
Near Warwick’s town and Cesar’s ancient tower, 
Of which by old descent my sire was lord, 102 
The gallant Guy was born; of rank not mean, 
Though not of noble, yet of gentle race, 
Gerald his sire, who (of Northumbrian line) 
Losing his lands in chance of feudal wars, 
To heal his fallen fortunes had retired 
To Warwick’s Mercian town, adopting there 
Pursuits of trade, a merchant’s humbler name. 
But wedding there the daughter of a knight, 
(Friend of our house) my sire observing well 
The stranger worthy trust, him favour’d soon; 
Deputed ruler of his town and tower, 
Steward of all his wealth, in high command = 114 
And government sole second to himself. 
Sprung of this marriage was the youthful Guy, 
Distinguish’d even from his earliest age 
No less by gifts of person than of mind : 
In sports wherein our noble youths excel, 
In jousts, in tournaments, and feats of strength, 
To rural games, the quintain, or the chase, 
Throughout the admiring country eminent ; 
Nor for his kind and gentle nature less 
Prized than accomplishment of intellect. 
Oft fondly listening to the songs of bards, 
Or brooding o'er some tale of chivalry, 126 
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Books, minstrel music, meditative lore, 127 
His charm’d attention drew, till seem’d in him 
The soldier’s as the poet’s soul, combined. 

For foreign commerce destined by his sire, 

His studious fancy dwelt on distant lands, 

While in his martial, fervent spirit grew 

Passion for travel and adventure both, 

Which his considerate father deem’d ere long 

To bend to profit, as to honour too ; 

Conceded to successful merchandize. 

Playmates from infancy, as grew his youth, 
Beside our castle from his sylvan cliff, 138 
Oft would the lonely student, musing, stray : 

But chiefest (so my watchful note would deem) 
Whene’er myself along its terraced walk 

Was wont through radiance of the gazing moon 
To breathe delighted the still evening air. 

Then in his light skiff sailing at his ease 

Down the smooth river that laved both our homes, 
Oft by the spot, where Julius’ hoary tower 

Loftily peers o’er Avon’s classic wave, 

The youth would tune his soothing serenade ; 
That seem’d to breathe of love, whose name indeed 
Was unexpress’d,—yet I divined the cause. 150 
Perhaps, at times too e’en myself would stroll 
With my attendant toward his hermit-cliffs, 

And oratory cells, and winding walks, 

Diversified with rock, and wood, and wave, 

And joy’d their various beauty to admire. 

Thus by degrees, unnoticed, unawares, 

A liking for his gentle company 

Crept o’er my thoughts, scarce to myself confess'd: 
Yet by my playful cousin, Emma, (pride 

Of Kenwulph’s line, to our own house affined) 
Observed, who rallied me with sportive jest, 
Whene’er from Fulbroke’s park, or rural bowers 
Of Charlecote, her favour’d sire’s demesnes, 163 
The pleasing visitor, besought, would come, 

And deign’d to charm awhile our forted halls, 

Led by Fidelia, my honour’d aunt, 

(Rayner’s graced consort) who much loved us both. 
Yet I too could but mark, the evening hour 

Ever to me seem’d sweetest, when drew near 

The expected pleasure of the youth’s return. 

Then from our castle’s lofty terraced walk 

Would I exchange some token of converse, 

Some recognition, or approving sign ; 

And watch’d the fairy pinnace o’er the wave 174 
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Glide thro’ green shadows, whence the music stole, 
Still (as methought,) sule to myself address’d, 
While seem’d almost as if the conscious moon 
Linger’d to listen to the charming tones. 

Until such stolen walks my sire perceived 
Averse, disdaining the address of one 

Inferior, as alone a merchant’s son, 

Not noble, though esteem’d of worth, as well 
From trust as wealth. Me therefore did my sire 
Reprove, as with offended dignity ; 

Reminding claims of his high family, 

He disapproved a passion which he deem’d _186 
Unequal to my birth. In me he saw 

The only child of his illustrious house, 

And for my match look’d to a lofty stem. 

Such visits therefore to the merchant, Guy, 

Strict he forbade, and will’d his absence hence.” 


Instant the Queen: 
‘¢ But what did Guy on this? 
How brook’d his gallant spirit such rebuke ?” 


With modest mien, Felicia straight replied : 


‘‘ Stung with the deep disdain, and (as he said) 
To be made noble, and become of me 197 
Worthy, my heart already deem'd him so) 

Ere yet he parted, he explain’d with tears 

No lordship, or hereditary lands, 

Were his, no earldom, nor descended name, 

But seeing in our sovereign Alfred’s laws 

A road to honour e’en through merchandize, 
(Who, favouring commerce and adventure, pledged 
To any, three times voyaging the seas 

In his own ship, decreed nobility,) 

He had resolved to travel, and acquire 207 
Thro’ knowledge, commerce, wealth, a noble name, 
Bent by adventurous efforts to draw down 
Honours, and please at last my stately sire. 

Such, he design’d must be his life’s course now, 

If arms must be denied.— But yet if such 

I worthier deem’d, he either would embrace, 
Richer with my esteem, than worlds possess’d. 

At my own instance then, such generous task 
Applauding and desires of honour full, 

The youth himself to his first thought resiga’d ; 
Uncertain if my sire would yet approve, 

But his own father’s sanction soon obtain’d, 219 
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Granted by him, no less to gratify 220 
The ardent youth, than to extend (he deem’d) 

His trade’s relations and fresh channels ope. 

I knew the voyage for my sake pursued. 

The prudent Gerald for his gallant son 

Provided soon a careful tutor-friend, 

A travell’d knight, sir Heraud, who received 
Commission strict to guide his watchful charge, 
And be protector of his destined course. 

For them the indulgent father too assign’d, 

As his own gift, a vessel to achieve 

In the law’s tenor honour’s open’d track. 231 
Thus to his wish equipp’d, the daring youth, 
Thirsting for knowledge as for high exploits, 
(Forgetting not, but sole to cherish more) 

Set on his voyage forth to foreign climes. 

To me his settled purpose was disclosed, 

To note and learn of nations far remote 

The manners as the tongue; to plant the germ 
Of England’s future commerce, and bespeak 
Friendship and favour there, connecting ties 
To benefit his country, and extend 

Her fame, no less in naval enterprize 

Than in industrious arts, and skill of arms. 248 
On such intent (as I have heard) his course 

The youthful sailor follow’d, and survey’d 

No less the Flemish and Bataviun coasts, 

And Hanseatic towns of trade, that skirt 

The thundering Baltic; but alike explored 
Rhine’s castled course, and Danube’s mighty stream, 
Till onward thence his restless travel reach’d 
Byzantium’s regal port, whose breast receives 

(So from Guy’s lips I learn) in duteous state 

The mingling commerce of the general world. 
Then ’twas his lot the customs to observe 

Of many nations, strangely mingled there. 255 
Nor was to him, ere his return, unknown 

Some brief acquaintance e’en with classic Greece. 
During which absence, for renown employ’d 

Not less than vantage and intelligence, 

The chivalrous and knightly traveller 

Achieved some bold adventures, worthy fame, 
Gallantly fighting ‘gainst the Saracen, 

And won the Eastern emperor’s deign’d regard :— 
Exploit too some, e’en ventured for my sake, 
Whereof at present ‘tis not mine to tell. 

When, twitted as a merchant-wanderer, 

His generous ardour burst into a flame, 267 
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And ’gainst a boasting champion-challenger, 268 
He proved the prowess of an English arm, 

And graced his lady-love against them all, 
Assuring there his faith and loyalty 

E’en with his life,—since then, too, risk’d for me. 
Thus did the venturous traveller on his course 
Sum various knowledge, and for after use 

Form friendships and connections maritime 

In lands remote, to naval commerce apt, 

Whether the Flandrian or more distant marts, [ope 
Through Europe’s tracts, both northward and where 
The sunny regions of the warmer south.” 279 


So as she said, thus interposed the Queen: 


‘* Such travel’s course delightful ’twere to hear, 
And tale of all that so brave youth befel, 
But on his home-return, what chanced beside ?” 


With gentle mien, Felicia soon resumed. 


‘‘ Returning from his travel’s prime essay, 
(Two other voyages in prospect wait, 
Ere he can win the pledged nobility, 
And of a King’s thane claim the dignity) 
To me still true, and (as he whisper’d once) 289 
Enamour’d but the more, to my sole ear 
He would relate at times his venture’s course, 
And charm’'d the soul in faucy’s reverie, 
Oo Avon’s bank at eve in stolen walk. 
For admiration, pity, gratitude, 
Gan interest me now in Guy’s behalf, 
And in my breast respectful sympathy 
Prompted its favour, as to merit due. 
His genuine worth sole my affection won. 
For rank was not yet his, through wealth acquired 
By his own skill. But these seem’d needed not. 
My heart, to him subdued, himself admired, _ 301 
Nor felt for any as for him regard. 
Then suddenly broke out our country’s wars, 
Fearfully harass’d by invading Danes. 
Wearied with hopeless struggles, scarce with life 
Our Mercian vice-roy, the good Burthred scapes, 
But quits the realm for distant Italy, 
While treason dire usurps his wrested throne.” 


So as she said Mercia’s now widow’d Queen, 
Remembering sorrows past, her consort’s doom 310 
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Mourns yet with tribute of fresh-springing tears : 
But silent, nor the story with a pause 

Seeking to interrupt. The tender theme 

Felicia noted, and her voice half-check’d 

To soothing accent, softly thus pursued. 


‘* But while misfortune such befel our King, 
No less his subjects in his fall partook. 
Alike my honour’d sire his castled seat 
And old demesnes of Warwick (long his pride) 
To his own kin affined, base Kenwulph, lost ; 
Deputed over these alike to sway. 321 
Whose spouse, good Rayner’s sister, scorn’d so much 
Their hated league, that soon for grief she died : 
And dreading nuptials with some plighted Dane, 
Their daughter, Emma, (my loved friend and mate) 
Scarce scaped in flight, or e’en reported death. 
Amid such troubles press’d, alike my sire 
Sdeigning submission to the conqueror, 
Or aught to mix in league with treachery, 
Was from his home and state compell’d to fly, 
By foreign foes and treason leager'd round, 
Mehacing with fell rage his very life. 
Thus quits he cherish’d Warwick, bare and poor, 
Bereaved of all, save life and me his child ; $34 
And wandering long about in strange distress, 
At last resolved to bend his perill’d steps 
Toward loyal Rayner’s Somersetian bounds 
(Their venerable chief) who had espoused 
The good Fidelia, sister of my sire. 
Our o’erwatch’d course with undiminish’d faith 
At humble distance follow’d generous Guy ; 
Whose father had in barbarous strife been slain, 
First seeing all his wealth and merchandize 
Pillaged and stripp’d, prize of the victor-foe. 
At first in secresy and seized disguise, 345 
As of a pilgrim, Guy still track'd our steps, 
With fond affection cherish’d, hoping still 
At dangerous need to serve us and protect. 
Until in sudden onset of the foe 
Near Glaston’s plunder’d abbey, it befel 
That with the deep devotion of true love 
Amid such conflict rushing to our aid, 
The gallant Guy preserved my father’s life: 
E’en too mine own, when almost captive fallen - 
In treason’s snares, there maddening in pursuit 
Of the fled sovereign and his scanty friends. 
Me then Guy saved with bazard of bis life, 357 
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From persecutors of good Rayner’s house, 358 
And base Hianfrid’s spreading treachery. 

Again Guy proved my champion, brave as true. 
Shall I forget my debt of gratitude ? 

Base were indeed my heart, and grovelling 

The soul, that saw not in his generous zeal 

Claim on its deep affection and regard, 

Excelling lands, or heaps of coined gold. 

Smit then with grateful sense and high esteem, 
My vanquish’d father takes the gallant youth 

To his admitted service, and assigns 368 
On charged request his constant presence near. 

Of many a hard escape ‘twere long to tell, 
Adventures strange in cots, in cliffs, in caves, 

Or vaulted abbey-cells. But Guy still proved 
Our faithful friend, and guardian sentinel, 

A pilgrim seen by day, by night our watch, 
Protector and preserver of us both. 

Can aught too much remunerate such worth ? 

My hand, my heart, I feel the right of one, 

Suited to any pitch of honour, high 

Or dignified soe’er; and, since is his 

Much versed acquaintance with mankind, meseems, 
Fitted to shine in mart, in camp, or court. 3s! 
Faith answering his is now become my part. 

I through his humbler birth nathless discern 
Sparkle the jewel of a noble mind. 

W hat though his titled rank, and power, be less, 
Excellent is his heart, and that may well 

Serve in the stead of name and lofty place. 

For his superior sole myself I note 

In birth, in name, and rank, not in desert. 

Him though the world’s rate my unequal deems, 
Nature does not,—nor reason—nor my heart. 
Tender respect, tried love, unshaken faith 

He still to me has shewn. Shall my return _ 898 
To him prove less 7—sure no—I feel, my soul 
With duteous gratitude delighted yields 

To him fidelity, which never lapse 

Of waning time can change, or dispossess ; 
Which, pledged in youth, shall cheer alike our age. 
Enough for me,—none other being lives, 

Whom I so truly love—or ever can. 

With him, I feel, that mine were happiness. 

On earth no more is wanting than to share 

His company and fortune till my death: 

While without him, the world a desert seems. 

Still to our union half-averse e’en yet, 405 
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My sire appears, o’ersway’d by native pride. 406 
But Guy still looks to win nobility, 

And with my sire’s approval, to complete 

Our mutual bliss, and him make happy too.” 


So as with generous candour to the Queen 
The fair Felicia own’d her virtuous love, 
On admiration based and gratitude, 
Mercia’s kind patroness no less admires 
The sweet confession of the gentle maid 
Than feelings worthy of the female heart. 
Such generous innocence herself consoles, 416 
And in the story’s natural progress marks 
Deep love on both sides, and devoted faith ; 
Knowing by past experience in the world 
All other treasure, worthless in compare. 


Then thus the attracted matron mild returns. 


‘Such kindly duty, pledged to high desert, 
Exalts e’en beauty’s claim, and bids it shine 
Truly angelic, making love assume 
The dignity of virtue, as its spring ; 426 
When the graced female knows her station meet, 
Her character, by heaven itself assign’d, 
And bends to manly worth with homage due.” 


In gallant Guy the Queen new interest feels, 

And fondly adds: 
‘¢ Him nature noble made. 

Grace, valour, virtue are her bounteous gifts : 
Other accessories are but from man, 
The chance of accident, additions less. 
Rank, title, name, a monarch can bestow, 
But not their basis and just origio. 
Sach rank and state, co-equal with the high, 437 
Trust me, sweet maid, for Guy I will bespeak, 
Already sure ennobled by thy love; | 
And his due meed ask at a brother’s hand. 
Ever of true desert the patron found, 
He will shower honours with a liberal pride 
Albeit of such the youth’s own worth at last 
Were sure, compelling from the throne regard 
To one who by tried faith and service proves 
That upon merit sole he founds his hope, 
And knows that love alone can love ensure.” 


Delight extreme throbb’d in Felicia’s breast 448 
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So gracious pledge to hear, and high applause 449 
Bestow’d on one so tenderly beloved. | 


Nor fails the generous Queen to keep her word : 
But with new friendship and esteem inspired, 
Both for Felicia and the gallant Guy, 
(Mercians alike) she takes the éarliest hour 
To the King’s ear their winning history 
Late to herself imparted, to repeat. 
Her gracious commendation too herself 
Aids with admiring comment of her owa, 
And to a brother’s favour each prefers. 459 


Nor lingers opportunity : for soon 
Amid such genial leisure to bestow 
Before so graced assembly notice meet, 
And patronize with favour proved desert, 
(Nay, even to make useful to the state 
Such passing chance and pleasure of the time) 
Seated at table with his noble train, 
When their brief feast yields intervening pause, 
The sovereign deigns address the adventurous Guy. 
While conscious that earl Rohand (courtly peer) 
Disdains a merchant’s station, as unmatch’d 470 
To his own rank, with kindly art the King 
Essays, unmark’d, such feeling to correct, 
Favouring himself the merchant's useful life, 
Needed to England’s rising naval art ; 
And thus (appealing through his generous lord) 
Accosts in turn the youthful voyager. 


‘© Deem not, graced peer of Warwick, but ere this 
Our fond solicitude bas glean’d, or longs, 
(Whate’er it may,) ampler intelligence 
To gain, importing our new stranger-guests. 

Nor do we miss already (by what mean 481 
Soe’er acquired) traits of your varied lives. 

Brave Guy, we learn, with spirit that beseems 

An English merchant's active enterprize, 

Has on its bold pursuits, in youth begun, 

Visited foreigu lands, and oped a course 

That will by right to future honours lead; 

With laudable ambition fired to win 

Through claim of commerce pledged nobility. 
Asstredly ourselves, by Providence 

Assign’d dominion in this sea-girt isle, 

Have not as yet to learn, what is indeed 

A King’s prime duty and best policy, 493 
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How most our kingdom’s welfare it imports, 494 
That honour too, no less than wealth acquired, 
Should wait on commerce, as its nobler meed: 
That every merchant, in his sovereign, 

Should own a patron and observant friend, 
Showering on industry encouragement ; 

Whose fostering care to skill and merit ope, 
Should to estate alike add dignity. 

Owns commerce aught to shame nobility ? 

Of grandeur, as of civil rule, the spring ; 

Whose merchants were from elder time esteem’d 
The honourable of earth,—with princes rank’d. 505 
Sure to this isle, for empire maritime 

By nature destined, commerce is her life, 

Her brightest glory, safety, and support.” 


He said ; nor so express’d, ungrateful then 

To any seem’d the theme, whose drift as yet 

Was scarce discern’d. The sovereign straight re- 
{sumed. 

‘* Already bas our naval Octher, sent 

At our own instance and agreed employ, 

Explored the northern ocean, where he pierced 

Even to Dwina’s flood: our Wulfstan too 515 

Has scann’d the Baltic’s nations numerous, 

Bordering those piny coasts; and from the lips 

Of each, ourself with proud delight erst heard 

The story of their expeditions strange, 

Pregnant with rich use to our kingdom’s state. 

From learned Erigen we too have glean’d 

His travell’d note, and themes of classic art, 

His study’s charge in Italy or Greece. 

Young Guy too, for his venturous gallantry 

Famed both abroad, and since his home-return 

Distinguish’d for intrepid loyalty, 

We hear the theme of honour and regard. 527 

Nor is such merit by our self o’erlook’d, 

Winning in season due its full reward. 

But now to gratify our curious ear 

With his past ventures and his travel’s course, 

Much would we wish, that (leisure such to charm 

As this still spot admits), the youth would deign 

From his own lips, as others erst were pleased, 

Himself to this graced company impart 

Whate’er amid his varied intercourse 

Thro’ foreign climes, whether where gulfy Scheldt 

Spreads its broad flood, or winds the sinuous Meuse, 

Or where Elbe’s isle-deck’d river seeks the main, 
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Or the vast Danube waters Europe’s tracts, 540 
His vigilant and active thought observed 
Deserving note, or memory; whate’er 

Of interest to England might (he deem’d) 

Concern her commerce, art, or industry, 

Essential ever to our nation’s wealth. 

Grateful to us, be sure ;—for while the tale 
Beguiles our brief repose with subject new, 

Yet shall its charm make useful and of worth 
Even this vacant hour, and such recount, 

Not sole amusive, yield instruction too; 

Haply implanting in our open’d minds 551 
Some germ of value to the public weal, 

Importing Britain’s trade and rising state.” 


So as the King solicited, with hope 
To hear some ventures new, the attracted guests, 
(The travell’d Erigen and Sighelm most, 
Nor least the naval Sussex, and the prince 
His generous charge, the younger Athelwold, 
Brave Essex too, count of the Saxon shore, 
Himself with fondness smit for nautic art) 
Anxious alike to hear, with thought’s compare, 
Shew their roused pleasure in expectant looks. 562 
To the young sailor each his own request 
Adds with kind courtesy, and join to ask 
The changeful story ; while with smile benign 
One, more than all persuasive, (whose sole look, 
By Guy interpreted, assent ensured) 
Felicia her delighted wish express’d. 
Albeit a moment’s pause, some coy delay, 
Bespoke the youth's becoming modesty, 
With kind encouragement the King dispels 
His dash’d reluctance, and thus points the theme. 


‘“‘ Here as we sit in this secluded spot 573 
While thus at tranquil leisure we refresh 
The corporal frame at table strewn with books 
Amid our bower of trellis’d eglantine, 
Though seeming idle, we can ne’ertheless 
Roam in imagination o’er the world, 
And like the busied bees that murmur round 
Bear home from every flower some virtuous use. 
Sure most delightful it will be to turn 
This pastoral scene of peace as if to hour 
Of high consult and stately council, blent 
On themes of commerce and wise polity, 
‘The duteous handmaid of benevolence, 585 
VOL. IV, DD 
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And instrument of general happiness. 586 
Here, while associate thus with warrior-chiefs, 
Princes and nobles, bards, philosophers, 

And learned sages, as with beauty’s charm, 

We can in converse, all diversified, 

Screen’d by green hollies from the din of war, 
Range over countries rare, the camp, the court, 
Castle, or cot, or cities rich with fanes, 

And busy marts, and havens throng’d with ships.” 


So as he said, the King a gracious look 
Bent on the modest youth, who pensive seem’d 
Collecting scatter’d memory, waked the more 597 
As thus the King adds words of further cheer. 


‘* We love the life marine, and joy to hold 
Discourse with sea-fared men: at times to bend 
Our greedy ear to tales of distant climes 
And ventures brave; and the old passion feel 
For naval eminence within us burn. 

In thought we can be active and alert, 

And e’en in these still moments haply may 

By such discursive influence wake to life 

Talent and enterprize, in British hearts 607 
Imperishable. Happy we esteem 

Ourselves such gallant spirits to possess, 
Happier too, if our own part be achieved 

These to right use and purpose still to guide. 

For mid this sunk distress still burns, as wont, 
Our heart’s prime wish, all our conceived designs 
Yet to effect, and after victory first 

Shall work our realm’s deliverance and peace, 
By fleets at sea (our native citadel) 

No less than inland forts and sea-ward guards 
To shield our island and secure the won. 

Then shall proud commerce (Britain’s element) 
Expand new springs of riches o’er the land; —_—-620 
While all her active sons with vying zeal 

Shall cultivate the social arts of life; 

Glorying in freedom, as in industry, 

Exalt their cherish’d country to become 

A great and powerful nation, to the world 
Exampling public virtue, general bliss, 

Bearing in every excellence the palm.” 


Intreated thus, with modest graceful mien 
Young Guy’s relation (to the sovereign’s ear 
Pleasing as new) attention wins of all. 630 
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‘* Rear'd by my honour’d sire near W arwick’s vill, 
Whose wealth was there by merchandize amass’d, 
While through the favour of his generous lord 
He own’d high trust and power, his chief design 
And object nearest to his heart still seem’d 
To train myself to his own loved pursuits 
Of trade and commerce; that my future care 
Should more extend connections thus begun, 

New channels ope of usefulness and wealth, 
Acquire what skill soe’er our time allow’d, 

And learn to glory in a merchant’s name. 

Nor was my parent's wish unaided too 642 
By my own early study’s course at home, 

Ever on fond perusal bent of books, 

Or minstrel lays that told of distant climes, 

Which my excited passion long’d to see, 

Or bold exploits, which I too glow’d to share. 
Made conscious too that our good sovereign’s laws, 
Opening to merit favour’s equal door, 

Had pledged of late decreed nobility 

Not less to martial valour, than emprize 

Of the bold merchant crossing thrice the seas 

In his own ship on venturous voyages, 

I to my father’s will ere long complied. 654 
For I must needs confess that in my heart, 
Intently cherish’d, thoughts of honour sprung, 
That by won rank I in my country’s eye 

Might be esteem’d more worthy. of regard, 
Perhaps abroad by some adventurous act 

Of martial note achieving mark’d renown. 

Thus I resolved to quit my native cliff, 

And scenes that held all dearest to my soul, 

Our Avon’s fairy stream, and rural walks, 

And visit for few years climes o’er the sea. 

My purpose was in person to attain 665 
Knowledge of foreign countries, more advanced 

In arts of life; their customs to observe, 

Their wants, their language, and their modes of trade, 
Chiefly through Europe’s tracts to note the ways 
Of differing nations, to compare their skill 

In navigation and affairs of use, 

The size, the fabric of their various ships, 
Whether for war design’d or merchandize, 

To learn their interest and policy, 

That mingling commerce might expand the mind, 
And make its scope more free and liberal. 

By voyage such I thought to gratify 

Ardent desire of knowledge, nor (meseem’d) _—_ 678 
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E’en as my sire proposed, unfraught with use 679 
Both to my country as our proper house, 

While adding honour to my father’s wealth. 

But answering e’en in this his generous thought, 
Who by such breeding hoped to qualify 

His only son for service of the state, 

Following in due succession to himself.” 


So as he said, with favouring note the King 
Thus interposed : 
‘‘ And sure such motives all 
Must worthy deem, and enterprize applaud, —689 
An English mind and heart beseeming well.” 


Then Mercia’s Queen too (once his sovereign, 
Nor to her subject’s history wholly strange), 
In tone, almost of whisper, to his ear 
Reminds another motive, not confess'd, 
No less than her accord whose peerless grace 
Deserved from gallant breast so deep regard : 
(Nor shame the dear confession) for the fair 
To laudable ambition sure may well 
Fire valour’s ardent hope, when it discerns 
Their kind approving love its bright reward. —_700 


Thus playfully the Queen, while mantling blood 
Glow’d in his cheeks, and bent on her he loved 
A tender soften'd look the truth confess’d. 
His scarce-impeded tale he then pursues. 


‘‘ By such excitement too my prudent sire 
Sought to divert and change (for so he own'd) 
The military passion in my breast 
Early conceived, and preference of arms. 

With all a parent’s anxious hope intent, 

He bade me mark the principles and tra:n 710 
Of foreign commerce. His considerate care 
Supplied me with credentials, letters kind 

To merchants over Europe, and the climes 

He wish'd me see, where introduction meet 
Would open to my view new customs, scenes, 
Products of labour and industrious art, 

Subjects of trade and future rivalry ; 

The source of barter as of mutual wealth. 

Such prime direction of my sire, no less 

Promoting his advantage than (he deem'd) 

My sure advancement, with my country’s weal, 
He bade me notice, as my travel’s guide, 722 
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For, as he oft would urge, such course he knew 
Would after prove well-pleasing to the King, 
And just ambition crown with ample meed. 

Nor fail’d my generous father to provide 
Attendance meet to shield my unused steps, 

In charge of good sir Heraud, valiant knight, 
(His consort’s brother) who strict charge received 
To prove my guardian and instructor both. 

Then, (answering the law’s tenor), to engage 

The future honour to such claim assured, 

My bounteous sire at no slight charge equipp'd 
And to myself in noble gift assign’d 744 
A stately vessel, made mine own, well mann’d 
With some few native English, but in chief 

A Frisian crew, sole for such service hired, 

As yet in naval arts than Britain’s sons 

More skill’d, but not, (we hope) long so to dure. 
For exercise of skill, as to awake 

Enterprize and the germ of industry, 

Our laden bark bore, as her proper freight, 

For our first voyage various merchandize : 

Such as he deem’d, might haply best excite 
Esteem and price abroad in mark'’d exchange, 
Commodities of England’s staple wealth, 756 
Wool, ores, or metals, or even hoarded grain; 
Stores which bespoke an infant trading state, 
Awhile bound less to profit than to know.” 


Instant the King: 
‘Yet each attempt shall prove 
Augur and pilot to more full success, 
And these our couutry’s early efforts be 
Hereafter germs of wealth and honour both, 
Due fruits of active commerce, long pursued. 
This choice, young stranger, I deem well begun, 
And hail anew the law, whick holds for prize 767 
To any subject, crossing thrice the seas 
Io his own ship, the honourable rank 
And title of a thane, in first degree. 
For sure adventurous merchants merit praise 
And all encouragement,—nor while I live, 
Shall any at my hands lack cheer or aid. 
But to assist those who aspire to trade, 
Yet want the means, from our own treasury 
(Ah! now bereaved alike,) should needful gold 
Be lent to furnish navigation forth, 
Till idleness should from our realm be shamed. 
Nor all disinterested were such act, 7179 
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Since in well-govern’d nations commerce yields 
Profit no less to people than to King, 

In reasonable imposts, customs, slight 
Acknowledgments for privilege of trade. 

But I delay. Tell us, how fared you then? 
And to what countries turn’d your freighted bark ?” 


Delighted then, the gallant Guy pursues. 


‘¢ From Harwich, haven of our Saxon shore, 
We held our way, and steer’d with eager pride 
To that famed Flanders, where the Flemmings dwell, 
Amid whose fertile Belgic provinces 790 
Rise mighty cities, seats of industry, 

Of manufacture and ingenious art, 

Wondrous in riches and magnificence. 

For there, we knew, the noble Baldwin ruled, 

For his stern rigour against pirate foes 

Surnamed ‘‘ the arm of iron,” to whose sway, 
Created Flanders’ earl, the Gallic King 

Had late assign’d the region, rich and wide, 
’Twixt Scheldt and Sambre’s rivers, and the main: 
Who thought by check of valour interposed 

To form a bulwark of the Gallic realm 801 
’Gainst pirate Northmen and the roving Dane. 
We deem’d count Baldwin would to Englishmen 
Prove kind and courteous, and us merchant friends 
Receive with welcome, since he was allied 

By marriage even to our English throne, 

And, as his stately consort, had espoused 

The honour’d mother of our sovereign, — 

(The widow of King Ethelwulph, his sire) 

That Judith, matron of illustrious race, 
(Descended of renowned Charlemagne) 

Who had our gracious Alfred fondly rear’d.” 

So as the youthful sailor said, his note 818 
A noble guest there present, who had lent 
Pleased and attracted ear (the gallant lord 
Of Essex, chief who sway’d its Saxon shore) 

Thus cheers with friendly, interposed remark. 


‘¢ Myself too, neighbour to the Flemish coast, 
Know the brave Baldwin’s hospitality, 
Generous and kind, as wise and politic, 
And glad my testimony thus I bear 
To merit, worthy imitative note. 
Sailiog for pleasure to the Flandrian coast, $23 
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Proudly I name its gallant chief, my friend. — 824 
For I too love the venture maritime, 

And thither erst have, for example, sent 

A freighted ship, and lent encouragement 

Of money, men, and favour to the race 

In mine own province, there inclined to trade.” 


At this the King: 
‘‘ Nor may the interests 

Of commerce, in its consequence so vast 
And all-diffusive for the public weal, 
Be deem’d beneath protection or the charge 834 
Of men of loftiest rank, or noblest birth. 
But, gallant youth, your venture’s course unfold: 
Whither you sped, and what of import saw ?” 


Encouraged thus, the stranger-guest proceeds. 


‘* Soon reaching first Ostend, our anchor'd bark 
We left awhile within its sheltering port, 
And from our merchant-friends accepted there 
Letters which forwarded our onward way, 
Not to this spot bent solely, but intent 
To see the interior towns of note, and there 844 
Ope fit marts for our future merchandize. 
To Bruges then, led by my faithful guide 
And kin, the knightly Heraud, I advanced ; 
A new yet splendid town, by Baldwin’s self 
Late founded for a fortress, where he holds 
His court and state, but with each kindly care 
Alluring numerous people there to fix 
Their shelter’d homes, deems yet this seat to see 
Centre of commerce ’twixt the south and north.” 


Instant the King: 854 
‘‘Saw you Count Baldwin there ?” 


Guy straight responds : 
‘* The princely chief we saw : 
Announced, and at his rising court received 
With friendly courtesy.” 


Again the King 
Impatient asks : 
‘* And saw you Judith too, 
His consort ?_—Her, to whose maternal care 
My own untutor’d boyhood owes so much ? 
Oh! say, and of her state report at full.” 865 
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‘‘The regal matron too (Guy swift replies) 566 
Alike we saw, who in beseeming state 
With noble Baldwin every honour shares. 
Before her, as to royal dignity, 
We bow'd, when many a question kind she urged 
Of Alfred, and our England, and of seats 
She knew and cherish’d with fond memory still, 
Where she from England’s brave nobility 
So much of love and honour in past day 
Had shared, as must for ever bind her heart. 
To all we answer’d to our best, yet scarce 
Could satisfy enquiry oft renew’d ; 877 
While much her youthful merchant (as she deign’d 
With honour more than due myself to name) 
She bade her courtiers tend, nor less observe 
His knightly suite with rites of courtesy.” 


Then Mercia’s Queen remarks : 
‘‘Such gentle grace 
And kindly act, from one so highly born, 
Remember'd by us all with homage meet, 
Were but accordant to her general mien.” 


Then thus the pensive Alfred, (while at such $37 
Remembrance of his foster-mother’s care, 
Now absent, settled in a foreign clime, 
Sprung to his glistening eye a grateful tear,) 
Utter’d his tribute too of deep regard. 


‘‘ For ever honour’d, by myself at least, 
Be that kind heart and cultivated mind, 
Peerless in each accomplish’d elegance, 
Which, pride of polish’d France, yet once adorn’d 
Our England’s ruder court, and there deign’d guide 
Her unocurb’d prioces, where myself was one, 
To gentle studies, and with graceful art 898 
Unfolded beauties of the bards she loved, 
And lore, beseeming most a prince to know: 
Luring the captive mind by apt reward 
To emulous knowledge of the glittering prize ; 
High source of future use and solace both, 
Which never memory can too much esteem ! 
Bless’d be her goodness to my latest hour! 
But tell, graced youth, what else befel you there ?” 


Then thus young Guy pursued : 
‘* Might seem too yet 
As if the generous count his consort’s note 909 
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Aaswer'd with added kindness of his own, 910 
For o’er his rising city soon himself 

Deign’d with untired delight aad mingled pride 
To shew to our admiring sight whate’er 

He deem’d would interest our roused regard ; 

Its bridges, arcs, streets, piers, design’d canals, 
Its staple halls, aud marts of merchandize, 

Its factories for skilful artizans, 

And stately buildings like to palaces: 

Nor let our admiration idly sleep 

Unsatisfied, nor uninstructed too, 

But with us deign’d converse on themes of trade, 
And all his bosom’s purpose frankly oped. 912 
He dwelt with ardour on his cherish'd hope 

That age not distant should, amazed, behold 
This his secure and well-defended seat 

The choice resort for merchants of the world; 
Site of their mid-communication made 

Both for the Lombard-merchants to transport 
Hither what products growing Venice draws, 

Or rival Genoa, from the distant east, 

From Egypt's ports, and climes of farthest Ind, 
Or graceful arts of nearer Italy ; 

Exchanged with merchants, visiting alike 933 
This favour’d spot from Hanseatic towns 
Bordering the Baltic or Batavian coasts, 

For bulkier products of the colder north: 

Needful alike to wants of hardy life. 

All trading in this thickly peopled seat 

To vast extent with mutual benefit, 

Yet his own people still enriching more, 
Flourishing here in peaceful industry, 

Shielded by equal laws, and well-enforced. 

Such prosperous fortune at no distant time, 

He deem’d, this happy station would command. 
Concluding all his hope with wish that most 945 
Gratified and endear’d our feelings too, 

While England's merchant-friendship he bespoke, 
With pledge that lapse of time would only bind 
Cluser two nations, made by nature friends, 

In mutual league of common interest.” 


So as he said, the studious Erigen 
Adjoin’d remark : 
‘* Nor vain such thoughts may be 
As swell the large mind of the Flandrian chief, 
Founding his favour’d mart of future trade. 
Fur mark we not, through page of history, 956 
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That central situation still has been 957 
Main cause of commerce to each growing seat ? 
Such bade Phenicia’s ancient cities rise, 

Sidon and Tyre, (her daughter) which exchanged 
The eastern riches, spices, gems, and gold, 

For Europe's meeting produce, thither brought. 
Alike Palmyra’s city of the waste, 

And Alexander’s famed Egyptian port, 

Even as Venice or less Genoa now, 

Or that proud harbour, more than all admired, 
Seated by Europe’s as by Asia’s brink, . 967 
Owed to like midway site its prosperous rise : 
Such too with equal aim, though more removed, 
Hereafter may the Fleming’s glory spring.” 


When, musing, augur'd thus the learned man, 
With fond presage thus utter’d England’s King. 


‘‘ Let but hoped victory our lost state restore, 
(The end and object of our primal care) 
Then fain my own waked fancy would foretel 
That our Britannia’s isle, by nature framed 
To be of commerce yet the central Queen, 
To whom her highway is the circling main, 978 
Shall take the rank which heaven itself designs. 
Till our own London’s haven o’er the earth 
Be held chief mart of trade, whose happier seat, 
(The choice emporium of the mingling world,) 
Shall Baldwin’s rising model far excel. 
His patriot zeal and wisdom let us yet 
Admire and imitate, while we surpass ;— 
His merit emulous, we gladly own, 
And to his generous wishes, pleased, respond. 
But we impede. Pursue, graced youth, the tale, 
That holds our thought in interest intense, 989 
And speeds on wing too fleet the stilly hour.” 


Then thus afresh the stranger-guest proceeds. 


‘‘ Quitting with waked regret Count Baldwin’s 
Amid the smiling province we advanced _[town, 
Toward the proud city of commanding Ghent, 
Famed by the Roman Julius rear’d of old, 

And long the capital of the Flandrian clime. 
Entering its spacious streets, we soon discern'd 
This was the favour’d and eld-settled seat 

Of manufactures rare and elegant, 

Such as made nature’s products, rude soe’er, 
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Unequall’d grace assume, and precious rate. 1001 
Traversing with keen note its crowded tracts, 

Its sumptuous structures, arcs pontifical, 

Its marts for commerce, domes, and spiry fanes, 
The city’s wealth drew our uncheck’d amaze. 

Till on reflection bent, we could but deem 
Whence all this tide of opulence arose, 

Which, charm’d from nature by a people’s art, 
Seem’d but the fruit of industry and skill. 

Here we remark’d, not handicraft alone, 

But strange machines, framed by ingenious thought, 
To aid man’s toil, with fine tenuity 1012 
And even clearness passing human touch, 
Achieved the task of choicest excellence, 

And wrought whate’er to life lent use, or grace : 
Chiefest we deem’d in all of rich attire, 

Where a new power seem’d active for mankind. 
Of arts, to unaccustom’d eyes so strange, 

Be sure, with all the attent our sufferance might, 
Admiring curiosity explored 

The mode and mechanism, with studious hope 
That memory might bear the form along 

For imitation in our native isle. 

For whatsoe’er attracted eager note, 1024 
Throughout our sojourning in parts abroad, 
Whether for traffic, or observant claim, 

Our country’s benefit still fired our thoughts.” 


Then thus the sovereign: 

‘“< "T'was a patriot-aim ; 
For travel’s justest object sure should be 
To glean improvement for our native land, 
And our own country's blessings learn to prize. 
Nor deem but that my own long-cherish’d wish 
Hopes at fit time to answer more at full 
Such spirit waked of active Englishmen, 1035 
Earnest of which, graced youth, I mark in thee, 
Instinct with genius, as with enterprize. 
For favour and rewards munificent 
Hereafter to our kingdom shall invite 
From foreign nations skill’d artificers, 
(Chief from the Fleming’s skill’d laborious race) 
Who shall our people in ingenious arts 
Instruct and guide, and through the land dispersed, 
Shielded with honouring encouragement, 
Arouse in practice emulous industry : 
Till whatsoe’er of rare or excellent 
Inventive care has summ’d in distant realms, 1047 
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Our own shall here adopt, and as we hope, _—1048 
(Such is our England's power) in time transcend.”’ 


Pleased then, the friendly Asser interposed. 


‘“‘ And glad, my gracious liege, fond memory 
Recals such hope, oft dwelling on the time 
When you already, ere this heap’d distress 
O’erwhelm’d the throne, had well commenced such 


And had allured to settle in the land [care, 
Frisians and Francs, Gauls and Armoricans, 
Still honouring each ingenious foreigner, 1057 


Who to such domicile essay’d his way.” 


The King return’d : 

‘‘ Hence had I hoped to see 
Riches, no less than general content, ° 
(Sure meed of honest labour) in this isle, 
E’en as in other nations, fix their seat. 
And still, I trust, such purpose to achieve, 
Howe’er calamities thus dire oppose, 
When this adversity shall all be past. 
But, gallant youth, enliven now the time, 1067 
And tell us, whither else your footsteps turn’d, 
What more of note engaged your eye abroad.” 


Thus then with modest air young Guy pursued. 


‘‘ Yet ere we parted from Ghent’s splendid seat, 
Hot indignation and deep sympathy 
Swell'd in our bosoms, as we learnt that still 
The city’s resients, reft of half their wealth, 
Alarm’d, deplored the recent ravages 
Of plundering pirates; who by Hastings led, 
(The dreaded Dane,) late by the Flandrian coasts 
Roaming the sea with thrice a hundred ships, 
Had sack’d the invaded province, and despoil’d 
Of nameless treasures Ghent’s rich citizens.” 1080 


Instant the King: 
‘* E’en now by England's shores, 
Intent on rapine, prowls the same sea-King : 
But soon from Octher, our brave ammiral, 
We look to hear successful enterprize 
Will quell the haughty Dane in bold repulse. 
Our Britain's peace and safety naval power 
Must shield, and can for ever best defend. 
Yet pardon, generous guest :—we check the tale.”’ 
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Then Guy resumed. 1090 
‘* Our onward steps we theuce 

Bent into Brabant’s province, as we heard, 
Renown’d through Europe for unrivall’d art, 
And passing Ardennes’ forest we ere long 
Reach’d Bruxelles’ stately city, where alike 
Its models of elaborate workmanship 
Our sateless wonder drew, as we admired 
With challenged gaze the labours of the loom, 
Or nice hand’s work, of texture or the nield; 
Or where the dexterous artist joy’d to shew 
His cloth of gold, or silk embroidery. 1101 
Which seen, that to its merchant’s magazines 
From many a land they brought exchange of gold, 
Amaze absorb’d us less, as we survey’d 
The city’s grandeur, its ascending piles, 
Its halls superb, and spread magnificence, 
With endless plenty of its various stores: 
Where artists we found honour’d and esteem’d 
In every theme, device, and mystery. 
Nor to the city’s prodycts we confined 
Our admiration, but collected saw 
The rival excellence of neighbour towns; 
The graceful toil of Mechlin’s busy walls, 1113 
Or wrought in web transparent of Cambray, 
With skill to ruder England yet unknown. 
Lingering with charm’d delight, we thence ere long 
Turn’d toward the courtly city of Louvaine, 
A beauteous region’s fair metropolis ; 
The choice abode of industry and trade, 
Nor less for rival art distinguish’d too. 
Where gilds of merchants rich, in charter’d bands 
And govern’d companies, their mutual aid 
Combine to perfect wondrous enterprize, 
And in superior talent while they vie, 1124 
Share each the honour as the growing wealth. 
Within whose spacious ramparts tvo secure, 
Her crowded working population dwells, 
Expert no less in all of human task, 
Than (as we now remark’d with new surprize) 
Skilful to bind in aid the power of mills 
Stupendous, where the complicated wheel 
Ductile still urges its unwearied round. 
Enough was seen already, that itself 
Summ’d our conviction, and from all compell’d 
Willing assent to the rife tongue of fame, 
That Flanders’ region of all Europe’s states 
Fairest and richest flourish’d, past compare, 1137 


414 KING ALFRED. 


Not less in culture of her fertile soil, 1138 
(The granary esteem’d of nations round,) 

Than in her people’s wondrous industry, 

Which most a model for our England shew’d, 
Whether admiring notice might regard 

Its varied works of manufacturing art, 

Its cities’ proud magnificence and wealth, 

The ease and pleasure of its thousand ways, 

The smiling plenty of its villages, 

Or teeming richness of its garden tracts, 
Monuments of the natives’ useful toil.” 1148 


As with the theme inspired, then thus the King: 


““ And sure such bright example it becomes 
Us too not all unprofited to know : 
But these our stirring neighbours’ prudent care 
To imitate in all of excellent ; 
Conscious that to our full prosperity 
Both our land’s culture, and the manual arts, 
Must in the tide of opulence combine.” 


The monarch paused: the stranger-guest pursued. 


“‘ Here too we mark’d a proof, that in the train 
Of commerce follows courtly elegance. 
For merchants though the general nation seem’d, 
Yet in Louvaine’s proud city wanted not 
Traits of nobility, and stately sports, 
Chivalric, to amuse her splendid court 
With festive pomp and high solemnity, 
Set forth in jousts and pageant tournament, 
By Segwin’s self (her gracious duke) proclaim’d 
To please his princely guests, assembled there.” 


So as he said, with recollection waked 1168 
The fair Felicia to the Mercian Queen 
Whisper’d some sudden prompture, with a smile 
And mantling blush, that to her beauty lent 
But sweeter interest, while her meaning look 
Involuntary bent on watchful Guy. 


At which, with nought of pause, the gracious Queen 
Attentive to the fair, (her Mercian friend) 
Complying, gently from the gallant youth 
Seeks to extract relation, which most like 
His native modesty had else pass’d by. 1178 
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‘* And tell us, gallant stranger, at such court 
Did not on your part the curb’d martial spirit 
Break forth, nor longer bear imposed restraint ? 
Did you not here assume the knight as well, 
And tempt the fray in challenged tournament ? 
Tell, we intreat, the occasion and event.” 


Then the young travell’d Mercian, so besought, 
In contrast, grateful from variety, 
With modest air the past adventure tells. 1187 


“While in Louvaine’s proud city thus I staid, 
Admiring its extent, and graceful arts, 
True, the fame spread and ’mong her citizens 
Was expectation bruited, that at court 
A spectacle of pomp was near at hand, 
Which would draw all her crowding people forth : 
A tournament, whereat in set array 
Champions from various nations of the world, 
Opposed, would tilt, in honour of the worth 
Of her, the lady whom each most admired 
And boasted to surpass each other fair. 
The more, as then at Louvaine’s palace staid 
A royal visitor, the peerless Blanche, 1200 
The daughter of the Almain emperor ; 
Whose perfect qualities of form and mind, 
Andsumm’daccomplishments, Duke Segwin’s house 
With many a ready cavalier, extoll’d 
To shine, transcending all beheld on earth. 
Such guest to honour, and to charm her stay 
With suited pomp and gorgeous festival, 
The ducal court, as conscious of such prize, 
Gave out a general challenge to the world, 
With every rite of wonted chivalry 
In combat to support her matchless grace, 
And ’gainst all other blazon her sole fame, _— 1212 
Now the proud theme, and glory of Louvaine. 
Other attention all seem’d sunk in this. 
Hearing alike in common such report, 
Nor having dream’d at first of such intent, 
I thought of England left, and one who there 
Seem’d in my fancy’s eye to shine in grace 
Beyond all other reach of womankind ; 
Her, the sole daughter of that honour’d lord, 
Who at our Warwick’s ancient seat, his own, 
With bounteous kindness had advanced my sire, 
And long the benefactor to our house, 
For ever claim’d our duteous gratitude. 1224 
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From meditations such, I could not sleep, 1222 
For restless, a desire possess’d me all 

(Humble soe’er as then might seem my state) 

To enter too the lists, and to my power 

’Gainst other nations’ coming champions 

For England’s grace and honour to contend 

In this the noble sport, not wholly strange 

Even to me, since practised oft before 

In the set joust, at Warwick’s stately seat, 

On festive days in sorted chivalry. 

My purpose wholly I might not conceal, 
Compell’d myself in all to furnish forth 1236 
Semblably to the triumph’s suited pomp. 

When in the city by some envious youths, 
(Known but in chance of various company), 
Myself was with a wandering merchant's name 
Twitted, and for presumption sharp-rebuked, 

Who thus with meeting nobles dared contend, 
Used from their birth to stately chivalry. 

Stung with the deep reproof, it ne’ertheless 

(So swell'd my heart) aroused me but the more 
To seek distinction in the challenged fray, 

And prove what there, ’mong other combatants, 
An English champion (merchant though he were) 
Could do, to grace his nation’s paragon. 1249 
Nor could good Heraud my resolve restrain, 

But seeing me on such emprize intent, 

At last, o’ercome, vouchsafed with favour kind 
Attend me, as my knightly shield-bearer, 

Pouring all friendly blessings on my head. 

The day arrived, and to the splendid pomp 
Prepared for such admired solemnity, 

In presence of the duke, his general court, 

And his fair guest, in rich pavilion raised 

In sight of all the assembled citizens, 

Came many armed knights, caparison’d 1260 
On prancing steeds deck’d with air-braving plumes ; 
Who to the trumpet’s thrilling clang declared 
Their name, and nation, and the grace of her 

In whose approof and honour each appear’d. 
Louvaine’s haught Duke first enter'd, and proclaim’d 
(By all expected) as the phenix rare 

Throughout the world unmatch’d, the beauteous 
The radiant inmate of his honour’d court. [Blanche, 
But him at once encounter’d Parma’s prince, 
Who vaunted as the jewel, over earth 
Unparallel’d, a dame of Italy, 

Clara, the pride of Florence’s stately seat. 1272 
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Resolute was the conflict, but at last, 1273 

O’erthrown, succumb’d the Italian to the duke. 

’Gainst whom, immediate, a proud peer of France, 

Regnier, of Blois’ wide tracts the princely duke, 

Advanced, and with like ceremony raised 

To glory’s height Dorinde, a Gallic maid, 

Of Paris’ lovely fair the choicest flower. 

Long was the struggle, till France won the field, 

And kept awhile, till with imperious air 

Rode to the midst a stern Grandee of Spain, 

Alva’s high Duke, who challenged unexcell’d 

By aught of grace terrestrial, one who shed 1284 

Bright beams of beauty over charm’d Castile, 

Famed Isabella. “Twixt the rival peers 

Fierce was the combat, oft renew'd the shock ; 

Till the cool courage of the Spanish lord 

Whelm’d the tired Gallic champion from his seat, 

Who faint, exhausted, from the scene was borne; 

Attended yet with knightly courtesy 

By the chivalric Spaniard, on his steed 

Still seated, whom he curb’d with lofty mien. 

He mid the lists remain’d, but opposite 

Approach’d Duke Otto, of Germanic line, 

Who once more vaunted, as the peerless fair, 1296 

Imperial Blanche, maintaining ’gainst the world 

Her, no less beauty’s empress, than the name 

Obey’d, adored, from Danube to the Rhine. 

Awhile I waited, (howsoe’er my heart 

Impatient burn’d) a moment half-abash’d, 

Yet, seen none other, I then enter’d next, 

Attended and apparell’d to my best, 

And to the trumpet’s call, my name announced 

As Guy of England, blazoning, as its fair, 

Felicia, pride of Warwick's castled seat. 

Then venturing hazard and what skill I might, 

Scarce conscious how, (unless indeed it were 1808 

From merit of the lofty cause, which now [dared 

Nerved and iaspired my frame with thoughts that 

Wrest thus an honour, beyond reach mine own) 

It chanced, that prosperous fortune ne’ertheless 

Favour'd against so high antagonist 

My humbler claim, and deign’d hard-won success. 

After, two Flemish knights, who each io turn 

Vouch’d for his fair the peerless Blanche, assail‘d 

Myself, awaiting mid the lists appeal 

Of other ready challenger: in turn, 

These two alike shared unpropitious chance, 

Till (answering to the latest trumpet’s call 1820 
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None other champion,) to my name I heard, 1321 
With strange delight, not with surprise unblent, 
Awarded and proclaim’d, the victory. 

When to the mingled clarion’s general roar 
Responded all that vast assembly’s shouts, 

With deafening clamour of unlook’d applause. 
Then did Louvaine’s graced Duke too deign to send 
E’en for myself, and in full presence there 
Bestow’d upon me honourable praise, 

Surpassing all pretension of my thought, 

While too (with favour beyond all esteem’d) 

The lady Blanche, before whose feet I knelt 1332 
In homage of her beauty, not disdain’d 

With her own hand present to me the scarf, 

The victor’s prize, and by a glittering chain 

Hung too a precious jewel o’er my neck : 

Adding the while the music of her voice, 

With many terms of gracious courtesy 

Suited to lips so royal and so fair ; 

Extolling (e’en with envy, as she said) 

Happier Felicia’s charms, whose merit well, 

She deem’d, might claim all honour of the time, 
And, as of right transcend her lesser due. 

My fluttering bosom most was touch’d at this, 1844 
Since e’en myself then felt, nor fail’d observe, 

The grandeur of her elevated soul, . 

And sense to such peculiar, that could love 
Another’s merit that eclipsed its own, 

E’en in that claim to which itself aspired.” 


So as brave Guy relates, the Mercian Queen 
(As prouder of her gallant countryman) 
Adds with endearing mien her own applause. 
Silent, Felicia blushes, yet her look 
Reveal’d the secret pleasure of her heart, 
Her glory in her generous champion, 1355 
The meed of virgin love and gratitude. 


The observant monarch adds his tribute too 
Of kind approval and enlivening praise. 
Warwick’s high peer, not wholly at his ease, 
Yet soften’d seems, and even as the rest, 

The noble Rohand then on gallant Guy 
Deign’d an approving look of kind regard :— 
_ From whom the sovereign asks the tale pursued. 


Tnstant the adventurous stranger,pleased, resumes. 
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** Forth from Louvaine our journey we renew’d 
Toward Antwerp’s port renown’d, but on mid way 
A numerous troop of armed men o’ertook 
And suddenly assail’d us. These ere long 
With vented rage and scorn themselves announced 
As led by Philibert, the fiery son 
Of Blois’ high duke; nor screen’d their purpose too, 
No less importing than that wounded pride 
And envious hate impell’d them follow us, 

Stung with the duke’s defeat, and honour’s meed 
To a vain merchant's rash presumption deign’d :— 
Whence such disgrace they had resolved to avenge, 
Which sole our wrested lives should expiate. 1377 
By overpowering numbers thus beset, 

Vain was our skirmish and combined defence : 

In unfrequented track, beside a wood 

My generous guardian, brave sir Heraud, soon 
With others of our train, ill wounded, fell, 

In death, I deem’d, upon the bloody way.” 


So as he told, the Mercian Queen exclaim’d: 


‘‘ Base ignominious act! But, gallant youth, 
Say, in that peril what yourself befel !” 1386 


Answering enquiry such, brave Guy pursued: 


‘ Seeing all lost, deeming resistance vain, 
By numbers press’d, all chance of safety then 
Remain’d, methought, sole in retreat and flight. 
With hazard through the mazes of the wood 
I singly scaped, where fierce pursuit was foil’d. 
Here hid in tangled thickets, or in trees, 
Hunger'd, athirst, and looking but for death, 
After some lapse I ventured forth again, 
And my first steps bent to the fated spot 1396 
Where good sir Heraud, and our faithful train 
Alas! had fallen.— My sad intent was there 
To find for each, with what poor care I might, 
A not unwept, although a foreign, grave. 
With waked surprise, I found these all removed: 
In strange distress I wander'd all about 
For divers days, but tidings none explain’d 
What of my lost companions had become. 
Dubious, in face of danger, then I sped 
Back to Louvaine, and to its gracious duke 
Urged my complaint with story of the wrong: 
Pitying, he heard, with indignation fired, 1408 
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Pledged fit redress of injury so foul 1409 
Both to myself, nor less (he said) affront 

To his insulted court. With generous care 

He, ere desired, furnish’d me forth again 

With prompt attendants, and protection arm'd, 

In charge toward Antwerp to escort my course. 
But what delight and fresh surprise arose, 

When on our way, (nor from the scene of death 
Remote,) a seeming pilgrim drew our gaze, 

In whom, through such assumed disguise, my note 
Discover’d good sir Heraud, still alive, 

Though from his recent wounds yet ill at ease! 

He to our eager question, soon relates 1421 
That from the ensanguined ground whereon they lay 
Weltering in blood, a pious hermit’s care, 

Who from the neighbouring forest came by chance, 
Took up the wounded bodies, in kind turn, 

To his own bowery cell; on leafy beds 

Laid each exhausted sufferer, and their hurts, 

Yet bleeding, strove with his own hands to staunch, 
Bestowing charitable tendance still, 

And offering cordials of reviving balm. 

But, maugre all his medicinal art, 

Alas! most died: whom in successive days 1482 
His generous hands within a secret plot 

Of the still forest with rude rite interr’d. 

Sir Heraud singly through such kindly care 
Survived, and after some pain’d lapse of days, 

Ere from his wounds recover’d, (so his heart 
Glow’d with impatience his lost charge to seek) 
By his preserver with a pilgrim’s dress 

Supplied, the faithful Heraud ventured forth 

Once more still hovering near the fatal spot, 

In hope to find, or glean at least some news, 

Of his loved ward and kin, thus strangely reft : 
Whom now, beyond his hope, he meets again, 1444 
Still safe, and with escort supplied anew. 

Tears, and embraces, spoke our mutual joy. 

With us, to all endear’d, good Heraud went, 
Joining the train, which Louvaine’s liberal duke 
Had lent, who from their tendance would not be 
Denied or check’d, but to our cherish’d steps 
Afforded every aid, our guide and guard ; 

Prompt to promote in all our prime intent, 
Furthering our journey still with honours new.” 


Then thus the King: 
‘* And whither sped your course ?” 
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Tostant the stranger-guest, so ask’d, pursues. 1546 


** Northward beyond the boundary of the Franks, 
Skirted by Scheldt’s vast river, we our steps 
Turn'd, where, retreated in its gulfy gorge, 
Antwerp’s grand harbour and inviting town 
From easy distance hail the friendly main, 

Apt for the commerce of the meeting world. 

With untired admiration, we survey'd 

Her crowded port, where every art combines 
With rival skill (yet naval most) to make 

Her busied people great and affluent. 1466 
We mark’d assembled ships of every clime, 

Aud her rich merchants, in throng’d concourse met; 
Nor less observed the proud cathedral-seat, 
Which suitedly the stately town adorns. 

Here many a rare device, (to our eyes new) 
Fav'ring convenience mercantile, we saw, 

Not for our country’s imitation lost. 

Thence with unsated eagerness we sped 

By shores, which mighty rivers intersect, 

Whose floods, through continental Europe borne, 
Here disembogue amid the ocean depths, 1477 
Past frequent isles, whose native bulwarks still 
Oppose a barrier ’gainst the encroaching main. 
Nor we our haste delay’d, intent to view 

The rich Batavian cities, wide renown’'d. 

Soon reach’d we, in such range, the haven proud 
Of Rotterdam, rear’d on the bordering shore 

Of Meuse’ vast river, whose descending course 
Thro’ Flanders flows and winds from distant France. 
Here (as we found) the noble Theodore, 

First count of Holland, ruled, and under wing 

Of his mild government, the nation thrives. 

Here too the splendid haven we admired, 

With countless ships; nor least the labour’d work, 
And range continuous of her dug canals, 1491 
With many a strange machine and bridge adorn’d, 
For use of commerce and its studied ease, 

The lofty structures of her magazines, 

Enrich’d with every store of wealth terrene. 

We mark’d the channels of her native trade, 
Abundant in each change of merchandize, 

But most (we deem’d) in vegetables rare 

Of neighbour growth, madder, or precious dyes ; 
Cordial distilments too, the country’s art, 

In commerce sought, by many a nation prized. 
Pleased, thence we rode to Schevening’s fisher-vill, 
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And eyed its bands grotesque, and manners strange. 
Excursive too, from Rotterdam’s throng’d port, 
Rapt in delighted ease, we sail’d awhile 

Up Rhine’s majestic river, and beheld 

Its castled seats of old baronial pride; 

Or marts of bordering cities (Europe’s boast) 
Dusseldorf’s state, the grandeur of Coblentz, 

Or endless wares of Frankfort’s trading town : 
Then turn’d, and charm’d in studious reverie, 
Retraced Rhine’s various wonders, still untired. 
Landed again, from Holland’s primal port, 

We pass’d, regretful, and with pleasure saw = 1514 
Hague’s venerable woods, and rural vill, 

W here oaks, ofantique growth, o’er verdurous slopes, 
Unwont, this favour’d seat of pleasaunce guard. 
Pleased, we advanced, where Leyden’s towers arise 
Rear’d mid the tracts, still named Rhine-land, that 
Rhine’s ancient bed, whose cultivated space, [mark 
Fertile and rich, is Holland’s garden deem’d. 
Admiring, we the city vast perused, 

Inclosed within a mighty rampart, deck’d 

With shadowy walks o’erarch’d with waving trees, 
Enshielded too by a broad moat’s defence. 

Nor scaped our notice there its cleanly streets, 1526 
Spacious and long, by countless bridges cross’d 
O’er watery ducts that intersect them still, 

Of old the stately burghers’ boast and pride. 

Its gorgeous halls too struck our gaze, and fanes 
Of passing art; yet most we joy’d to learn 

That all this grandeur had of commerce sprung, 
From active vigour of its staple trades. 

Enflamed with curious zeal, from all we saw, 
Aside we turn’d toward Utrecht's honour’d seat, 
Eld ford of Rhine, famed Ulpius Trajan’s pass. 
Lingering with new delight, awhile we roved 

Here o’er Rhine’s rising bank, and paced at ease 
Its beauteous avenues, and eyed its see 1539 
Of bishops, sovereign princes held of old; 

Much with its numerous temples smit with awe : 
And from its proud cathedral’s lofty tower 

The wondrous prospect view’d, which Europe’s space 
(Tis famed) surpasses not iu spread extent. 
Thence sped we on toward Haarlem’s lake marine, 
Whose purifying wave, with native power 
Transcending human art, there renders white 

As driven snow the labours of the loom, 

And to its borderers proves a fount of wealth. 
Soon from its banks, we reach’d the hamlet-vill, 1550 
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Where by the mouth of Amstel’s river-stream 1551 
As yet dwell sole an active fisher-race, 

Though on whose apter site presaging hope 
Augurs will yet arise a splendid port. 

From Amstel’s wave our upward course we urged, 
In observation keen absorb’d, along 

The coasts of deep-incroaching Zuyder-Zee ; 

And cross’d its stormy gulf, from Texel’s isle, 
Toward the broad Frisian country’s laky shores, 
Studded with ocean-isles, which nature’s aid 
Blend with man’s toil to ward the invading sea ; 
If rather relics these and monuments 1562 
Be not, that testify its inroads past, 

Whelming man’s wrested dwellings in the deep.” 


Asks then the King: 
‘“« And io your varying course, 
Woke not the sight within you many a thought, 
Useful to this our England, in compare, 
Importing commerce, and the mighty use, 
Consequent most on ships, and naval skill?” 


‘‘ Most surely, (with frank pleasure Guy responds) 
Let not your gracious majesty suppose, 1572 
That we o’erlook’d our journey’s main intent, 

And scenes of interest such pass’d idly by: 
For many a felt remark then fired my mind, 
Not to my native country unapplied. 

Which chiefest was indeed to note whate’er 
To ships and foreign commerce might pertain. 
Happy I could but deem myself in this 

That herein elder judgment than mine own 

Of my sage guide, sir Heraud, pointed still 
To my observance his experienced thought; 
Enquiriog from ingenious artists too, 

And ever seeking skill’d society. 1564 
Thus with amazement and delight still new 

I mark’d the naval and sagacious race 
Peopling these regions, sprung as of the sea. 
The general country seem’d a strip of earth, 
That ’twixt the mouths of gulfy rivers lay, 

A marshy fiat, as if from ocean won, 

With toil immense saved from the jealous main. 
Methought, I never could enough admire 

All I survey’d. With curiosity 

Intense I mark’d their endless fleets of ships 
Prodigious, that might seem to crowd the seas, 
Such as might feed the commerce of the world, 
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And made this land the home of mariners. 1597 
Their vessels’ gradual fabric most I eyed, 

How their taught ship-wrights rear'’d the stately bulk, 
With studied art, apt for the stormy deep, 
Loftier, and more capacious than our own, 
Fraught too with managed sails, as if with wings. 
I saw too, how extensive fisheries 

Make ocean to their toil a mine of wealth. 

I mark’d how art-led navigation seized 
Advantage of their country’s level tracts, 

And inland drew their ports’ commodities 

With soft conveyance, and at slender charge, 1608 
Arousing in return domestic trade. 

But more than all, their huge embankments rear’d 
With care and cost incredible, to shield 

Restless assaults of ocean, roaring wild 

Over their menaced country sunk below, 

Engaged my wonder unrestrain’d, while thus 

I saw how labour vanquish’d obstacles, 

And nature’s force was overruled by man. 

Here too I mark’d of commerce new effects, 
How in expansive progress it diffused 
Knowledge, and universal industry, 

Such as begat and foster’d public spirit, 1620 
Unquenchable, among a thoughtful race, 
Flourishing too in all of earthly wealth, 

Beyond whate’er stretch’d fancy might believe. 
Hence was I led reflection’s scope to bend, 

With whatsoe’er of question might inform 

My brooding wonder, if it might unfold 

The causes which to such wide commerce led ; 
And where the site ungenial seem’d at first, 

Yet here produced such boundless opulence. 

Nor fail’d 1 somewhat then to satisfy 

(So fain at least methought) my anxious mind.” 


At this the King: 1682 
‘‘ And what then seem’d to you 
Such cause? The observance haply in compare 
May yield instructive lesson to ourselves.” 


Pleased, and with reverent air, young Guy replied : 


‘* My gracious liege, my poor surmise receive 
With your own kind indulgence, if I err. 
Since Holland we perceived (so to myself 
Sir Heraud would observe) a country small, 
Barren and poor by nature, wanting much 1641 
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Needful to man, in products of her own, 1642 
Devoid of woods, mines, or metallic ores, 

Or fertile issue of more genial soils, 

The prudent natives by necessity 

To other countries look’d, which could supply 
What nature here denied, and to that end 

On ocean bent their thoughts, and needed ships. 
Favour’d in this, along one side the sea 

Oped to her barks the traffic of the world, 

While native rivers, that behind her flow’d 
Through Europe, wooed afar interior trade. 

Such to her harbours’ inlets could bring down 1658 
Germany’s merchandize in glad return. 

While o’er the level region sunk canals 

Facile communication o’er itself 

Could spread, to feed domestic intercourse : 

All ceaseless fountains of diffusive wealth. 

Hence waked invention roused ingenious arts, 
Which following out, in course of lapsing time, 
By naval skill through long experience gain’d 
And still increasing strength, they reach’d at last 
To that high palmy state we now behold. 

Since we, delighted, saw advantage all 

(Whate’er herself possess’d) to amplest use —1665 
Exercised and employ’d, and what she fail’d 
Herself afford, by foreign climes supplied. 

And though at first o’er the near Baltic waves 
From Europe's northern tracts she haply drew 
Her single stock of ores and native woods 

While her far-wandering barks the fishy stores, 
From her own coasts, or e’en from Britain’s won, 
Offer’d in barter to the neighbouring Scots, 

Such weak beginnings caused progressive rise, 
Till now remains no country of the world 

Whence her untired activity not draws 

Somewhat to swell the treasures of the land, 1677 
Of commerce, plenty, now the choicest seat. 

Some rude material she imports from each, 

Which her sous’ art and labour straight improve, 
And with advantage vast made luxuries 

They sell abroad, frugal themselves and plain: 
How rich soe’er, of their own gather’d wealth 

Not prodigal, but turning all to use. 

Then if on credit of their lands or goods, 

They borrow from the state’s encouragement 
Aught, ’tis at usance low, while they themselves 
Ever to other nations lend at high, 

And the sagacious people’s industry 1689 
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Make general, with frugality, by all 1690 
Held the sole founts of opulence, while each 
Deems aught of pass’d extravagance a shame. 
Their own land too, by ceaseless charge and toil, 
Incredible, from ocean’s gulfy jaws 

By those stupendous ramparts hardly screen’d, 
(Famed by the Roman Drusus’ care begun, 

But since preserved, enlarged, from age to age,) 
Through the fond culture of its patient sons 

Is in fertility surpass’d by none.” 


So as he said, the learned Erigen 1700 
Who in attentive pleasure seem'd enrapt, 
Thus interposed, himself a travell’d man. 


‘‘ Behold then here exemplified the course 
Of rising commerce, and its gradual fruits. 
Let not a source so humble be disdain’d, 
Or that pursuit (how slight soe’er it seem) 
That seeks from ocean’s breast its fishy stores, 
Still proving to a nation maritime 
A nursery of hardy mariners, 
A school of seamanship long seen the best. 
From lowly fisher-vills have risen at first 1711 
Most ports, that grace the page of history ; 
Till, learning excellence in naval arts, 
Commerce of genius and invention soon 
(E’en as is proverb’d of necessity) 
Becomes the mother, and presents the fruits 
Not less of riches than of talent too ; 
In her bright train still leading, hand in hand, 
Science, the useful as the graceful arts, 
A population, civilized and free, 
Needing the amplest culture of the soil, 
Best tending in a nation to produce 
A class ’twixt nobles and their vassal-bands. 1723 
Nor ever yet was nation truly great, 
That not to naval power its empire owed. 
What first made Carthage rival e’en of Rome, 
While aiming to be mistress of the world ?” 


Fired with such thoughts, so as he said, the King 
(As in charm’d meditation held the while) 
Bent first on Guy a look of pleased regard ; 
Then utter'd thus his own prophetic thought. 


‘You seem indeed, graced guest, to have foregone 
No use of travell’d opportunity, 1783 
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Nor spent your active enterprize in vain, 1734 
Still bending all to thoughts of benefit. 

Nor deem such thoughts omitted of myself, 
Feeding on hope, whate’er of just design 

Concerns the public welfare to transplant 

Hither, and to our native land apply. 

Long has it been my study’s fix’d resolve, 

(E’en as our learned Erigen propounds) 

That the high empire, which by nature’s will 

Of this our sea-girt island is the right, 

We must alone to ambient ocean owe: 

Chiefest to that we must for ever look, 1745 
Of future greatness as the source and spring. 

Our Britain’s region is in size confined, 

(Like our Batavian neighbours scant in that) 
Albeit her soil by nature's gift may be 

Than Holland’s tracts more fertile, and presents 
To her sons’ ready hand both woods and mines, 
Which, we discern, her rival neighbour wants, 
(True, gold or silver none, yet precious more 

For use of life, sole claiming art and toil, 

Of native iron inexhausted stores) 

So far more fortuned then, yet ne’ertheless 

Ships, foreign commerce, enterprize marine, 1757 
Alike for us too singly can acquire 

Wealth, power, as for the exampling Hollanders, 
And make us great, e’en as Batavia now.” 


The sovereign paused a moment, for at this 
The nautic Essex his own apt remark 
Thus offers : 
‘< If be then, as justly told, 
Our natural advantages so much 
Superior, what forbids, my gracious liege, 
The inspiring hope that in progressive time =—‘1767 
Our neighbours’ prosperous state we may excel, 
And yet in all of commerce lead the way ” 


Pleased with his noble’s judgment spirited, 
Eager the King responds : 
‘“‘ True, generous peer 
Of sea-laved Essex, our own happier isle, 
By nature rich in all commodities 
Of primal use, in food its grateful soil, 
In wool its flocks, still yielding warm array, 
Fuel its woods and mines to ward from cold, 
Or aid the plastic works of labour’d art, 
Can thus not sole her natives’ need supply, 1779 
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But leave enough in products of her own 1780 
Which commerce can to other nations bear; 

And needful make to us from foreign lands 
Materials sole which our own clime denies, 

Such as our art and industry may then 

With gainful traffic to themselves return 

In form, by genius made more rich and rare. 

Nor Britain’s sons to any can I deem 

Inferior, or in thought, in patient toil, 

In active energy, or bold emprize. 

Thus conscious then, they for themselves must gain 
Ships, commerce, colonies, and make the sea 1791 
Their element, the ocean’s self their home; 
Admitting on that field superior none, 

But singly, and for ever, jealous there. 

For while dominion o’er the seas is hers, 

Britain shall rule, the lawful Queen of the world, 
For foreign conquest not assumed, but sole 

On charge of universal blessing sped ; 

By every nation then with open arms 

Hail’d as a friend. This be our primal hope, 

Our chiefest duty, care, as interest too.” 


So said the monarch, whose inspiring words 1802 
Straight this response from noble Essex drew. 


‘‘ Nor let us, royal sire, such splendid hope 
Deem vain or distant, since continued thought 
Must our true policy still deem marine, 

And of that glory sure the germ is ours,” 


Instant the King : 
“‘ True, patriotic peer, 

That envied triumph is predestined ours, 
And with heaven’s help we will its height achieve. 
See we not for this brightest prize how points 1812 
E’en nature’s finger to advantages, 
Which we should cultivate and cherish most, 
To commerce tendering all facility ? 
Spread not the borders of our spacious isle 
In circling range a vast extent of coast, 
Transcending Holland's far; around whose marge 
Our unimpeded fleets can sail at ease, 
And guard our shores? These too no less abound 
With wealth procured at will; in stores of fish, 
Forming the while our hardy seamen’s school, 
(E’en as the studious Erigen commends :) 
Ope not our coasts innumerous havens too, 1834 
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Where in commodious bays and siuuous creeks 
Nature’s kind care ’gainst ocean’s storms presents 
Shelter and ease to venturous mariners ? 

Far wind not too our rivers, broad and deep, 
Amid the interior country, through whose course 
Oar navigating barks can prompt convey 

Within the region’s bosom, as around, 

Products our own, nor less of foreign climes ? 
Shall we omit the boundless benefits, 

Which trade and commerce offer, to diffuse 

O’er such a land as this, which nature’s voice 
And bounteous providence call out to use, —- 1836 
And in so blest employment to improve? 

Will we such destiny and station hich 

Forego and forfeit by our own neglect? 

Forbid it wisdom, patriotism, or sense. 
No—rather let us other nations teach 

In our own rights ;—and nature’s privilege 

In bright exampled pledge exhibit still 

For emulation of less happy lands.” 


At this the nautic Essex interposed. 1845 


“« And well, my liege, you had already shewn 
A pledge and earnest of that high design, 
Which more continuous peace had but assured, 
Had ruin’s recent stroke proved less severe.” 


Instant the King : 

‘* Deem not the purpose lost, 
Illustrious Essex, or that hopes so fair, 
Once cherish’d, shall not yet be well resumed, 
When England’s peace and safety are achieved. 
Even as erst begun, throughout our realm, 
Shall the skill’d fabric of innumerous ships 
Engage our subjects’ toil, of form and size 1857 
Fore our wont galleys doubly long and vast; 
While to instruct and guide our country’s sons, 
Less in such arts expert, we will invite 
And from the Frisian, as Batavian coasts, 
Engage with high rewards apt artisans, 
Ship-wrights, and veteran mariners, and all 
Pertaining to our fleet’s equipment rare. 
This, friendly nobles, will we yet essay 
With spirit, meet for work so dear, ensued.” 


So as he said, with heartfelt pleasure smiled 
The noble Essex: which waked sentiment 1868 
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In naval Sussex’ animated air, 1869 
As of the prince, and peers who near him sat, 
Alike was visible. Brave Essex adds: 


‘Sure, Holland’s naval race of such employ 
Will not be jealous, but tend kindly aid.” 


The King replies : 

“ Doubt not: of rivalry 
No petty fear need Holland's sons disturb. 
By site, as interest of mutual trade, - 
Britain and she are natural allies, 1878 
And should for aye be link’d in friendship’s bonds. 
Commerce is her sole element, and league 
With trading nations, safest found with us, 
In common peace and blent prosperity. 
Owns not herself such close relation too ? 
Seek not her bartering fleets the neighbour Scots, 
E’en as but now observed? No, all these lands 
Will to our needing service prompt be hired, 
And teach us arts more rich than tested gold. 
Witness the far-famed captain of the north, 
The veteran Octher, to our aid engaged, 
Who sdeigns not his unrivall’d talent lend 1800 
In station of our chiefest ammiral, 
Guardian and tutor to our England yet, 
Till her own sons can his high post supply, 
And need from foreign genius leader none, 
Themselves by nature destined, ocean’s lords. 
Gives not our noble Wulfstan of such hope 
E’en now the glorious presage, where he sails 
With his bold master, barely second now? 
Thus we expect and hope, ourselves will yet 
Live to behold, by our own labour raised, 
A puissant navy, with bold seamen mann’d 
Frisian as English, capable to stem 1902 
The stormy main, defend our wide sea-roads, 
And ward off insult from our circling shores.” 


So as he utter’d, at such mention roused, 
The fiery spirit of some listening peers 
Flash’d in their look, or e’en breaks forth in words, 
From naval Sussex, or his daring son, 
Or his rash mate, the princely Athelwold : 
Thus venting lofty thought. 

‘* Nor beams the hour 

Distant, when from our coasts and menaced homes 
The insolent Hastings and his haughty crew 1918 
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Shall flee our rival ships, as from the death, 1914 
Or ruin’s spirits, risen from the deep. 

Oh! that e’en now, our hot assault could meet 
And dash such prowling robbers to their grave !”’ 


Instant more thoughtful Essex : 
‘* Nor shall end 
Our nautic triumph there, but sole begin 
The sway which future ages shall extend, 
First in defence, yet boundless commerce more.” 


‘‘ Blest be that aim, (the sovereign, charm’d, re- 
For ever cherish’d such sublime intent, [turn’d) 
Reflective peer: still be it of ourselves, 

As our posterity, the sacred care, 

And chiefest duty, as our proper pride, 

Our isle a sailor-nation to esteem. 

To which high end be it our constant task 

By every honourable mean and meed 

Commerce and navigation to protect, 

To make these free, and privileges meet 

Extend to merchants, best encouraged thus 

To settle here in favour’d liberty, 

Under mild shelter of paternal sway 1935 
Prizing their merit, and that joys to guard ; 

Till, while to every clime beneath heaven’s cope 
They bear their treasures in their friendly barks, 
Knowledge and probity, than bold emprize 

No less, shall still distinguish o’er the world 

A British merchant’s name. For their sake too 
To build new haven-ports around our isle, 

And chiefest honour cities eminent 

For rising commerce ; our proud London most, 
Soon fitliest made our realm’s metropolis. 

So shall we best our country’s weal promote, 
Till after first external safety won, 1947 
May o’er the interior full prosperity 

Flourish, and teem with fruits of opulence : 
While our diffusive wealth shall but be spent 
More to improve and speed our native land, 
F’en as abroad exampling states display. 

This be Britannia’s strength and policy. 

In military less than naval power 

Her native greatness lies. Be this our charge, 
No less than prompt deliverance from the foe. 
To aims so glorious can our efforts all, 

Our fondest thoughts, our prime encouragement, 
Be e’er misplaced? Plant we of such the seed, 1959 
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Which future times with growing love shall rear. 
But we forget, in theme so dear enrapt, 

And from our youthful merchant’s story err; 
Which, we perceive, presents nathless a clue 
To thoughtful note, perhaps not unapplied 

To our designs of Britain’s future rise. 

Tell, gallant stranger, whither sped you on?” 


When, thus besought, the gallant Guy resumes. 


‘‘ Past Frisia’s bounds, the Hanseatic towns 
We visited, and with new pleasure eyed 1969 
Embden’s imperial city, where it decks 
The banks of Ems’ broad river that divides 
The Frisian from the fair Westphalian tracts : 
Then Weser’s wide and gulfy waters cross’d, 

And up its long meandering stream survey'd 
Bremen’s superior towers and trading mart : 

Then sped across the land, until our course [pride 
Reach’d Elbe’s graced river, on whose marge with 
Hamburgh’s free town we mark’d and sovereign state, 
By Charlemagne rear'd near the traffick’d sea, 
Whose tribute o’er the mighty stream it bears, — 
Which thence deep winds thro’ Europe’sinner states, 
Past Hanover’s or Brunswick’s grateful realms. 
We enter’d Holstein’s region, and beheld 1983 
Altona’s beauty, nor pass’d unadmired 

Lubec’s majestic city, and the haven 

Engulf’d where ope the thundering Baltic waves, 
Whose eastward shores we coasted: nor awhile 
Turn'd not to mark its widely scatter’d isles, 
Rugen’s or Bornholm’s piny coasts, (surnamed, 
’Twas said, from Hastings’ pupil bold, the son 

Of royal Regner dead) or haply where 

From Funen’s rocks, or shores of Odinsee 

The fierce Dane launches on the stormy deep.” 


Then thus the King: 1904 
‘¢ And in so devious course 
Occurr’d not much, observant traveller, 
Importing your own country’s needful note ?” 


At instance such responds the duteous Guy. 


‘‘Fail’d not, my liege, to strike my fancy much 
The system of the Baltic piracy, 
Where sea-kings into common rule reduce 
One general plan of naval masterhood. 2002 
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While reign, as Kings, the elder sons on land, 2:03 
The younger princes from their early youth 

Are to the ocean train’d, esteem’d for them 

The single road to honour and to wealth; 

Where fleets, to their sole sway by right assign’d, 
Win too for these the rank and name of Kings. 
These hardy sailors deem the sea their home. 
Ships form their single fortune: on the land 

No territory theirs, possessions none, 

Invasion, plunder, sole for these acquire 

Or riches, or subsistence, wheresoe’er 

Daring assault may wrest the fruits of peace, 2014 
The merchant’s, priest’s, or toiling husbandman’s. 
The swarming population spread along 

The northern shores, thus over ocean pour’d, 
Nations of pirates seem there to disgorge ; 
Warriors alike, in fierce religious faith 

Bred and dire superstitions, which unfold 

To cowards dark and endless punishment, 

But glories bright to all in war who die. 

Thirsting for battle, scorning death, they hear 
With frantic joy the trumpet’s call to fight. 
Tovading nation after nation, each 

Bows to their power in turn, or sues for peace 2026 
With proffer’d gold, while their controlling rage 
Scares, or in ruin whelms, o’ermaster’d thrones.” 


So as the stranger told, aroused at this, 
A moment interposed the listening prince, 
Unruly Athelwold, who thus exclaims. 


‘¢ Truly, a scheme, as politic as bold ! 
Nor howsoe’er its faith, or root, in all 
I may not know, yet to my mind, in much 
Deserving admiration! Would such mode 
In this our England were pursued as well! 2036 
My presence should not long be wanting there.” 


Upon the rash and inconsiderate prince, 
So as he said, the sovereign bent a look, 
(Nor less alike the sainted Adulph too) 
That while it scarce withheld a smile, express‘d 
A mild reproof, in silence of surprize. 
Till thus the King again young Guy address’d. 


‘* Intelligent observer, we may here 

Discern this fierce invasion of ourselves 

By these bold northern warriors, instance adds 
VOL. IV. F F 
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And proof of naval puissance, misapplied.” 2047 


The gallant Guy return’d : 
‘«« My gracious liege, 
Through all the north, their power is uncontroll’d, 
Terrible past resistance, or belief. 
Dreading the open seas, scarce merchants dare 
Quit the near shores, but sail in company, 
Yet are the bays of lurking pirates full. 
Till every opening entrance to the main 
Teems with close ambush, mad for spoil and death.” 


«Strange and pernicious system! (straightexclaims 
The sovereign) but glean d aught your watchful note, 
How best so hideous ruin may be met ?” 


Straight Guy responds: 

‘© My gracious liege, it did: 
(The sage sir Heraud pointing out,) we mused 
On the chief interest of these haven-towns, 
Bordering the northern sea’s interior gulf, 
As of more distant regions, how it most 
Behoved these ports of Hanse, nay, Europe's self, 
Open and free to keep the Baltic main, 2067 
Not in one hand, or subject on both sides 
To one dominion, under one same lord, 
Or single arbiter, whoe’er that be, 
Whose potence might at will control, or shut, 
Approach of commerce to Germania’s streams ; 
Or by the Sound and throat of Elsineur 
Passage exclude to Europe’s outer coasts, 
Whose manifold necessities demand 
The exhaustless treasures of the northern main: 
But each side in well-balanced rivalry 
Still own’d by opposite and vying states, 
Apportion’d to the Baltic sovereigns, 2079 
On one hand whether Dane, or hardy Swede, 
Or on the other, the furr’d Finland race, 
Pole, Prussian, or the bearded Muscovite ; 
Lest haply in the brood of embryo time 
May rise some power, whose vast colossal stride 
May overreach its wide-extending arms 
E’en from the Baltic to the Euxine wave, 
Dangerous to Europe’s commerce as her peace. 
Incroachment such should Europe’s nations still 
Jealous oppose, and match intruding power 
Against power opposite, that all be free. 
Clear, above all, should be maintain’d this sea, 
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And those vast river-fluods which to it flow, 2vuv2 
Whose endless transit far and wide connects 
Europe’s interior realms in kindly chain, 

For general weal of commerce and the world, 
From violence and pirate-robbery ; 

Yet these now sore infest the wasted north, 

And hold Germania’s northern coasts in awe.” 


At this the King: 
‘‘ Just were such policy, 

F’en as your guide commended and enforced. 
Nor deem, observant stranger, but that we = 2102 
Glean from your thought alike instructive light, 
Which we appreciate, nor shall aught neglect. 
And to so needful purpose see we not 
Denmark’s important site, peninsular, 
Which, stretch’d between two seas (the Baltic flood, 
As the main ocean) its contracted streight 
Upward projects afar, above whose head 
And near its reach spread the vast northern realms, 
While Germany brings tribute at her feet? 
To crush the demon power of piracy 
Was Charlemagne’s wise policy of old, 
By mastering fleets at sea, while on the land 2114 
Forts, by the mouths of inlet-rivers rear’d, 
Opposed fell inroads of the ravening hordes. 
Policy, which the illustrious emperor too 
Erst to my royal grandsire, Egbert, taught, 
His willing pupil, and such charge bequeath’d 
With earnest zeal to his succeeding line. 
Hence, even as the race of Charlemagne 
(But chief, brave Arnulph, who Germania’s power 
Combined with France to vomit Hastings forth, 
And free the nations from his robber-host) 
Remember’d their great ancestor’s advice, 
E’en so we too dead Egbert’s legacy 2126 
Recal, and yet will to our best fulfil. 
Fully in such necessity agrees 
My own heart too. The sea should surely be 
(As by all-bounteous Providence design’d) 
For the connecting intercourse of earth, 
And general good in mutual wants exchanged, 
Linking the world in kindness’ golden chain, 
But not a highway made for robbery. 
Perverted sure were puissance maritime, 
So exercised, where commerce sole should bless. 
These seek not commerce, but sole war and spoil. 
What glory dwells in war, for its own sake 2138 
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Singly pursued, or conquest what imports 2189 
If but achieved for empty glory’s sake, 

Spreading the while distress and injury? 

Sole benefactors to mankind deserve, 

And justly claim, the envied name of great.” 


At this, observed the classic Erigen. 


“True, gracious sovereign, that generous thought 
Finds echo in my heart. The heroic chief, 
Esteem’d of old the conqueror of the world, 

The mightiest Alexander, less by war 2148 
Than schemes of commerce won that glorious name. 
Battles alone had left him o'er the earth 

Heriting hate, had not his splendid works 

For general weal and intercourse of men 

Drawn on his head all nations’ gratitude, 

And reverence of his kind from age to age.” 


With lively pleasure thus the King accords. 


‘‘ True sovereignty in splendour less and pomp 
(Its wont attendants) beams and asks regard, 
Than in those offices which best beseem 2158 
Estate so high labouring a people’s good. 

To shield and best promote their bliss in all, 
Must ever form a monarch’s uoblest pride. 

To clear the sea’s range from piratic hordes, 
(To all a curse and general enemy) 

Oppression to subvert and overwhelm, 

While first our wave-girt island we defend, | 

Be henceforth then our Britain’s lofty task, 

Our yielded office, lack’d, and hail’d of all: 
Thus proving to the world a general friend, 

And winning of all climes the duteous thanks. 
To this great end is needed with swift zeal 2170 
Our England forth to deck with naval power, 
Predominant ; on his usurp’d domain 

To meet the foe with strength beyond his own. 
Our province ’tis on our own element 

To spread an armed fleet, whose iron front 

May check approach and insolence defy. 
Around the ocean-moat that girds our isle, 

In our own wooden walls, (whose ramparts glow 
With British hearts of oak,) to shew the world 
Our frontier-garrison, the first and best, 

Our active and laborious seamen-troops ; 

Ere ’gainst invasive ravage yet be need 2189 
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Of idler and less perill’d soldiery, 2188 
Whose use was chiefly ’gainst domestic war. 

Be it of our naval sons the dearest care 

Commerce with sheltering wing to shield and aid, 
And from invasive plunderers protect 

Its useful labours in security : 

So for his own as for the nation’s good, 

Propertied in safe channel, to assure 

The merchant’s honourable industry.” 


So as he said, another travell’d guest, 
Sighelm, (erst mission’d to far India’s coasts) 2193 
Admiring adds: 
‘Grand were indeed such power ! 
Nor let us deem it past our Britain’s reach. 
But worthy fondest zeal and ardent hope.” 


Bending upon the honour’d voyager, 
And priestly sage a look of kind regard, 
The King in tone affectionate replied. 


‘‘Charm’d, thoughtful friend, I hear your voice 
Howe’er sedate, by nature Britain’s sons (approve. 
Are brave and warlike ; and though seamen be 
Her prime and prominent defence without, 

Her sons within shall all in equal turn 

Be soldiers too, no less than citizens, 

Eager their menaced country to protect. ° 
While from affection for their native land 

And ardour for her glory, not from fear, 

Or lucre’s hope, these form her ranks of war, 
Britain we still may deem invincible. 

But till her gradual strength can stand alone, 
While yet need be, she must herself defend 

With aid of other nations, firm allied 

For mutual safety in a common cause. 2215 
So must we watch the freedom of the sea. 

Nor need we aught of naval eminence 

Despair, or deem remote. Fail we to mark, 
Already, how our England’s native son, 

The noble Wulfstan, our brave ammiral, 

Has pierced the Baltic, and with eager note 
Survey’d its coasts, and seen which rivers most 
Piratic crews infest, and need repulse ? 

Witness not too our own admiring shores 
First-fruits of victory,—while even now 

Our rival fleet in quest of Hasting sails ? 

Own we not too associate in our aid 2227 
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The northern Octher, the commander bold, 2228 
(Himself a sea-King once) who at our hest 
Engaged for us in war as commerce both, 
Stretch’d his bold sail, where dwell the furr’d Biormes; 
And thence, intrepid, of the Russ horse- whales 
Brought back in token to our wondering gaze 

The precious ivory tusks, and of their skins 
Tackling for ships of venturous mariners ? 

Himself too riches own’d in northern lands, 
Exacting tribute from the Finland tribes, 
Rein-deer, birds’ feathers, whales’ bone, seals, orfurs, 
Yet lean’d at last to peaceful commerce more, 2239 
And at our instance to our service drawn, 

Turn’d from pursuits of savage piracy, 

Nor wealth, through agriculture won, disdain‘d.” 


The sovereign paused a moment, as if rapt 
In earnest mood: then thus his thought express’d. 


‘«* And who shall say, but such example too 

May ampler hope inspire, and haply prove 

The bless’d precursor to more large design? 

That e’en the martial Guthrun, and the host 

Of pirate foes who o’er our ravaged land 22.19 
Now press their stern dominion, may at last 
Vanquish’d, and through the Christian light of truth 
From foes converted into peaceful friends, 
.Combine their aid (even as Octher now) 

In one same high resolve, our Britain’s isle 

To make a mighty naval uation rise; 

Greater by friendship, which with power so leagued 
May spread unbounded blessings ’mong mankind.” 


So as the monarch his high musings oped, 

Such generous fervour sacred Adulph caught, 
Who straight exclaim’d : 

‘‘ Sublime indeed, meseems, 
In its benevolence is such presage ! 
Ah! could that hope be realized, and foes 
So dire might to the soothing influence 
Of Christ’s mild faith accord, what blessed fruits 
Would thence not spring in providential train ! 
When seamen so expert and warriors too, 
Allied as friends, our nation maritime 
To glory’s loftiest pinnacle should raise. 
Beams on my vision such bright prospect’s dawn, 
As if reveal’d in prompted prophecy.” 2271 
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The King seems rapt in train of tranced thought : 
Then, recollecting, thus with courteous air 
Accosts the stranger-guest : 

“« And yet, graced youth, 
Say, mark’d you interesting object more? 
Since we perceive your travel’s course presents 
A field of observation to our view, 
No less to entertainment apt than use. 
Whither then sped you on your further way ?” 


Entreated thus, the pilgrim-guest pursued. 2281 


‘‘ Quitting the Baltic coasts, our journey pierced 
Europe’s interior continent, and thence 
Ascending Oder’s gulfy stream, we pass’d 
By Stettin’s ancient walls, and crowded port. 
Nor check’d our course, till Francfort’s trading town 
Alike we saw, rich in collected wealth. 
Then toward Spree’s neighbour-river turn’d, we 
On its fair banks Berlin’s majestic seat, [reach’d 
And eyed its numerous palaces superb, 
Its stately streets, and halls, and gorgeous fanes, 
And structures, rich with manufacturing arts, 
Tissues of gold, or broider’d tapestries, 2298 
Or crystal mirrors, bright as polish’'d gems. 
Then onward we advanced, and in our way 
Pass’d Wittenberg’s famed school; then urged our 
Deeper amid Germania’s vasty bounds, [track 
Where, as the heart of Europe, Charlemagne, 
After the Roman western empire broke, 
Had sought to rear his mighty dynasty, 
And on the ruins for his royal race 
Had many a principality combined 
Under one sovereign imperial head. 
We turn’d to witness Leipsic’s plenteous plain, 
Its garden-site, and ever-busied mart, 2305 
O’erteeming with the treasures of the world: 
Then Weimar’s halls, and Jena’s inward town, 
And mark’d their manners, and their varying tasks. 
Then onward hasting, soon our sight discern’d 
Dresden’s magnificence, on either marge 
Spread of the conscious Elbe, nor less admired 
Its stately forts and palace-courts that deck 
Saxony’s capital, than many an art 
Adorning life, which here unite to grace 
Her courteous sons with answering elegance. 
Here too amid boon nature’s peerless charms, 
Suburban, roved our lingering steps, with joy 2377 
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And mingled admiration scarcely less. 2588 
Then on we journey'd toward Bohemian Prague, 
Whose cities fair we traversed, and admired 

Its statued bridge o’er Moldau’s mirror’d wave. 
Thence southward sped, toward Danube’s wondrous 
Our steps ere long arrived Vienna’s walls, [flood 
Rear’d o'er its bank, Austria’s metropolis. 

Among her titled nobles, unrestrain’d, 

We paced the terraced gardens, at whose feet 

The stately river flows; or else at ease, 

Stray’d by the forest-walks and fairy vills 

That toward the Prater’s scenes Elysian lead ; 2329 
Or where the waves embowering woods divide, 
Lay lull’d, regaled with music, while the stags 
Listening would share our wild meal from the hand. 
Vienna’s pomp our boundless wonder drew, 
Magnificent in all of princely state, 

Nor less in every art and grace humane.” 


Then thus the King: 
‘« Nor pass, instructive guest, 
To tell what in Germania’s inner bounds 
Would draw your note, importing commerce most, 
Which there might strike your genius mercantile : 
Such as might well concern our country too.” 2341 


Reminded thus, the obedient Guy responds : 


‘* Through such our travel, could not fail, my liege, 
Much to occur that claim’d reflective thought. 
Nor miss’d we (as we deem’d) then to discern 
What these interior countries most behoved, 

And wherein chief their common interest lay. 
Since their internal site for many wants 

Compels dependence on ports far-removed, 

While their own liberal bosom yet abounds — 2350 
With much of precious use to other climes,— 
Mines, metals, woods, the products of the soil, 
Corn, cattle,—we at once discern’d the need, 

To realms so situate, of interior trade; 

Which to promote by every mean, we deem’d 
Their rulers’ primal duty,— profit too: 

By open’d rivers, as by level ways, 

Facile communication to extend, 

That vying marts, innumerous, might abroad 

Give spur to art and waken’d industry, 

Prospering a nation best, both in its rise, 

Or when to proudest eminence attain’d : 2362 
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Opening to talent amplest enterprize, 2363 
That nature’s disadvantage might present 
Obstacle none to frustrate, or delay 

Man's constant course of needful interchange. 
Whence we revolved what benefit it were 

To general commerce, as to nations near, 

If some imperial cities and free towns 

Were ever held to merchandize uncheck’d 

By still renew’d detentions on its way, 

Or imposts harassing of petty lords 

On frequent entrance of their varying states ; 

But ope to merchants’ favour’d intercourse =. 2374 
With tribute slight, and furtherance of speed : 

If, subject only to one sovereign head, 

Such were for common interest excerpt 

To union of one empire, ruled alike, 

Where such too seems the natural arbiter. 

Such privileges should commingling states 
Maintain for good of all, and to their best 

Cherish throughout Germania’s ample bounds. 
Her mighty empire, studious, should promote 
Freedom as ease of commerce, which disdains 
Ever restraint, as mulct of imposts hard ; 

But ever flourishing, and fond to dwell 2386 
Where generous nature yields her products rich 
And prime materials with communion apt, 

To furnish cheap subsistence, and where man 
Mars not her bounty, as tyrannic lord. 

Yet mid these German principalities 

So oft occurs tribute’s reiterate claim, 

We deem’d, that trade in fettering shackles moved, 
Not aided to the most, but rather quell’d 

By her haught nobles’ overweening pride ; 

Who seem from antique prejudice to hold 
Commerce as of a rank subordinate 

In honour’s claim to eld nobility, 2398 
And by oft checks, and lack of interest one, 
Impede trade’s course, or with exactions spoil.” 


So as he said, the attracted King adjoin’d. 


‘“ Truly, shrewd pilgrim, observation such 
But more confirms reflection of mine own. 
No country, without commerce, e’er was great. 
And who may doubt, that to its ample growth 
Is needful most delighted liberty ? 
Or that cold blastments and restraints severe 
Devour its vigour and its blossoms wane ? 2498 
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But for our single Britain, see we not 2400 
Her sea-girt island aptitude presents 

No less for foreign than interior trade, 

Model of each hereafter yet to shine 

Fore an admiring world? Her guarded coasts, 
Her rivers too as well, and iuland ways, 

Make her a little world within herself. 

Within, sped intercourse is one, her own, 

Where frequent stops, extortions iterate, 

None interpose, to curb trade’s channel free, 

And hurt its life, and prompt alacrity. 

In such a realm, so fitted, so assign’d, | 2420 
Be it our constant task, (as sure it ought) 

To give to commerce every fostering aid ; 

Honour to merchants, as improving most 

Our nation maritime, and that domain 

Whereof she most should joy to rank as Queen, 
Our kingdom’s glory, as her people’s stay. 

No overweening pride, or haught pretence, 

May these disdain, nature’s best gifts forego, 

Or shame our country of her richest boon. 

Be it our pride, that England still be free: 
Courting trade’s entrance to her numerous ports 
Curb’d by no shackles, and with tribute rare, 2432 
Sole ask'd by exigencies of the state. 

Nor need we fear from this decay or harm. 

For mark we not, where commerce prospers most, 
There ever harbours wealth, and plenty’s horn? 
E’en as the people flourish, so the King, 

Their interest one, link’d in a married bond. 

When (fruits of trade,) their coffers swell with gold, 
Grow his revenues too; improved no less 

His nobles’ riches: drawn from tribute small 
Advantage vast, thro’ cause of commerce spread, 
And oft renew’d, whose maxim still should be 
Little from much, not much from traffic scant. 2444 
But happy even now, ourselves we deem, 

In that our England’s sons their generous thoughts 
Bend to such themes of state and policy, 

Whose common interest imports no less 

Our country than the universal earth. 

Never from me, nor from our England's throne, 
(Such is my hope) shall claims so worthy lose 
The meed of favour and encouragement.” 


At this the fair Felicia first, no less 
Than her kind patroness the Mercian Queen, 
Testify in their looks their conscious joy 2455 
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At such the promised purpose of the King: 2456 
Alike too (though from cause of diftering bent) 
Visibly by the attending nobles shared. 

Until in turn, the travell’d Erigen 

Eager the moment seizes, and himself 

Rapt in delight, the stranger thus accosts. 


‘© New to our ear, apt traveller, is much 
Of your relation’s tendence, all unlike 
Our own past note of climes, where classic art 
In Greece or Rome erst fix’d its elder seat. 
But nathless useful equally, or e’en 2466 
Adapted more to wants of general life. 
One but adorns; this feeds and decks it too. 
Resume then, whither you pursued your way. 
Say, did you follow thence great Ister’s course ? 
And whether onward toward the Euxine main 
You journey’d, and Byzantium’s splendid port ? 
Tell, for my waked impatience longs to hear.” 


The sovereign in his gracious look displays 
Equal delight, which emulate the rest. 


Responsive, at such signal Guy proceeds. 2476 


‘«¢Nay, such my destination was indeed : 
Even as most commended of my sire, 
To see that harbour, o’er the world renown’d, 
Of old great Constantine’s imperial seat, 
Now the chief mart, where commerce holds her 
So on by Danube’s falling stream we sped, [reign. 
And reach’d ere long the rich Hungarian bounds, 
Presburg’s old capital, and stately fort, 
And see of puissance, arch-episcopal ; 
Then hilly Buda’s lofty-castled site ; 
Nor in our cull’d excursive journey fail’d 2487 
Observe the nectar’d vineyards of Tokay : 
And eyed the various country, rich in ores, 
In briny rocks, in balmy drugs of price. 
Then following Danube’s course along the plain 
Richest and fairest deem’d throughout the world, 
Onward we sought the Servian borders, where 
Save’s confluent river meets proud Ister’s flood, 
There entering Belgrade’s strong and forted seat, 
Hungary’s barrier and entrance-gate. 
Thence roam’d we on, still following Danube’s wave, 
Toward Widin’s citadel and bastion’d walls, 
And pass’d its bound suburban, saw the wharf 2499 
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By the vast river’s marge, whence countless barks, 
Heap’d with throng’d bales of ponderous merchan- 
Descending far in long and sinuous train [dize, 
Beyond the towers of Ismael’s forted town, 
Disgorge their wealth from Danube’s gulfy mouths 
E’en on the bosom of the Euxine main. 

Then quitting Widin’s city, on we reach’d 
Nicopoli’s haught site, and crowded walls. 

Here left we Ister’s banks, and southering turn’d 
To climb across famed Hzmus’ mountain-range, 
And from its heights survey’d the vale below, 
Where Danube rolls afar his kingly stream. 2511 
Then hasted on past perill’d bandit-haunts; 

Urging our varied journey, oft by hills 

Clad with wild-springing vines, where verdure rich 
Profused by nature breathes eternal spring, 
Toward Hebrus’ ancient river, glad we reach’d 
Adrianople’s seat and city fair, : 
Second but to the world’s contiguous port. 

Nor fail’d we soon discern our steps arrived 

Amid that splendid empire of the east, 
Romaic-Greek, while we no less admired 

The city’s gorgeous pomp and stately pride, 

Than o’er its cypress-gardens many a mile — 2528 
Diffused,where fruits, hung o’er the conscious stream, 
Blushing confess the soft luxurious clime, 

Stray’d, lull’d by melody of nightingales, 

While the air breathed perfumes, and took our sense 
With stealing odours of the rose distill’d : 

Or else where shepherd-lads their lamblets’ necks 
Wreathe with flower-garlands, or at rival ease 

Sit, tuning, as of old, the pastoral pipe.” 


So as the travell'd stranger told, the King 

Thus adds, admiring: 
‘* Little did we deem, 2584 

When our wild venture drew of late our steps 
’Mong Cheddar’s cliffs, we had encounter’d there 
One (though then seen a pilgrim-sentinel) 
Who of the various world had mark’d so much. 
Hail then again, true pilgrim, met so well! 
Deign yet impart, whither thence on you sped. 
Awaked anticipation longs to hear.”’ 


Pleased with such notice, instant Guy proceeds. 


‘‘Thence, fired with eager hope, we urged our way, 
Until our feet arrived the capital 2544 
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Of mighty Rome’s spread empire in the east, 2545 
Constantine’s city, Europe’s grandest port. 

Seem’d as were here our travel’s sum at once 
More than attain’d, for here what wonders new 
Burst on the wilder’d sight! Unsated still 

Here revell’d admiration, not alone 

In splendour of the scene magnificent 

Mid nature’s fairest objects spread around, 

Such as stretch’d fancy’s scope transcended far,— 
But io man’s works as well—and chief of these, 
The vast and peopled city, glittering wide 2555 
With domes and stately spires, of pomp unseen. 
While in the bosom of its curving haven 

(Named from its flowing wealth the Golden Horn) 
Arose a forest of innumerous ships, 

Assembled from the nations of the world: 

Where o’er the sheltering docks and endless piers 
Continuous structures tower’d of magazines, 
Fraught all with merchandize of every name. 

Till every object here combined display’d 
Grandeur untold and boundless opulence, 
Palaces, fanes, halls, areas, column’d marts, 

Such as might well itself supply, adorn, 

A mighty empire’s state and luxury. 2568 
Nor other prompture needed, that we here 

Of the world’s commerce saw the central heart, 
The proud emporium of the universe, 

While in our various traverse we beheld 

The congregated sons of every clime, 

Roman, Jew, Greek, spread Europe’s fairer race, 
Or turban’d native of the swarthy east. 

We felt expand the soul, and as on wings 

Our thoughts encompass’d the terraqueous globe. 
But rapt reflection chief was borne away 

Toward the rich east, and dwelt on gorgeous climes 
Loved of the nearer sun, whose products here 
Now to our wondering gaze we saw profused. 

Till brooding meditation scem’d enchain’d 

In rapt compulsion, pondering what chief cause 
Had here induced such strange magnificence.” 


Instant, at such remark, the King enquired : 


‘‘Say what then deem’d you of such matchless 
state 
And wealth the spring ?” 
Bows then the pilgrim-guest, 
And with pleased air obeisant, thus replies. 2589 
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‘© Much did indeed so elevating thought 2590 
Charm and console us, while conviction grew, 
That all this grandeur had from commerce sprung, 
Since here seem’d met the traffic of earth’s orb ; 
All the prized products of the east, or west, 

Led to this common centre, as the seat 

Where Commerce sits enthroned: yet more than all 
As the chief goal of transit twixt the climes 

Of Western Europe, or near Asia's states, 

And richest India’s inexhausted stores, 

Drawn hither under the protective care 

Of wise Basilius, Emperor o’er the east, 2601 
(As sage as brave, warrior and statesman both, 
Who sprung himself from humble origin 

Most to commercial talent owes his rise, 

Call’d therefore to imperial dignity) 

Not sole in ships across the southward sea, 
Mediterrene, from Egypt’s port which still 

There honours mighty Alexander’s name, 

(Held now, ’tis said, by conquering Saracens,) 
Yet freely by the barks of Venice plied 

That plough the Greek as Adriatic wave, 

And spread their traffic o’er the western world : 
But with vast toil from sultry India’s bounds 

Led too o’er land in thronging caravans, 2614 
Cross desert sands by ship-like camels trod, 

Past famed Aleppo on toward Erzeroum 

E’en to the Colchian shores of Trebisond, 

Thence freighted glad along the Euxine wave. 
Thus marking India’s chief emporium here, 
Commerce in this chosen station we discern’d 
Flourishing to expanse, beyond belief.” 


So as he said, the learned Erigen 
Adjoins his own remark, and thus assures : 


‘‘ From eldest time has India still been held 
Prime fount of riches to whatever land 2625 
Has wisely sought her trade and intercourse ; 
Which to secure and bear amid the west 
Was mightiest Alexander’s primal care, 

Active no less in policy than war. 

Such Roman Julius’, or the task, which most 
Prudent Augustus’ care engaged, what time 

His peaceful empire grasp’d the general world. 
Constantine’s city now (myself alike 

Pilgrim have seen its state, albeit with eye 

Less bent on commerce than on classic art) 2635 
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Surpassing eld, as present rivalry, 2636 
Collects within herself all India’s wealth, 
Dispensing after to the various earth 

Strange treasures of the oriental climes 

From earliest ages prized, her gorgeous silks, 
Transparent vestures, wrought with orient hues, 
Pearls, gems, and gold, and drugs of costly balm: 
Things, less of need than stately luxury.” 


So as he said the priestly voyager, 
Sighelm, his notice interposes too. 2645 


‘* And ever (so reflection of mine own 
In my past travel e’en to India’s coast 
Assured) must this great harbour’s favour’d site 
From such chief source command control of trade, 
Mankind’s resort from the world’s either side, 
Proving of commerce still the accorded Queen : 
India’s chief mart, the globe’s great magazine, 
Truly the world’s best port, laving her feet 
In that connecting flood, whose waters join 
Vast Europe’s, Asia’s, as spread Afric’s shores, 
By nature key to wealth of all the earth.” 


So as he said, the King a gracious look 2657 
On travell’d Sighelm bent, then thus resumed : 


“Well may your judgment, venturous voyager, 
Demand our just respect, who have yourself 
Beheld far India’s shores, at our behest 
Thither despatch’d on careful embassy. 

Nor deem that e’er from brooding memory 

Such voyage and its end we can forego. 

Still, as you know, fond hopes our bosom fire, 
Nor ever cease we that prime harbour’d thought, 
Whate’er in other climes bade commerce rise, 

Yet to our native England to apply— 2668 
That haply all advantage which was theirs 

We to our favour’d country may transfer. 

Then sever'd Britain, our own London’s port, 
(E’en as we witness proud Byzantium now) 

May ope with India growing intercourse, 

And of its treasures she too prove the mart; 
Cherish’d for ages, as the fount and spring 

Of spreading traffic, till (howe’er unthought) 
Britain herself of commerce shall be Queen. 
While she shall cultivate with Europe’s climes 

No less communion than the farthest east, 2679 
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But chief make distant India’s stores immense 
Prize of her just ambition and pursuit ; 
Stablishing forts and factories on its shores 
For use and shield of trade, attentive too 

Still to promote her friendly colonies, 
Favouring at once a transit to its coasts 

And in its plenteous clime a settled home. 
With such design, no less than offer’d alms, 
Sent we our prudent Sighelm to its shores ; 
And still we cherish hope, that even there 

For many an age our Britain may extend 

Her genial empire, gratefully received 2691 
Thus far abroad, increasing but with age, 

Still permanent, while tender’d but to bless. 
Herein alone her spreading greatness lies. 

Be it out country’s happy destiny, 

The British flag’s prerogative, to prove 

A messenger of joy to all the world.” 


At this, the musing Sighelm thus replied : 


‘* Liege monarch, I too answering hope indulge, 
That all the grand intents on theme so high 
Lodged in your bosom, time shall yet fulfil; 2701 
Of my own passion too a part, long dear 
To my past meditations, fondly bent 
To further all I might those bless’d designs, 
When mission’d erst to India’s shores remote, 
Not sole with alms to suffering Christian bands 
There seated, (relics of Saint Thomas’ care) 

So to extend, or plant, Christ’s faith divine, 
But from our Britain’s kindly influence 
Studious commercial friendship there to found.” 


Instant the King: 

‘‘ Herald of aims so proud, 2712 
You know, how burn’d our bosoms when we two 
Have in past happier day together dwelt 
On prospects such for our loved country’s weal. 
Nor in contrasted ruin, such as this, 
Lose yet the glorious dream whereto we cling, 
That their commercial greatness shall be ours: 
E’en as I deem’d it then my duty prime, 
To understand, sway, and improve the realm 
Confided to my care and heritance, 
So in my heart still pant like zeal and pride 
At more auspicious time (we hope at hand) 
To act whatever should as axioms chief 2724 
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By Britons still be stored in memory : 2725 
Ever by wisdom, virtue, prudent care, 

To second nature’s high advantages 

Given in our island-site, our spacious coasts, 

Our sheltering havens, and far-winding streams,— 
To deem the sea our native element, 

And look for growing greatness chief to that, 
Knowing whoe’er rules there is lord of the world : 
Esteeming naval power our gifted right, 

To foster commerce as our anchoring stay, 
Encircle ocean with our countless ships, 

Make fleets in moving cities form a home, 2736 
And from unfailing treasures of the deep 

Rear and sustain our hardy mariners,— 

While just paternal government shall still 

Protect and honour merchants, and secure 

To each his own, distinguishing with note 

Cities and ports, for commerce eminent : 

Making the road to title and to rank 

Prove service of the state, alike in this 

Apt for a people, sensible as brave, 

Docile to aught of good, and free as thought.” 


Then thus learn’d Erigen: 2747 
‘* Nor vain such hope: 
For well, my liege, we may believe indeed, 
That thus shail boundless opulence reward 
An active people’s general industry, 
(Seen ever of surpassing grandeur spring) 
And our own nation rise of commerce head. 
E’en as to other kingdoms in time past, 
Eld Egypt, Syria, Greece, or stately Rome,— 
Or Constantine’s imperial city now,— 
Shall Commerce, still attended in bright train 
By science, arts, religion, so to us 
In turn remove, and make our isle her home.” 2759 


Instant the King : 
‘* Fain would my heart assure, 

What other nations, with advantage less, 
Have by their care achieved, shall be alike 
By wise and dauntless Britons made their own. 
If but the present, as each future age, 
Pursue designs that harbour in my soul, 
- Fond hope foresees that yet shall beam the hour, 
When this our infant isle, rude now indeed, 
Genius, and skill, and valour shall exalt,— 
When plenty, peace, shall flourish o’er the land, 2770 
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Still prosperous in general happiness,— 2771 
When to our country, shall the willing world 

Be tributary, bowing at her feet, 

Supreme in power, in glory and renown. 

But not for conquest; for in lieu of war 

Or pestilence of pirate-robbery, 

(These rather with mild sway suppressing still) 
Britain’s dominion Ocean glad shall hail, 

While her spread ships bear healing on their wings 
To every realm that opes to these its breast.” 


Inspired, good Adulph adds: 2781 
‘¢ Exerted thus, 
Britannia’s power shall cause but happiness : 
Glory’s sole genuine basis, so ordain’d. 
By heaven, as answering spirit of mankind.” 


The King replies : 
‘‘ Believe, such power shall be 
Progressive through all ages, if such act 
Britons preserve, and to themselves be true. 
Not to this palmy state shall ever lapse 
Hap or decay, but while our country smiles, 
From danger safe, herself invincible, 2793 
Long as corruption’s taint is held aloof, 
Puissant at home, respected, loved abroad, 
All other nations she shall cultivate, 
And like the sun to each bear warmth and light. 
Mankind will hail her as a general friend, 
Court her alliance, of her good partake, 
And to her hand appeal as arbiter. 
While her spread colonies shall o’er the world 
Diffuse civility, each want supply, 
Still mingling each divided benison : 
New arts, new sciences, discoveries new, 
Extending ever her capacity. 2804 
But chiefest in that India look we yet 
To fix a seat, and be in league allied, 
Ever the mother held of opulence, 
The nurse of commerce as of naval might, 
Even as witness'd in Byzantium now.” 


Straight India’s mission’d herald thus return’d : 


«¢ Doubtless, observant sovereign, chief to this 
Region of primal wealth, your care would turn, 
While the proud hope shall animate your breast, 
(Not even in death foregone) that Britain still 2814 
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Shall her crown’s glory place in power marine, 
And there by settled colonies extend 

Her boundless empire for commutual good. 
Nor fail'd I to this end, my liege, remark 

The primal need, importing Britain much, 
(E’en as no less the proud Byzantium now) 
Ever to keep ’gainst all opposing foes 

A passage ope through the wide midland main, 
Needful for transit to far India’s shores, 
Whether by post impregnable maintain’d 

By cloud-capt Atlas, or where Gades’ bay 
Presents safe haven, for Britannia’s ships 2826 
Entrance to force or exit, and refit 

Their fabric, weather’d by the ocean-storms.” 


To this, the sovereign Alfred straight replied : 


‘* On that, believe, ourselves have ponder’d too ; 
And meant upon our country’s sons impress. 
From thee, sage Sighelm, who thy travell’d thought 
Hast bent on colonies, on commerce, ships, 
Deem not but we regard and prize at full 
Whate’er thou deign’st impart, nor tire to hear. 
Soon from thee too, bold voyager, we hope = 2836 
Our feasted ear (to charm the prison’d time) 
May haply glean relation all thine own, 
Touching thy memorable pilgrimage 
To distant India’s shores; and thou alike 
Shalt tell of climes thyself bast visited, 
Feeding our raptured fancy on a theme 
That, while delighting here our banishment, 
Shall with wide scope instruct us and improve :— 
By me ne’er fully heard, or if aught seem 
To me repeated, it shall still be new, 
Ever inspiring with the strange recount 
New hopes, new passions, motives, to awake 
Enterprize, to Britannia’s genius dear. 2849 
Stay but a little :—while from gallant Guy 
We hear his venturous travels’ various close.” 


So as the monarch said, and bent his look 
On the young pilgrim-guest, with conscious smile 
Prompt to her neighbour friend, the Mercian Queen, 
The fair Felicia whispers once again ; 
Fearing the stranger's native modesty 
May of his story else a part forget, 
That to his well-earn’d honour much redounds, 
At which suggestion, with responsive smile, 2559 
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The regal matron interposing, thus 2860 
Accosts her countryman: 
“« And say, brave youth, 
Did you not, in Byzantium while you staid, 
There undertake adventure military, 
By willing service in the Emperor’s fleet, 
Under the walls of Constantine, in fight 
Aiding the Christian ’gainst the Saracen? 
Fail not to tell us of the exploit, which there 
On you the Greekish Emperor’s favour drew, 
And from his own hand honour’s gifted badge.” 


Then thus solicited, with modest air | 2871 

The gallant Guy pursues: 
‘‘ My gracious Queen, 

Since your kind notice wills that I recal 
What share of sudden enterprise befel 
A humble passing stranger like myself, 
Deign (with the generous sovereign too) to hear. 
It chanced, while in Byzantium’s port I dwelt, 
That the Levantine Saracens from Crete 
Came with a puissant navy, sternly vow’d 
Constantine’s Christian city to assail, 
And sack her riches in beleaguer’d war : 2882 
Anbitious effort, oft essay’d of old. 
Not unprepared, Nicetas, gallant name, 
(The eastern empire’s veteran ammiral) 
Summons his Christian troops to bold defence ; 
Whon, in the ardour of indignant zeal, 
I too, an English Christian traveller, 
(Not all unused before to feat of arms) 
Besought to join with voluntary aid. 
The proffer, frankly tender’d, was indulged. 
Pleased with the act, the noble ammiral, 
With kindness more than due, my station named 
In his own ship, and some assign’d employ, 2894 
How slight soe’er, confided to my part. 
Ensued no lingering pause, ere on the foe, 
O’er Marmora’s sea effused in dense array, 
Rush’d the proud Christian navy, when to me 
A sight, all novel, fix’d my deep amaze. 
For all on sudden from the Christian ships 
With dragon-fury through the sheeted air, 
Belch’d forth from engine-tubes by mystic power, 
(The screen’d invention of the Greeks of old) 
Fires flew, that fierce as comets usher’d on, 
Set all the sky on blaze, and on the ships 
Of the dash’d foe alighting, instant there 2006 
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Spread boundless havoc, terror, and dismay, 2907 
Fastening combustion unextinguish’d still, 

Not even by the liquid element, 

But there too sunk, burning with rage more dire. 
Astonishment, nor less delighted joy, 

Held me awhile, in strange emotion rapt; 

Till what of busied service I too might, 

To others more experienced than myself, 

Proudly I tender’d mid that wild assault; 

Nor felt dismay, inspired with eager zeal, 

But deem’d too little all the aid I could. 

The sailors at my wonder smiled, yet when 2918 
They mark’d me undismay'd, and saw me join 
Their tasks with unfatigued alacrity, 

Cheering at times the bold assailants on, 

Prompt they obey’d, and with glad shouts even said, 
Example worthy note the stranger shew’d. 

But mid such ire not long the combat dured, 

Ere victory the Christian efforts crown’d : 

While o’er the waves, bestrown with fiery wrecks, 
And red with hostile blood, full twenty ships, 
O’er which the crescent ensign late had beam’d, 
Bow’d in mute capture to the Christian cross. 
Fled of the vanquish’d some with bellying sail, 2980 
While masters over Marmora’s flood we rode, 
And toward Byzantium saved in triumph steer’d. 
Rewards the victors’ merit promptly hail’d 

In due degree; when (to my own surprise) 

Even so humble stranger as myself 

The generous admiral preferr’d with praise, 

That amply magnified my weak desert ; 

Named me too to the Christian Emperor, 

Royal Basilius, who from early youth 

Himself to naval habits was addict, 

Thence fostering each essay in arts he loved. 

Me to his presence did the Emperor then 2942 
Vouchsafe to call, and with too gracious words 
(While good Nicetas stood approving by) 
Deign’d me his praise, and of his favour more 

In token, to me kneeling at his feet 

With his own hand presented (as he said, 

To wear in memory of his won regard,) 

A jewell’d sword, cool’d in Damascus’ wave :-— 
This trophy, from that hour with fond esteem 

And grateful love borne constant at my side.” 


At this, his guest’s recital pleased to hear, 
The King adjoins: | 2953 
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‘‘ Believe, ourself with pride 
Of country, travell’d pilgrim, thus perceive 
Ao English sailor win so far abroad 
Distinguish’d honour in that field, where yet 
My hope aspires he shall the world excel. 
This will I hail, as earnest of his fame 
Hereafter. And ungrateful should I deem 
Myself, or unobservant more than meet 
Of worth like thine, brave friend, could I permit, 
For service such, a foreign monarch’s note 
And yielded honour long to lead mine own.” 2964 


So as he said, such wish’d acknowledgment 
Of the charm’d King, (answering their plann’d intent, ) 
Felicia and her regal patroness 
Alike delight to hear; when once again 
The royal Mercian bids the favour’d youth 
The tale pursue. With grace he straight obeys: 


‘‘ Observed with more regard from favour such 
And with escort attended, in delight 
I sail’d along the beauteous Bosphorus ; 
And saw on either hand its Eden banks 2974 
With gardens fair o’erhung and terraced seats, 
Where nature's every charm and luxury 
Court the lull’d sense to dreams of paradise. 
Till past its fairy marge, I at its head 
Saw the vast Euxine main, nor doubting heard 
Of wonders there, of Colchian Trebisond, 
(Whence ancient sailors drew the fleece of gold) 
Far to the right, and fleets which, harbour'd there, 
Receive the freighted wealth of Indian climes, 
Led thither over land in journey long: 
Or on the leftward hand, where mid this flood 
Imperial Danube spreads his giant arms 
Innumerous, Europe’s wealth diffusing thence : 2987 
All mingling soon to swell Byzantium’s state. 
Delighted, as amazed, I then return’d 
To share this city’s proud magnificence. 
Where with much honour entertain’d, at large 
I gratified observance and research ; 
Till after lingering stay, with fond regret 
I left that port of wonders, still untired, 
And in a Greekish bark, sail’d thence away 
Down the swift Hellespont, and coasted on 
Past Tenedos, of Hellas’ gate the key, 
Fronting that Asian plain, still dear to fame, 
As scene of Homer’s song : but this (though there 
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Waked fancy roved) time not sufficed to trace. 
For cross the opposing gulf beyond the shores 

Of Lemnos’ isle, and Athos’ sacred mount, 

And varied bays, our destined bark arrived 
Thessalonica’s haven, whose screen’d streets 

We enter’d, and the city rich admired, 

No less the seat of old renown, than now 
Flourishing in commercial eminence. 

Amid its crowded port intent I stray’d, 

And mark’d its manners, and each theme of note.” 


So as he said, the classic Erigen, 8010 
Roused at such mention, adds: 
‘‘ That city fair 
Myself, erst sped to Greece, had long’d to sce, 
But fail’d, and yet regret I miss’d the spot, 
Famed as the scene of Tully’s banishment.” 


Instant good Adulph adds, (the sainted sage 
Himself a traveller too, with frequent foot 
Visiting Rome :) 
‘‘ Nor less myself alike 
Should glory to have trod that hallow’d site 
With reverence meet to memory recall’d, $021 
As where long sojourn’d the devoted Paul, 
Bent on diffusion of Christ’s sacred faith.” 


Eagerly then thus Erigen rejoin’d : 
[course ? 
‘‘ But tell, good youth, whence thither sped your 
Say, then survey’d you ought of classic Greece, 
Scenes, which myself have traversed, and recal 
With never-failing pleasure what I saw, 
And knowledge glean’d in Athens’ peerless seat ?” 


Then thus the youthful voyager replied: 803 


‘‘ Expedient quitting Salonica’s walls, 
Not to the Athenian capital I turn’d, 
(Howe’er might fancy tempt,) but devious sail’d 
Westering toward Volo’s gulf; then reach’d below 
Zetouni’s bay, and landing on its shore 
Beheld the pass of famed Thermopyle : 
Then eager ventured ’mong the parting hills, 
That guard the sacred country. These I cross‘d 
With still renew’d delight, and past beneath 
Oeta’s huge mount, and o’er the Dorian meads 
Water’d with many a stream ;—till these foregone, 
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Wander’d my feet beneath the inspiring range 3042 
Of proud Parnassus, and the prophet-haunts 

Of Delphi’s hoary steep. These scenes I eyed 
With awe unwonted and excited soul, 

Brooding o’er records of departed time ; 

Yet still I hasted toward Salona’s town 

By Crissa’s triple bay : but there not long 
Detain’d on curious quest, I enter’d thence 

The wide Corinthian gulf, o’er which with joy 
Eager I homeward bent my westering way. 

On either hand the varying shores of Greece 3052 
Struck my pleased gaze, which with brief passing note 
I ponder’d o’er, till touch’d our coasting track 
Lepanto’s harbour-vill; which seen, again 

Our Greekish bark urging its destined way 
Rested by Mesolunghi’s fishy lake, 

Whose marshy flats, choked by collecting sands, 
We cross’d with toil, till mid its peopled mart 
Rear'd by the sea’s verge on the level site 

QOur further voyage we equipp’d at ease; [Greece, 
Where as I stray’d, and mused on neighbouring 
Thought held me here, rapt in delicious dream 

Of ancient valour, knowledge, liberty.” $064 


So as he said, the classic Erigen 

Brief interposed : 
“The thought of land so famed, 

Seen by myself before with strange delight, 
Vivid imagination wakes again ; 
And paints to lingering memory the scenes, 
Ever to man in fadeless glory dear, 
From heroes old, and arts, and deathless song.”’ 


Straight Guy return’d : 80738 
‘‘ Deem not, that e’en myself 

Could look unmoved on scenes renown’d as these, 
But, musing, thought,— Perhaps in future day 
Some genuine son of feeling and of song, 
E’en of our distant England, here would rove, 
And with their sight inspired, should e’en their fame 
Make brighter by his own immortal verse, 
In our own language :—haply, this low haven 
Would make awhile his home, and lingering here 
In regions, haunted by the hallow’d Nine, 
Yield here his life, a willing partizan, 
Votary, and friend, in freedom’s native land. 
So fancy dream’d.— But waking from such trance, 
My humbler thoughts I more on commerce bent, 
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What England’s interest seem’d in climes so fair 
And our own state’s concern in Grecian seas. 
After brief pause, refresh’d, we urged our way 
Among the neighbouring Ionian isles, 

Nor pass unmark’d the Cephalonian shore, 

Or the deep crescent bay of Ithaca, 

Ulysses’ ship-like rock, Leucadia’s peace 

And love-sick Sappho’s cliff; or where above 
Regal Alcinous’ gardens of delight 

Adorn (‘tis famed) his old Corcyrian reign.” 


To whom the sovereign: $098 
‘¢ Say then, to your note 
What thoughts occurr’d at sight of isles, and scenes, 
Famed in old Homer's song,—that bound in love 
Sea-fared Ulysses—one a realm his own? 
What deem’d you here our country most concern’d ?” 


Straight to such question travell’d Guy returns : 


‘ Shew’d to my brooding fancy these fair isles, 
Importing much to Britain’s benefit: 
That she should stablish here colonial seats, 
For use and ease of commerce. With themselves, 
Already with true policy discern’d 
Of islanders, large traffic they employ, 3110 
Nor less to Smyrna’s, or far Greekish ports, 
While their light barks fleet countless o’er the main, 
And scour intrepid the Levantine waves. 
With these alike might Britain traffic too, 
Frequent, and still to mutual interest, 
And for our exports these isles prove a mart. 
With us for friends, these natural fortresses, 
(The sea their moat, e’en as for Britain’s self,) 
Simply defended by a naval power, 
Impregnable and fearless of surprise, $120 
Might dare the nations, consciously secure 
’"Gainst envious rivals, or malicious foes. 
Happy in site, since of the continent 
Neighbouring the central tracts by opening seas, 
And apt to range the long Italian shores, 
Trade stablish’d there, meseem’d, alike to them 
As to ourselves, were still of wealth the track. 
For Britain’s sons to hold with these fair isles 
A league of friendship nature’s dictate seems, 
Each from their quality by nature friends, 
In naval policy, as form, the same. 
Thus for the hardier treasures of the north 3182 
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Our thronging ships should to commutual gain 3188 
Exchange warm products of the sunny south 
And the sped riches of the farthest east.”’ 


At such remark, straight answer'd thus the King : 


‘*So even have I deem’d. Our Britain’s self, 
The island Queen, hails every fellow-isle, 
Each naval race, each nation maritime, 
As friends, by Providence decreed allies. 
Methinks, I see in course of after time, 
Such shall be Britain’s happy destiny. 8142 
That here her flag, alike predominant, 
Shall spread her guardian wing, and while she holds, 
Assign’d by right, dominion of the main, 
Her trident prove the sceptre of the world, 
Making her sons not sentinels alone, 
But sharers of the west’s Hesperides : 
Here mingling commerce not with Europe sole, 
Asia’s first shores, or Afric’s upper coasts, 
But (imitating stil] the example bright, 
Vouch’d in Byzantium’s glorious city now) 
Preserving here too settled colonies, 
Hence opening free communication best 8154 
With the rich Eastern climes; with Syria’s shores, 
Aleppo’s track, or elder Palestine ; 
Intercourse with the gorgeous Persian pomp, 
With fruitful Egypt’s stores, and o’er her sands 
Passage direct to coasts of farthest Ind. 
Guarding for commerce an emporium here, 
A resting place, and friendly thoroughfare, 
Sheltering our welcome vessels on their way, 
(E’en as sage Sighelm tells such traffic needs) 
Wethus may make the world’s spread wealth ourown. 
Not to Greece only and these classic isles 
Should Britain bound her genial influence, 8106 
But from these inlets of her courted trade 
Wide among grateful nations of the earth, 
Opposing tyrants’ impotence defied, 
Diffuse the boundless blessings of her wealth, 
Admitted as the all-pervading air ; 
And while alike admired, esteem’d, of all, 
Be of their happiness, repose, and peace, 
Still reverenced as the kind unfailing shield. 
Thus may she sdeign the worm of envious hate, 
Or brooding dream of jealous rivalry, 
Extend alike her generous arm to aid 
The Christian ’gainst the Pagan Saracen, 3178 
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And add a barrier ’gainst the northern hordes, 8179 
Daring irruption from their vasty realms 

To wrest the warmer regions of the south. 

Be Britain’s duty such, and splendid part.” 


At this, the thoughtful Sighelm thus adjoin‘d : 


‘‘ Such have myself toodeem’d our country’s task, 
And truest interest; esteeming long, 
Whoe’er preserves but naval sovereignty 
O’er the mid-terrene ocean must by that 3187 
Command the world: that while our Britain there 
Studious maintains an inlet for her ships, 
Controlling station mid these inland waves, 
Vain were the threats of the conspiring world.” 


Pleased, then the observant sovereign thus rejoin’d : 


‘«‘ Assure yourselves with me, assistant friends 
And patriots, that high hopes their dawn unfold 
For our loved country’s welfare, which shall yet 
Make her the glory of earth’s general race, 

The beacon and example of them all?” $197 


Then thus the expectant Erigen enquired : 


‘¢ And say, graced youth, if in your passing track 
You visited Epirus’ varied shores ?” 


Instant the pilgrim-voyager replies : 


‘‘ Nor pass’d we thus, unseen, the Ambracian gulf, 
Nor far-famed Actium’s portal promontory, 
Scene, whefe of old the enamour’d Antony 
Exchanged for love the empire of the world. 
Nor miss’d we then, in devious quest around 3206 
Shores deep-embay’d, fair Arta’s trading town, 
Reposed below the mighty-circling hills, 
The Olympian range, (there Macron-oros named) 
Beyond, the sullen heights of Agrapha, 
Or westward where the Suliot ridges tower, 
Guarding alike lew Arta’s shelter’d peace. 
Pleased too we past by rocky Prevesa, 
And, upward coasting, Parga’s bosom’d cliffs: 
Nor check’d our course, held in observant thought, 
Along the coasts, where in long prospect eyed, 
The Acroceraunian summits peer afar, 
Till reaching, charm’d, Sasino’s fairy isle, $218 
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O’erjoy’d we hail’d Aulona’s splendid bay; = s2i9 
Scene, that presented to my ravish’d sight, 
Methought, the noblest haven of the world. 

Here, (as at entrance of the Adrian main,) 
Anchoring, we rested from our toils marine, 

And lent awhile the rein to reverie, 

Musing upon the various regions past.” 


Then thus the sovereign too, in turn, enquired : 


‘* And tell us, pilgrim, in your changeful course, 
That seems alike to bear us, wheresoe’er 3228 
Your voyage tends, with equal charm along, 
Sought you from thence Italia’s fronting shores ?” 


The travell’d Guy replies : 

‘* Not thence, my liege, 
Though opposite I knew Tarentum’s port, 
And old Brundusium’s favour’d site renown’d, 
(For ever fresh in Horace’ fadeless verse, 
Where too his friend, Eneas’ bard, expired,) 
Cross’d we direct to gain the Italian coast : 
But, steering up the Adriatic main, $238 
We pass'd its jutting bays and numerous isles, 
Fair Lissa’s cliffs, and with contracted stay 
Scarce touch’d Ragusa’s kind Dalmatian port : 
Then eager saw Triest’s Illyrian haven, 
Vienna's port, that needful outlet yields 
To heap’d abundance of Hungarian wealth. 
Then turn’d we leftward, westering still, and reach’d 
That Venice, of Italian commerce Queen; 
Where at the head of Adria’s gulfy flood, 
Proudly she sits, fondled in Europe’s lap.”  s2a8 


Again, the watchful sovereign thus enquired : 


‘* And say, what thoughts press'd on your studious 
While you beheld this glory of the deep?” _[note, 


Guy straight responds : 

‘‘ Liege sovereign, instanced here, 
Another proof exemplified we saw, 
What vast results from ships and commerce spring. 
This wondrous vision of the main, now seen 
Glittering in grandeur’s full prosperity, 
Holding with distant India boundless trade, 
We learnt, few centuries past, was scarce observed, 
A humble fisher-vill, till fugitive, 8260 
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Some settlers to the lonely islets clung, 3261 
(E’en as scared Tyrians Carthage sought of old) 
When like another Venus, from the sea 
Emergent, here o’er weeds and shelly sands 

Rose beauty’s empress, till the city’s grace 
Crown’d the drear waste with peerless majesty. 
Delighted, nor instructed less, I mused, 

Joying to trace her splendour's gradual rise, 

In growing greatness (so ’tis famed) extoll’d, 

E’er since with Egypt’s Alexandrian port 

She sought large intercourse and general trade, 
Through friendly league with victor-Saracens $272 
And Caliphs, who there hold successive sway, 
While nations favour’d less they stern exclude. 
This commerce still the wise Venetians prize, 

And cherish, as the source of wealth and power; 
Making their countless ships the bearers chief 
Alike of Egypt’s as of India’s store, 

And leading the rich traffic of the east 

In triumph to Byzantium’s regal feet. 

Still on adventure and discovery bent, 
Accumulating riches, merchants all, 

Their fleets their strength, her ducal sovereigns reign 
With statelier pomp than I had witness’d yet. 3284 
Amazed, I mark’d her marble palaces, 

Her streets of waters, and their vying pride, 

Their prows of gold, and jewell’d gondolas,” 


The King adjoins: 
‘* Meseems the policy 
Of Adria’ s prudent Queen, who fosters thus 
Her eastern commerce, as her grandeur’s source, 
Exampled thus, not differs from our own. 
Even in this, our England, humbler yet, 
Must look her pattern’d mistress to excel, 
And be the future Venice of the world. $205 
What hinders, since her sons fit spirits own, 
Bold as ingenious, and kind nature yields 
To her advantages superior far 
In all of needful means,—equipment apt ? 
Copy they may—nor rest, til] they transcend. 
But say, observant voyager, what thence 
Tn Italy might more your note engage?” 


Then thus, desired, the obeisant youth replied : 


‘¢ Charm’d with the view of Venice, there I cross’d 
Italy’s head, nor paused till I attain’d 3305 
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Genoa’s grand gulf, her rival, nor unseen $306 
Left the fair Tuscan harbours ; Pisa’s mart, 

And Lucca’s busied stir, nor where with pride 

Of vying state Livorno’s pomp extends. 

Nor vainly this: for scarce could I admire 
Enough the genius of Italia’s sons, 

Her order’d traffic, and her active trade. 

Pleased, I of commerce mark’d the sure effect; 
Noting, wherever ships and trade increase, 

There plenty thrives, and full prosperity 

Spreads ’mong a people; how diffusive wealth 
Fails not to make a country blest as great:— 3317 
Alike, where these decline, ensues decay.” 


‘¢ Glad do I hear (the monarch prompt adjoins) 
That happy inference, which but confirms : 
The glorious presage beaming o’er my soul 
For England’s weal, whereto tend all our hopes. 
Pause not, good youth—Tell whither sped you op.” 


Delighted, Guy replied : 

‘¢ Liege sovereign, thence 
Eager I sought the southern shores of France ; 
Beheld the splendid glory of Marseilles ; $327 
After, Garonne’s fair stream, and on its banks 
Bordeaux’ proud harbour, and its state, which bore 
Again to commerce noblest testimony. 
Then crossing fertile France, ere long I reach’d 
Its northward borders ; the capacious bay 
Of sea-wash’d Brest, and shores of Brettany. 
Then homeward turning past Seine’s gulfy mouth, © 
I wark’d the wealth of Rouen’s stately town ; 
And felt a secret conscious joy to deem 
Such noble ports to England’s verge so near, 
Where she might interchange with genial France 
Kind intercourse, and mutual wealth at hand. 3339 
Yet here, not all at ease, I mark’d, ruled one 
Who held its sovereignty, Rollo the Dane, 
(After an English kingdom vainly sought) 
To whose o’er-mastering hand the Gallic King 
Had late conceded these sea-bordering tracts, 
Whereto the far-famed sea-King had assign’d 
After himself the name of Normandy, 
And the fair province made his ducal realm. 
This regal chief oft at his court, I learnt, 
Received his friend and welcome visitant, 
The sea-King proud, with like ambition fired, 
The Danish Hastings: kindred spirits both 5351 
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Io the same cause as politic as brave. 8852 

Nor of alarm devoid, I here discern’d 

Commerce impeded, since the Northmen’s fleet, 

By Hastings led, (guiding the prince Biorn, 

Dead Regner’s latest son) had last o’erspread 

The wondering Seine, and from scared Rouen's breast 

The daring pirates had invasive pierced 

To Paris regal seat,—where booty vast, 

Sudden conceded by the frighted Charles, 

Had bought their coy assent from France to part. 

Whence (as ’twas famed) they had their booty rich 

Borne thence away toward England’s menaced 
shores ; 3363 

Hovering, like hawks, off Sussex’ conscious coast, 

With bold intent proclaim’d ere long to seize 

The English princes harbour’d there, and win 

In plunder, or from ransom, boundless prize: 

E’en there too haply found a rival realm.” 


At this with brooding indignation fired, 
First Sussex’ generous chief thus interjoins : 


‘¢ But glows within this bosom still the hope, 
Nor less belief, (Heaven prosper soon the event !) 
That the haught robber, who those dearest shores 
Dares thus insult awhile, and on the heights 
(Our own paternal cliffs) presumes to found 
A castled station with his added name, 

Will share the doom condign his rashness claims ; 
That soon the noble Octher, and the fleet 

Of dauntless English, will abate his pride, 

And bow the vaunter, captive at our feet.” 


At this aroused, with sullen look askance, 
Prince Athelwold impatient thus adjoin’'d: = 3389 


‘Oh! would to heaven, we were with Octher too, 
And that bold fleet in eager battle join’d !” 


To him the conscious sovereign, with a look 
Severe a moment, yet relaxing soon 
To calmness,—even to a cheerful smile,— 
Addresses mild reproof, and thus adjures : 


‘¢ Loved nephew, first in ardent valour still, 
We trust brief interval will see us all 
On Britain’s soil employ’d to ampler end. 
Yet to collect and lead to bold attack 3302 
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At fitted hour a dauntless host array’d, $398 
Thou seest, we need.—That season wait awhile. 
These prison’d hours shall soon work all for good. 
Prudence no less and fortitude to bear 
In adverse moment, than at suited time 

Courage invincible and vigorous act, 

Become a man, and are a hero's part. 

Nor sdeign e’en thou, less than ourself inured, 
That cheerful trial of philosophy, 

Which seeks to turn hours dark and drear as these 
To unexpected profit and delight.” 


- Then (turning gracious toward the modest Guy) 
He thus intreats : — 8405 
‘¢ Continue, stranger, then 
Your various travel till your home-return.” 


Straight answers duteous Guy : 

‘¢ Brief interval 
Remains, my liege, of absence yet to tell. 
For skirting hence the northern shores of France, 
We reach’d again the haven of Ostend ; 
Where in my own awaiting ship, o’erjoy'd, 
Embarking, we with swift impatience steer'd 
Toward Harwich’ eastern harbour, and once more 
Hail’d with unused delight my native land. 8416 
On wings of expectation straight I sped 
To Warwick’s cliff and loved paternal home, 
After two lapsing years revisited 
With boundless rapture, tears of ecstasy ;— 
While the big heart, with sense surpassing words, 
Felt our own England, and whate’er there left, 
Dear past expression, precious "bove all rate, 
E’en from its loss in love exalted more, 
Now seeming of all countries happiest, best.” 


So as he said, the sovereign pleased concurs, 

And adds with fervour : 8427 
‘Such may well be deem’d 

Travel’s best use and object, if it raise 
Our native country in her sons’ regard, 
And add new satisfaction with our own. 
Yet say, graced pilgrim, after travell'd range, 
So fraught with interest as yours (believe, 
To our own ear not useless, or forgot) 
Alas! not grieved you, soon your cherish’d land 
To find thus pitiably disturb’d and changed ?— 
How grief must mingle too with natural joy, 3487 


BOOK XXXII. 465 


To mark, in space so brief, your native soil 3438 
Become the prey of cruel enemies !” 


He said, and sigh’d.—Then, with abated voice, 
In tone of sympathy, thus Guy return’d: 


‘¢ Most true, liege sovereign, check’d was soon such 
Sadden’d in soul, and pain’d past words to tell [joy. 
I felt indeed, to note poor England’s state, 

So fallen, and in conspiring ruin press‘d 

No less by foreign than internal foes. 

What pang of sorrow smote my heart to know 
The gracious Burthred from our Mercian throne 
Expell’d, and to his regal seat transferr'd 3449 
The usurper base, his traitor minister, 

That Kenwulph, who for service to the foe 

And treason, such dishonour not disdain’d ; 

To me not all a stranger, since oft seen 

A visitor at Warwick’s castled seat, 

By nuptials to earl Rohand’s house allied.” 


At memory such, a shade of tender gloom 
O’erspread the face of the kind Mercian Queen ; 
Which the quick King perceiving instant sought 
To dissipate, and thus of Guy enquired : 8459 


‘© And tell how fared relations found at home ? 
And what of friends by Warwick's castled seat?” 


On this, with sadden’d air, Guy thus return’d: 


‘‘Ab! generous monarch! transient was the 
Of rapture that restored me to my sire. [gleam 
For now the usarping Kenwulph sore oppress’d 
With heavy tribute and extortions foul, 

Exacted to himself as to the foe, 

My sire, deem’d rich,— that not to satisfy 

Rapacious avarice could then suffice 3.169 

All his piled merchandize and personal wealth, 

But our loved cliff and lands by Avon’s stream 

Were scene of insult, waste and robbery. 

While from proud Warwick’s fort its rightful earl 

(Our benefactor and affianced lord) 

Oppress’d alike with deep indignity 

For loyalty and faith unshaken then 

Shewn to his country and still-honour'd King, 

Pursued with hate, proclaim’d, his very life 

Menaced, a price e’en set upon his head, 3179 
VOL, IV. HH 
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For his own safety was compell’d to fly. $480 
My feeling sire, seeing such valued friend, 
Ruin’d, and fled, turn’d homeless to the world, 
His castle and domains by traitors seized, 
Himself too to like poverty exposed, 

Bow’d with such sorrow more than weight of years, 
(Though these were many) did not long survive : 
Yet with true faith, devotion to the last, 

Proved mid distress to his loved friend and lord, 
Him in his hapless banishment awhile 

Following, accompanied through many woes, 

Till death from violent insulting hands 3491 
Of foes ere long eased his heart-broken frame. 
What of his lands or plunder’d wealth remain’d, 
Expediently the insatiate Kenwulph seized, 
Adjudged confiscate to his lordly rule. 

While too to swell misfortune’s grievous sum, 

The good sir Heraud, who had brought me safe 
Back to my native land, perceiving thus 

The ruin of his kin, his home, his hopes, 

Pined in deep grief alike, and sank in death. 

His family o’erthrown, home, fortune reft, 

What could the son of such a faithful sire, 3502 
(All other call, claim, treasure thus bereaved, 
And nothing else in this world left so dear) 

But follow his sire’s lord, that fortune’s spring, 
And him with grateful duty seek to serve, 

Albeit at humble distance ?—who (’twas told) 
Had lately toward the southern shelter fled 

Of noble Rayner, Somerset’s graced peer, 

Who erst his sister wed in nuptial tie, 

The kind Fidelia, of our England’s Queen 
Companion best beloved :—yet (fatal chance !) 
Alas! himself too, as soon shew’d the event, 
Exiled alike, from press of perils fled, $514 
Captive, perchance, or slain—his fate unknown, 
Since yet for noble Rayner search was vain.” 


Paused then the sadden’d stranger, and appear’d 
As he would so surcease, and fain forego 
Further recount, while o’er his brow he drew 
His hand, as he would hide a starting tear. 


But, conscious,then his friend, the Mercian Queen, 
Renews her mild address : 
‘¢ And, generous youth, 
Say, in such quest did not adventure strange 
Befal, which it might interest much, meseems, 3525 
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And please this noble company to hear : 3526 
All apt to honour faith’s heroic act ?”’ 


To her, with courteous bow and modest grace, 
The warrior-pilgrim, so appeal’d, returns : 


‘* My gracious Queen, some chances strange befel 
More to those noble persons in whose track 
I follow’d, than to me: events, alas! 
To breeding high and delicate as their’s 
Unapt and piteous, but to me, before 
Acquaint with perils and privations wild, 3535 
Scarce difficult or strange : in service such 
By me deem’d trifles, and for mention slight.” 


He said, and still with modesty unfeign’d 
Seem’d as he yet would stop; but then the King, 
The question’s drift perceiving, thus enquired : 


‘¢ Yetdid you not, in such your wandering search, 
Encounter dangers worthy lasting note? 
(So from the noble peer, earl Rohand’s self, 
We late o’erheard by Cheddar’s cavern’d cliffs, 
Then promised after to our ampler ear :) 3545 
Saved you not then from peril’s instant grasp 
Both him and this his peerless daughter here, 
Rescuing each, as ’twere, from death to life, 
Else gracing ne’er this honour'd company ? 
Relate then (we entreat) the attractive theme, 
Haply not useless yet, but offering still 
Example and meet caution to ourselves, 


Surrounded too by equal perils here.” 
At this, the martial stranger thus return’d : 


‘* Most gracious liege, if aught of ready aid 
It e’er became my happy part to yield 3556 
To him, the generous patron of my sire, 
And her, the peerless jewel of his house, 
*T were all too little, and a weak return 
For favours past ;—all failing duty’s claim. 
Such mention rather pains, that but recals 
The bitter memory of their sufferings past. 
Whate’er I did, to fortune more I owe 
Than aught of merit mine, to prompt the act, 
More than is due o’errated sure by hearts 
Noble as theirs, and with too grateful sense, 
Who thus their willing servant overpraise.” 3507 
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He said, and hesitates again as ’twere, 3568 
Check’d by embarrassment, and loth to speak 
Of his own acts; while yet a blush, and look 
Bent on the fair Felicia, more than told 
His bosom’s fraught. His genuine modesty 
(Of real valour the companion still) 
Charm’d but the more the observant company. 
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Earz Rohand recounts the incidents that befel him, till he found 
a refuge amongst the Cheddar cliffs. Falling into an ambush 
laid by Hianfrid, he and his daughter are preserced by Guy, 
in the garb of a pilgrim, who attaches himself to their bund. 
Alfred now creates him a King’s Thane in the first degree, with 
lands near Cheddar, part of the royal demesne, to support his 
rank, Arrival of an armed stranger, sent by Nigel to warn the 
King of the incessant and closer searches of his enemies, and 
that prices are set on his head and those of his friends. Strict 
confinement to the Isle being imposed upon them by this news, 
the King desires Sighelm meanwhile to recount his embassy to 
India, for the relief of the Christians estublished there. His 
travels—he sails to Alexandria, and journies through Egypt to 
commence his voyage to India by way of the Red Sea. Wonders 
of Egypt described. He traverses the Red Sea, and, passing 
Aden, arrives at Mangalore and Nelisoor in India. 
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Ns unaware, then Warwick's noble earl 
Himself takes up the theme, with warmth 
And the young hero’s act at full unfolds : [pursues, 


«¢ Since (as we note) the generous pilgrim thus 
Misprizes his just merit, be it mine 
Grateful his priceless valour all to tell. 
Amid the dismal time, recall’d but now, 
When neither foreign force nor treason’s lure 
Could bow my soul to join my country’s foes, 
Knowing the life both of myself and child 
In hazard imminent,—proclaim’d, pursued,— =I 
Disguised we fled from Warwick’s ancient fort, 
And toward our Arden’s forest turn’d our steps, 
There seeking shelter among sylvan hinds, 
Our faithful tenantry ; expecting thus 
Concealment and escape. But finding soon 
Such vicinage suspected and unsafe, 
Calling to mind relations, kind and true, 
At distance more secure, we bent our flight 
Toward southern Somerset, with cherish’'d hope 
That within some his lordly castles there, 
Eld Somerton, or Castle-Carey’s hold, 
Or Dunster’s heights, scenes of his wealth and state, 
Their noble chief, earl Rayner, to our house 24 
Allied (since he in marriage-bond had won 
My sister dear, Fidelia, for his spouse, 
Friend and companion of our England’s Queen), 
Would yield us welcome and protective guard. 
Alas ! even he, we learn’d, by equal doom 
And like affliction press’d, his castled seats 
By a base traitor from their owner's power 
Wrested in meed of subject treachery, 
Vow’d to the victor-Dane, while o’er the bounds 
Of Somerset he holds deputed rule, 
As tributary, following but in this 
Kenwulph’s detested part,—good Rayner’s self 36 
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From the mean recreant’s grasp, or mad pursuit 37 
Of ruthless foes, was fled, none whither knew :— 
Captive, twas deem’d, or e’en in death o’ertaken. 
While o’er the tracts of subject Somerset 

Fright, and misrule, and desolation reign’d, 

Alike as in our inner Mercian bounds. 

While rumour told of England’s sovereign too 
Fled—to discovery lost—or if perchance 

Alive, close harbour’d in some lone retreat. 
Defeated thus, a while in abbey-cells 

Of sainted Avalon, or cottage-homes 

Hovering we hid and shelter'd as we might, 48 
With dubious screen and in confused alarm ; 

Amid our fear, still anxious all we could 

Tidings of vanish’d Rayner yet to gain.” 


At mention such, the sovereign thus rejoins, 
Sighing the while: 
‘‘ Alas! for sorrow such 
Of England’s noblest hearts !—at such a time 
Ill could his country the kind Rayner spare, 
Loyal as brave, and by his followers loved ! 
But what then sped ?—oh! tell, how on you fared ?” 


With prompt response, earl Rohand thus return’d : 


‘¢ Soon spread the news, that o’er near Severn’s 
A Danish fleet, by daring Hubba led, [ flood, 
Assail’d its coast; where, landing pirate-crews, 
They pierced rich Somerset, and, fired with thirst 
Of spoil, had sack’d ber Avalonian fane, 
Plunder’d its shrines then wrapt in wasteful fires; 
Scaring from thence its peaceful habitants, 
Religion’s train,—its prelates,—student youths, 
And all who fill’d its honour’d vicinage. 
Prudent, its votaries not all unware, 69 
With what collected wealth their haste could save, 
Fled in disorder’d crowds toward Wokey’s vault, 
Or Cheddar’s cavern’d cliffs, and for defence 
In close array of ill-assorted bands 
At times dared check the prowling robber’s course ; 
Whose savage inroad they essay’d to oppose 
Thus to their best; chief, through the gloom of night ; 
Or else in secret ambush here and there 
They strove the cherish’d region so to guard. 
Whom then by chanceencounter’d, and made known 
My rank, with purpose of my wanderings here. 
Pitying, they comforted, and deigu’d to choose 81 
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Me for their martial head ; not all unknown Bz 
To some most honour’d in that pious throng, 

As their own loved earl’s relative and friend, 
Remember’d at his hospitable board 

Erst seen, in welcome visits there exchanged. 
Then in dim grottos, mid the sparry aisles 

And crystal cupolas of Wokey’s cells 

We shelter’d through the day, or menaced hid 
’Mong Cheddar’s dens, and prone impervious cliffs ; 
From hot pursuit or overmatch’d attack 

Of the dazed foe escaping thus, fore whom 

Like sprites we vanish’d past discovery. 93 
In such wild covert, from all sight conceal'd, 
Rushes or sedge our couch, from marshes near ; 
Oft we supported nature’s need with food 
Snatch’d on a sudden from the sleeping foe. 

But now from busied treason’s lurking snares, 

E’en more than rage of foreign enemies, 

Dangers beset: for mid the forts usurp’d 

Of Somerset’s fled earl, or questing next 

’Mong the suspected haunts of Avalon, 

Or station’d else at Enmore’s castled seat, 

(Lately the veteran Ordmer’s favour'd home) 

The base Hianfrid stay’d, and thence led on _—105 
His host of bravos fierce; there entertain’d 

In friendly guise, and league of mutual aid. 

All burning with resolve, abroad proclaim’d, 

To find the sovereign, and the noble train 
Reported somewhere in these wilds conceal’d ; 
Such, who escaped from Kinwith’s forted halls 
Had their ill-feign’d submission dared infringe, 
Assail’d brave Hubba there in treacherous fight, 
Bowing their favourite hero to the death,— 

Then borne the Reafen-flag in flight away : 

But punishment the dastard troop awaits, 116 
Nor long shall any place, or shelter, ward 
Vengeance condign, that bursts upon their heads.”’ 


At this the King: 
‘‘ True, we so much have heard, 
Yet scarce with note so clear.—Alas! that these 
Friends to ourselves, so noble, brave, and true 
Should be to ambient perils thus exposed ! 
Behoves yet fitted caution to us all. 
But tell, graced peer, what fortune else was yours ?” 


Instant, the noble Rohand thus resumes: 126 
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‘¢ Tt chanced, in one of such these ventures wild, 
While from the base Hianfrid’s near pursuit 
(Varying from time to time bis close abode, 

With subtle hope so better to deceive 

And trap, when most unware, his purposed prey) 
We fled by night through glimpses of the moon, 
O’erta’en, we fell into beleaguering snares 

Of waiting ambush, by the traitor set. 

The sudden onset on our little band 

Induced in turn hot skirmish and defence. 

But by the traitor’s self and thronging train 
Surrounded soon, certain destruction then 138 
Appear’d the doom of all :—foreclosed escape. 

Of unwont peril in so strict assault 

Conscious, shrill shrieks of females in our train 
("Mong these Felicia, in our constant guard) 
Pierced the dim gloom with sounds of strange aftright. 
With all my strength, with all a father’s zeal, 

Yet all too little, and most like in vain, 

I strove my shrieking daughter to defend, 

Till almost she seem’d captive, or perhaps 
Untimely death had been her fate, and mine. 
When lo! as if by Providence itself 

Sent sudden to our aid, while most unlook’d, 150 
Forth from a thicket, rear’d behind the foe, 

A seeming pilgrim started, rushing forth 

With fury of a lion from his lair; 

Who from beneath his robe unfolded drew 

A flashing sword, which he with giant arm 

Plied, or huge battle-axe, that ’mong the foe 
Dash'd sudden throng’d destruction, ere their rage 
Was yet aware, or could such death evade. 

While our deliverer was with such fell strife 

E’en yet engaged, scattering dismay around, 

We bore us half-exanimate away ; 

And toward our wonted cave slunk unpursued. 
Thus our defender’s valour saved our lives, 

With unregarded peril of his own.” 164 


So as he said, the fair Felicia’s face, 
From very memory, turn’d sudden pale ; 
And former fear, made present once again, 
With tremulous emotion shook her frame, 
Till grateful feeling found relief in tears. 
To whom her watchful sire extends his hand, 
Soothes with consoling love, then mild resumes : 


‘* Yet soon our brave protector track’d our steps, 
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To no far distance scaped, albeit with wounds 173 
Cover'd and blurt, encounter’d for our sake. 

What was our gratitude, surprise, and joy 

To find such seeming pilgrim (thus disguised 

For more assurance by such harmless port) 

This gallant stranger, to our side, (it seem’d) 
From his near watch drawn by those fearful shrieks, 
While at brief distance he had mark’d our steps. 
Him, then retain’d in service of our band, 

(Since soon he told us all his history) 

With pride I found son of my faithful friend, 

Who had return’d of late from foreign lands —_— 184 
And in my fallen fortunes, all unknown, 

‘Track’d me to Arden’s forest, with design 

To watch and serve my wants, a careful guard. 

A courteous pilgrim I had oft observed 

Hovering about our steps, sometimes indeed 
Accosting (as it seem’d) Felicia’s self, 

Though of the unassuming stranger’s state 

The truth indeed remain’d by me unthought; 

But who by day retired in hermit-cells, 

Equipp’d with palmer’s staff and scollop-shell, 

In habit of grey hood and flowing stole 

Concealing thus the watchful sentinel, 196 
At night became the daring warrior 

All mail’d in secret armour, hid beneath 

That ample robe, cuirass and massive shield— 
Sword—axe—a knight, accomplish’d cap-a-pé. 
He after too, in other ventures strange, 

Amid our wanderings brave and faithful proved, 
Still offering at our need defence and aid. 

What gratitude not springs within my heart! 
Regard and estimation to my best, 

(Such as my duty, or my power, may yield 
Consistent with my title and my birth, 

Not offering derogation to my line) 208 
Must be for ever his—by right his due— 

Nor e’er shall time that sacred claim impair.” 


So as he said, the Mercian Queen, who mark’d 
How glowing gratitude was scarce controll’d 
By the patrician’s pride of family, 
Smiles at the native trait, that e’en became 
The speaker well, whose heart she knew the while, 
Though with high honour swelling, good and kind. 


The fair Felicia adds her tribute too, 
. Whose silent tears, that glitter’d o’er her cheek 218 
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With graceful drops, sole spoke her grateful heart. 
Such signal of her favourite’s tenderness 

Observes the matron-Queen, who melted too, 
(While to her loved charge she her hand extends) 
Mingles her own, with female sympathy 

That knew the hallow’d feeling brooding there. 


Such moment’s speechless rapture too the King 
Watchful perceives : with equal charm himself 
His sister’s hand grasps gently in his own, 

While all who mark share the delicious joy. 
The sovereign then of Rohand thus enquires: 229 


‘* But, valiant earl, graced peer of Warwick, tell 
In what near tract occurr’d such main escape? 
And pass'd how long ?—since danger dire as this, 
Approaching thus, imports us much to know.” 


Instant the noble Rohand thus replies: 


“Truly, my liege, not from this very spot 
Far distant, passing Wokey’s wizard cave 
Toward Cheddar’s cliffs; and but of recent time; 
Ere yet for close and safer screen we chose 
In the subterrene crypt of Avalon 239 
Our dear Felicia’s wild and dim retreat, 
Sparing her thus from ruder wanderings more.” 


The King adjoins : 
‘* We fail not then to note, 
How hovering near us, perils new impend. 
With closer caution, vigilance untired, 
Watch we must all, till overblows the storm. 
Meanwhile we here may husband well the time, 
Improve, and point to themes of future use.” 


Nor wants the varied story charm’d effect, 249 
That in composure sweet and deep delight 
Lulls, yet informs, the admiring company. 
The sovereign then brave Rohand thus applauds : 


‘¢ More honour on yourself such grateful note 
Confers, graced peer of Warwick, than could aught 
The lofty pride of eld nobility, 

That might perchance such high esteem restrain 
Of one, though born inferior, yet endued 

By Nature’s self with generous qualities, 

Which circumstances yet shall haply lead 259 
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Through every grade of won nobility.” 260 


The assembly more delighting, (most of all 
The charm’d Felicia and the Mercian Queen,) 
The King, in ampler earnest of his word, 
Soon executing his premised intent, 

Proceeds on Warwick’s pilgrim to bestow 
The incipient honour, to his merit due ; 
And him invoking, adds, with royal air, 
Ia face of all the pleased attendant train: 


‘* Now, gallant Guy, our pilgrim-traveller, 269 
Our venturous merchant, dauntless warrior tou, 
In meed of worth so clear and zealous faith, 
Receive from us the honour well achieved. 
Since ’tis our regal as our dearest part, 
(Assign’d but to our throne’s prerogative 
For the state’s general weal) our country’s sons 
On granted claim to honour to exalt, 
And be the hand to yield nobility, 
Where such by Nature’s self has been begun, 
Thus founding honour singly on desert : 
For thy bold acts and genius mercantile, 
Thy various charge and service politic, 281 
No less by valour than intelligence, 
Take from my willing hand and rightful gift 
The title of King’s Thane, in first degree, 
And be ennobled thus, to thee and thine. 
While to support thy rank with fitting state, 
Be thine too lands (part of demesnes mine own) 
Beside that very Cheddar's wondrous cliffs, 
Scene of thy valour and fidelity, 
From where clear Axe impels his vagrant stream 
Past herded fields, near marshes of Wedmore, 
Thence onward e’en to Banwell’s shepherd-hills. 
These for perpetual memory of thy worth, 203 
In pledge of fealty to me and mine, 
Hold by the sword, e’en as ourselves the throne: 
All earnest but of rich possessions more, 
Which by continued merit thou may’st win.” 


At such his gracious words (while at his feet 
In meek submission kneels the favour’d Guy) 
The ready monarch (honour’s primal source) 
Prepares to accord a knight’s investiture : 
Then o’er the bending pilgrim spreads with grace 
A purpled vest—girds with a jewell’d belt, 
And crooked sword, in golden scabbard set: 304 
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Commending too all knightly ceremony— 305 
The bath—the vigil—and due benison :-— 
Bids him be ever loyal, firm, and true, 
With courage of a Christian and a man, 
In merit still persévering to the end, 
Giving in this assurance by the past. 
Hereafter, added service to the state 
May claim yet loftier rank and honours more. 
With courteous act Guy pledges fealty. 
Felicia, at such sight, weeps tears of joy— 
‘Toward her deliverer thus (her true heart’s lord) 
Tendering the sacred tribute of pure love, 316 
Ennobling more the loftiest, noblest heart. | 
With plain approof, her friend, the Mercian Queen, 
Steps gently forth, and ’fore the smiling King 
Offers herself as the young knight’s frank-pledge, 
For whose clear faith herself dares answer well; 
Known as her Mercian subject, -whom with pride 
Such she acknowledges, and claims her own : 
Then bending toward the youth with gracious air, 
Adds briefly : 

‘* Be thou henceforth my true knight, 
And prove our Mercia, star of England’s crown.” 


She said, then to Felicia’s side return’d, 328 
Whispers the maid with playful tenderness, 
© She cannot wonder at a heart bestow’d, 
Since almost lost too now she feels her own.’ 
At such the matron’s graceful pleasantry, 
Felicia’s mantling blush and angel-smile 
Her peerless beauty heighten’d but the more. 


Nor fails such present honour prompt effect 
F’en on the observant Rohand’s lofty mind ; 
Who for the knight but feels esteem enlarged, 
And adds, his own pledge he too dares assure, 338 
With promise this : 

‘‘ Let but returning peace 
'To each restore his right,—myself, brave friend, 
More to augment thy state, will yield the lands 
Near Warwick’s fort and Avon’s honour’d wave, 
Not less the cliff confirm’d, to bear thy name 
To ages hence and late posterity, 
But ample tracts in Arden’s forest-glades, 
Dedicate and enfeoff’d for aye thine own.” 


With grateful sense the youth, almost oppress’d, 
Before his King and benefactors bends. 349 
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The graced assemblage is in pleasure high 350 
Enrapt, and gratified seems every heart. 

But yet not wholly all: some bosoms there 

Felt brooding jealousy and envy’s sting, 

Widow’d Eltruda, with her scions twain, 

Her favour’d Thora, and the younger prince, 
Unruly Athelwold. These haught disdain 

Felt swelling there, that sneer’d at honour new, 
On a poor wandering merchant lavish’d thus ; 

(So each to other in low whispers breathed) 

While loftier claims were cancell’d in neglect. 363 


The King perceives, yet untimed note restrains ; 
Resolving still just honour to dispense, 
And merit to protect with favour due. 
But in engagement such while pass’d the time, 
Ere their task’d care may other change contrive 
To charm and turn their solitude to use, 
Lo! in their rustic hall, with sudden knock 
Scarce first announced, and as with hurried haste, 
(Such placid moments interrupting all) 
An armed stranger enters, at whose sight 
Alarm’d the assembly starts, deems peril strange 
Arrived—themselves through glimpses of the moon 
O’erta’en—discover’d in this lone retreat— 373 
And this first spy precursor of the rest 
In numbers more,—traitors—and foes at hand. 


Such thoughts at first smote every throbbing heart. 
The martial chieftains sudden snatch their arms, 
Or from their scabbards bare their flashing swords. 
The female train, in shrill shrieks scarce restrain’d, 
Express their natural and more affright. 

But soon with bending mien the stranger’s self, 

In soften’d voice, composes roused alarm ; 
Bespeaks, and straight explains himself a friend ; 
Proved such to memory: since he before 381 
(Remember’d now of Kinwith’s following train) 
Had visited and known this spot obscure, 

Hence parting after with brave Nigel’s crew— 
By Sighelm first recall’d, who recognized 

A comrade from the bark himself had left, 

(At anchor staid on watch by Parret’s mouth) 

A mate and favourite of his trusty friend ;— 

Sent from whose side the stranger message brings, 
Confided to the King’s and nobles’ ear, 

To warn them now amid their hush’d recess : 
Which tidings, soon deliver’d, thus import : 395 
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‘ That nearer still the base Hianfrid prowls, 396 
Suspicious more from fresh-imagined clue, 
Advancing through this perill’d neighbourhood 
With traitorous bands and numbers reinforced, 
Dispersed in ambush’d parties, lurking round: 

Oft changing too his castled residence, 
(Contiguous all) Somerton’s ancient hold, 

Or Enmore’s seat (late noble Ordmer’s home) 
Usurp’d and wrested from their banish’d lords. 
But frequent hovering thus by Glaston’s fane, 

Or Mendip’s hilly range, or Langport’s vill, 

Or where on the other hand dusk Quantock’s heights 
Enclose the islet, shielding England’s hope: — 408 
Oft in such ventures met by roving bands 

Who dare oppose,—then sudden fleet away, 

Yet undiscover’d in their secret haunts ; 

But seeming still (most to amaze of all) 

Held as in concert by mysterious fires.’ 


At this impatient, Rohand interrupts, 
Claiming such signals his brave followers’ act, 
And eager burns again the daring troop 
To join, and meet the traitor’s deadliest rage. 417 


But prudent more, the sovereign gently checks 
His generous valour, as & while too rash,— 
Too premature :—his valued life some space 
Must yet beware, until the tyrannous gust 
O’erblow, and pause may lull suspicion’s eye. 


Which counsel more confirming, instant thus 
The messenger his tale of dread pursues, 
Adding,—tbat for the sovereign’s head, denounced, 
As for his nobles fugitive, a price, [claim’d, 
Sans bound, is through the neighbouring tracts pro- 
Where’er ’tis likeliest deem’d the wanderers hide, 428 
While their confiscate lands shall well reward 
Whoe’er the desperate outlaws first shall seize. 


Whence of such perils conscious, compass 'd round, 
The nautic sentry, mindful of his trust, 
Sends to his honour’d sovereign to implore 
Augmented caution, heedful hiddance close, 
F’en to the screen of their subterrene cave, 
Should aught of signal from his duteous watch 
Import remotest token of alarm ; 
But from no motive yet to tempt abroad 
Aught of emprize, nor quit their curtain’'d home, 439 
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Abiding there recluse, till happier hour. 440 
His untired note shall prompt report the time 
When he may deem enough the foe dispersed, 

Or quest surceased,—that from their prison’d cage 
And sunk obscurity they may emerge, 

And give impatient eagerness the rein: 

Restraint scarce less enduring than himself. 

For he too hopes, ere long, his ceaseless watch 
He may forego, and seize the happy hour 

When he too witb his gallant crew may join 

The regal train, combine their willing aid, 

And march to victory ’gainst the general foe. 451 


All hear attentive, yet as if with pain 
Of forced reluctancy may scarce obey 
Caution so strict, whose course necessity, 
Nathless, makes scem a mandate, so imposed. 


_ With eager curiosity aroused, 

Yet further from such messenger they ask 

Events in progress, which pertain the state, 

And public weal ; who tells, besought, that yet 
Of naval Octher’s course to Nigel’s ear 

No tidings have evened, though anxious hope 
Believes his gallant fleet in bold pursuit 462 
Of the famed Hastings, and his daring crews, 
And fondly augurs news of victory. 


At mention such, prince Athelwold, as stung, 
Bends on the sovereign a stern look askance, 
Whose scowl spoke indignation ill restrain’d. 


With courteous hospitality the King 
Next entertains the duteous messenger, 
Whom, thus refresh’d, he then dismisses soon, 
Charged with his grateful thanks and message kind 
To trusty Nigel, whom he yet commends 472 
Still to continue his devoted watch, 
Nor deem unprized his proved protective care, 


With many a benediction fond exchanged 
(By generous Sighelm, his late comrade most,) 
Parts the pleased herald then; receiving too 
A mutual caution his own steps to guard, 

And scape dark ambush on his perill’d way. 


Fleet then, as wont, the hours that yet detain 
The noble band within the lonely isle. 481 
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Then, ever mindful to advantage most 48 
And best improve the time for England’s weal, 
With purpose so to charm the transient time, 

The sovereign fit occasion seizes soon 

The prudent Sighelm’s mission to recal 

(Fraught with high consequences to the state) 

To distant Indian climes; and when the day, 
Declining, draws within the rural hall | 
Again the assembled train, with cheerful air 

And soothing voice the King addresses thus 

The travell’d prelate, grace of Sherborne’s see: 4192 


‘¢ Now, venerable Sighelm, patriot-friend, 
Who erst hast to Saint Thomas’ shrine remote 
(Christ’s bless’d apostle to far India’s shores, 
Such sacred faith diffusing, martyr’d there) 
Bent at our hest thy progress, undismay’d, 
Since yet thy presence cheers our solitude, 
Be it in turn alike thy pleasing part 
Now to delight, nor less (meseems) instruct 
Our lorn confinement, with recount thine own 
Of climes thy pilgrim-feet have visited, 
Return’d to admiration of our land, 
No less than yet of many an after-age. 504 
And deign, graced guest, impart the winning theme, 
Here novel to most ears, (in part to mine, 
Before ne’er fully heard) importing much 
Our own designs for welfare of the state, 
And Britain’s growing grandeur; fraught alike 
With interest and concernment to us all, 
Her present sons, as late posterity. 
Not solely was thy venturous mission charged 
With alms and sought benevolence to aid 
The suffering Christians of Saint Thomas’ flock, 
Fond devotees, there duteous lingering still,— 
But fired as well by hope to aggrandize 516 
Our country’s infant commerce, to explore 
Toward Ind the passage best, and there to found 
With league of friendship merchant-colonies ; 
F’en on such embassy discoveries new 
Haply extend to grace our England's name, 
Owing to naval power her glory most. 
For yet we hope, on Ind’s vast continent 
That Britain’s sons (though we may sleep in death) 
Shall fix commercial empire, ne’er to end. 
Let but our care once happy peace ensure,— 
This vital strife our bleeding country save, 
Then future greatness shall for England spring, 528 
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Worthy her genius and capacity : 529 
Proving to sight of an admiring world, 
‘What thus a naval people can achieve.” 


So as he said, a charm’d composure bound 
The listening company. The King pursued : 


‘* But since surrounding perils close us here, 
Deign, thoughtful Sighelm, sage ambassador, 
(E’en as before but now the gallant Guy _[told, 
Of commerce, ships, through Europe’s climes has 
So thou of intercourse with distant Ird,) 

To bear abroad our far extended thoughts: 539 
Waft this rapt audience, sped on fancy’s wing, 

As if by some enchanter’s wand away, 

Through countries strange, scarce visited as yet 
By English feet, how vast soe’er may prove 

Their puissance there hereafter. Erst to us, 

Thou know’st learn’d Erigen (from history’s page 
Still like the bee extracting knowledge rich) 
Would note, how wisest nations vied of old 

To plant abroad their filial colonies, 

Augmenting ever thus their wealth and power; 
And deeming without these their ships and trade 
Imperfect, crippled as of half their means, 

But needing both, each other to employ 552 
To sure prosperity and vantage full. 

Unfold then to this honour’d company 

(True patriots all, whose care must yet effect 

Our preconceived designs) past toils of thine. 
Prove thus, how much thou and ourself in this 
Have done already for our England’s sake, 

And purpose yet hereafter to assure ; 

Though in such regions planting but the seed, 
Which future ages must extend, improve. 

Thus in thy charming story to their ear, 562 
As to our own, impart thine apt remark, 

What may our country’s interest there concern. 
The passing hour shall e’en too swiftly fleet, 

So tranced by thee, and this captivity 

Seem freedom’s self, bent to so noble aim.” 


So as he said, the attracted audience bend, 
Intent to hear of regions new and strange, 
And fix on Sighelm an expectant look ; 
But most delight then sparkled in the eye 
Of Guy, young son of enterprise :—scarce less 
In Sussex’ naval peer, or the bold stem 578 
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Who graced his side, or princely Athelwold: 574 
All bending toward the main their restless thoughts... 


Then thus the travell’d Sighelm, Dorset’s pride, 
Appeal’d, with pleasure in his look pursues : 


‘«¢ What time good Abel (of Jerusalem 
Patriarch revered) his mission’d embassy 
To our liege monarch sent, with presents rich 
And duteous blessing charged; as letters kind, 
Which, with learn’d Asser too, myself perused, 
Imparting with grieved plaint the deep distress 583 
Of pious Christians, on far India’s shores 
Seated e’er since the bless’d apostles’ age, 
And supplicating fond the regal alms 
To speed for these the work of charity, 
That might extend through them Christ's faith divine; 
The generous King, with seemly pity moved, 
Deign’d to such embassy his favouring ear. 
Then smit, and as with patriot-thoughts inspired, 
Deeming, in such occasion he discern’d 
Ope a bright dawn for England’s future weal, 
If for his country’s sons he so might found 
A friendly settlement on coasts of Ind 595 
For nursery of her commerce purposed there,— 
After consult had with a favour’d few, 
Most honour’d by bis gracious confidence, 
Who held chief place his royal person near,— 
With policy of state, that well beseem’d 
A sovereign, he equipp’d a splendid ship, 
Laden with wealth and suited retinue, 
Speaking a royal embassy, to bear 
Across the sea his deign’d benevolence, 
Assign’d by his graced will to shores of Ind, 
To further there his pious, patriot aims. 
Me then with kind words of encouragement 607 
Chosen, he charged as his ambassador, 
With Abel’s honour’d escort to return, 
And visit that high patriarch, in his seat 
Of Zion’s holy city ; whose commend 
And vouch’d protection given, it must be mine 
Venturing, to pierce e’en to far India’s coasts :— 
Thither not less so to explore the way, 
Than (there arrived) its manners, products, shores : 
There to propitiate kindness, friendly league 
To distant Britain; and if sped the time, 
E’en now begin some forted colony, 
Whose shelter might protection more accord 619 


BOOK XXXII. 485 


To future merchants, seeking there to trade :— 6zo 
To bind with treaty favouring intercourse, 

And thus invite commercial enterprise. 

Amplier to guard our course the generous King 
Provided else two armed gallies, throng’d 

With Frisian seamen (than our Britons yet 

In sea-affairs more skill’d), through Octher’s aid 
To task so proud engaged; and with their crews 
Blent for instruction native mariners 

In bravery equal, though in art less apt. 

Since naval Octher meant himself the while, 

At the King’s hest, with daring keel explore 631 
The less known regions of the farthest north. 

To cheer too my adventurous task the more, 

And be companion of my absent hours, 

The King selected Ethelstan, my friend, 

The best-loved fellow-student of my youth, 

With his kind solace to attend our train :— 
Friend, since in death bereaved !—Alas! how few 
Of comrades left now grace our Wulfstan’s fleet, 
Few, save brave Nigel, my own valued mate !—- 
Thus furnish’d forth on embassy so rare, 
Instructed with the sovereign’s great designs, 
Eager I undertook the lofty task, 643 
Which still in thought elated but the more 

The aspirations of my ardent soul, 

Then fresh in fervour high of hardier youth. 

For thus I hoped to satisfy at full 

Insatiate thirst of knowledge, most of all 

Then glowing in my breast: and (by what source 
Soe’er inspired with courage, skill, or strength 
Passing mine own, less bless’d by favouring Heaven) 
To hail the wonders of the richest east, 

And elder climes, my youthful study’s dream: 
That from mine own eyes’ witness and approof 

So to my sovereign lord and master best 655 
(Glowing with like enthusiasm as myself) 

I might report hereafter, whatsoe’er 

Attentive note might treasure for his ear, 
Pertaining India’s track, clime, products, ports, 
And means of commerce for our Britain's sons. 
Parting from England’s shores with zealous specd, 
Our swelling sails o’er the Biscayan wave 

And downward past the Lusitanian coasts, 

Bore us away, until our turning helm 

Inclined our track toward the Phenician port 

Of Gades’ isle; where with brief pause we stay’d, 
Chief to attach some pilot’s needful skill 667 
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Versed in the track of the mid-terrene main, 668 
Whose entrance now allured our near approach. 
Soon pass’d we then Atlas’ disrupted streight, 
The key and portal to that wondrous sea, 

Beyond all other waters of the world 

Famed, as the scene of eld and kept renown : 
That gulf, whose lengthen’d and dividual flood, 
Fondly we look’d should waft us toward the goal 
Of our deep-brooded wishes, cherish’d hopes.” 


At such his mention, interposed the King: 677, 


«¢ Did not your recent note, sage patriot, there 
Counsel for Britain’s sons some forted seat ?” 


“My liege, I did;—(grave Sighelm prompt replies) 
And still such hold to England’s act commend ; 
Importing much that naval sovereignty, 

Whereto she looks hereafter, and to which 
Sway o’er the midland ocean chief must tend.” 

Instant the King: 

‘¢ Nor doubt, but counsel such 
By Britain’s prudent sons shall be obey’d ; 687 
Who on some chosen height shall there secure 
Station impregnable against the world, 
To shield her commerce and still-passing ships :— 
There making Europe’s, Afric’s, fronting cliffs 
Pillars, sea-marks eternal, not to them 
Less glorious than to elder Hercules, 
To note dominion, theirs by Nature’s gift 
O’er other seas, as this the midland deep. 
When her triumphant navy, embryon yet, 
Hereafter shall (I bode) to eyes of all 
Present a nation’s work magnificent, 698 
Whose puissance while it awes, shall bless the earth. 
But, honour’d prelate, tell, how sped your course (a 


Immediate Sherborne’s bishop thus return’d : 


‘Thence sail’d we joyous past the verdant isles, 
Mediterrene, that stud its bright blue waves, 
Like emeralds mid surrounding sapphires set ; 
And past Sardinia’s shores, and coasts embay'd 
Of Corsica, we held swift progress on, 
With charge to visit first imperial Rome; 
There at his footstool, with due homage bow’d, 
To greet the holy Father of our church, 709 
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And ask his blessing on our purposed task. = 710 
Soon by the hallow’d sire, Marinus, here 
Received with honour, at his feet we laid 

Our sovereign’s presents, worthy of himself, 
While here of us were kind enquiries made, 
Urged with respectful memory, of our King, 

Who twice himself had in his earlier youth 

Beheld Rome’s court, led by his royal sire, 

And on his head had pledged the presaged crown: 
Nor less of sainted Adulph tos, his kin, 

Fond mention sought, oft here a pilgrim-guest. 

The sire supreme then on our mission pour’d = 721 
His benediction, and vouchsafed beside 

His letters commendatory to all 

Of Christian name, where’er our travel bent 
Throughout remotest regions of the world. 

Italian pilots straight our care engaged 

To guide our course to Malta’s midway isle, 
Whose hospitable haven might a while 

Cheer our sped passage toward the wish’d-for East. 
Then downward we essay’d our eager way, 

And pass’d ere long the famed Sicilian shores, 
And heard, o'erawed, the thundering /Etna’s din, 
And mark’d the cities fallen, and antique pomp, 
And scenes, of knightly valour still the theme.”— 


So as the travell’d votary recall’d, 735 
Aroused, prince Athelwold his voice adjoin’d : 


‘* Know, reverend pilgrim, even by ourselves 
Those isles, whereof you tell, are not unknown ; 
Whose site commands the southering coast of 
Of Spain no less, and spread Italian shores. [France, 
Erst have myself the fields of Sicily, 

Visited, with our Sussex’ naval peer, 

And this his gallant son, in ship their own, 743 
And won perhaps some knightly honours there. 
Ere scarce the suffering isle had from its fright 
And ruin’d waste recover’d, then but late 
Wrought by the roving Hastings’ ravages. 

Yet heard we of his insults, undismay’d, 
Traversed the generous isle, and joy’d to share 
Full many an act of witness’d chivalry. 

This the fierce robber knows, and hence his hate 
Both of the generous Sussex, as ourselves. 
Would that we coursed the daring pirate now !” 


He said, with haughty vaunt, yet princely mien, 
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While flash’d hot courage from his sullen eye. 755 


Not all displeased, the watchful sovereign marks 
His spirit turbulent, but noble still, 
Nor all such thirst of enterprise restrains, 
Responding mild : 

‘«‘ Graced prince, hereafter thine 

May be full scope of glory. ‘Thine essay 
Of youth, a dauntless sailor, far abroad 
To roam, and eye the scenes of past renown, 
Bespeaks an emulous soul, with honour fraught, 
Beseeming the best nobles of our land. 765 
Wait but the favouring hour :—the rest is thine.— 
But, mission’d prelate, tell, how sped you on i 


Then thus the honour’d Sighelm, prompt replies : 


«« Swift flew we then to Malta’s island-rock ; 

Where screen’d awhile within Valetta’s bay, 
Its shelter soothed us, and with cheer detain’d. 
Here as I, curious, paced its terraced streets, 
Aud wearied with sea-tossings, mused at ease, 
I mark’d how needful such a resting-place 
Seem’d toward far Indian shores; how it behoved 
Our Britons, here to own a station’d hold, 
Where they may welcome and recruit with cheer 
Their countrymen and naval voyagers ; 778 
Here at safe ease their anchor'd ships renew, 
Perill’d and worn with ocean’s restless storms :— 
Presenting too in this convenient home 
_ An apt receptacle for commerce rich 

Of circling regions and Levantine shores.” 


Then thus the King, with look of pleased attent: 


“True, patriot-herald :—trust too, counsel such, 
Sage as is thine, shall yet be well observed. 
To thce thy country’s thanks are largely due 
No less in this than all thy thoughtful care. 
But yet much rests of price. Tell, pilgrim, on.” 


“Then thus Ind’s first ambassador resumes: 


‘© Here, ere we loosed again, (as needful seem'd) 
New pilots, Maltese mariners, we took, 
To speed us through the seas, of them best known, 
Surest to reach our goal of shores in the east. 
Then convoy’d thus, we pass’d the island-cliffs 795 
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Of ancient Crete, while as our eager gaze 796 
Survey’d its mountain-range, and piny hills, 

We mused on Ida, and on elder Jove, 

And scenes, the nursery of gods of old. 

Then sped we forward toward the Syrian coast, 
And anchor’d soon by Joppa’s ancient walls, 
(Port of Jerusalem) nor there delay’d 

Long in its sheltering homes, but sought with haste 
The sacred city’s self, and Zion’s towers 
Sublimely set on its inclosed hills. 

Here ’fore the grateful Abel soon we oped 

Our duteous embassy, and, bow’d, besought 807 
His favour and protection ;—yielded glad. 

Lodged and with cheerful honour entertain’d 

In hospice old of regal Charlemagne, 

(Here built for all who speak the Roman tongue) 
We met kind shelter and attentive care; 

For future Christian travellers meet to claim. 

The sacred city’s range we traversed soon, 

And all its famed and hallow’d wonders eyed 
With grateful memory and reverent awe. 

Safelier to speed us on our mission’d way, 

And further his own charitable work, 

Then the good patriarch, with beseeming zeal, si9 
Alike his letters gave, wherein he charged 
Nestorian Christians, (as he told) dispersed 

O’er many a region of the earth; no less 

On India’s borders, forming there of old 

A growing colony, than in its track 

Through Syria spread, as Egypt’s sultry clime, 
Araby’s sea-wash’d coasts, or where above 
Beyond its northward wave, rich Persia woos 

The merchant’s feet, or else Chaldza’s pass, 

Or Eden’s-garden site, or yet where on 
Mesopotamia parts the river-floods 

That bound on either hand its patriarch-seats ; 931 
Climes, whatsoe’er our wandering steps might dare 
To visit yet amid our various way. 

Wherein he fondly hoped, his friendly charge 
Might for our venturous journey claim at need 
Protection and good-will; since (he assured) 
That e’en within the Moslem princes’ courts _ 

Or Caliph Saracens, o’er provinces 

And cities set, Nestorian Christians own’d 

High influence oft, in general favour there, 

Most as physicians or as scribes employ’d, 

And by the Arabian chieftains bonour’d still.” s42_- 
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Then thus the King enquired : 843: 
«¢ And did you not 
To the good patriarch ope your form'd design 
For benefit of commerce, and intreat 
To such high object his approving aid?” 


Answer’d sage Sighelm straight : 

“ My liege, we did, 
And our impartment he received with joy ; 
Indeed with admiration, e’en beyond 
Our thought express’d: nor sole to this confined, 
But with enthusiasm taking up the theme, 853 
(Marking therein too his own country’s weal, 
An omen we deem’d happy for the rest) 
He vouch’d us to that end his kindliest aid ; 
And while he utter’d still renew’d applause, 
Recall’d to our charm’d note, wherein of old, 
Within this very Syria’s chosen realm, 
Thoughts, e’en the same, had with deep care engaged 
The wisest Solomon, its glorious King ; 
And pointed wherein chiefly (as he deem’d) 
That monarch most had-wisdom’s title high 
Drawn on himself, turning his subjects’ thoughts 
Most for the nation’s vantage, wealth, and power 
F’en to that very trade with eastern Ind, 866 
Which now we distant Britons sought to own, 
The fount of riches deem’d through every age. 
He noticed with what zeal had Syria’s King, 
(As yet unfurnish’d with a fleet his own) 
Its need discern’d, bespoken to his aid 
And bought alliance, Hiram, King of Tyre, 
(Port of the desert’s track to climes of Ind) 
And hired the ships of Tarshish, till his care 
Sought out, and for his people rear’d himself 
Ports twain, contiguous to the Red-sea gulf, 
Nearest Jerusalem, of northward bound, 877 
(To Zion’s streets by many a weary league 
Closer than Suez’ old Egyptian haven) 
And pitch’d by Ezion-geber, and the tracts 
Of Elath, tents beside the wave-wash’d sands, 
Till his own hands had traced the regal work, 
At either head of that side-opening gulf 
Whose stretching waves pass Horeb’s hallow’d hill, 
And Sinai’s mount, and Moses’ grotto-cave. 
Then noticed fondly, how the heaven-blest King 
Lived to behold his own work’s prosperous fruit, 
And saw to Zion’s wondering city brought 
The lavish riches strange of foreign climes, 889 
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Gold, jewels, spices rare, and creatures new, 690 
Like man,—or birds unseen, of gilded plume 

And train of regal pomp, o’erset with stars. 

Till o’er the streets of proud Jerusalem 

Silver and gold were throng’d as erst its stones, 
With gorgeous treasures of the orient. 

Or if for transport, sought to other climes, 

Then India’s gather’d merchandize was track’d 
For barter'd commerce and advantage more, 

O’er the near sands, with camels’ waiting train 
And charge engaged of faithful guides, to reach 
Rhinocolura’s nearest haven, there 901 
Heap’d in fresh ships to cross the neighbour-wave, 
And bring new tribute to the merchant- King. 

Till his unrivall’d fame the wonder raised 

Of Saba’s dusky Queen, when to behold 

His glorious state, and mark herself the course 

Of his deep wisdom, theme of such renown, 

She Jeft her own far throne, with homage meet 

To greet the pattern of an earthly King, 

And all ber ear had drank found then surpass‘d. 
Nor only this: for yet that sagest King, 

(To make such traffic rich e’en more his own) 
Cheering with solace the wide northward sands, 913 
With wisdom scarcely less and foresight vast 
Founded that city in the wilderness, 

Tadmor, of elder name, (in after day 

By Greek, or Roman sway Palmyra hight, 
Hailing the welcome palms that flourish'd round) 
There to provide commodious rest and speed 

To the tired wanderers ’twixt far eastern tracts, 
And for their use and vantage joy’d to build 

Her streets of fanes and column’d porticoes, 

Apt for display of wealth of either world, 

Of Europe’s realms, or the wide orient climes.” 924 


The wanderer paused a moment, while at such 
His word, learn’d Erigen took up the theme, 
Adding : 

‘‘ A work magnificent, and last, 
Meseems, that wisdom’s peerless King essay’d, 
With purpose so to rival Egypt’s Thebes, 

There rear’d at first for meeting commerce’ sake, 
(A pass commodious by the friendly Nile 

Toward Europe’s shores from regions of the east,) 
Which to that chiefest source its grandeur owed. 
Whow imitating too, with policy 

Of foresight like, great Alexander’s self, - 936 
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Prompted by men of deepest intellect, 937 
(His tutor still, that learned Stagyrite, 

For science universal ever famed,) 

On same design of meeting commerce, rear’d 
Egypt’s fair city, that yet bears his name, 

And to promote its greatness more, destroy’d 

That elder Tyre (port of Damascus’ pass) 

Which from the east alike its glory drew. 

So mighty Julius yet for following Rome 

His martial thoughts to themes of commerce turn’d, 
And conquer’d but to civilize the won, 

Whose meditated empire grasp’d the world. —9.18 
Be such of Britain's glory too the base, 

The welfare, as the union, of mankind.” 


All, as in rapt enthusiasm, list attent : 
Then thus the thoughtful sovereign, anxious all 
To hear, his sage ambassador accosts : 


‘Saw you then Ezion-geber, or the port 
Of Elath, work of Israel’s prudent King ? 
Or by those passes urged your venturous way ?”’ 


Instant the mission’d prelate thus replies: = 937 


‘“‘ Not by that track from near Jerusalem 
Sped we, my liege, since here we learn’d withal 
The Red-sea’s upper borders subject now 
To obstacle of shoals and gusty winds, 
That might our course endanger more than need.” 


Then thus the observant Erigen rejoins: 


‘That passage now of elder Solomon, 
Myself have heard too at Jerusalem, 
We scantily may use; commodious less, 966 
(Scarce track’d now save by minor Arab barks,) 
Than the famed port of Ammon’s conquering son, 
And the long winding of the regal Nile.” 


Sighelm, more pleased with such accord, pursues: 


‘‘ Therefore indeed in our own waiting ship 
From Joppa’s strand we bent our downward way ; 
Nor slack’d our sail, until our anchoring bark 
Hail’d Alexander’s proud Egyptian haven. 

Here not of rankling jealousy devoid, 
Height’ning their wonder, Venice’ merchant sons, 


BOOK XXXII. 493 


(Beyond all other nations favour’d most 977 
Through treaty with the ruling Saracens) 

Beheld, thus cross’d the main, an English ship, 
With escort come on royal embassy. 

But when we shew’d the holy father’s charge, 
Nor less of Zion’s honour’d patriarch near, 

We were received with kindness, passing wont, 
And by the Moslem Caliph entertain’d.” 


At this, the sovereign adds his apt remark : 


‘‘ Worthy ambassador, meseems, that here 986 
Amid this trading city (famed as still 
The storehouse of its mighty founder’s lore, 
And science of successive ages’ care) 
Occasion amplest would arise, to learn 
Of passage best to India’s courted shores.” 


Straight Dorset’s prelate answers : 
“True, my liege, 
That object prime there most engaged our thought. 
And in this splendid port (the birth-place too 
Of Arrian, who its founder’s story tells) 
I glean’d the sum of knowledge, yet attain’d. 997 
Conversing with the city’s learned men, 
And merchants, who the various passage knew, 
I saw their elder charts, and books, whate’er 
From the collected stores of ages past 
The Saracenic Omar’s doom had spared. 
Nor fail’d I of traditions here to learn, 
Preserved from memory of ancient time.” 


Then thus the acutest Erigen: 

‘‘ Of these 
Heard you then aught, whereof Herodotus, 
(History’s pristine sire) and as meseems, 1008 
Alike too that same learned Stagyrite, 
Great Alexander’s loved instructor, both 
Conjecturing deem, that Afric’s continent 
May e’en admit of navigating ships 
To sail its deepest southward shores around, 
From India in such track not distant held ? 
For following out such thought, (howe’er acquired), 
As I recal, great Alexander’s self 
Boasted his ships should Afric’s total coast 
Encircling traverse, on discovery bent: 
Thus from her eastward shores to India’s climes, 
Wealthiest, and peopled most of all the earth, 1020 
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In time to penetrate their daring way. 1021 
Did aught of this then strike your curious ear?” 


Bow’d with respect, sage Sighelm thus return’d: 


“‘ Believe, learn’d scholar, versed in history’s lore, 
Such interesting theme I there heard conn’d, 
And found belief retain’d, that in eld time 
Intent such nautic passage to explore, 
Had Necho, Egypt’s antique King, despatch’d 
On embassy Pheenician mariners 
From the contiguous Arabian flood, 1030 
Charged thence to sail round Afric’s deepest shores, 
Which coasting thus, they turn’d, and (as they told) 
So turning, ever on their right-hand saw 
The noted sun, as his bright orb pursued 
His daily track from eastward to the west: 
(Observance pledged to constant memory) 
Which circuit, so essay’d, they had achieved, 
And past high Atlas’ straits to Egypt’s shores 
Traced back their course thro’ the known midland 


Nor less too of Eudoxus’ voyage old, [main. 
In Alexandria’s studious site we heard, 
Or Carthaginian Hanno’s bold essay, 1042 


Adventured both from Europe, past the west, 
Themes each of deathless fame, though failing both.” 


So as he told, thus utter’d England’s King: 


‘‘ Hard were indeed the task, and perilous: 
But from tradition nursed, still lives the thought, 
And future time may yet accomplish all; 

Intent from Europe’s shores by ships alone 

To speed toward Ind round Afric by the west; 
Missing the pass of the wide midland main, 

Or perill’d change of sultry desert sands, 1052 
Nor less from Arab chiefs exactions strange 
Both there, as on the sea, for fraughtage new. 
As commerce spreads, and skill in arts marine, 
Europe may yet past history’s hope mature. 
Our native Britain, while her destined right 

She claims of naval sway, shall bend her care 
Not less to traffic than discovery new ; 

Hailing with blessings climes as yet unknown, 
While grateful riches to her breast return. 

But, watchful herald, your proud progress tell.” 


With new delight, then Sighelm thus resumed : 
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‘* Burning with zeal to reach our destined goal, 
After debating on our onward course, 
(Albeit of Suez’ nearest route we knew, 
Scarce three days’ journey cross the desert sands, 
Ere to the Red sea’s bordering coast you come, 
And heard too of that wondrous eld canal, 
Erst cut through these by Egypt’s daring King, 
Whereof yet relics spared the glory tell) 
By these we coursed not, but, preferring, chose 
To miss the vex’d head of the Red-sea gulf, 
And rather for more ease of transit there 
Sought lower, midway on its troubled pass, —_1075 
To stem the remnant of its southward waves. 
Resolving thus, sole on our course intent, 
Swift we embark’d upon the spreading Nile, 
And soon Grand Cairo’s novel pomp discern’d, 
Seated at head of the disparting stream, 
Which thence the fruitful Delta feeds afar.” 


Quick interposed the attentive Erigen: 


‘Saw you too Cairo ?—boast of many an age, 
The peerless Misra, mistress of the world ? 
In such proud mission then, your steps alike, 1085 
Fortunate pilgrim, even as mine own, 
Have witness’d Egypt’s, as the pride of the east. 
Your various tale, good Sighelm, yet pursue, 
Through Egypt's regal country, more than all 
Fraught tomy awe-struck sight with interest strange : 
Theme of eld wonders, whose reality 
Page none may reach. Much do we long to hear 
Such venturous emprize, whose purpose less 
My thoughts engaged, than (bent. on other aim) 
Its antique lore and works of pristine art. 
Your transit, oped with fresh diversity, 1096 
Shall make the memory e’en to me seem new.” 


Then thus the venturous voyager resumed : 


‘¢ In Cairo’s streets, with wonder strange we eyed 
Her congregated merchants’ various train, 
From many a clime in this emporium met, 
Her crowding pilgrims, and the treasures brought 
From the rich Orient to her heap’d bazaars. 
Then learning with what native jealousy 
The bordering Arabs guard the Red-sea flood, 
From Cairo’s Caliph too, no less than late 
From Alexandria’s chief, our care secured 1107 
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Protecting letters, whose knowm passport best 1108 
Might for our venturous journey favour claim 
Alike from Egypt’s, and leagued Arab Sheiks. 
Then many a league progressive we advanced 

Up the majestic Nile, with labour'd draught 

Or varying sail, by day as night untired, 

But wafted chiefly by the Etesian wind 

Which (as by hand of gracious Providence, 

To favour sever'd nations’ intercourse) 

Six months continual of each equal year 

From Europe blows ’gainst Nile’s descending stream ; 
Then shifting, with alternate settled change, 1119 
As long with flowing Nile toward Europe back 
Its speed extends, successive months, reversed ; 
In gorge confined of Egypt’s narrow vale. , 

Past Ghizéh’s, as the Memphian, pyramids, 

That peer sublime amid the sun-bright air, 
O’erlooking Libya’s and the Arabian sands, 

We glided, or by plains of vivid green, 

Or vills, o’ertopp’d with mosque and minaret, 

By rout frequented most (for so we heard) 

For safety chosen along the guardian wave. 

Thus held we on our course with eager sail 

Till where the palmy Nile diverges far 1131 
Eastward with lengthen’d arm, our ravish’d gaze 
Caught with strange awe (rear’d onits western marge) 
The famed magnific fane of Dendyra; 

As to the stranger’s vision first disclosed 

Of Egypt's elder temples, so in grace 

Superbest too; seeming (for so we thought) 

Of later work than those we after view’d, 

Rear’d likeliest by the regal Ptolemies, 

Following great Alexander’s parted reign. 

Struck with the sight, to note its gorgeous pomp, | 
Rapt in delicious wonder, here awhile 

We quitted our Egyptian canja-bark, 1143 
And mid the stately fabric’s relics stray’d ; 

Eyeing with rapt amazement, still untired, 

So splendid monument of ancient art. 

Amid its portals, chambers, courts, profused 

We pass’d, that seem’d as each o’er other vied, 
Distinguish’d all by grandeur eminent ; 

Sculptured with shapes antique, and symbols strange, 
Hieroglyphics, fraught with meaning deep, 

The priesthood’s mystic language, to impart 

To the taught people’s fadeless memory 

Truths, thus in mythic allegory told, 

The theme of eld religion’s mysteries : 1156 
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The properties of storied Deity, 1156 

Or mark’d condition of the creature, man : 

But chiefest what to Egypt’s site pertain’d, 

The seasons, motions of the varying heavens, 

Or what position of the wandering stars . 

 Govern’d the o’erflowing of the changeful Nile : 

Useful in primal time, ere letters yet 

Were fully known, or fix’d in general use ; 

For notice and instruction apt at first, 

Till in time’s lapse perverted to abuse, 

When an adoring people’s servile dread 

The impersonated figure only saw, 1167 

And in blind awe o’erlook’d, or not recall’d, 

Its emblem, but the shape itself adored, 

Hence made the source of base idolatry. 

Nor here admired we least the Zodiac famed, 

That told by varying signs, in circled height, 

Graven with thought profound (eld study’s fruit, 

From long observance of the rolling heavens) 

The sun’s mark’d progress thro’ the changeful year ; 

In Egypt’s land to chief perfection known, 

Though hither from Chaldza brought at first, 

And science glean’d in elder Babylon. 

Hence rapt in novel wonder and delight, 1179 

Onward we sped along Nile’s stretching arm, 

That in its upward track thus turn’d afar, 

Points, as with Nature’s finger, to the east, 

Approaching nearest to the bordering sea, 

(As hence were to its climes a pass design’d) 

Nor check’d our labour’d course, until we gain’d 

Kennéh’s frequented vicinage ; eld mart, 

By whose known station, as the track most wont, 

Speed, or return, the loaded caravans 

Of merchants, pilgrims, that o’er desert sands 

Wander to bow at Mecca’s distant shrine, 

And their Arabian prophet’s hest obey. 1191 

On by this travell’d track we would have pass’d, 

Prompt, but that curiosity intense, 

Excited in such region raught so near, 

Detain’d us from our instant course awhile, 

To see the wonders of contiguous Thebes, 

Southward dispread on either verge of Nile: 

That elder city, famed in Homer’s song, 

Whose proud sons issued from her hundred gates, 

The chosen seat of commerce; which from thence 

(Musing, we deem’d) its peerless splendour drew, 

Fruit of eld wisdom, which for transit apt : 

(Hence verging closest to the Red-sea gulf) 1203 
VOL, IV. KK 
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Held here by banks of Nile on either side, 1204. 
Not less commodious mart to climes of Ind, 

Or realms of Afric’s open’d continent, 

Than straight communion with the midland main, 
And made this city one vast inland port.” 


Instant, the attracted Erigen adjoins ; 


«‘ And saw you then of Thebes the splendid wreck ? 
Oh! to this audience pass not such proud theme, 
But tell of glories past to wondering ears. 

Haply if proving commerce’ mighty power, 1213 
Waking in late breasts emulation new.” 


The sovereign, too, his fond entreaty adds. 
Then thus the travell’d Sighelm, pleased, resumes : 


‘¢ Again ascending up the friendly Nile, 
Soon our struck sight beheld, as in a dream, 
Magnific rear’d along its eastern marge, 
Of Thebes a portion, while we first discern’d 
Luxore’s astounding fane, whose pomp, extoll’d 
As if to guard, twin spiral obelisks, 
Transcending fancy, pierce the dazzled air, = 1223 
And with their graven lore entrance the thought. 
These sole (were here no other wonders’ claim,) 
We scarce could leave, and deem’d our gaze might 
Enough admire, but ever turn’d to view, [ne’er 
While growing admiration drew our feet 
*Mong ruins, grand in never-fading age ; 
Portals of pomp untold, huge columns fallen 
Along the earth afar, memorials plain 
Of eld array, and structures passing thought, 
In bound so mighty, as if sdeigning space, 
But still in part to later time reveal’d. 
At times depicted o’er yet solid walls, 1285 
In fadeless hues still fresh with lively grace, 
Scenes of past glory, wars, and triumphs, wrought 
By Kings of old, where history lends no name, 
Enchain attention fix’d of eyes, removed 
From those which erst their pride would thus record 
By interval of thrice a thousand years : 
Supernal monuments, surviving proof 
To sons of earth, that while of man himself 
Have untold generations pass’d away, 
Stil live unhurt the wonders of his hand. 
Among such scene of marvels, ere as yet 
Of such advance aware, our dubious steps 1247 
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“Had enter’d mid that mighty avenue 1248 
Of sculptured sphinxes, ranged on either hand, 
Couchant, in fronting row, diffused (we deem’d) 
Beyond a mile’s extent, in due array, 

While still on each hand colonnades immense 

Of massive frame, and side recesses vast, 

Wooed the distracted gaze ere we might reach, 
With awe augmenting as our feet approach’d, 

The wreck’d magnificence of fallen Karnac, 

Itself in bound of elder Thebes a part; 

Stretching away o’er Egypt's valley green, 

E’en to the Arabian mountains’ dusky verge. 1259 
Following, absorb’d in awe, such alley vast 

Of forms that blent the lion with the ram, 
(Symbols of mingled power and innocence, 
Tokening Divinity) each too in grasp 

Holding the sacred Tau, the key of life, 

As in devotion’s way, we fail'’d not mark 

These toward the temple led of Deity. 

For at their end attain’d, at base we stood 

Of a triumphal portal, grandly sole, 

O’er which the mystic globe, resembling fire, 
Firm’d ’twixt vast azure pinions, stretch’d afar, 
Display’d its imaged sign of Power supreme. 1271 
Here as we stopp’d the gorgeous sight around 
Wilder’d imagination more confused, 

And held the senses in astonishment. 

Projecting high above the palmy groves, 
Stupendous fabrics still usurp’d the view, 
Disclosed with majesty yet unconceived, 

Of grandeur peerless, baffling tongue or pen, 

Or all vain effort of the painter’s art. 

Crowded in wild confusion, (order erst,) 

Temples, and arcs, and pillar’d obelisks, 

Whelm’d in vast ruins, or like forests rear’d, 

And lofty porticoes, and ponderous blocks _— 1283 
Of changeless granite, hewn to statues huge, 

Or pedestals of Theban marble, raised 

By unimagined labour, likest rocks, 

Graved o’er with emblems of divinities, 

Or sanctuaries, coped with golden stars, 
Answer’d, in all of Egypt’s work, its aim 

Of vastness with duration :—form’d of size 

And scope, surpassing fancy or belief, 

Save sole by very view and senses’ proof. 
Mocking description as compare, these seem’d 
The relics of a more gigantic world. 

Whither to wander, object which to cull, 1296 
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Choice falter’d still, attracted every way, 1296 
Yet saw of miracles in time too fleet 

More than the soul might grasp or aught express, 
Absorb’d in rapture of sublime amaze, 

Where curiosity seem’d still begun, 

Amid interminable grandeur lost. 

Held thus entranced, our devious footsteps stray'd, 
Directed by those pointing obelisks, 

Back to the stately temple of Luxore ; . 

Thence cross'd we soon the Nile’s dividing stream, 
Passing the female statues by its marge, 

Seated for aye in silent majesty 1307 
That seem to gaze upon the kingly flood, 

To where diffused upon its western bank 

Thebes’ city stretches on that hand afar, 

Across the bound of Egypt’s plain apert, 

Till resting e’en on base of Libya’s hills, 

Ruddily gleaming many a mile remote. 

Alike o’er this track (even as before) 

Our awe-struck eyes, where’er we moved, beheld 
Strange monuments of Thebes’ eld state, decay’d, 
In compass as of pomp, incredible, 

Transcending all of thought, or fabled theme. 

Thus pass’d we on in boundless wonder rapt, 1319 
Toward the hoar hills beyond Thebes’ westward side, 
Along whose range in the bare rock exhumed, 

In line responding to the fronting Nile, 

Mid Gournou’s tombs Thebes’ million dead repose. 
With novel awe we saw the embalm’d remains, 
And studied course of Egypt’s burial. 

Then by one sudden narrow opening there, 
(Nature’s wild portal, and its entrance sole) 

We pass‘d within those mountains’ bare defile, 
Amid a deep secluded gorge behind, 

Assuming well its name, the Vale of Death: 
(Beban-el-Molook named in Egypt’s tongue, 1331 
‘Gate to the tombs of kings.’) Here mute we cross’d 
By the pale cliffs, through scenery savage, wild, 
Till at the valley’s head, our steps approach’d 
Where excavated in the living rock, 

Cut through the mountain’s inmost heart, we saw 
Those strange and wondrous caverns subterrene, 
The sepulchres of ancient Theban Kings, 

Where elder Pharaohs sleep in fadeless death. 
Through passages confined and alleys dim, 

Here penetrating mid the sunken rocks, 
(Conducted solely by dusk Arab guides, 

Who in these lonely caverns find a home, 1343 
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Watchful of curious strangers’ gifts,) we pass’d 
Chamber succeeding chamber, vaulted cells, 

Or pillar’d halls, by steps ascending oft; 

Then prone descending soon, or haply check’d 

At times all-sudden by some vast abyss, 

Whose instant edge, as of a precipice, 

Gaped amid gloomy silence, as with jaws 

Ope for destruction ; which nathless our path 
Must dare to cross, with toil or pain soe’er, 

And in such fearful course an emblem feel 

Of death’s dread passage, ere yet mortal man 
May hope to reach that last sublime abode, — 1355 
Where the endeavouring soul, released from earth, 
Shall be by God received to endless bliss. 

Of every room the labour’d walls were deck’d 
Profuse with sculptures strange, or imaged shapes, 
Painted in hues, all fresh as of to-day, 

Through unexplored device of elder art 

Preserved for ages, as by miracle; 

Whose chiefest theme told, in no dubious guise, 
The parted monarch’s past exploits on earth : 
Wars, rage, against his country’s enemies, 

Their fall, their suppliant prayer, their captive links, 
Processions, sacrifice to favouring gods ; 1367 
Or imaged the fled spirit’s after-state, 

To regions raised of immortality 

In azure cope oerset with golden stars, 

By smiling Isis hail’d to future joy, 

And soothed by deities to blest repose ; 

Or hymn’d by music of the pictured harp, 

O’er whose curved grace diviner artists bend : 
Haply too there, with lively truth portray’d 
Egypt’s eld customs, culture, arts, attire; 

Her instruments of husbandry, or sound, 

Her festal, or religious, ceremonies ;— 

Sepulchral traces, such as yet bespeak 1379 
A race of men, preceding story’s date, 

In lapse of ages e’en to memory lost, 

Or vague tradition’s name, yet here alone 
Discern’d in these unfading vestiges. 

Thence, held in strange enchantment, pass’d we on 
O’er the high rocks that bound the Vale of Death, 
Where by the base of Gournou’s hoary hills 

The relics of great Memnon’s fane extend, 

With pomp devote to Egypt’s elder sire, 

To whose kind art (’tis famed) erst letters owe 
Their source, the key of knowledge to mankind. 
Here we beheld, with wonder unallay'd, 1391 
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Ineffable, the ruin’d pile august, 1392 
Named the Memnoniun, (echoing, as we thought, 
That Ammon-No, in sacred record named, 

After that primal Ham, from Noah sprung,) 
Whose grandeur too still but a portion form’d 

Of the world’s grandest city, regal Thebes. 
Within whose hoar walls, we admiring mark’d 

Its pictured emblems, bright in deathless hues, 

Or richly sculptured presentations strange 

Of glories past, to after-ages shewn, 

Various in grace, proofs all of pristine art; 

And saw the fallen statue’s ruins vast, 1403 
O’er the waste earth extending ‘‘ many a rood.” 
Descending more amid the subject plain, 

Within the bounds of Thebes encompass’d still, 
Ere long we came, where rise the palace-towers, 
In honour rear’d amid “ the Father’s town,” 

(So Egypt’s tongue imports, which marks such site 
To after memory, Medinet-Abou,) 

Instance supreme of past Egyptian state, 

Whose structures in enormous masses throng’d, 
Columnal ranges, portals, temples, halls, 

Long tracts of galleries, or statued ways, 

Respond in such exterior’s boundless pomp — 1415 
To labour’d excellence of art within. 

O’er the huge shafts, or granite monolytes, 
(Whose pillar’d capitals, in graceful row 
Harmonious blent, the sacred lotus decks,) 

Or gorgeous ceilings overhead diffused, 

The chisel’s toil, or portraiture superb, 

High subjects to succeeding time unfolds ; 

Deeds, a departed nation’s treasured vaunt, 
Festivals, battles, all triumphal pomp, 

Heroes on stately chariots borne aloft, 

In act of war, or pride of victory, 

Defying death e’en yet, or waste of time. 1427 
Descending eastward still amid the plain, 

We now, with indescribable amaze, 

Approach’d that aspect, more sublime than all, 
Those twin colossal statues, from eld time 
History’s pride, the wonder of the earth, 

The pristine giants of Thebes’ spread expanse, 
Each on his lofty and vast chair enthroned ; 
Which, raised of fadeless granite, ruddy-fresh, 
Sit, musing still in silent majesty ; 

Whom to behold, absorb’d in breathless awe, 
Scarce can the stranger deem a human work, 

Or scan as structures, rear’d of mortal hand. 1439 
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Beside their base, we linger’d in amaze, 1440 
Held in a doubtful dream of reverie; 

And mark’d how these supernal vestiges 

Seem’d to survive the fallen grandeur round, 
Seated, as there first fix’d, with stony gaze 
Fronting the east, to hail the rising sun, 

(Their single brother and compeer in age, 

Still young in glory, and like them the same :) 

As if still looking to that orient clime 

W hence,thus they own, Thebes’ primal glory springs. 
Before them bows the temple of Luxore, 

And sheeny Nile, that gleams in distance by, 1451 
While their vast shadow stretches o’er the plain 
Toward the hoar hills that pale the horizon bound. 
Still the famed statue nearest toward the north, 
With daily music, as by miracle, 

Bids a melodious morrow to the sun. 

Long lingering at these wondrous statues’ base, 
We mused on times far past, and sought to whom 
Tradition, or some emblems haply there 
Inscribed, decypher’d, might these forms assign ; 
When likeliest, honour’d thus, we so might trace 
That Phamenoth, named else Amenophis,. 

Long ages ere our Saviour Christ was born, 1463 
Coeval with that Joseph, dear to fame, 

Who ruled with worthy trust o’er Egypt’s land, 
The friend and favourite of her Pharaohb- King. 
Then heard we too that northward image oft 

By Araby’s wild tongue named, Salamat, 

As to express in name that single shape, 

Which sounds felt homage to the worshipp’d sun. 
Such statues vast, we learn’d, of some were deem'd 
So station’d sole as guardian sentinels 

To Memnon’s glorious temple, raised behind. 
Here thought we, how great Alexander's self, 
Erst seeking Amnon’s fane, (with claim preferr’d 
To be his son, and wear the symbol’d hora,) 1476 
Had on these very statues gazed with awe, 

And bow’d submission on his reverent way. 
Below whose height, discern’d for leagues afar, 
Wind on their long track o’er Thebes’ regal plain 
The turban’d trains of merchant-caravans, 

With camels led from eastward Araby, 

Or sable slaves from Afric’s tawny tracts, 

Or strangers scant from Europe’s colder clime, 

All at such vision dazed with equal awe. 

Or haply (as was told) when mighty Nile 1486 
O’erflows their base, and hides green Egypt's vale, 
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These rise like islands from the expansive flood. 
While of frail men have ages past away, 1489 
These still, unchanged, remain; serene, for aye 
Gazing o’er Thebes’ vast circuit, where they seem 
Likest the gods of these waste solitudes, 
Pondering on wrecks of elder dynasties, 

And eras long-declined, while through the midst 
Of this fallen pomp still flows disparting Nile, 
Majestic and eternal as themselves. 

Monuments, which smit fancy well had deem’d 
Fraught with ideas, ne’er to memory lost, 

Worthy alone of journey sped so far, 1499 
E’en were such grandeur far from India’s track.” 


Then thus adjoins the travell’d Erigen : 


‘‘ Such picture, by thy tranced fancy traced, 
Observant pilgrim, as with mirror’d power, 
Again in vivid truth to memory brings 
The magic scenes myself have witness'd too, 
Retain’d with rapture than thine own scarce less, 
Yet from thy note feel but augmented awe.” 


Then thus, in musing held, the sovereign too 
His own inductive notice, charm’d, adjoins: 1509 


‘‘ Relation thine, graced Sighelm, is indeed 
A theme of wonders, which with glories past 
Inflames imagination’s amplest reach, 
And holds the soul in captive reverie 
Of nations dead, erst to such grandeur raised. 
Be sure, to elder Kings, whose relics yet 
Such wondrous pomp display, was commerce known, 
Through every age of greatness surest spring, 
Diffusing wealth and treasure ‘mong mankind, 
Rousing prodigious toil and industry. 1519 
By this alike its later sovereigns too 
Made Egypt’s land the granary of Rome, 
And sped her teeming harvests o’er the seas, 
Still building power on prudence maritime. 
Hereafter such shall England’s glory be, 
Her noblest labour, and her birthright’s aim, 
W hereof thine Indian charge may found some part. 
Pause not, but tell how onward sped your way.” 


Then thus allured, as if with charm’d delight, 
The mission'd prelate thus his tale resumes: = 1529 


BOOK XXXII. 5 


‘These princely miracles left half unseen, 1530 
As with regret, o’er. Nile’s descending stream 
We dropp‘d, or landing on its eastward bank 
We wander'd o’er the broad Thebaic tracts, 
Passing Hejazi’s friendly midway vill, 
Till Kennéh’s pilgrim-site our feet attain’d : 
Mart of the desert, famed of old, the goal 
(Blending the products of the east as west) 
Of thronging merchants sought, whence Egypt's 
Is borne to climes of happy Araby, [wealth 
Barter’d for treasures glean’d from farthest Ind. 
With needful camels here supplied at will, 154 
(Ship of the desert, framed by Providence 
As if to favour human intercourse,) 
Alike with lively asses’ tireless zeal 
To Egypt’s clime peculiar, undismay’d 
And eagerly we join’d a crowding train 
Of merchants, pilgrims, in vast caravan 
Prepared to cross the narrower desert route, 
Dividing hence the station of Kosseir, 
Haven the next that skirts the Red-sea flood. 
At shut of eve, to scape the sultry sun, 
Our journey o’er the desert sands we took, 
In guise that to myself (to Europe’s ways 1553 
Accustom’d sole) was new and passing-strange. 
Nor sole our unwont equipage engaged 
My watchful note, or the wild scenes around 
Of this so various earth, but much from these 
The wondrous splendour of heaven’s starry orbs 
Drew thence my gaze, and fix’d it on themselves. 
A sacred reverie, scarce felt till now, 
Sensations, tempering wonder by delight, 
Seem’d, as it were, to thrill my inmost soul, 
While I beheld the fair celestial host 
Prominent, as if heaven’s own habitants, 1564 
Benign to man, would from their spheres descend 
To commune with us in these dreary wastes. 
Nor could I wonder then how Egypt’s race 
Still cherish’d fondest intercourse with skies, 
That o’er them hung so glorious canopy. 
Here Night, in lustrous panoply of gems 
From the blue ether, seem’d to smile on earth ; 
Her peerless beauty, scarce with aught of dread, 
Unveiling in more near approach to man. 
With wooed acquaintance of observant eyes, 
The gorgeous vision’s full magnificence, 
As if to shame all glory seen on earth, 
Lifted man’s homage sole to Deity, 1577 
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Lost mid the bright immensity of space. 1578- 
Cheer’d thus, across the arid wilderness, 

We urged our way, soothed by the friendly light; 
Or when reveal’d, Heaven’s radiant queen, the moon, 
Would lift her forehead’s crescent, as we pass’d 
Through long defiles of near-approaching rocks, 
And paced in silence through their scarped pass, 
O’erhung with broke crags, desolate and bare ; 

At times for many a league o’er harden’d sands, 
That to our thought seem’d some old river's course, 
In such our track directed here and there 

By some rude tower, kind road-marks, as we deem’d, 
Of pristine time) such shew’d their mouldering look), 
Hoar vestiges of dim antiquity. 1691 
Thus journeying, ever was our watch intent 
Against the roving sons of Ishmael, 

Who still, as robbers, haunt these pathless wastes, 
(Unvarying still from patriarch-prophecy) 
Preferring in these barren wilds to dwell, 

The desert’s lords, and roam at liberty, 

Than cities and the social haunts of men: 

Deadly to foes, but hospitably kind 

Where friendship pledged wins the protecting vow, 
Sacred as bonded faith, and ne’er infringed. 1601 
Then, as advanced the sultry day, we paused, 

And in chosen station of the shelter’d sands, 
Haply by some lone spring, or screening rock, 
(Well I recal Legayta’s midway wells) 

We fix’d our tents, and gave the languid hours 

Of day to meet refreshment and repose. 

But idle were the fancy sure to deem 

Cheerless such passage of the desert wilds, 

Which to my proof presented e’en delight, 

With ease exceeding first belief or dream. 

Joy unexpected, blent with novelty, 

Gave to each wildest scene some various charm, 
While with a zest, in more luxurious clime 
Unknown, we here enjoy’d our slender feast, 
Feeling how small are simple nature’s wants ; 

Few dates, or cake of barley, baked in the sun, 
Haply the water-melon’s juicy slice, 1618 
The harden’d egg, or draught of camel's milk, 
While the cool’d water, to our little cruise 

Drawn from the skins, or some fresh fountain-spring, 
Delicious seem’d as wine, or nectar’s taste. 

And as we thus partook our simple fare, 

So the poor beasts, our slaves, (their burdens eased) 
Knelt at the friendly well, and shared our store, 
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With pleasure which their grateful looks express’d, 
That drew from man his kindly sympathy. 1627 
Nor was our feast of music’s self uncheer’d, 

By various nations’ mingled sons attuned, 

Or on the pipe, or semblant mandolin, 

Responsive to the turban’d merchant’s air, 

Or swarthy pilgrim’s song; while mirth, or tale 
Of magic Araby would chain the thought, 

Or e’en the camel-drivers’ lively jest 

Provoked the general laugh, and chased fatigue, 
Attracting sweet repose, and genial sleep. 

Then as the desert, with the setting sun, 1637 
’Gan change its tawny front to redden’d gold, 
Again our eager progress held we on 

Through the ope landscape’s waved expanse awhile, 
Paced slowly by the eamel’s stately tread, 
Planting his broad feet on the yielding way ; 

Now through strict gorges of dusk sandy rocks, 
By hills of granite, or of porphyry, 

Of fadeless jasper, or of marble green ; 

(Whence Thebes, we deem’d, its huge materials drew) 
Yet sped we forward, happily uncheck’d 

By the fear’d samiel’s suffocating blast, 

While, like a guide, some sole acacia-tree 1649 
Enliven’d solitude and seem’d a friend ; 

Or trooping round in flocks, the fleeting dove 
Would hail our course afar, and ’fore our path 
The attracted partridge would familiar light, 

Nor seem of unmolesting man afraid. 

Thus paced we onward, gaining rocky heights, 
That both to Nile as seaward thence descend, 
Soothed by our Arabs’ carol, echoing wild, 

To cheer their camels on their patient way. 

Haply, all sudden too, with struck surprise, 

The strange reflection of the waste’s mirage, 
Far-glistening, would allure the longing sight, 1661 
With prospect as of water’s waved expanse, 

And imitate the courted element, 

Till sight were e’en with such deception pleased. 
Thus did some six days’ travel, still pursued 
Across the desert’s barrier, lead our steps 

In safety to our destined goal, Kosseir : 

How welcome hail’d then, words may vainly tell, 
Though drear its site, and as of solace scant.” 


So as he said, the sovereign, pleased, adjoins : 


‘“‘ Happy we feel, graced herald, (used yourself 
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To scenes of calm repose, and lighter toil) 1672 
To mark that with so much of cheerful ease 

You braved a passage o’er these desert sands, 

As yet to Europe’s sons so fearful deem’d ; 
Importing us so dear with truth to know 

And practise, till another nautic track 

Be all discover’d, which by ships alone 

May daring passage ope to climes of Ind, 

And leave these wastes’ drear barrier needful less. 
But tell, how sped you on the Red-sea flood, 
That gulf of old renown?—Our anxious hope 
Answer, how there your navigation fared.” = 1683 


Solicited, sage Sighelm thus pursues: 


‘* Advanced thus midway down the Red-sea gulf, 
Here for our voyage on we swift prepared, 
And in such station maritime engaged 
An Arab bark to waft us o’er the waves 
Along the deep-declined Arabian shores. 
Nor fail’d we in this primal port to seize 
Equipment such as its bare site allow’d, 
Or to observe, with what of care we might, 
(Adverted in our cautious wanderings near,) 1693 
The native features of such chosen pass: _ [spring 
Scarce without wonder; since such choice could 
Alone from neighbouring first Nile’s river-stream. 
No kindly vegetation cheer’d the scene, 
But all was barren sand and naked rock; 
No fountain-springs their limpid draught bestow’d, 
But what of fresh lymph might hot thirst appease 
Was track’d from Nile’s wave ’cross the desert’s 
While the sole haven for adventurous ships [course ; 
Was but the open road of Edom’s sea. 
We eyed the craggy hills, abrupt and steep, 
That fence the lonely spot as from the world, 1705 
Sole cross‘d by passes whence ourselves had wound ; 
And near the vill one mouldering tower we saw, 
Whose time-worn walls scarce to the sight bespoke 
The remnant of a forted citadel. 
Thus as the scene our struck observance drew, 
A sight, than all more novel, here enrapt 
Our doubting senses in astonishment, 
While we beheld the sun of morn arise 
Forth from the red horizon’s verge, in form 
Not of his wonted orb, but borne aloft 
As a vast fiery pillar, climbing heaven ; 
By some strange working of refracted light, 1717 


BOOK XXXII. 509 


Descending too in wondrous shape the same: 1718 
That as their mighty leader shew’d of old 

Such awful blaze to Abraham’s wandering sons, 
(Witness’d such wonder) even to ourselves 

We yet deem’d Israel’s miracle renew’d. 

In place so strange, scarce satisfied awhile 
Roused curiosity, at ready call 

Of our Arabian seamen, we embark’d 

In their throng’d vessel on the Red-sea flood, 

Our crew some fifty souls; such as not form’d 
The broad Dow’s mariners, a merchant-band 
Seeking the ports of Araby the Blest, 1729 
Or Mecca’s pilgrims, with our company 

From distant England, strangers more than all. 
While the crew's toil one single sail immense, 

Of latteen frame, hung with enormous spread 
Across the long-projecting yards, we mused 

On navigation used in pristine time, 

And in our vessel’s form and equipage 

Deem’d we beheld such as erst Israel’s King 

Had fitted, not through after-ages changed, 

But e’en as other customs, still preserved 

With clung adherence through the constant east, 
In hallow’d reverence of antiquity. 1741 
All, as of old recorded, drew our note, 

Where’er amid the orient clime we sped, 

All, as in theme of holy writ reveal’d, 

Names, manners, scenes, traditions still alive, 

All testimonies of its native truth. 

Swift o’er the blue transparent waves we steer’d 
In course direct, sped by th’ Etesian wind, 

Which here in fix’d monsoon, with breath untired, 
Blows down the Red-sea’s gulf toward India’s coast, 
Till changed, as if by hand of Providence, 

It wafts as long the re-fraught vessel back. 
Jealous of this sea’s trade, we noted well 1753 
These Arab Saracens, yet sailors mean ; 

Timid, as inexpert, and anchoring still, 

As night drew on, by some convenient hold 

Near to the sheltering shore, and coasting there 
Close inward, fearful of the full-sped gale, 

Still pleading custom of their ancestors. 

Truly the Idumzan flood we mark’d 

To violent gusts exposed, choked oft with shoals, 
Or reefs of coral, lifted toward our keel 

On either hand, or crossing near mid-way 

With frequent barrier, navigation here 

Still perill’d and unsafe, and fitted sole 1765 
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To barks of shallow draught, and freightage light, : 
Of Arab frame, or such as we di: cern’d 1767 
After with watchful note on shores of Ind. 

Yet past sunk rocks, or by the breakers’ foam 
Unhurt, we sped along the gulf, whose waves 
Lave on each hand Afric’s or Asia’s shores; 

Seen on our right the lofty Nubian tracts, 

Swept far within (we heard) in equal line, 

For many a league, by the careering Nile; 

Or fronting these, the dusk Arabian coast. 

Yet might we not in such our course discern, 

On either hand, one cheerful river’s flood 1777 
Pour its wish’d freshness mid that dreary main. 
Still could we not, thus borne, refrain admire 

The crystal water’s bright cerulean tint; 

Through whose pellucid depth, ’mong coral bowers, 
We saw the glistening fish, like silver, glide; 

Or if the mariner his anchor’s grasp 

Loosing, his cable haply upward drew, 

To the charm’d gaze would gleam the lengthen’d line, 
Likest one string immense of glittering pearls. 
Thus rode we cheerly o’er the glassy waves, 

Till fronting Yambo’s Arab minarets, 

(Port of Medina’s inner town, from thence 1789 
Removed beyond high intersecting hills,) 

Within the bay, of anchorage insecure, 

Outward at distance from the glimmering walls 
Wecheck’d our track, when soon our white sail drew 
Small galleys forth to proffer sheltering aid. 
Which entering, the spread harbour glad we hail’d, 
(Albeit of aspect rugged, desolate, 

Where rocks, or one expanse of sterile sand 
Stretch'd o’er the scathed shore, with verdure none,) 
And mark’d its peopled streets, and turret-roofs, 
And gate, graved o’er with sculpture Arabesque, 
And heap’d bazaars, with orient treasures rich; 1801 
Yet long delay'd not here, but downward urged 
Our southering way, along Arabia’s coast, 
Beneath its range of mountains dusky-brown, 

Till at their feet, beside the flat shore’s verge, 
Greeting the vision, Jedda’s haven rests; 

(Mecca’s frequented port, whose sacred site 
Inward some threescore miles allures the feet.) 
Landing, we Afric’s products saw profused, 

Nor less for interchange of commerce spread 

The native wealth of Araby the Blest; 

Or hither borne from Indian climes, the freight 

Of many a vessel, seeking Yemen’s soil : 1813 
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Gems, that might rate a kingdom’s revenue, 1814 
The dust of unwrought gold, or spices rare, 
Odours, or purple dyes, or precious gums, 

With many a prize inviting traffic rich. 

But onward soon we held our eager course, 
Beyond the dimly-seen Sabzan shores, 

Till fronting Abyssinia’s gleamy hills, 

And tracts pervaded still by mighty Nile, 

We pass’d Hodeida’s Arab port, yet there 

Staid not, but lower, as on side the same, 

Bore onward straight for Mocha’s harbour-site. 

Its bay, by circling forts on either hand 

Guarded we saw, and on the margent shore 1826 
Its domes of white, with tower and minaret; 

And southward, stretching by the city’s side, 

A grove of dates, or palm, with verdure rare, 
New to our sight along this cheerless main, 
Inviting entrance, brief albeit it were. 

Then rear’d along a rocky plain’s extreme, 

We paced the station, where no herbage deck’d 
The dun and sterile scene, and (save its grove) 

No budding greens here soothed the cloudy gloom. 
Yet in this active mart we might discern 

By burden’d camels brought from inner tracts 

And shelter’d vales of Araby the Blest, 1838 
(Distant, twas said, scarce four days’ journey hence, 
Teeming with springs, fruits, honey of the rock, ) 
The fragrant berry, seethed for cheering drink, 
Whose valued trees, we heard, luxuriate there ; 
Or frankincense, or balm, and luscious dates, 
With all the stores of Yemen’s spicy land. 

Here, (changed our vessel for an Indian bark 
That by the Red-sea’s gorge its voyage stay’d,) 
Forward hence press’d we soon, and on our right 
Held still by Afric’s black and lofty shore, 

And country famed (’twas told) for growth of myrrh, 
Or leftward, for a while in sight retain'd - 1850 
Arabia’s mountains, peering o’er the main ;— 

Till Bab-el-mandeb’s pass our vessel cross’d, 

(‘‘ The Gate of tears,” by Arab sailors named 
From perill’d wrecks) where entering Aden’s gulf, 
Cheerful we sped, driven by the changing breeze, 
That with our ship’s track seem’d to turn its breath. 
Then wafted swift, soon left we Afric’s coast, 
And “ Cape of burials,” passing in our course 
Socotra’s flowery isle, for aloes famed ; 

Till piercing now mid the wide Indian main, 

Still favouring winds from the south-western side, 
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Steadily blown, full swell’d our bellied sail, 1862 
Urging our way right on for shores of Ind, 

Of our fond venture the predestined goal: [hope 
Hence to be reach’d (we learn’d) with prosperous 
O’er the smooth seas that round us seem’d to smile, 
Ere twice seven suns should paint the brilliant east, 
Or cool their bright locks in the western deep.” 


Then thus adjoins the observant Erigen : 


‘¢ Meseems, that in such course alike you met 
That season-wind, by the proud sons of Rome 
(Erst sovereign lords of the discover'd earth) 
Observed, and not in early time unknown ; 1873 
Sped by whose breath the daring Hippalus 
In her first ship cross’d the wide Indian deep, 
Whence grateful Rome gave to such wind his name.” 


Pleased with such note, grave Sighelm thus replied: 


‘‘So much, graced scholar, too ourselves might 
Nor could we, so perceiving, but admire _— (hear: 
Again the kindly law of Providence, 

That as if bidding passage o’er the main, 

And pointing toil of man to mutual trade, 

Long wafts his speeded ship to shores of Ind ; 1ss3 
Then still adapted through the turning way, 
Impels as long his heaven-led voyage back. 

Till coursing thus the Indian main, ourselves 
Came to the self-same region (so we deem ’d) 
Which erst Rome’s daring navigator hail'’d. 

For ere the fourteenth morn had lit our sail 

First on the shores of Ind, our bark attain’d 
Musiris’ mart ;—yet long ere this far off, 

For many a league at sea, our raptured gaze 
Caught the grand features of Ind’s wondrous Jand ; 
Opening fit earnest what remain’d for sight, 1894 
Which seen, all expectation but surpass’d. 

For, sloping from the dim shores not remote, 

We might discern high-towering mountains huge 
Lift their stupendous summits, piercing heaven ; 
Such as, we heard, Ind’s vast peninsula 

With cloud-capp’d chain cross from the distant north, 
E’en downward to its deepest southern cape. 

Joy thrill’d our hearts that we had reach’d at last 
India’s famed realms, that clime of interest strange, 
In every age the fount of riches deem’d, 

Of foreign commerce most ambitious prize. = 1905 
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Our mission’s two-fold purpose still in mind — 1996 
We cherish’d, with our English sovereign’s alms 
To aid the Christian flock on these far shores 

Still hallowing holy Thomas’ memory, 

And here diffuse his Master’s faith divine ; 

But in such pious act employ’d, no less 

To gain new knowledge of the various earth ; 
Which understood, with the rich Eastern world 
To open treaty kind and friendly league, 

And plant the germ of long succeeding trade.” 


Then thus the King: 1916 
‘‘ There disembark’d you then ? 
Tell, venturous friend, what seized your fancy most.” 


Straight Sighelm thus: 

‘* Along the sloping shores 
Below the lofty kingdom of Mysore 
We sought the port, in the dusk native’s tongue 
Named Mangalore, but in its sheltering bay 
Resting awhile, amid its novel scenes 
Not linger’d, but our changeful course we sped, 
With eager curiosity inflamed, 
On to the haven-site of Nelisoor : 1927 
The point, which history’s page by fame confirm’d, 
Reported as the bound in elder day 
To the sought traffic of imperial Rome, 
Where merchant-bands from climes apart had met 
Amid this chosen emporium, seated apt 
’Mong streams that speed to shores of Malabar, 
And on their bosom India’s riches bore. 
In either bay we landed, and where’er 
We pass’d, with unquench’d admiration view’d- 
Scenes, to the eyes of Europe ever new: 
Discerning soon the region’s aspect all 1938 
As grand as various ;—its near mountains piled 
In range immense, by India’s language named 
The Gauts (those mighty ‘‘ passage-gates” within :) 
Then vegetation’s products, answering too 
In size, strength, beauty, spread magnificence,— 
All to our tranced observance rich as rare : 
Or the brute forms that range these native tracts, 
In shape majestic, or of peerless grace: 
Alike her people, who this sultry clime 
Inhabit, graceful, light, and elegant, 
Robed all with slight attire, in look disclosed 
Delicate more than Europe's colder sons. 
Here to our fond enquiry prompt response 1951 

VOL. IV. LL 
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Announced, that from this quarter to attain 195a 
Coast-wise (if so preferr’d ’fore track direct 
Across the midway bosom of the land) 

Our journey’s goal, where on Ind’s eastern side 
Seated, Saint Thomas’ Christian votaries 

Cling to his seaward shrine of Meliapoor, 

"T would mete well twice the space; yet such desire 
Possess’d us to behold the ports, the coast 

Of this new country, in what points might seem 
Importing most our own for intercourse 

Hereafter, that such stop our course not check’d 
To mark the round of interposing shores. 1963 
Therefore soon quitting Nelisura’s haven, 
Southering we bent our way, at times on land 
Borne on men’s shoulders in the light cane-cars 
New to our sight, peculiar to the clime, 

Warding the hot rays of the nearer sun; 
Sometimes in slim boats wafted o'er the wave 
Whereto they yield, or slid by paddled oars, 

With varying fare, as best occasion sped.” 


Such sentiment the King thus kindly hails : 


“Thanks, generous envoy, worthy all our trust ; 
Not in thy country’s service sdeigning toil, 1974 
But for ber loved sake, at our own behest, 
Foregoing ease and quiet, meet for thee, 

To face strange danger’s front in every form : 
Allured by interest none, save public use. 

True patriot, lasting reverence still be thine. 

Thy choice, we deem, with care and courage made, 
Was based in reason and propriety, 

Both for religion’s and our England’s weal. 

Then tell, sage messenger, how on you sped.” 


Appeal so gracious Sighelm answer'd soon : 


“« My liege, hence following the Paralian coast, 
Our southering journey pass’d (so then we heard) 
The region, King Pandion’s ancient realm, 

The same, who to Rome’s mighty emperor, 1983 
Renown’d Augustus (studious too of trade, 

As points the pleased record of history) 

Embassy proud despatch’d by Samos’ isle, 

Join’d too in this by Porus, Indian King.” 


Then Alfred thus: 
‘We note, imperial Rome 
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In her full glory’s height did not disdain, 1995 
But all her puissance bent, to cultivate 

For commerce’ sake relations such as these. 

Feast then our longing ear by theme of realms 
With so inspiring recollections fraught: 

What source of riches there twas yours to view.” 


. END OF VOL. IV. 


C. Whittingham, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane. 


ARGUMENT TO BOOK XXX11I1. 


Travers of Sighelm continued through Calicut, to Cape Co- 
morin ; thence to Tanjore, Bulipoor, and other Indian cities. 
Hindoo Institutions and superstitions. Christianity planted in 
India by Saint Thon.us. Remnant of his flock in Meliapoor, to 
whuse relief Sighelm was sent by Alfred. Plans for establish- 
ing future relations between England and India. He visits 
Madras, Arcot,and Mysore. On his return he sails to Bupora, 
and travels thence by land through Bagdad to Syria, and, by 
tcay of Alexandria, home. From these recitals, the King in his 
retreat draws materials for the future aggrandizement of his 
country. It is determined that Rohand and Guy shall resume 
their post in the cliffs of Cheddar. Increasing discontent of 
Athelwold. He endearours to engage several of the other 
nobles in his plan for leaving the Isle, and at once raising the 
English banner. The King counteracts his schemes, and com- 
missions Adulph to remonstrate with the Prince, who scorns his 
adrice. 
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NSTANT Ind’s willing herald thus resumed : 

‘* Along the skirted shores of Malabar, 
And crossing frequent river-streams, we came 
On to the barbour'd bay of Cannanore. 
Resting in its commodious port awhile, 
Not long we stay’d, but eager to appease 
Waked curiosity, our southering course 
Bent onward thence, intent with aptest speed 
To reach the realm renown’d of Calicut, 
The Zamorin's sovereign reign. Thus as we sped, 
And urged our way o’er undulating downs 
And hills of gentle slope, or sandy tracts 12 
That skirt with oarrow slip the bordering sea, 
Wall’d eastward by high-towering mountains near, 
With interest intense and wonder strange 
Still mingling with delight, we soon discern’d 
To a new world of riches we had come. 
Thus as we pass'd, we mark’d the inner hills 
O’erspread with feathery palms and cocoa-groves, 
Thick-hung by dusky globes, with milky juice 
Full-fraught ; or where amid the moister plains 
And irrigated vales, luxuriant rice 
Waved its rich verdure in the sunny air; 
Or how rife nature here rear’d spicy trees, 24 
Strange all to British eyes, yet to this soil 
Indigenous, imbibing from the sun 
Their ardent warmth, while with our every step 
The teeming land presented to our gaze 
Of admiration, fruits to Indian skies 
Peculiar, each to us of growth unseen : 
Whether the mango’s rare delicious gourd, 
Or the rose-apple’s unacquainted taste, 
In fruitage richer than its crimson flower ; 
Or ‘neath its ample leaves on vines of Ind, 
Clustering, the saffron, or empurpled, grape ; 
Or where the orange or the citron bowers, 
Profused o'er vivid green their orbs of gold; —87 
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Or where the fig its luscious prize extends, 38 
With many a lure here offer'd to the hand 
Of pulp pomaceous, or of lilied breath. 
Oft would we rest, by some calm stream, to note, 
How o’er its mirror'd marge the almond flower’d ; 
Or from the sun’s heat shelter’d in our way 
In shadow of the spreading tamarind. 
At times, fatigued, we linger'’d ’neath the cope 
Of some vast banian (India’s sacred tree) [shoots, 
From whose spread branches prone-descending 
Rooted, form trunks anew, the parent plant 
Advancing while they feed: enrapt, we saw 49 
Such native columns, as witb filial rank 
O’er acres round diffused in one sole wood, 
Whose never-dying generations fresh 
(Famed in one self-same site for thousand years) 
Image to thought eternity still new: 
Discern’d in whose dim depths, the Bramin priest 
Still meditates among those vaulted aisles, 
Within whose space a host might dwell secure, 
In Nature’s temple, where religious light 
Steals through long vistas of perpetual green, 
Or window’d openings, pierced thro’ foliage dense, 
Yield whisper'd passage to refreshing airs. 61 
Here if at eve, as the declining sun 
Sank to his pillow on his couch of gold, 
We in so welcome covert chose our rest, 
How woke anew our pleasure and surprise 
When we beheld another vision’s charm, 
E’en in these Indian shades peculiar too ; 
When myriad fire-flies with their fairy light, 
Sporting o’er every spot, o’er every leaf, 
Illumed these dusk recesses all around 
Sparkling with living lustre that surpass’d 
The glow-worm’s radiance, or the sheen of gems, 
Aod deck’d the hallow’d bowers as if with stars. 
Such to tranced fancy might some scene recal, 74 
Disclosed io tale of magic Araby. 
There too, as drew the cool of twilight on, 
Troop’d to such friendly shade the birds of Ind, 
And couch’d amid the boughs their glittering trains 
Admired of old by regal Solomon ; 
The same whose grace we knew how poets feign’d 
To draw the chariot of Jove’s consort-Queen. 
Then might we mark too where such pomp beside, 
And scarce with beauty less, the pheasant waved 
His scarlet crest, and plumes of verdant gold. 

such our course, still beld in fresh amaze, = 86 
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India’s rich products more and more engaged _—86 
Our curious note with sight still new and strange : 
Haply when from the neighbouring mountain’s side, 
Hewn by man's art, to some broad river's marge, 
(Thence floated down to shores of Malabar), 

We saw dragg’d on by toiling elephant, 

Bowing o’er his huge legs his forehead broad, 

The iron tree of Ind, the mighty teak, 

Excelling here all other growth of the clime, 

For ever green and fresh, compact as rock, 

Of moisture uncorrupted or of age. 

Or when too other labours we survey’d 97 
Of animals, there frequent to our view 

Novel alike, the hardy buffalo, 

Or the strong struggles of the bulls of Ind. 

Then too with new surprise, divested scarce 

E’en of alarm, a sight more wondrous strange 
Drew our fix’d note, when issuing from the woods 
Gather’d in thousands, like some order’d host, 

Of hues diverse, crimson, or dusk, or green, 
Creatures of Ind’s warm region, life-wild apes, 
(Here native as in day of Israel’s King, 

Amid this fabling country sacred deem’d) 

In quest of wonted prey or yielded food, 100 
Toward Malabar’s slope villages descend. 

Then if, perchance, at times our course we bent 
Close by the main, or o’er the expansive shores 
Spread with sea-inlets and diffused lagoons, 

Here too observant note might but admire 

How o’er the coast or up the river-streams 

Still teem’d boon nature’s wealth in stores of fish, 
Of many a species new and form most rare; 

Or where the sea-horse from the foamy deep 
Uprear’d his ivory tusks, a valued prize.” 


At such relation thus adjoins the King: 120 


‘* Wondrous indeed, graced herald, are the scenes 
Whereof you tell, new yet to England's ear. 
But to her sons hereafter shall they all 
Through commerce grow familiar, and to her 
Ind’s far-fet riches almost native seem. 
But onward, tell, where sped your eager steps ?” 


Fired with new pleasure, Sighelm straight replied: 


‘Thus passing, held in constant reverie 
And dream of treasure found, at last our feet 129 
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Attain’d the regal mart of Calicut, 130 
On a proud river seated, piercing far 

The inner land, the Zamorin’s ancient realm ; 
Dwelt by his valiant race, the noble Nairs, 
Prompt with the sword his puissance to defend. 
Such crowded port the Moorish merchants love, 
Here with the fronting shores of Araby 
Exchanging intercourse and mutual trade ; 

Or from above, where Indus’ mighty flood 

Rolls boundless riches from his crowded banks. 
Here first in heap’d array we saw profused 

India’s collected products, and with hope 141 
To share in time the wonders of its wealth. 

We mark’d at ease the congregated throng 

(From mapy a nation in this harbour met,) 

Barter the commerce of their various realms, 
Vying in rare and costly elegance ; 

With the earth’s increase, treasures of the mine, 
Or perill’d treasures of the deep-fet sea, 

Jewels, pure gold, or precious ivory, 

Or orient pearls, spices and balsams rich, 

Cassia, or Indian spikenard, sumptuous dyes, 
Odours, and scented woods, and fragrant oils, 
Ores, metals, luscious fruits, or honey’d canes 153 
Distilling sweetness, without aid of bees !” 


Instant observed the attentive Erigen : 


‘* Meseems, in India’s aspect still you found 
All as we read in antique history : _ 
Whether when conquering Alexander scann’d 
The northern tracts by Indus’ giant- flood, 

Nor aught escaped his watchful intellect ; 

Or when her naval sons to commerce bent 

The palmy glory of imperial Rome, 

Waking the oped ambition of the world, - 168 
Yet left to harvest of succeeding time. 

But say too, careful herald, deem’d you not 

The manners of the people still the same, 

E’en as our studies point in days long past ?” 


Intreated thus, sage Sighelm straight return’d : 


“« E’en so, graced scholar, versed in pristine lore. 
Ind’s people, soon we saw, unchanged remain, 
Still such, the same, as eld historians’ page 
Records to notice of ensuing time: 

Whether their ranks distinct, from sire to son 178 
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Preserved for aye ;—the nuptial tie forbid, 174 
Save each with each ;—or occupations too 
Descending with taught skill from heir to heir ; — 
Or the dusk natives’ habits, shape, attire: 

In all we saw modes new to English eyes. 

When the deep-olive Indian with light step 
Frequent in hand, to screen him from the sun, 
Carried a little shade of palmy leaves, 

Or silky texture, or of matted grass; 

Or else when one of loftier class was borne 

On servile shoulders in light airy car, 

Reposed on cushions of the cool palkeen ; 185 
Or while each graceful walk’d in floating robe, 
Loose, white, adapted to the fervid clime, 

Of vegetable wool, which nature’s care 

Here owes not to the flock, but breeds on trees 
Of thorny trunk, and bids from blossoms blue 
Laniferous pods o’erload the crowded boughs; 
Spun by fine hands to strange tenuity, 

Or by the labour’d loom, or pencil’d traits, 
Enwrought with added hues of thousand flowers. 
Else o’er the form were thrown with artless grace 
The shawl, enrich’d by labour of Cashmere, 

Or linen webs, transparent e’en as air, 197 
Y et firm, in tissue infinite of toil, 

Or broider’d silk, that rivall’d brilliant gems. 
‘Here musing on the marvels we had scen, 

Such too as all around still struck our eye, 

A strange delight absorb’d our thoughts, entranced ; 
And meditating thus, I could but deem, 

Some bold adventurer of future time 

From our own Europe (of what region first, 
Whether our Britain, or some westward shore, 
Surmising fancy yet might scarce divine) 

Should yet by ships approach this central coast, 
Past Afric’s circled bound with daring keel, 209 
Urging toward India’s strand his watery way, 
Who thus should win from ever-grateful time 
Immortal honour, and present a theme 

Of song heroic to some bard inspired, 

Yet to arise, who with just pride should hymn 
(Himself perhaps a witness of these scenes) 

His country’s glory, and enchant the world 

By high example shewn of generous worth.” 


At such presage, learn’d Erigen adjoins : 


«« Nor vain perhaps that thought: sinee such exploit, 
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Achieved in progress of unfolding time, 220 
The Muse’s loftiest praise would merit well. 

But tell, prime venturer to climes so far, 

How sped you then in regal Calicut?” 


Instant, Ind’s first ambassador return’d : 


‘¢ From all inthis throng’d port observed, we deem’d 
It much behoved we to our best should seek 
The friendship of the royal Zamorin, 
For future commerce and sped intercourse. 
Our embassy we then would have announced, 
And sought induction to his regal state, 239 
But eager first our mission’s object prime 
To gain, and reach our goal,—those Christian friends, 
W hom of old settled in this chosen elime, 
We came with aid to succour and sustain; 
Hence we preferr’d to baste, intending soon 
With more effect hereafter, ampler rate, 
(To his esteem commended by their love,) 
To ask the future friendship and bespeak 
The favour of these regions’ princely chief. 
Here too we heard that from this busied port, 
To gain our destined goal of Meliapoor, 241 
Our track might speed o’er the wide open pass 
Below the neighbour mountains’ southering base, 
Admitting entrance thwart the central land, 
Beyond dominions of the Zamorin, 
Whence we might cross Ind’s wide peninsula 
E’en to the bound of Coromandel’s shore, 
Whose lengthen’d line confronts the eastern main. 
But eager to descry the exterior shores, 
For future commerce apt, we held our way 
Uncheck’d yet farther toward the deepest south.” 


Attent, the King with question interposed: 9252 


‘** And coasting thus, say, faithful messenger, 
What features there of nature or of art 
Imparted new thoughts to your curious note, 

In realms, of such high interest the theme ? 
How in your various journey fared you on?” 


Won by such notice, Sighelm straight replied : 
‘“‘ Well may my gracious liege believe indeed 


Excited observation, all awake, 
Fail’d not to seize apt opportunity 261 
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T'o note whate’er in such our track we deem'd 262 
Might benefit, or please, our native land. 

Beside the sea’s marge hasting thence, we sped 
On to the spacious harbour of Cochin, 

Whose safe commodious shelter we admired ; 

Yet rested scarce, but on our course intent, 

W ended toward Comorin’s southern cape extreme, 
That juts with far point mid the parted wave; 

And in our passage thither, as we roam’d 

Past waters, where the lilied lotus flowers, 
Mark’d, how its red root form’d the natives’ food ; 
Whose people, ever as our progress sped 273 
Southward, we deem’d, in colour duskier grew. 
Thus or at times on land, in palanquins, 

Or wafted by the shores in Indian boats, 

We pass’d below the hill of Elephants, 

Till reach’d we Comorin’s furthest promontory. 
Here too a novel wonder drew our gaze, 
Observing in each garden how the trees 

Two seasons shew’d at once, on one side borne 
Blossoms and fruit that wooed the ripening sun, 
On the other by rude sea-winds wintry-bare. 

Nor there we linger'd, but the jutted cape 
Turning, enflamed with eager joy we sought 285 
Ind’s farthest side, that fronts the sun’s arise. 
Thus not with lost remark we pass‘d along 

That wealth-fraught coast, from elder time renown’d, 
Where practised divers seek the ocean-pearls, 
Abundant here with treasures to their hand. 

Of these with pride the richest chains we sought 
To bear away back to our wond ring land, 

That to our patriot sovereign (who had sent 

Us on a nation’s task) we might present 

A rosary that might beseem a King. 

Along these rich and heron-haunted shores, 
Swarming with multitudinous fishes strange, — 297 
Past the flat isles that shield their treasured wealth, 
We reach'd that isle far-famed, Ramis-ser4m, 

Of eld renown, since in its haunted bound 

A fane aspires, to Seva dedicate, | 
(India’s destructive god) to whose sought shrine 
Pilgrims innumerous from every realm 

Of Ind’s vast regions their vow'd worship blend. 
The temple’s massive structure we admired, 
Whose frame and images of fabled power 

Recall’d to fancy Egypt’s emblem-lore. 

Then with swift keel, beside the seeming bridge 
Whose rocky shoals here check’d the channel’s flood, 
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Turning our vessel to the dexter-side 310 
Awhile to waken’d curiosity 

We bow’d, on fire to see Ceylon’s fair isle, 
Theme of wide fame, that richest Taprobane. 
From the cross’d ocean we discern’d afar 

The mountain-peaks that in successive range 

O’er the mid land in giant pomp ascend. 

Which as our bark approach’d, the subject shores 
Long, low, and level to our ken appear’d ; 
Guarded, it seem’d, with rocks and perill’d banks ; 
Yet landing through the practised natives’ care 
Within its western side, we soon discern’d 321 
Fame’s voice was true, which spoke that nature here 
Had seated a terrestrial paradise ; 

Lode-star of commerce, sought for many an age, 
Choice mart of Ind, and the remoter east, 

Sought by the island-traders of Malay, 

And fleets that glide ’twixt China’s walled reign. 
To our charm’d wonder, boundless gardens fair 
Lined the rich coast with groves of cinnamon, 
That here in scent we revell’d as in taste 

Of that delicious rind, whose spicy roll, 

(By some the cassia deem’d of elder time) 

Prized erst by Emperors of haughty Rome, _—333. 
Adorn’d their crowns, in sign of foreign pride, 
And power that sought dominion thus abroad, 
With emblem-glories tipp’d of eastern gold. 

We mark’d, this precious product here profused 
Form’d the isle’s chiefest riches, hence in barks 
Of many a nation borne to distant climes ; 
Whether the nautic Arabs, or away 

Eastward ’mong regions yet to Europe strange. 
Yet not such treasure caused its wealth alone, 

For bounteous nature here too lent rich woods, 
The sandal sweet, or sable ebony, 

Prized in all lands; while on the fruited trees 
Flutter’d strange birds, and doves of verdant wing, 
And o'er the soil stalk'd regal elephants 347 
Of coat and limb more graceful, docile more 

And tractable, than elsewhere yet discern’d. 

Alike we found that here too of the mine 
Answer'd the riches of this favour’d site, 
Renown‘d for purest gems and minerals rare, 
Rock-crystal, or the purple amethyst, 

The gold-changed opal, of the sapphire’s beam, 
The dawn-bright ruby, many a jewel’s sheen, 
None miss’d, save sole the verdurous emerald ; 
Nor wanted this laved coast too radiant pearls. 357 
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A little devious then, on apt request, 358 
Sone brief space thence we cross’d the gracious isle, 
To mark the noble port, Trinco- Malay. 

Eager to know a harbour so renown’d 

We eyed its grand extent, whose waters deep © 

A shelter ope, through every season safe ; 

To the toss’d sailor in rough Indian seas 

Chased with fierce gale, or changeful hurricane, 
Presenting refuge still in hour of need : 

By mighty Nature's providential care 

Offering a home, capacious in its breast 

To shield the mingled navies of the world. 369 
Then from the neighbour-islet’s northward edge, 
(Here jutting next to Coromandel’s coast,) 

Below the sheltering point of Calymere 

That somewhat seem’d to ward the rushing surf, 
With joyous speed we cross’d the narrow’d bay 
On to the stately kingdom of Tanjore. 

Where landed from the country’s yielding boats, 
Which to the sea’s wild violence knew to bend, 
Here urging passage in perpetual flow, 

Amid this antique realm we saw preserved 
Example clear of India’s primal race. 

In every peopled vill, pagoda-fanes 381 
Of awful look their massive structures rear d, 
Where Bramia priests, with solemn majesty, 
Dispensed wild rites, devote to gods of Ind; 
While in each cheerful road, where’er we pass’d 
Along the fertile and irriguous land, 

At suited stations, hospitable bowers, . 

There to the traveller ope by public care, 
Shadowy and cool (in India’s native tongue 
Chooltries surnamed) still succour’d pilgrim-feet. 
Reach’d thus the princely city of Tanjore, 
Awe-struck, we saw the fane pyramidal, 

The chiefest deem’d through all the realms of Ind. 
Nor might we leave unvisited (so near) 394 
Tritchinopoly’s grandeur, city eld, 

Fraught with strange monuments of Indian pomp. 
Hence, feasting sateless curiosity, 

Northward we urged our way, and wondering pass'd 
Across great Cavery’s numerous river-mouths, 
Whose floods here form the Delta of the east, 

In range of amplitude surpassing far 

E’en water’d Egypt, and Nile’s kingly flood. 
Continual pressing thwart the sever'd stream, 

Or Coleroon’s dividual wave beyond, 

Thence onward borne along the fervid soil, 45 
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Where in the bread-tree Nature boon bids food 406 
Spring even from the hot Carnatic sands, 

We gain’d the seaward city of Sadras. 

Here left we nought of interest unseen, 

But fired with haste, came by the ocean’s marge 
Yet northward, till that ancient city’s wreck 

Our feet attain’d, the far-famed Balipoor, 
(Wherein we seem’d to trace that doubted seat, 
Fame’s boast, in Palibothra’s Greekish name) 
Here by the natives styled Mah-velli-poor, 
Whose station too we after heard named else 

‘‘ The seven pagodas :” by tradition’s voice = 417 
Told as that eld metropolis where dwelt 

The pristine Kings, sprung of Pandion’s line ; 
Who on each side of India’s fronted shores 

Let not cross mountain-barriers bound their reign. 
Though but at times, ’tis said, the buried pomp 
Lifts its sunk spires amid the whelming waves, 
And scarce the dazed eye, where the maddening surf 
Roars o’er the submerged city, may at times 
Trace rocky ruins through the breakers rise, 

Yet undestroy’d by the near ocean’s verge. 
Chaining amazement still with vision new, 

Along the beach or o'er the extended plain, = 429 
Spared from the abrupt convulsion, works of man 
In native granite rocks dispersed arognd 

Ascend to sight; here by laborious art 

Carved into fanes and edifices strange 

With arching roof, and pillar’d state superb, 
Sculptured with forms of fabled deities, 

Gigantic ;—where Vishnoo, the incarnate god, 

To wondering earth in deign’d Avatar comes; 

Or haply deep o’er sloping steps excaved, 

Within some regal bath; or where amid 

Some seeming palace, of eld time, alike 

Graved from the rock, great Bali sits enthroned, 
Whose kingly state the figured lion guards, 443 
Or stately elephant ;—with seemly pomp 
Sentinels, towering near ;—works vast of toil.” 


Prompt then adjoin'd the travell’d Erigen ; 


‘“* Adventurous pilgrim, of these wonders too 
Truly ourselves have heard, though fate alone 
Fhas deign’d their aspect to your happier sight. 
And say, ambassador to climes so strange, 
Traced you resemblance aught in symbols such 
To Egypt's forms, seen of yourself before, 451 
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Nor less too by my own adiniring eyes, 452 
In Egypt’s land, ’mong fanes of elder Thebes? 
Like deities, according characters, 

Would argue much a common origin ; 

Or haply e’en this India’s self proclaim 

The elder country, told in history’s page 

Invaded by Sesostris, Egypt’s King. 

Still, as would seem, in much of pristine lore 

The manners of both regions yet respond.” 


Sage Sighelm straight replied : 

‘« Methought indeed 
Such shapes recall’d those imaged deities 463 
Erst seen in Dendera’s fane, resembling too 
The Theban wonders, though in grandeur less. 
Albeit ere letters yet were known, might seem 
Such emblems hideous, senseless, horrible, 
Yet were they all with latent meaning fraught. 
And e’en in India’s figured gods, we deem’d, 
We might discern, in allegory told, 
High doctrines erst by Israel’s lawgiver, 
Stern Moses, taught to Judah's wandering sons, 
From Egypt led toward Canaan's promised land ; 
When haply the descended Deity, 474 
To man on earth reveal’d in fleshly form, 
Bruises the serpent’s head, but in his turn 
Sole on his heel receives the viperous wound, 
Vanquishing sin and death’s defeated sting. 
Or where the impersonated Godhead peers 
In the Trimurti’s tri-une form disclosed, 
With look omniscient gazing every way. 
Or when we heard the story of Menu, 
And of his triple progeny, whose names 
Chem, Am, and [apéti, struck our ear, 
And brought to memory Noah’s patriarch-race. 
Still in these images, and story such, 486 
E’en as in Egypt's ancient land, we mark’d 
The language of the priesthood’s augur class, 
In after time with loftier aim forbid 
By Israel’s lawgiver, who wean’d the soul 
From stolid and supine idolatry 
To morals pure and reason’s full consent; 
W hose adoration no vain idol needs, 
But to the GREAT SUPREME and sire of all, 
Who as he first created still preserves, 
Breathes but the nobler incense of the heart. 
Smit with such thoughts, while on suchimaged shapes 
We mused, fond hope we could not but indulge, 
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That from these idols we might change at last 409 
Ind’s sous to know Christ’s pure and heavenly faith.” 


So as he utter’d, thus adjoins the King: 


** Honour'd ambassador of aim so high, 
Well answering to your warm and pious zeal, 
Such care a Christian herald sure beseem'd. 
And we too in that splendid hope partake ; 
That to remotest corners of the earth 
England may prove the messenger of heaven. 
And o’er the world spread peace and happiness, 
Tell, onsuch theme, graced friend, what else evened 2” 


Then thus the thoughtful prelate mild responds: 


‘* Full of this thrilling and exalted hope, 
Held in such musing frame of mind, we reach’d, 
On the sea-beach reposed, that little vill, 
Named in the natives’ language, Meliapoor, 
(“‘ City of peacocks,” here of early fame) 
The same where that apostle erst had dwelt, 
Honour’d Saint Thomas, India’s shepherd prime, 
On mission sent its erring flock to guide. 518 
Reach’d thus at last our destination’s goal, 
With fondly earnest care we sought, and soon 
Found the Nestorian Christians, seated here.” 


At this, with eager question asks the King : 


“Oh! generous envoy, tell what cheer consoled 
That scatter’d remnant of the Christian flock ? 
What welcome and reception there was yours?” 


Straight India’s kind ambassador replied: 526 


‘To them, be sure, my gracious liege, not long 
We linger’d our credentials to make known, 
The letters by the patriarch Abel late 
Deign’d at Jerusalem; alike from Rome 
Holy Marinus’ seal ;—nor valued least, 
Your royal signet, and committed gifts, 
And from your regal bounty succour more 
Promised in future day, with solace kind, 
To cheer these strangers in a foreign land; 
Exposed to much of suffering, many wants, 
Neglect, and scorn, and needing oft the balm 
Of tender aid to soothe their lorn distress, 638 
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Yet all enduring still through pious hope 530 
For Christ’s loved sake, and in his sacred cause. 
By these we were received with tears of joy, 

And your kind embassy, dispatch’d so far, 

They reverenced with devoted gratitude ; 

Though thankful for those acceptable alms, 

Yet more than ull they felt encouraged, charm’d, 
By gracious notice of our Christian King ; 

His favour and remembrance proved so clear. 
Then straight to our enquiring sympathy 

They oped their own condition more at full; 
Explain’d as of the native princes here 550 
A little tolerated, as of old, 

Whether admitted for oped commerce’ sake, 

Or as interpreters of foreign tongues, 

Or as physicians, skill’d in arts of health, 

Yet through the jealousy of India’s priests 

Stull watch’d with cold suspicion and dislike ; 
Eyed but as harbingers of doctrines new, 

Which may corrupt (they deem) the rising youth, 
And from eld faith distract Ind’s happy race, 
Needing conversion none, but scorning change. 
For these hold Christians still in lowest esteem, 
Rank’d with their meanest, most degraded class. 
Yet still some comfort, as from heaven vouchsafed, 
Sustains and here combines the little band ; 

Still to each other kind, in mutual bond 

Link’d all of love and practised charity, 

Each buoy‘d with pious hope and trust in heaven. 
Here gradual to diffuse Christ’s hallow’d faith, 
Attach’d, they fondly linger by the spot 

Where holy Thomas in that cause had died, 

And by your gracious friendship, aid thus brought, 
Roused but the more to speed their glorious task. 
Then with kind zeal they led us to behold 

The site of their great leader’s martyrdom. 574 
With my own eyes, beyond the sea-ward beach, 

I saw, and linger’d o’er the rocky knoll, 

Named yet Saint Thomas’ Mount,( beyond the stream 
Bridged brief way past the vill of Meliapoor,) 
There hallowing with fond tears and prayers the scene 
Where old tradition points, the apostle, come 

To bend ’fore Nature’s God in votive prayer, 
Pierced by an envious Indian priest on watch, 
(Male jealous of the saint’s too prosperous word) 
Had on the fell lance sunk in martyr’d death: 

He, the same noble spirit, who had dared, 

While the companion of our Saviour’s steps, 586 
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Though others’ fear dissuaded, bid not shun — 587 
Judzea’s land, but ‘ with him go and die.’ 

He, like that master, still defying death, 

Shrank not for his loved sake, in heaven’s high cause, 
Again to venture life for others’ good ; | 
But on chosen mission urged his pilgrim-steps 
Thus far to India’s shores; or e’en (as fame 
Reports too) had in Cambal’s soil Chinese 
Founded a Christian flock and early fane, 

Which honour’d act bade Syria's bishops take 

Of Malabar's, as China’s, seats the name.” 597 


At this, the shepherd high of England’s flock, 
The sacred Plegmund, her archbishop prime, 
Fraught with observant interest, thus enquires: 


‘* And say, good Sighelm, thus thyself become 
Of our own Britain an apostle too, 
On charge of so high dignity, in climes 
As yet scarce visited of English feet, 
(Reach’d never by our travell'd Erigen) 
What proved the sum of your observance there, 
Bent, doubtless, chiefly on this lofty aim? 607 
What prospect, deem'd you, oped in climes so far 
Yet to diffuse and plant Christ’s faith divine 
Among their people, in idolatry 
And superstition sunk, as told e’en now ?” 


To question such, the sovereign’s eager look 
But hastes response :—whereat with grave aspéct 
And courteous air, to his superior bow’d, 

For virtue honour'd, Sighelm thus replied : 


«¢ Pastor supreme of England's Christian flock, 
Much did that theme my deep considerate care 
Absorb: and hear my mind’s induced belief. 618 
Difficult, hard, meseems, the task will prove 
O’er the vast regions of diffusive Ind 
To spread Christ’s novel faith, how true soe’er, 
And claim the toil of ages yet to come.” 


At this, the venerable Adulph too, 
The sainted Neot, adds his gracious voice ; 
Versed in the ways of men, himself a judge 
By eld experience wise, since erst a King 
O'er eastern Kent, ere to religion vow'd. 
He, smit with theme so high, affecting much 
His country’s glory, earnest thus enquires: 629 
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‘ Observer sage, herald of aims so proud, 630 
Indulge my anxious zeal, and deign to tell [fear?” 
On what deem’d causes ground you that check'd 


Bending with reverence to the royal sage, 
With modest utterance, Sighelm thus replied : 


“Counsellor of the throne, proved wisdom’s grace, 
Receive my words with favour, if I err. 
Such inference from the natives’ character 
Chiefest I drew. Ind’s myriad habitants, 
O’er her vast regions’ surface thickly throng’d, 
Present to note a strange, peculiar race. G40 
Kind, gentle, good, soon in obedience held, 
If kindly treated and with confidence, 
Instinctive horror still they seem to feel 
Of any change to aught of manners new. 
Such as for ages they have been, in modes, 
Thoughts, credence, habits, such they still remain, 
Unchanged; almost, meseems, immutable. 
Such is their own religion’s influence deep, 
Infused through every act of general life, 
Their sacerdotal nobles’ ruling watch, 
And institutions social, which divide 651 
All into separate classes, held for aye: 
Their highest caste, the priesthood, those employ’d 
On things divine, the Bramins’ puissant race : 
After, the native nobles, from whose class 
Princes are chosen, such whose station claims 
The state’s defence, and needful use of arms: 
Next, such whom cares of active life engage 
In suit of commerce and internal trade: 
These after, manufacturing artisans ; 
Last, slaves of menial toil, and drudgery. 
From his own class none ever may emerge, 
Continued still the same, from age to age, 663 
Or mix with other, as by each esteem’d 
Abomination, dreaded worse than death. 
Death they disdain for deem’d religion’s sake, 
Thus by opinion acted on, and force 
Of hoped applause, through virtue misapplied. 
Nor from such thraldom may they hope escape, 
Since their religion makes it held a crime 
For India’s natives to cross Indus’ stream, 
And thence imbibe contagion of the West. 
Thus is the mind’s free power enchain’d and curb'd; 
Ambition stifled in the bud, forbid 
From one fix’d state toward better to aspire. 675 
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While such is habit’s power, that with the hope 676 
They lose the wish, for ever tamely bow’d 

In one self round of indolent content; 

Passive, obedient, and indifferent, 

Whoe’er may rule ;—creed, manners, all confirm’d. 
Howe’er condition such may man degrade, 
Nathless, so rooted is by course of time 

Such frame of manners and society, 

That scarce can revolution vast dissolve 

The settled charm, or any doctrines new, 
Jealously spurn’d, how just or true soe’er, 

(Barr’d the miraculous power and aid of heaven) 637 
Their fables and traditions old dispel.” 


Then thus adjoins the learned Erigen: 


“Such yet seems India’s people, as we read 
Recorded of old time. Their ranks distinct 
Religiously maintain’d, and customs firm, 

We note observed by Ammon’s conquering son, 
Who erst to wondering Europe oped these climes.” 


Straight Sighelm answers: 
‘ Scholar, with the lore 696 
Of history’s page familiar, still we mark 
Ind’s race the same; their very nation too 
Preserved unbroken :—ne’er with other blent, 
Though bearing easily the yoke of rule, 
Melted by colonies or conquest none.” 


Then thus remarks the attentive sovereign: 


‘* Strange institutions, which in thraldom’s bonds 
Bend and degrade the free-born soul of man! 
Their ranks indeed may other nations too 
Resemble, needing order and degree ; 706 
Yet herein one grand difference may we note: 
Shut from ambition, or the chance of change, 

The will itself expires; till very change 

In each man’s state is as an evil shunn’d. 

While with most other nations of the world 
Honest ambition, inborn talent, fires 

The spirit, and gives spur to industry, 

Opening the race to honour and renown. 

Yet e’en in this sunk people may we note 
(Though in perverted channel bent and held) 

The passions universal through the world 

That sway mankind, predominant alike, 718 
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The love of power, wealth, pleasure, or of ease.” 
Straight then remarks acutest Erigen: 


‘* True, gracious liege: causes the same e’en here 
O’ersway mankind, and ’gainst his peace conspire ; 
-E’en as we note in elder day prevail’d 
Against the Christ, and honour’d Socrates, 

Both wise and innocent, yet to the death 

Doom’d both by superstitious jealousy ; 

As innovators held; truth, wisdom spurn’d, 

But sentenced former manners to corrupt: 728 
Such too in lad proved holy Thomas’ fate, 

Yet after-ages see the Athenian sage 

As wise as good, who (Reason’s prophet) brought 
Her down to men, and over actual life 

Shed rays, that almost oped divinity. 

While that rejected Christ, with other aid 

None, save of few and humble followers, [men 
To spread his heaven-breathed words, has hearts of 
Through varying nations of the peopled earth 
Made leap to truth, and there full solace own. 
Hope we then, royal liege, that if the seed 

Of truth and reason, yet how weak soe’er 740 
Be planted e’en in India’s regions dark, 

These will prevail at last, and flourish fair, 

Still spreading, like her own eternal tree. 

Already, we discern, the root has struck, 

Buds the small germ e’en now; and with mild care 
Cherish’d, pursued, shall yet the stubborn soul 
Cheer and convert, and there win worthy sway, 
With property divine, and healing power. 

Before whose spell delusions shall, like sprites, 
Vanish ; mankind disperse their bigot chains, 

As air, all sudden wondering at themselves, 751 
Till ignorance yields place to light from heaven.” 


So as he said, England’s arch-shepherd prime, 

The venerable Plegmund, thus adjoins 
His honour’d voice : 

‘¢ Such, classic Erigen, 
Learn’d as observant, forms my own hope too, 
And with thy thought my bosom well accords. 
Weak were man’s care alone so mighty work 
Sole to accomplish, but the task divine 
My heart assures that Heaven’s own arm will aid, 
And prosper with a blessing from on high, 
E’en as at first it deign’d to erring man. 768 
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While distant nations, yet in darkness bow’d, 764 
Shall as from death’s foul shadows spring to life, 
Till under one sole Shepherd, in one fold, 

All be consummated, in bliss of heaven.” 


Then thus the sagest Adulph, regal stem, 
As with such utterance charm’d, his voice too adds: 


‘¢ Cherish’d be still such counsel, worthiest sire! 
Let us not on so heavenly charge despond, 
But to such task our active efforts bend. 
Oped as in granted vision on my soul, 773 
The future seems to beam, and my fraught heart 
Presages to our England glory vast 
There yet reserved, and that her genial care 
In Christ’s high cause yet full success shall crown.” 


While his prophetic kinsman thus divined, 
And future glories glanced across the thought, 
The sovereign, in whose aspect sparkled joy, 
His own accordant witness thus adjoins: 


‘Such happy course my bosom too confirms, 
Which from us still renew’d attempt demands, 783 
Till gradual time shall ripen sure the plant, 

There set already; by Saint Thomas first, 

Then the Nestorian Christians of his flock, 

By Britain’s sons hereafter, led the way 

To that proud goal, good Sighelm, first by thee. 
Nor yet shall such thine embassy prove vain, 
Nor fail thy country’s welfare much to aid. 

Let but one needed victory well assure 

Peace to our England, ever next our thought, 
Then shall e’en human means such purpose high 
Haply promote ; that very commerce’ self, 
(Which as a naval nation and as men 795 
We seek,) in guide of ruling Providence 

Prove instrumental of this aim divine, 

And Heaven in such our act thus work unseen. 
Say then, sage envoy, though from causes told 
New faith induced seem of so hard essay, 

Yet while you ponder’d there your country’s weal, 
(Foster’d by India’s too) occurr’d then aught 
To damp waked hope of commerce, or to check 
Our proffer’d league of future amity, 

Among a people, chain’d in influence such?” 


Instant the thoughtful Sighelm glad return’d: 


———— a 
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‘‘Such very sentiments, my generous liege, 807 
Echoed as ’twere e’en there address’d my heart. 
Nor saw I aught to quell the rising hope 
Of future commerce for Britannia’s sons, 

But all to stablish well that noble aim. 

Believe, such proud design I fail’d not ope, 

And to my best ’mong India’s sons engage. 

The task will prove more easy, since, meseems, 
The native princes are to trade addict, 

As to their interest deem’d, who hope thereby 
Promotion of revenue to their state. 

Thus trusting to extend the Christian light, 818 
I bent my thoughts on commerce as a mean; 

That my loved country might hereafter here 
Cultivate a continual intercourse, 

Till in some constant seat Britannia’s sons 

In India’s richest realms might found a home. 
Methought, no region more than this of Ind 

For such ask’d prime regard, from eldest time 
Esteem’d trade’s chiefest prize; seen now supreme 
In population as fertility. 

To this main object my attracted care 

Found the Nestorian Christians dear of use, 

Who with fond care soon lent me signal aid, 30 
Inform’d me much, pointed in all the way, 

And both, as best and nearest, drew my steps 
First to behold the seaward town, Madras: 

Albeit whose incommodious bay, with port 

Or shelter none for ships, woke strange surprise ; 
Where still the maddening surf approach forbade 
To aught of ampler size, permitted sole 

To humble boats, the country’s structure apt, 
"That bent to every wave, and e’en at last 

To shore their burden difficultly threw. 

Though here we heard that scarce a single haven 
Offer’d kind screen o’er all the eastern shore = 12 
E’en downward hence to Comorin’s southern cape, 
Yet here with active commerce throng’d, meseem d, 
Madras still flourish’d, apt for such pursuit 

From central site on Coromandel’s coast. 

Ships in the outer roadsteads, with what care 
Soe’er they might, uncertain station held, 

While o’er the beach Ind’s busied sons were pour’d. 
Here too her products in full pomp display’d 

Her mineral wealth, her vegetable stores, 

With all her manufactured labour’d tasks ; 

As here the riches of the East were met.” 853 
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At this the sovereign: 854 
“Was not this the place, 
Which most of eastern jewels seem’d the mart ?” 
[plied) 
‘¢True, honour’d monarch, (Sighelm prompt re- 
Seem’d above all (’mong India’s treasures heap’d) 
For endless splendour, sights, and luxuries new, 
Whether of balms, hues, odours, silks, attire, 
Transparent earths, or Indian ivory, 
Or, for her kings barbaric here profused, 
Amber, and pearly shells, and purest gold, 
This site was famous, as throughout the world 864 
The chosen mart of diamonds passing price: 
Gems of all rays, the golden chrysolite, 
The heaven-blue sapphire, emerald glossy-green, 
From many a region here for traffic borne: 
Scarce from Golconda’s fortress, which within 
The interior country gather’d riches guards, 
~ Removed some six days’ journey, or the ports 
Laved from afar by Kristna’s river-stream. 
Here too we heard of other wealth-fraught lands, 
Diffused not distant o’er these eastern seas ; 
Malacca’s riches or the stores unseen 875 
Spread o’er Sumatra’s tracts, or thousand isles 
Stretch'd toward the orient there, that here revived 
The visions of the golden Chersonese ; 
With theme of China’s eld and forted reign, 
And of her witching plant, whose sober cup, 
With lymph beyond Medea’s fabled art, 
Pours health’s inspiring and perpetual spring. 
Such to these shores, ’twas told from elder time 
Mingled fond tribute of their mutual trade.” 


Fond then the King: 
‘*‘ And did you aught essay 
For station there, which after triumph won, 887 
Forms for our England yet one dear design ?” 


Courteous, at this Ind’s herald thus replied : 


‘* Smit with intense desire and ardent hope 
On shores so favour’d at no distant day, 
For our own Britain’s dauntless sons to found 
A colony and forted settlement, 
Through the Nestorian Christians’ aid we sought 
Induction to the sovereign prince who held 
Amid this central region native sway ; 
And soon ’twas given us to behold his state, 897 


BOOK XX XIII. 23 


When at his court within his purple tent, $938 
Throned on a proud and conscious elephant, 
The dusky sovereign, at his ease reclined 

On silken cushions o'er a couch of gold, 
Received us, wondering at so novel pomp 

_ And grandeur oriental; at whose feet 

Bending (yet not forgetting whom ourselves 
Heralded as our master, England’s King) 

We proffer’d our own monarch’s royal gilts, 
Bespeaking favour of Ind’s stately prince, 

Nor was much gracious kindness then withheld.” 


Instant the King : 909 
‘‘ Of your success in this, 

Worthy ambassador, your acts gave proof : 
Whereof your offerings bore high witness back, 
In presents of those Eastern rarities, 
By your kind care brought from that wondrous clime: 
Incense, and gold, and balm, and spicy stores, 
(Such as those pious Magi bore of oli) 
Rich vests, and precious pearls, and diamonds rare, 
A valued treasure, to be ever held 
In high remembrance, as an earnest prime 
Of tribute to our England’s throne, acquired — 920 
In her first venture to these Indian realms. 
Which jewels’ peerless prize we have decreed 
Shall in memorial decorate for aye 
England’s imperial crown, by choicest art 
Of our own nation’s skill’d artificers 
Blent and enwrought with labour’d flowers of gold. 
Such regal treasure, we design, shall be 
Still in that arched chamber sacred kept 
In cloisters of West-Minster’s Abbey-fane. 
Such diadem, we hope, shall won anew 
(If Heaven so prosper our attempted task) 
Enround our brows in triumph yet again, O22 
In Sebert’s western hall, where festal pomp 
With seemly state shall honour victory, 
And testify a nation’s grateful joy. 
Thy care, believe, graced Sighelm, shall not be 
Forgot or light esteem’d, when thine own gifts, 
Brought from the coasts explored of farthest Ind, 
(E’en as the proudest day of rival Rome) 
Shall deck the forehead of Britannia’s King. 
Nor e’er shall monarch of this cherish’d isle 
Ascend her throne and wear the jewell’d prize, 
Without the conscious memory of thee. 
Alike too still with hallow’d reverence seen — 944 
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Shall thine own gifts to Sherborne’s favour'’d fane, 
Whose chosen peace and loved Dorsetian see 
Forms for thy noble acts yet slight reward, 

For ever gratulate thy honour’d name : 

Whose decorated altar, and no less 

Its sacred vessels, patine of pure gold, 

And censer-cup, adorn’d with orient gems, 

By its own bishop fetch’d from eastern Ind, 
Present remembrance still to wondering eyes, 
That marks to after time thy high desert. 

There shall these monuments, with fadeless ray, 
Still shine in emblem of thy bright renown. 056 
Say,:from such watchful note, esteem you then, 
Our country can so high a work achieve, 

As trade to found in regions thus remote ?” 


Instant the charmed Sighelm, on a theme 
Nearest his heart, his mission’s object fond, 
Returns : 

‘¢ The hope for any foreign race 
Influence or sway in India to maintain 
Alone on naval puissance must depend. 
Such settlement in these far countries sought, 
In wealth and people flourishing of old, 967 
On conquest may not rest: such dream were vain, 
India’s outnumbering millions to oppose. 
But sole by kind and mutual intercourse, 
For their own vantage by the natives own’d, 
Nor for the distant trading nation’s less, 
Ind’s boundless wealth commerce, not conquest, asks, 
Or suffers. E’en all-conquering Ammon’s son, 
By hosts and military puissance, fail’d 
India’s vast realms invasive to subdue, 
Or in subjection bend her million race, 
But drew his power, baffled by numbers, back. 
Though his large soul ambition high indulged 979 
To ope the world to nations far apart, 
And deem it all his own, yet not for self 
Or vaunt of empty pride such passion vast 
O’erruled his spirit, but the public good 
And man’s acquaintance with his brother man : 
To found an empire o’er the universe, 
Expansive commerce reign’d in all his thoughts.” 


At mention such, the English monarch’s breast 
With emulous emotion glows, and thirst 
Of genuine glory, which his lofty mind 
Inspire! alike, while thus he fondly adds : 990 
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‘* Broods in our bosom still the cherish’d hope 
That yet in roll of time it is reserved 092 
And destined our own Britain’s glorious lot 
To spread the sway, benevolent and just, 

Which Nature’s self and Providence decree 

To commerce for diffusion of its good, 

The blessing as improvement of mankind. 

Such high achievement too suits Britain’s means, 
In friendship and by traffic to attach 

Ind’s peaceful people, apt (you tell) for trade. 

Will they not gladly then, and e’en with pride, 
Admit our amity and proffer’d league, 1002 
That there our merchants own colonial seats?” 


To the King’s question Sighelm straight returns: 


‘‘ Meseems, my liege, that on the seaward coasts, 
Not in the interior, haply there less used, 
The native princes would admit of lands 
By purchase or by tribute to be won, 
Where our own Britain’s enterprizing sons 
May fix their factories and chosen abode, 
Devote to commerce and kind intercourse, 
For common good and profit; and (if there 1012 
Proving a British merchant’s faith and test 
Of conduct true,) their confidence in turn 
Those princes would extend, and for defence 
Of such their settled homes and marts of trade 
Permit fenced forts and armed garrisons, 
With front sole hostile to invasive feet ; 
E’en to the favour’d strangers too confirm 
Preferr’d protection ;— privileges high, 
Such as should infant trade advance and speed, 
Till England here should find another home, 
And her own tongue be heard on shores of Ind. 
To this high end is naval power and skill 1024 
Needful in chief best suiting England’s sons, 
Active as bold, of genius maritime ; 
And since to this proud aim our mission turn’d, 
Already of such league the germ is laid.” 


Then thus the sovereign adds, with earnest air: 


“‘ Be it hereafter Britain’s pride and aim 
Herself as a commercial nation still 
To hold, related thus to foreign powers : 
Ever our island’s chiefest policy. 
Even as ships and commerce, so to us 1034 
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Colonies too are needful, which our space, 1035 
At home confined and scant, in other climes 

May thus enlarge to greatness unrestrain’d ; 

And of our country be esteem’d a part, 

In language, manners, feelings, arts, the same ; 
Such as the mother-nation’s wealth and power 
May still extend with boundless benefit, 

And in her growing welfare find their own. 

Sole for this good and genuine glory be 

Foreign dominion by our Brita sought ; 

And to this lofty aim be merchants still 

By England’s King encouraged. Such alone 

Can for our naval Britain best mature 1047 
Increasing glory,—greatuess permanent, 

Whose base eterne must rest in power marine.” 


He paused a moment; then with raptured look 
That seem’d to eye the future, thus pursued: 


‘* Be it our duty this conceived design 
With all our potence to protect and aid. 
Let but this horrid pestilence of war 
Hide its crush’d head in one due victory, 
Then shall the deign’d return of genial peace 1056 
Behold us use at once our eager thoughts 
In structure through our England's seaward ports 
Of ships innumerous, framed on model new, 
Ampler in size and strength, with galley’d oars 
Outnumbering all it yet was hers to view. 
Which proud equipping at our treasury’s charge 
With seamen skill’d, native, or hired to aid, 
A gallant navy soon shall ride our seas, 
With terror borne against invasive foes, 
Prompt still our cherish’d country to defend, 
Crouching hereafter at no foreign foot. 1067 
There be its bound, for with such convoy’d guard 
Be it the royal task, by treasures lent 
Or furnish’d ships, and every needful help, 
To speed on enterprize her merchant sons, 
On their won riches showering honours too. 
Her naval potence thus we will advance, 
Which shall to boundless commerce lead the way, 
’Gaiust rival nations still to be maintain’d.” 


Pleased then adjoins the travell’d Erigen: 


“‘ Proud is the purpose, and to England’s King 
Suited, as worthy of his fondest care ! 1078 
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Such Heaven will surely bless.” 1079 
The King pursued : 


‘* Much too of such so high intent we trust 
Ourselves to see achieved, and ere we die, 
Haply in this our unthought isle behold 
Our merchants princes, as in elder Tyre. 
Thus too as commerce spreads, while England’s sons 
Busied (none idle) in the virtuous hive 
Shall useless inactivity esteem 
E’en criminal, and to be poor a shame, 
Her arts and manufactures shall be seen 1089 
All flourishing in general industry, 
And by her navigation's range diffused 
W ith preference sought through the discover’d world : 
Not lessening the soil’s culture, but the more 
Advancing this in turn, each fostering each, 
Prosper'd with mutual welfare, hand in. hand. 
Such task, meseems, should form the dearest charge 
No less of England’s nobles than her King.” 


At this the nautic chief of Sussex’ shores 
Fond in the monarch’s sentiment accords : 1099 


‘“ Trust, royal sire, that England’s nobles too 
Will joy to second their loved King’s command ; 
Still fostering with their aid and worthiest pride 
Whate’er their country’s interest thus concerns. 
For me, and followers of my house, what means 
Our power to this can summon shall not want, 
But on this theme, long nurtured in my heart, 
Glory with our compatriots still to vie. 

Yet we expect, ere our own life expire, 
To see our monarch’s presage all fulfill’d.”’ 


Instant he too, count of the Saxon coast, 1110 
Essex’ graced chieftain, such proud augury, 
With cheer of his own added voice, confirms. 


So as these said, joy sparkled in the look 
Of Sussex’ son, nor less the fiery glance 
Of princely. Athelwold his ardour spoke ; 
Heighten‘d but more, when thus his won applause 
The King adjoins: 

‘‘ What issue shall we not 

Yet hope for England, when her nobles too 
Deign make it their own honourable task 
To cherish such claim’d work of public weal, 1121 
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While these their sage and patriot studies bend 1122 
To prosper infant commerce, and by this 
Their country’s wealth, power, glory best extend !” 


At such the King’s encouraging appeal 
Impatient Athelwold within his breast 
Longer his restless spirit not restrain’d : 


‘‘Oh! would the hour were come, that yet to me 
Might yield departure on some naval suit, 
And bear away upon the seas I love 
On aught assign’d of perill’d enterprize ! 1131 
Such as while serving then my country too, 
Might for myself acquire a prize and name !” 


On this the noble Sussex, not unware 
Of his young ward’s haught and ambitious soul, 
Led by hot rashness of hard-govern’d youth, 
Ventures, with smile suppress’d, a playful jest, 
And but half-serious question interpleads : 


‘« Say then, our princely champion of the sea, 
How may it suit your young aspiring spirit 
In India’s distant shores to wear a crown, 1141 
Rounded with prize of jewels native there, 
Whereof you hear the venturous Sighelm tell ? 
How might your brows beseem an Indian King ?” 


Instant with lively air, the gallant prince 
Parries that sportive banter, and returns : 


‘¢ Careless where’er, in quarter how remote 
I reck not, or in Ind, or else of clime, 
Ripe passion burns my ready course to steer, 
O’erjoy’d in any enterprize to share : 
Nor should [ there despair to win a crown, 1151 
Which fancy, paints e’en yet reserved for me. 
All that I lack is ships. Away from hence 
Proud would I venture fortune in attempt, 
Where aught seems opening to be done or gain’d : 
So might we only cease to vegetate 
In vacancy and ‘ shapeless idleness,’ 
Indifferent where, so but it be not here.” 


The blunt response provokes a general smile, 
Most in the generous Sussex, who but tries 
(As on the prince he fix’d his kindly look) 
To soothe with sport his bosom’s sadden’d fraught. 
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But the haught mother then, (Kent’s former Queen,) 

Though silent, by her visage on her son 1164 

Intently bent, convey’d more stern reproof, 

As if such ardent general hope express’d 

From other, juster expectation fail’d. ; 
The while Matilda, Kent’s bewitching flower, 

(By birth the cousin of the daring prince, ) ! 
Less with his wild, unbridled spirit pleased, 

Darted upon her kin a meaning frown, 

(Far as her gentle grace might such assume,) - | 
As brooding more than yet her thought reveal’d. 1173 


Till thus the generous sovereign, by rebuke 
Whose mildness made it scarcely such to seem, 
With timely check his self-will’d ardour reins, 
And only seeks to hold in duty’s way: 


«© Loved nephew, foremost still in gallant act, 
Other exploits at home first claim our care : 
Foes there we first must conquer :—let be won 
Such triumph due, then shall our own designs 
All follow in sure progress; on the seas 
By ships for commerce, or for busied arts 
On land, and England’s grandeur spread at full. 1184 
Such in these solitudes we but project, 

In hope that future time shall all mature, 
And of these counsels prove the happy train. 
Then may indeed that gallant spirit of thine 
Worthy a prince of England’s royal blood, 
For just ambition find deserving scope, 
While it may seek abroad (if so best loved) 
Thy country’s glory proudly to extend, 


And spread her growing weal and empire new.” 


Scarce such high hope, in tone so kind preferr’d, 
Might soothe awhile the brooded turbulence 1195 
Still rankling in the impatient prince’s breast. 

Who darting round his fiery glance, at last 

A look of envy, mingled with disdain, 

Bent on the venturous and late-honourd Guy, 
As if he deem’d (though utter’d accents none 
Reveal’d his thought) on others’ enterprise 

Was honour shower’d, still to himself denied : 
Sensation, more inflamed, when Mercia’s Queen, 
Prompt interposing for her favour’d friend, 
Fondly her royal brother thus accosts : 


‘* Vouchsafe then, gracious patron of desert, 1206 
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No less our country’s monarch than its sire, 1207 
In memory too of this young merchant’s claim, 
(Our Mercian countryman, my own frank-pledge, 
Whom I may surely term illustrious Guy,) 

E’en as now pledged in promise, to reward 

With loan of treasure, and the throne’s high trust 
Of a proud ship assign’d to his command. 

For one already of his country’s meed 

Meriting much, more let my word bespeak. 

My voice he will not shame; but trust me, yet 

By ampler ventures and discoveries new, 

His country’s cherish’d service aid again, 1218 
(Since much already he has seen and known,) 
Haply too more explore Ind’s climes of wealth.” 


The sovereign bows, as willing, pleased assent. 
While at such suit (as if at absence new 
And loss again of one to her so dear, 
Alarm’d and half-averse) with downcast look 
Felicia fond reluctance scarce conceals. 
Which Mercia’s Queen perceives, and on her friend 
Gazes admiring with a conscious smile. 
Nor fails the King such tender sentiment 
Alike to note, and on his sister bends 1229 
A momentary, yet a meaning, glance, 
Which his own pleasured notice too confess’d ; 
Sole from the stern Eltruda answer’d then, 
Or the haught Athelwold, (each not unware) 
By an uneasy frown or colder sneer. 
Till soon the sovereign, as resuming thought 
And clue of Sighelm’s interrupted theme, 
(While to the Queen too he consent express’d) 
Addresses kind again the travell’d man: 


‘‘ Truly not gallant Guy alone, but each 
Adventurous sailor o’er the circling sca, 1240 
Our favour shal! encourage and reward. 

Such founded home on the far shores of Ind 

As we project (whereof sage Sighelm tells) 
Solely to venturous merchants we must owe. 
Wherefore, our graced ambassador, awhile 
Back to our theme. Alike from thee we glean 
That in those richest realms, whereof thou tell’st, 
Singly by foreiga commerce our small isle 

May dream e’er to extend dominion there, 

E’en as in other regions, not our own; 
Transporting products of our kingdom’s gain 
Thither, and bearing their fraught treasures back, 


— 
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To swell supply, to our scant site denied : 1258 
No rude yoke aim’d, or alien King imposed, 
With odious change, but sole through influence mild, 
In course of innocent and peaceful trade, 

Gradual to civilize and bless mankind, 

Held uncomplain’d in tacit empire dear 

Of mutual kindness, and with interest one: 

So hope we all to win we yet intend. 

Which venturous merchants and colonial band 
With favour to encourage and attract, 

Exclusive preference, peculiar rights, 

We must at first bestow; studious to make, 1264 
Such their employ in service of the state, 

No less emolument’s than honour’s track. 

Haply for this at first we must concede 

To them the right on terms themselves prescribe 
To vend their traffic’s products, and the fraught 
Of their long travail, led from climes of Ind; 
Yielding for meed to them awhile in chief 
Monopoly, to infant commerce deignd 

First not unjustly, nor for fostering aid 

Unmeet, or needless; rendering thus return 
Grateful (and but with seemly memory) 1275 
For much expended charge, and toil, and care, 

In transit, havens, guard, receptacles, 

Till well establish’d in foundation sure : 

Which point attain'd, no longer then to curb 

The rivalry of general intercourse, 

But (with acknowledgment of loss repaid 

In justice to the prime adventurers,) 

To ope broad commerce to the nation’s zeal 

And emulation’s amplest interchange ; 

Thereby the more to bless the parent-land. 

Then glorying in new-waken’d industry, 1286 
The nation shall exult in general trade 

Aud commerce, never seen to flourish more 

Than when admitted to outspread her wings 

In vigour of unfetter’d liberty.” 


Then thus learn’d Erigen, acute, adjoins : 


‘* Meseems, from all that yet my thoughtful note 
In history of ages past can glean, 
Each infant colony, albeit at first 
A burden to the parent-stock it seem’d, 
Soon grateful succour to its source return’d. 
But as in people and in riches grew 
The progeny, with added honour’s grace, 1298 
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- Mutual advantage greeted too the sire.” 1299 


Then thus, as if with air inspired, the King : 


‘« After her needful safety first achieved, 
Extended commerce must to England be 
Her primal step of greatness; naval power 
Her truest bulwark, interest supreme, 
Base of her empire, pillar of her state, 
Whose solid majesty consists alone 
In her firm subjects’ peace and happiness: 
Which proudest aim of order’d government —_—1308 
Best to promote, what may contribute more 
Than full employment of her active sons 
In all of arts for general commerce apt, 
With power exerted simply to defend ? 
And where in distant regions may we fix 
A nobler empire such, than claims our seat 
On the rich oriental shores of Ind, 
Teeming with wealth’s increase and products new ? 
Such eld and settled country, flourishing 
In arts and industry, may well secure, 
By favour and commercial friendship sought, 
For our own merchants corresponding marts; 1320 
May our own nation’s rival arts inspire, 
While products of each country it commutes. 
Thus shall our favour’d England, (happy land) 
Whose field of action is the universe, 
Feel generous pride, while she her motto makes 
‘ Of numbers most diffused the greatest bliss.’ 
How mean, compared with such a title, seem 
Vain vaunt of triumph military, sought 
Sole for itself, and mad ambition’s grasp. 
Such was not erst the glory of eld Rome, 
Or emulation of all-honour’d Greece, 
Still claiming after-ages’ gratitude, 1332 
For thousand signal benefits diffused 
By commerce, and expanded intercourse. 
We too, while prison’d thus, (ere yet ’tis deign'd 
Our efforts’ first grand object to achieve) 
Even here project no mean, or useless care; 
To found on amplest base our country’s weal, 
This Britain’s infant-commerce to advance, 
To spread glad colonies on foreign shores, 
And ope the glorious dawn of Indian power: 
For our realm’s aggrandizement sought no less, 
Than of those distant lands the welfare too.’ 1843 
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So as with earnest mien the sovereign said, 1344 
The nautic Essex thus such thought confirms : 


‘True, royal liege, in Ind’s rich clime a field 
Magnificent seems oped for Britain’s trade. 
Not in that far-diffused and fertile soil 
Seems the land’s culture chiefest care to claim, 
But for employment of her myriad race 
The choicer labours of the practised hand 
In all of delicate, ingenious art ; 
Yet therefore more, meseems, to commerce apt. 
Likeliest, I deem, for our procurement such 1354 
Of their art’s products and sought traflic’s change, 
India may less of barter need and ask 
Than metals, prized for coin, silver or gold. 
But while ’tis ours by ships and commerce wide 
Ind’s wealth o’er other nations to diffuse, 
Ours may be thus still ampler vantage won. 
E’en as we witness traffic’s course pursued 
By prudent Holland, or proud Venice, now, 
W hose wealth in much fromIndian commerce springs: 
Why shall not then so strive our Britain too?” 


Instant at this, pleased, Sighelm adds remark : 


“Just that surmise, graced Essex; chief, whose care 
A patriot genius owns, to commerce turn’d; 
Not as in infant countries, where from cause 
Of population scant and labour prized, 
Their arts and manufacture, needs, are rare; 
But of mean rate the rude and spacious soil, 
Since first its culture claims the nation’s task, 
Whence life’s prime need may be supplied at hand, 
For ages so engaged till peopled well; 
But here, from India’s long antiquity, 
(Peopled with millions of earth’s early race) 1376 
Not most the culture of the bounteous soil 
Ewmploys her myriad sons, but them (content, 
Owning few wants, and satisfied with ease) 
Slight handiworks, rich arts of lighter toil, 
Which ask the watchful eye and finest touch, 
Engage in tasks of beauty unsurpass’d.” 


To this the generous Essex straight return’d : 


‘‘ Thanks, Ind’s sage herald :—if aright I deein, 
Not mines of gold the acquirement, worthiest care, 
For colonies and foreign commerce prove, 1386 
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But to increase the mother-kingdom’s wealth 1387 
By wakening her own people’s industry 

In rival genius and extended art; 

Bringing to her the stores of other climes 

Thence to be borne abroad, improved by toil. 
Thus while our nurtured colonies such task 

Aids in whate’er their interest may extend, 

(Of our own country cherish’d as a part) 

These grateful may support the mother-land.” 


Then quick adjoins the studious Erigen: = 1396 


‘s Alike meseems too, when to mind I call 
The note of ages, traced throughancientlore, [proved 
All states whate’er which through the world have 
For commerce most renown’d, greatest in that, 
Tyre, Sidon, Carthage, Athens, sea-girt Rhodes, 
Rome, Syracuse, Venice, or Holland now, 
Scant space of native earth possess’d their own, 
But whose spare territory, overthronged 
With peopling multitudes, made dear of rate 
Life’s prime supplies of ordinary need, 
Yet every luxury from commerce drew. 
Such model to our England what forbids?” — 1408 


Instant then Sussex’ sea-loved lord, aroused 
By such remark, his own concurring voice 
Blends too : 

‘‘T augur, yet shall beam the day 
When by her valour as her power alike 
Distinguish’d o’er the world, beneath her wing 
Still shielding traffic in security, 
Britain with majesty unknown shall rise, 
And flourish still in wealth and dignity ; 
Citing her sons to action every where, 
Till commerce, like the general air dispread, 1419 
Shall on our country still waft vigour new.” 


Instant in strain of rapture adds the King: 


‘‘ Happy I feel when England’s noble sons 
Thus their high thoughts on patriot objects bend. 
That lofty pinnacle of glory best, 

Founded with just base on utility, 

Not man’s will sole, but God and nature’s law, 
Destine (charm’d fancy tells) for Britain’s isle: 

So vast her power marine, that it may seem, 
England shall want from ev'ry land whate’er 1429 
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That land supplies, yet grow in wealth withal, 
While other nations she too shall supply. 

Such of her busied sons shall then be seen 

The energic industry, superior skill, 

Splendour in public works, in private care, 

That she shall render other nations all, 

Eager to take her products, while they pour 
Into her lap the treasures of the world. 

Earth's orb she shall encompass by her ships, 
And by spread colonies, by trae with all, 1439 
Herself become the emporium of the globe, 

Of every realm the storehouse as the mart. 

Till e’en as in Rome’s empire, over earth, 

By union link’d of men, her tongue shall spread. 
For who shall deem not, but that yet in Ind 

Our language, manners, with our people too, 
Shall work beneficence and kindly sense, 

And e’en o’er Eastern lands shed radiance new ? 
Though we may scarce behold, in willing chain 
Bound, shall the world by commerce be made one, 
And all distinctions, save of climate, cease.” 


So as he said, alike inspired, in turn 
The sacred Adulph utters high presage : 1452 


‘“ Nor yet disdain e’en my prophetic thought. 
Such empire vast of commerce yet to come 
Shall haply prove the mean and instrument, 

By which o’erruling Providence intends 

Its gracious end, at last in rolling time 

O’er Indian, or yet farther orient climes 

To spread the solace of Christ’s truth divine ; 

To banish slavish ignorance, and burst 

The grovelling fetters of idolatry. 

The British flag yet through the stormy deep 
Shall bear, with peace and healing on its wing, 
To wondering realms, rich beyond earthly boon, 
Religion’s noblest blessing, with the rest. 1465 
Diffusing knowledge by kind intercourse, 

Britain in every land shall yet be deem’d 

The friend and patron of humanity ; 

Shall thus, though worldly ’vantage seem to lead, 
While every mild and civilizing art 

Attends her train, for general happiness ; 

Work even so Christ’s own benign intent, 

Nor less of his admiring followers too.” 


At such his words, the sovereign prompt replied : 
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‘* E’en such, sage kinsman, patriotic friend, 1475 
Ourself had deem’d, the mighty consequence 
Of commerce yet shall prove, which claims the more 
Our amplest favour from that lofty hope. 
Tell then, our Indian herald, do you deem 
The native princes would by Meliapour, 
Where holy Thomas first had fix’d his rest, 
Still deign for Christian seats enlargement more? 
And saw you other native sovereigns too ?” 


Appeal’d thus kindly, Sighelm straight return‘d : 


“« My liege, I did, and yield assured belief 1485 
Such homes of future commerce would be deign’d.” 


To whom, as with fresh pleasure waken’d then, 

The monarch thus his charm’d request renews: 
[scenes 

‘‘Vouchsafe unfold, we pray then, through what 
Of India’s tracts you cross’d, or what observed, 
(If passing back through its interior realms,) 
Likeliest to favour commerce, and if there 
Her courted princes aught might haply pledge, 
That would admit its entrance to their state.” .4941 


Then thus a brief while Sighelm, pleased, pursued : 


‘* With fond regret, then quitting Meliapour, 
Attended by some kind friends there attach’d, 
And precincts of observed Madras, (to cross 
Ind’s inner country back toward Calicut,) 

We reach’d the stately city of Arcot, 

Its princely ruler saw, our aim made known, 

And seem’d with friendly note there too received. 
Then hasting on, Vellore’s rich seat we gain’d, 
Rear’d on the margent of the same proud stream. 

- Whence urging forward still our eager way, 1505 
Soon we arrived Amboor’s commanding site, 
There scarce indulging brief, though favour’d, stay. 
Still in our journey’s progress we admired 

The novel grace of Ind’s exotic trees ; 

Its jungle-grasses vast, whose lofty growth 

Hides the huge elephant, or haply screens 

The crouching tiger, or rhinoceros : 

Or as we paused for shade and sheltering guard 
From the hot sun amid the vivid day, 

In lovely valleys or by pictured hills 

We wooed wild forests of the light bamboo, 1516 
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Waving in beauty to the fragrant air. 1517 
But in cool twilight, or the star-loved night, 

Or led by lustre of the soothing moon, 

At foot of central-towering hills, we cross’d 

Two stately rivers, ere our steps might gain 

- Shringapatam’s proud site, and palace-heights, 
Whose gorgeous splendour crowns the regal isle, 
Mirror’d in wave of Cavery’s parted stream. 

Here with sought interview, the pomp we saw 

Of him, the princely Rajah of Mysore, 

And with meek act his friendship too besought, 
Nor seem’d his generous favour then withheld. 
Within his high fort, or the city near 1529 
From whence his wide-spread region dates its name, 
(By us soon visited with onward feet) 

We heard of native riches, from afar 

Alluring commerce, in the precious ore 

Abundant in his regal territories, 

Brought from dug mines, or else from rivers drawn, 
Auriferous, that teem with sands of gold: 

Then sped with pleasure new by Satram’s lake 

Its lovely shores we skirted, and awhile 

Indulged our curious note and charmed ease. 

Till past the busied vill of Sidapoor, 1540 
Erelong we came beside the towering steeps 
Whose range here severs India’s coastward length. 
Their opening gorge through the Muntunna pass 
Enrapt in wondering awe, our journey cross’d, 
Whence leftward, by those huge Ghauts’ sloping 
Beyond the head of rivers deep, which hence [base, 
Swell in proud progress toward the neighbour coast, 
We pass’d the Cotiote country, and declined 
Down to the beached shores of Malabar : 

Then reach’'d again with joy the haven-town, 

To us not strange, of ancient Calicut. 1551 
Gain’d thus the sea’s marge on Ind’s other side, 
We seem’d again on Britain’s element.” 


So as he utter’d, eager asks the King: 


“¢ And saw you then the Zamorin, to bespeak 
(As first design’d) for commerce favour meet ?” 


Instant the attentive Sighelm thus replied : 
“ Truly, my liege, at more propitious hour 


On like design intent, we fail’d not then 
The Zamorin’s friendly favour to bespeak. 1560 
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And to that end (by other notice kind 1561 
More to his own commended) we disclosed 

Our sovereign’s gracious gifts, and letters brought 
From Syrian hands, or friends on shores of Ind. 
The merchant Moors and Arab Saracens 

Here resident, methought, with jealous watch 
Eyed our reception, who exclusive trade 

Seek to sustain along Arabia’s shores, 

And to themselves preserve on either side, 
Whether from Ind along the Red-sea gulf, 

Or passing Persia’s realm to Bosra’s haven ; 

Since chief her grandeur proud Arabia owes = 1572 
To commerce, and thereon may likeliest found 
The glorious splendours of her Caliphate. 

Albeit, methought, extended trade with us 

May well be made Arabia’s interest too.” 


Then thus learn’d Erigen remarks : 

** Alike 
I fain would deem, friendly relation yet 
Our Britain may with Arab nations hold. 
Recal we not, in height of Roman power, 
The wise Augustus deem’d it not beneath 
His own imperial dignity, for sake 1583 
Of Rome’s augmented grandeur, to despatch 
Eastward a gorgeous embassy, with aim 
To make Arabia’s active race his friends? 
Likeliest, besure, in hope to make his own 
Arabia’s treasures, drawn from climes of Ind, 
Gold, pearls, Sabzan odours, rarest gems. 
What hinders then, ere long, that Britain’s King 
Such high exampled care shall copy too?” 


‘<I deem (sage Sighelm earnestly replies) 
Of nations such the concord may be won, 
For unimpeded commerce all the way. 1594 
Our primal care must henceforth waft our ships 
Across the southering sea Mediterrene, 
To Alexander’s famed Egyptian haven : 
There with eld Egypt’s as the Arabian tribes 
To form in speeding time commutual league, 
Haply win too some deign’d colonial seat, 
Nor will, meseems, those tribes such tie refuse ; 
E’en on like terms of friendship, as allow'd 
We witness with the prized Venetians now: 
Trade onward prospering thence with shores of Ind.” 


Then thus the sovereign : 1605 


— —— 
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‘‘ Happy do we feel 
To mark proud hope dawn in appliance such. 
Tell then, our graced ambassador, what course 
Might homeward draw your watchful journey back ? 
Dared your adventurous spirit to explore 
To India’s regions other passage too?” 


Instant with flush of triumph, that bespoke 
His bosom’s pleasure, to the King’s appeal 
Ind’s prime explorer fondly thus replied : 1614 


‘‘ My liege, e’en that proved my endeavour too. 
Anxious to see and learn, and as the mean 
Of future commerce, for my country’s use 
And after-memory, try to climes of Ind 
The other way, I deem’d by ocular proof 
To glean acquaintance with lands interposed, 
And homeward by a varied track return. 
After enquiry strict at Calicut, 
I fix’d the firm resolve, for sake of change, 
By Persia's gulf to bend my redient way. 
Waiting awhile, soon as great nature’s law 
Brought the known signal of the wont monsoon, 
Which the wind’s alter’d current turns inverse, 
Embarking in an Indian ship, we steer’d 1628 
Our northward progress past Ind’s western coast, 
And held right on, sped by the favouring gale; 
Till reach’d we soon Bombay’s propitious isle, 
For commerce, as meseem’d, from England's shores 
Apter than any haven yet discern’d. 
Awhile the favour’d station we admired, 
And mused on future structures here, we deem’d, 
Yet to arise, when England’s sons with pride 
Spreading their country’s power and glory far 
Hereafter here should plant their settled seat. 
Scarce might our hasting eagerness adinit 1639 
Slight pause to note the wondrous monuments 
Of antique art, which to this vicinage 
Lend fame, that points to Elephanta’s cells, 
Salsette’s fair isle, and Ellora’s pillar’d caves. 
Thence cross the wider main, our vessel, borne 
Toward blest Arabia’s coast, with wafted sail 
Approach’d the gleamy harbour of Muscat, 
Whose peace brief while refresh’d our sea-tost toil. 
Quitting the shores of fragrant Araby, 
Beyond its dexter verge we stretch'd, and held 
Toward Persia's gulfy gorge, which as our sight 
Enrapt approach’d, my brooding memory 1651 
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Dwelt on great Alexander’s vast design, 1652 
Assign’d to his bold ammiral’s worthy charge, 
(Ere yet at Babylon himself expired, ) 

Trusty Nearchus; who in cypress- fleet, 
New-built, the products of the vanquish’d east 

To happy purpose turn’d, by genius bigh 

Destined these new-won regions to explore, 

And ope to traflic of the distant west. 

Here still to busied fancy I retraced 

Such voyage eld, in Arrian’s pages told : 

And thought admiring on the master-mind 

Of him, the world’s prime chieftain, who but stretch'd 
Conquest with ampler scope to bless mankind. 1664 
Fond hope inspired me, that in after-day 

His noblest purpose we should yet extend 

From our own unthought Britain’s humbler realm. 
Then gain’d we Ormus’ isle renown’d, in waves 
Set as ‘ the jewel of the world,’ and hence 
Hereafter from such happy station hoped 

To draw the wealth of Persia as of Ind. 

Tracing the precincts of whose site, we there 

Saw the famed Indian fig, its single tree 

Of eldest date, which to the wondering eyes 

Of man’s successive generations still 1675 
Spreads in fresh growth through rolling centuries.” 


“‘ Strange is the tale (the admiring King observed) 
New to our ear. But whither sped you on?” 


Instant at this Ind’s messenger replied : 


‘<Then pass’d we on the right hand Persia’s coast, 
And sands by divers sought for pearls of price, 
A rich proud land, with silken glories gay, 
In state majestic of the flowing shawl, 
And all the lavish wealth which nature here 1684 
Unfolds o’er regions neighbour to the sun. 
So on we sail’d, observant, till at head 
Of Persia’s gulfy main, our eager bark 
Flew to the breast of Bussora’s welcome port ; 
Haven of rest, from eldest time renown’d, 
For tracts that here their meeting treasures lead, 
And garments dyed with colours bright and rare. 
In Bussora’s streets, we could not but admire 
Her numerous mosques, and thronging minarets ; 
Her hummum-baths, upraised of sun-baked earth, 
Or the heap’d treasures of her long bazaar, 
Diffused o’er space, we deem’d, a double mile. 1696 
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Announced as strangers, sole within the hall 1697 
Of the town’s ruler might we be received : 

Nor see the interior chamber’s homely peace. 
Wam’d, for our coming journey o’er the tracts 
Haunted by Arab tribes, we here assumed 

New habits like the Armenian merchant's guise.” 


So as he said, the watchful Erigen, 
Himself a venturous traveller, enquires : 


‘“‘ Say, generous pilgrim, then, how fared you on? 
Pass’d you by care the dangerous track, unharm’d ?” 


Instant, pleased Sighelm, so enquired, replies : 1707 


‘‘ In Bussora’s crowded mart our charge engaged, 
To shield our safety hence, an Arab Sheik, 
With boats no less than three, holding escort 
In number thirty men, guards bold and tried : 
For faithful ever such are justly deem’d, 
Whene’er attach’d on such commission’d trust, 
And with a liberal courage entertain’d. 
Instructed, ere we parted, and supplied 
With our firmaun’s credential, purporting 1716 
Our name and object, with a signet-seal 
Mark’d, or by reeds in broad black character, 
Hence we proceeded on our perill’d way. 
Then track’d by oars, or dragg’d by toil of men, 
Our eager course, undaunted, we pursued 
Up Bussora’s river, proud Euphrates’ flood, 
And joy’d, in such our progress, to admire 
The lofty date-trees, or sweet-scented shrubs 
That here the water’s margent decorate, 
Frequent aspiring o’er its verdurous banks, 
No less with fragrance than with cheer of fruits, 
Pomegranate, citron, or the cluster’d vine, 1728 
Whose far-diffusive fragrance wooes the air. 
Else the eye linger’d over pastoral scenes, 
Where cattle various, sheep, or fleecy goats, 
At ease would sport, or in cool shades repose. 
Thus on we glided, passing in our way 
By Corna’s verdurous bowers, where fancy’s self 
May scarcely need tradition’s eld report, 
To point primeval Eden’s garden-site, 
Where mingling rivers meet the Tigris stream. 
Thus on we progress’d by the kingly flood, 
Till Hillah’s antique walls our course attain’d, 
Believed the site of pristine Babylon, 1740 
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The glory famed of eld Chaldwa’s clime. 1741 
So as we track’d Euphrates’ stately stream, 

Fond we recall’d in pleasing reverie, 

The willow’d banks where Israel’s captives sat 
And hung their harps unused to Sion’s song. 
Bab-Hillah’s wondrous ruins we admired, 

Where Ammon's conquering son of old had died, 
And thought alike whatever history tells 

Of scriptured Nimrod, or Semiramis, 

And her aérial gardens, and the walls 

Along whose summit chariots traced abreast 

The circling journey of her city’s pomp, 1752 
Rank’d as the wonder of the general earth ; 

And of her people, rich in gorgeous art, 

Whose sons inventive stalk’d in cloth of gold.” 


Intent the according Erigen thus cheers : 


‘* In such your track, brave pilgrim, you but tell 
Of scenes my fancy too erst long’d to view : 
Well may I envy your more fortuned lot, 
Sdeigning fatigue or danger whatsoe’er, 
Yet by the favour’d sight at last o’erpaid. 
And found you here ought to encourage too 1762 
Your mission’s object ?—Generous herald, tell.” 


Prompt, then, delighted Sighelm thus return’d: 


‘‘ Here too Nestorian Christians glad we found, 
Who (learn’d our errand) fondly deign’d accord 
No less protection than kind counsel, both 
To further us along our speeded way. 

From Hillah’s ruin'd site, we progress’d then 

On steeds here hired, and took our guarded path 
Where Bagdad’s walls o’er Tigris’ flood aspire : 
The stately Caliph's capital, who boasts 1772 
Descent through line of princely Abbas’ stock. 
Mesopotamia’s region thus I found 

Held the Nestorian Christians’ chiefest seat, 
Acknowledged here: whither indeed one cause 
Induced my steps, with purpose to concert 

With these the brethren friendly to our hope, 
Means to diffuse no less Christ’s faith divine, 
Than ope for ripening commerce prospects new. 
Pleased too the Armenian merchants here we mark’d 
Industrious, and with minds to trade inclined, 
While as with fond consent the Christian sires, 
Conversing in the Latin classic tongue, 1784 
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Communicate ideas, frankly due 1785 
To useful knowledge and Christ’s sacred cause : 
Thus with each other along all the course 

Of missions far prolong’d *twixt east and west, 
Holding responsive intercourse, intent 

Specially to diffuse their common faith ; 

Nor less by ships, or merchant-caravans, 
Knowing events of climes, howe'er remote. 

Scarce could we sate roused curiosity 

In Bagdad’s streets, the theme of eld romance ; 
And in its crowded mart held intercourse 
With blended nations of the various earth, 1796 
Lapp’d in delight ’mong sights and manners strange.” 


Eager the King adjoins: 
‘‘ Your journey’s track 
Presents new interest to our noteful ear. 
And tell, what ease of progress found you on 
Such as may yield this passage future use ?”’ 


Ind’s messenger returns : 
‘* For England’s care 
And after commerce with the courted east, 
The thought of that our best appliance drew. 
Bearing due letters from the ruling chief, 
The foreign envoy, or the merchant, bent 1808 
Singly on peaceful trade, methonght, would meet 
Protection sure. The messenger-Tatars 
Of any neighbour government with ease 
Can ’gainst the open desert’s Arab tribes 
Obtain successive guards, refusing cost, 
With train of steeds, in martial cavalcade, 
Tents too, and all of needful equipage. 
Admitted such authority, if gain’d, 
The stranger's way is ever sacred held, 
Rarely disturb‘d, or insult unavenged. 1818 
Such the Nestorian Christians can provide, 
Under the Caliph’s charge, engaged as scribes, 
Or oft dispensing art medicinal. 
Horses and needful camels thus procured, 
With apt attendants, hence we soon prepared 
To cross the desert’s near expanse, nor fail’d 
Solicit and obtain the state’s firman, 
Changing our habit’s guise to the Tatar’s. 
Letters alike of commendation kind 
With us we bore, which openly besought, 
Merchant to merchant, to afford us aid 
With money and protection at our need. 1830 
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Assembled thus in order’d caravan, 1831 
O’er the great desert we assumed our way 
Toward that eld glory of the wilderness, 

Tadmor of early fame: with seemly state 

Led by our Arab sheik and duteous guards, 

We of Armenian merchants seem’d a band. 

Thus as we slowly cross’d the sterile sands, 

As many men as beasts, our eager sight 

Discern’d some single palm-tree here and there ; 
Or haply linger’d, cheer’d by some green spot 

Or fountain fresh, where with clear-sparkling lymph 
Our water-skins found glad replenishment. 

Or if at settled hour in chosen spot 1843 
We pitch’d our tents to yield our camels rest, 
With mirth amid fatigue, we would pursue 

Wild hares that curious hover'd by our track, 

Or with the native melon’s luscious juice, 
Refresh’d our thirst at ease in calm repose : 
Keeping with cautious beed strict watch the while, 
Against the roving sons of Ishmael. 

While the sun’s rise, his zenith, or decline, 
Measured our hours, such proved our pilot too, 
Guiding our course through the wide sea of sand. 
Thus with brief sleeps in open air, we cross’d 
Mesopotamia’s region and the land 1855 
Of Ur far-famed, wherein of elder time 

Good Abraham dwelt, and dreaming Jacob saw 
The angel-ladder that aspired to heaven. 

Thus as we progress’d on, day following day 
With meted space, we deem’d us midway come 
*Twixt proud Euphrates’ and Orontes’ flood, 

And there amid the desert’s vast expanse, 

We hail’d with novel wonder and delight, 
Surpassing all in sateless ecstasy, 

Palmyra’s site renown’d, that elder seat, 

Design’d of old by regal Solomon, 1866 
By him as ‘ Tadmor of the desert’ rear’d: 

Loved of the Greekish race in after day, 

But later graced by much of Roman art, 

Under the great Augustus’ favouring care, 

Or of successive emperors’ rival task. 

Still the vast ruins of its splendid fane, 

Dedicate to the sun, the pomp bespoke 

Of famed Zenobia, erst its patron Queen. 

The thronging columns of its eld bazaar, 

Here ranged along in peerless majesty, 

Apt too for merchandise, our wonder drew, 

And unquench’d admiration, while we thought 1873 
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(E’en as in Egypt, mark’d of ancient Thebes) 1879 
How this proud city had its grandeur owed 

To commerce, tracing from that source its rise, 
The central station formed ’twixt Persia’s sea 
And the far glory of imperial Rome: 

Since its throng’d seat invited intercourse 

’Tween the Midtérrene and Euphrates’ flood : 

At first chosen doubtless for its plenteous springs, 
And verdurous shelter of unfailing rest. 

Paused we awhile, debating here in mind, 

If to Aleppo we should shape our course, 
Tending some merchant-caravan, sped thence 1:90 
Onward to Antioch’s walls and Scanderoon, 
Known as the way to eld Byzantium’s mart: 

Or whether to Damascus we should bend 
Southward, returning past Jerusalem. 

The last deliberative we preferrd, 

Its friendly patriarch Abel once again 

Anxious to see; to bring him good report; 
Engage e’en yet his aid, and make avail 

His friendship’s use at Alexandria’s port, 

Ere yet our careful pilgrimage should part 

From out these regions of the orient.” 1901 


So as he told, the travell’d Erigen 
Eager adjoins : 
‘©So would your various course 
Reach e’en that Syria, by myself erst seen, 
Yet theme of lively interest, evernew. [steps ?” 
Say, homeward then how turn’d your venturous 


Instant Ind’s pleased ambassador resumes : 


‘¢ Therefore we hasted onward, and our track 
(From Bagdad haply sped some thrice ten days) 
Urged toward Damascus’ city fair, and traced 
Its terraced gardens, and its fountains cool, 1912 
And soothing river in charm’d current led, 

And marts of long array with riches strange. 
Though here we knew our course from Sidon’s port 
Distant but two days’ travel, yet our feet 

Hence rather southering turn’d with eager haste 
To view the far-famed wonders of Baalbec, 

That ‘ City of the sun,’ where as the boast 

Of Syria’s region it sublimely towers, 

And calls rapt thought to distant ages back: 

Till thence again with rapture we approach’d 

The turrets proud of Hierusalem. 1923 
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Her holy patriarch, Abel, here we hail'd, 1924 
Kind cause of all our journey’s pilgrimage ; 

To him we all unfolded, and with him 

Mingled fond tears of joy, while lofty hopes 
Swell’d in our bosoms for Christ’s sacred cause, 
And sympathy for martyr’d Thomas’ flock, 
Destined to flourish yet on shores of Ind. 

His furthering aid and lettets we obtain’d, 
Imparting kind our purposes and names 

To Alexandria’s patriarch, then the seat 

Where commerce most was studied and admired. 
Then soon in a swift galley borne away 1935 
From Joppa’s shore to Alexandria’s haven, | 

In its throng'd port we stay'd awhile, with pride 
Deliver'd our credentials, and bespoke 

A league of amity for England’s King. 

Here with the Christian merchants too we pledged 
Fond hope of future intercourse at hand 

From our own nation, which we found received 
With friendly courtesy and interest kind. 

How the Venetians traded here we mark’d, 

And sought for us permission, as for them. 

Nor deem’d we fail'd : for Alexandria’s chief, 

By its Nestorian patriarch so induced, 1947 
Nor less by honour’d Abel’s influence moved, 
Entreated us with much attentive care; 

Shew’d us whate’er in Egypt's capital 

Might likeliest draw the stranger’s curious gaze: 
Memorials extant yet of ancient lore, 

(Such as had ’scaped fell Omar's fiery spoil) 

The charts and writings of Phenicians old, 

Or notes of Alexander’s officers, 

With much of interest deep and foreign art. 

Then in our own awaiting vessel sped, 

We sail’d, much cheer'd, from Alexandria’s port, 
Quitting its column of proportions fair, 1959 
Here dedicated to great Pompey’s name, 

And Cleopatra’s sculptured obelisk, 

With hieroglyphic symbols graven o’er ; 

‘Or the commanding Pharos that extends 

Its friendly light above the level shores, 
Forewarning merchants o’er the midland main. 
Then as we pass‘d through isles of the Levant, 
Fond hope and presage we indulged the while 
That our own unthought Britain yet should be 

The island-Queen ; transcend even Venice’ self, 
Till justly glorying in their throne of waves, 

Her naval people from her shores should bear 1971 
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The products of her own unrivall’d arts, 1972 
The heralds as the treasurers of mankind, 
And prove in this true sovereigns of the world.” 


Then thus the monarch : 
‘¢ Education such, 

On generous freedom based, shall sure exalt 
Our Britain’s people to that glorious height, 
Whose birthright ever shall be held to be 
Free, every man, e’en as his proper thought. 
Such happy ease of felt security 
Virtue alone can prosper and inspire. 1982 
Tell then, this much-loved Britain reach’d you soon ?” 


Instant, the venturous Sighelm thus return’d : 


‘* Crossing with swift course thro’ the midland sea, 
Past Atlas’ straits amid the Atlantic main, 
We turn'd in sight of the long Lusian shores, 
That front the falling sun, and borne away 
Our wing’d ship sped to England’s southern coast. 
Which hail’d with joy after two years of toil, 
Fain we our mission’s story would have told, 
Recounted to our sovereign master’s ear: 1992 
But that his thoughts amid the troubled time 
Wars and distracting cares of state engaged, 
That ne’er occasion such might lend at full, 
Reserved, it seems, for this shut cell;—if aught 
The tale my country yet may serve or please.” 


He ceased; while rapt attent his words pursued. 
Whom thus the King accosts, with air benign: 


‘“« Truly, kind friend, and patriot messenger, 
To thee thy country’s thanks are amply due. 
Still thy relation shall by me be held 2002 
Fraught with deep interest, and hereafter stored 
For England’s use in constant memory. 
Our loneliest hours we thus have made avail 
To prosper trade’s advancement in our isle. 
Needs but one victory ’gainst our country’s foes, 
So to complete the realm's deliverance, 
When naval power shall all our summ’d designs 
For universal commerce full achieve. 
All then shall follow in one happy train, 
And of our country's glory as her bliss 
Ourselves be deem’d the founders and the sires. 
To ope the general world and nations new 2014 
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(As erst was Alexander’s great design) 2015 
Shall be our England’s envied lot; her right 

No less to speed than ever to maintain. 

The zeal of England’s manly hearts shall yet 
Accomplish all, whose spirit shall be proved 
Ready to stake ease, wealth, health, life, to work 
Their country’s weal and spreading happiness.” 


With seemly gratitude graced Sighelm bow’d, 
While a serene delight the audience held 
Enrapt in reverie of lively hope. 
These even here glad earnest of suecess 2025 
Presage, when to the monarch gallant Guy 
Prefers his homage, and enrols his claim 
’Mong favour’d merchant-bands to hold a place; 
Longing (he tells) to seize the hour, assign’d 
To ’suage his passion for adventure more. 
Nor less too then the princely Athelwold 
(Though somewhat e’en with jealous envy touch’d) 
Reiterates alike his own request 
To see the world, and in it win some rule, 
Wherein (he tells) he sees advancement none 
Ope for himself, to aggrandize a name, 
Save through adventure and discovery. 2037 
So (as in sailor fashion) turbulent, 
He vents his restless spirit, haught, yet brave. 
Yet both these ardent tempers for awhile 
The King restrains, and rein’d in timely check, 
Would bend their valour now to present need: 
Tells that hereafter both shall haply own 
Their wish at full, and answer on the sea 
Consummate hope, achieving glory’s height, 
Gracing alike the merchant as the prince. 


So pass’d awhile at Athelney the hours 
On themes of high resolve and patriot use: 2018 
The future seems at hand, and all is felt 
In progress to success and triumph sure. 
Nor long might pause ensue, ere following now 
The sovereign’s counsel, with best care to watch 
Present occasion, and attend the time, 
(For their own part of means, whate’er they may, 
To work their country’s prime deliverance) 
The noble Rohand, Warwick's new-come earl, 
With his young guest and knight, the gallant Guy, 
Impatient wish declares to join again 
Their daring band, in Cheddar's cliffs conceal’d, 
Or Wokey’s cavern; in whose company 2060 
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Still to pursue their form’d design, and hope 2061 

Yet to discover Somerset’s loved earl, 

The noble Rayner, (Rohand’s friend and kin) 

Long lost, and still in spite of quest unmet ; 

(Ah! little deem’d they, that in Windsor’s towers 

Immured through treacherous guile the hero pined) 

Haply too by his side alike to greet 

His gentle spouse, (remember’d with regard) 

The kind Fidelia, friend of England’s Queen, 

Both justly dear to Somersetian hearts, 

Who mourn their leader’s loss, their shield and guide: 

Whon, if once found again, would thousand swords 

Start forth, aroused, to follow to the death: 3073 

Through Rayner’s care too haply to reclaim 

His former kin affined, (ah! lapsed from faith) 

Revolted Kenwulph, Mercia’s regal chief: 

Perhaps by added watch ere long to seize 

And with just overthrow in ruin whelm 

The false Hianfrid, while the traitor prowls 

Among his castled Somersetian seats, 

Wrested from exiled Rayner’s rightful sway ; 

The same, whose fell assault endanger'd late 

(Plotting insidious snares for England’s friends) 

The fair Felicia’s safety, as their own. 2084 

Such their desire and fix’d intent ere long 

To his kind sovereign and assembled train 

With courteous mention Warwick’s earl imparts ; 

Adding fresh hope, that haply they may thus 

Attach yet other friends, whose furthering aid 

May ’gainst the traitor with their own combine. 

Promise they pledge to keep strict watch abroad, 

Soon to return, and with the sylvan isle 

To hold meanwhile preserved intelligence. 

At such announcement of her sire’s resolve 

And favour’d lover’s parting, her alarm 

The fair Felicia vainly checks, but vents 2096 

Tender expostulation, that would seek 

These to retain in safer Athelney ; 

Reminds of dangers near, how late escaped ! 

Or if to part, fain would herself again 

Accompany their steps, nor timeless lose. 

But her with fond parental voice the sire 

Gently appeases; such her sweet request 

Dissuades, and tells he leaves her but awhile 

Safe bere with Mercia’s Queen, their former friend 

And courtly patron, and with noble hearts 

Of valour tried, princes, and England’s King. 

These will protect her best: where else so safe 2108 
VOL. V. z 
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As in such noble guard? But for themselves, 2109 
Though seeking for awhile more troubled scenes, 
The cliffs and caves they know, or crypted cells 
Of Avalon, will yet their perill’d course 

Screen, till their prompt return, with hope renew'd 
And to their country some fresh good presaged. 
But e’en while absent, they may haply watch 

Too near approach of danger, hovering round ; 
And prove protectors of the noble band, 

Shut in retreats of wooded Athelney. 


Nor less at such advice does Mercia’s Queen 
Add her own soothing voice, with kindly hope 
Express’d, the cherish’d Rayner so to gain; = z1z! 
Combining too her tender memory 
Of one, beloved so much of England’s Queen, 
The kind Fidelia: venturing e’en presage, 

Such care may yet bring tidings of them all; 
Alas! unknown, where haply wandering now, 
In lorn distress, if yet in life preserved : 
Perchance the Mercian Kenwulph yet reclaim, 
And lead his power to duty’s ranks again. 


Charged thus with blessings kind and fond adieus, 
The heroes part :—engaging prompt resort, 213! 
Or message fraught with aught of interest new. 
Fain would the princely Athelwold their steps 
Accompany, who urges long such suit, 

Withheld as oft, but in the guarded isle 

Bidden to rest awhile, with presence there 

For weightier expedition yet reserved. 

After these two the faithful Athelard 

And gallant Edgar, with the vicinage 

Acquainted each, go forth on several watch : 
Perhaps with Rohand and his daring band — 2a 
To hold concert, whose wild retreats are known. 


But long these had not parted hence, ere now 
New danger from another source unlook’d 
Breaks forth at home, and fell sedition’s worm 
E’en amid Athelney’s own quiet breast. 

For thus with such reluctance left behind, 

The spirit fierce of princely Athelwold 

Broods in fresh discontent and deep chagrin, 
Whose lurking canker in its dark effect 

Threats other needful friends and noble hearts, 
But late to duteous loyalty regain’d, 

Back to withdraw, seceding hence again, 2153 
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And proudest hopes in progress yet confound. 2154 
Uneath, retired in haughty solitude, 

With indignation stung, he meditates 

Silent and secret, much with envy moved 

At honours shower'd of late on youthful Guy ; 
Yet by remembrance of his travel’s tale, 

Enflamed with added longing to depart. 

Till haply wild ambition, (crude soe’er) 

So rankling in his bosom, bursts in words. 


“« How do I mark myself outstripp'd, excell’d, 
By every puny peasant! ’gainst my choice 2164 
Doom’d here to pine in hateful idleness ; 

Barr’d in this lonely dungeon from the prize 

Of glory, honours, sway, my proper night. 

How boils my blood at this, while I perceive 
Clouds of injustice thrown o’er me and mine 

To shade the brighter lustre of our house! 

If ships were but conceded now to me, 

As promised to this wandering merchant here, 

Or e’en entrusted to a mission’d priest, 

Nay, to a very foreigner, dispatch'd 

On charged commission ’gainst our country’s foes, 
E’en northern Octher against Hasting sent, 2176 
What puissance could J not attach, combine, 
What rule acquire! such as should yet fulfil, 

Or pass, the due hopes of my birth and name.” 


So pondering, thoughts of novel enterprize 
Almost to madness fire his haughty soul, 
Until his turbulent impatience, roused 
To pass ungovernable, in his heart 
Fermenting and exasperate by remorse, 
Begins to prove its dangerous working too 
On other minds, its baleful influence spreads, 
And the state’s needful pillars aims to assail. 2187 
But in such mood first to a kindred mind 
He flies, a wont and willing oracle, 

His matron-mother, sister of Kent’s earl, 
Ambitious widow of dead Ethelbert, 

The haught Eltruda. To her ear he trusts 
The secret troubles of his restless mind ; 
His settled resolution hence to part 

At hazard whatsoe’er, so he but scape 
This scene of sleep and lazed inertitude. 


‘‘ The sea (he tells) is wide enough, and there 
It may be mine to see the spacious world, 2198 
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Somewhere to win due honours to my part, 2199 
So I but own my native liberty ; 

E’en as a low-born rustic, (we discern) 

Or roving trader, fore myself can gain. 

Join’d I but naval Octher’s fleet, ’twere well ; 
Something were e’en command subordinate, 

If ships and higher rule be yet denied. 

If this be check’d too, e’en as volunteer 

In some bold sea-King’s service of the north, 

(So but on equal foot admitted there) 

On the free ocean will I seek awhile 

The prize of glory, riches, title, rank, 2210 
And win a kingdom by my proper act. 

Were better far, and late I e’en preferr’d, 

To join the wild marauding Cheddar-band 

Than stupefaction in this monster’d den: 

But e’en that sphere of action is withheld. 

Yet here I cannot live :—rest, sleep, food, all 

One uncontroll’d sole passion quite precludes.” 


So as he told, the greedy mother hears, 
Yielding new way to her own deep disdain, 
And with her dangerous voice but more confirms 
The fierce spleen of her offspring’s fiery spirit: 2221 
Reminds him of his sire’s past heritage, 
Owns herself with such princely majesty 
Well-pleased, which thus aspires to wrest a crown, 
His birth-right, and his own by nature’s law. 
Him then she counsels to stern enterprize, 
Studiously to withdraw the stately Kent, 
Her brother, and the prince’s kin of power, 
Whose name and bearing well will grace the cause. 
With ease, most like, the noble Sussex’ son, 
The wont companion of his youthful hours, 
To hope of naval action may be won; 2232 
Through whom too then the sire, brave Sussex’ self, 
Of valour fond, and prone to sea-affairs, 
Glorying in ships along his wave-wash’d coast. 
Him such engagement new (she deems) will best 
Wean from sad thoughts of his loved daughter’s loss, 
Corroding his mind’s peace, while left at rest ; 
Possess alike the spleenful brother too. 
Nor less (she tells) Wilt’s rash and fiery chief, 
The gallant Aylwin, such emprize will hail, 
And proud lead many a comrade to its call. 
But only to ber son’s unguarded haste 
Her care advises caution, nor to yield 
Intemperate action to a thought too crude. 2245 
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Nor he delays: but his seductive scheme 2246 
First to his boon companion, Sussex’ son, 
Open, undaunted, bold, and noble youth, 
From boyhood train’d in nautic hardihood, 
The prince unfolds. Full soon his ready zeal 
To aught of gallant enterprize persuades 
The generous eagerness of Sussex’ blood ; 
To whom he tells of glory new at hand, 
And honours suitable achieved at sea, [sails, 
Where with spread flags, fair breeze, and swelling 
They soon shall revel in wont jollity : 
Till in his noble comrade’s breast he wakes = 2257 
Impetuous ardour, answering his own ; 
Happy confess’d to join whate’er attempt 
His honour’d sire shall sanction and promote. 
Then to that sire the prince adverts his way, 
Whom by the sought tent of Kent’s friendly earl 
He finds reposing, in wont sadden’d mood, 
For solace of uneasy melancholy 
Listening to song of Kent’s young knightly page, 
Which, as he said, sooth’d his hurt bosom’s pang, 
Resembling (it might e’en to fancy seem) 
The voice of her, his own loved daughter lost, 
Till its sweet tones would drop into his ear, 2269 
Infusing thoughts of by-gone happiness. 
Then haply at some pause with interest fond 
The sire bereaved would dwell in plaintive strain 
On the dear memory of his treasure fled ; 
And tenderly would to the prince he loves 
Lament her worth, who long had known her too: 
Sums the good qualities of her now gone, 
He fears, for ever—in pain, sickness, still 
At hand, affectionate, meek, trusty, true ; 
In heart surpassing, but no less in mind 
Graced by each feminine accomplishment. 
Alas ! that such sweet promise e’er should be 2281 
Blasted, and by a villain’s insult driven 
To flight—to unknown fate—most like, to death ! 
With indignation deep the chieftain burns 
Against the unknown offender whomsoe’er, 
The foul dishonourer of his house and name. 
While of the foster’d prince the doting sire 
Entreats with earnest suit the friendly aid 
Such insult to discover and avenge. 


‘* How happy (adds sad Sussex) seems each sire, 
In mark’d possession of such treasure dear, 
The noble Rohand in Felicia’s love, 2292 
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Our neighbour Kent, in sweet Matilda's grace, 
Devon, in lovely Hilda’s angel charms ; 
I only mourn, the robb’d insulted sire !”’ 


So as he said, the sorrowing father hid 
His earth-bow’d visage in his screening palms. 


At such watch’d sight, remorse and secret shame 
Smote on the prince’s heart, which on this theme 
Knew and felt more than it could dare confess. 

In silence as he gazed, first o’er his face 2301 
Spread a deep blush; then sudden paleness there 
Chasing the rubeous tint, might almost speak 
Inward embarrassment, yet unexplain‘d, 

That seem’d not e’en divested of alarm. 

But to the sire, rapt in so tristful mood, 

More wary, with sunk voice, the prince appeals, 
And gently tells, in tone of sympathy, 

That were but ships assign’d, or used, their own, 
Bearing their busied course from hence abroad, 
On some proud errand in their country’s cause, 
Such charge would chase these melancholy thoughts, 
And change their spell-like gloom to active joy. 


‘‘ Ah! were we but employ'd in daring guide 
Of some bold ammiral, or e’en our own, 
Fallen England’s glory to maintain at sea: 
Along her channel’s wave our Sussex’ coast 
Yet to defend ’gainst Hasting’s conquering pride; 
To chase the robber from his forted seat, 
Bearding the strand, once owning other lords, 
Now mocking state of castled Arundel. 
Oh! could we shield our country thus, as erst 
Ourselves have done, when with the red-cross flag 
We cruised far e’en as shores of Sicily, 2324 
While gaily borne o’er England’s cherish’d sea 
Along the verge of France, we forced each bark 
Veil her high top before us, as of right, 
In token of our island’s sovereignty. 
How are we cabin’d now in this lone spot, 
Sole by our dreaming uncle’s fond caprice, 
Whose interest, ’tis, meseems, to keep us down! 
Such barren idlesse can provoke but scorn, 
While here in wasted ease drags on the day, 
And foreign Octher, with hired Frisian crews, 
Wrests on our seas a glory, which of right 
Solely pertains to nobles of our isle !” 2336 
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Nor fails his animated eloquence 2337 
And passion’d eagerness of deep effect, 
E’en on the elder Sussex’ noble heart, 
For while his son too adds concurring words, 
The generous earl, himself a sailor bred, 
_ Warm, gallant, blunt, not weighing consequence, 
But only bent upon the present aim, 
Frank to the prince he loves, (whose bravery erst 
Himself has oft admired,) extends his hand 
In token of assent, and his own word 
Pledges in such a moved attempt to join. 2347 


After commencement such and progress sped, 
The prince, embolden’d, elsewhere further plies 
The hoped seduction, and the illustrious Kent, 
His uncle, brother of the widow-Queen, 

With fresh persuasion’s argument accosts. 

To whose high, stately mind the princely stem 
Haught indignation in his tone assumes, 

And tells, unrest and anger chase his sleep, 

While pondering what insulting ravages 

Rack dearest Kent, of old the appanage 

Of England's princes, till to other throne 

Of late united under auspice new. 2359 


‘* Nathless, my feelings still remain unchanged. 
But shall our princedom famed of ancient Kent, 
Till now esteem’d invincible, still seen 
Free and with crest erect, cower first to foes? 
Shall Dover’s castle yield, and cringing stoop 
Its towers, submissive to the roving Dane? 

Oh! let us break from hence, nor brook this shame, 
Here dozing, sunk, in helpless indolence ; 

But from that Dover’s cliffs, now justly pale, 
When her own nobles slink away for fear, 

Burst forth again upon Kent’s little world, —-2370 
The robber chase on his own element, 

And speed careering to full glory’s goal. 

Sussex is willing, so his gallant son: 

Myself am ready, and to enterprize 

Whate’er, that may our suffering country save, 
Doubtless the other eastern peers will blend. 
Brave Surrey, with the naval Essex too, 

Sure will not slack, and likeliest too with these 
The noble Aylwin, pride of Wilts, for fight 

Still prompt, with prowess led from Southern- Wales.” 


To him, his kin, the generous Kent responds ; 
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Who owns, his sister too, Eltruda’s self, 2382 
Has erst not fail’d, in private interview, 

To urge like reasons for his parture hence, 
Which rather he had check’d, since her he knew 
Haught, resolute, by selfish passion sway’d, 
Merging in this, perchance, the public good. 
Yet now persuaded more, if aught of plan 

Can be matured, that may to likely end 

Tend of the public weal, his aid alike 

Shall not be wanting, with his presence lent: 
Most, if the eastern chiefs the scheme approve. 


Delight at such success e’en passing hope, 
The haught seducer fires, and swells his breast. 


Soon of her father’s motions and intent 
Aware, the fond Matilda, ill at ease, 
Feels but disturb’d alarm, and her swift thought, 
Keen, penetrating, when her eager search 
Discerns the cause, sees in such form’d design 
Self-will’d ambition lurk, in shew of zeal, 
Sprung haply of her aunt’s proud discontent, 
In dark result portending, as she deems, 
But mischief and the country’s injury. 2403 
More too, when with prompt-baited argument 
The roused seducer stops not to address 
The noble Essex, much to nautic themes 
Addict, and to such temper bends his suit. 
Then to the kindly Surrey next he turns, 
The bounteous nobleman, profuse of state 
And hospitality from times of old. 
Him hope would fain combine in form’d emprize, 
Which his fair province soon may wrest from grasp 
Of tyrant foes, and rescue princely Shene. 
Nor to the gallant scion of his house, 
Young, bold, companion of the elder prince, 2415 
Wants like appeal, to wake his lion-spirit, 
Albeit awhile composed in dreamy ease. 


Prince /Edelm too alike the brother’s voice 
Essays in such his project to attach ; 
But, seen reluctant, him not fails to taunt 
With sneer contemptuous, counselling to stay 
Here by Matilda’s side, his cousin kind ; 
Her with some ditty, warbled to the lute, 
And soft love-sonnet, he thus best can please. 
Nathless, himself shall part, and with bold spirits, 
Burning alike to march amid the world, 2426 
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With such appliance too his busied zeal 
Assails the gallant Aylwin, Wilts’ high peer, 
Whose rash and fiery openness he knows 
_ Credulous, boundless in proud confidence : 

Him he entrains with prospect shewn at hand, 
Full-fraught with bold adventure and attack, 

To which seems most his eager nature prone ; 

Be’t first but reconnoitre, yet assault 

Shall soon ensue, and shouts of victory. 

To him the prince plains with invidious jeer: 24137 


‘We seem but hither to have slunk away 
From our paternal homes, and meanly hide, 
While foreign foes and home- bred traitors rage, 
Grasping the land, and seek to exterminate 
The lives of princes, England’s royal blood, 
Usurping each fair province from its lord. 
What checks but that some dauntless English hearts 
Rush forth to open sally and assault, 
When crowds of troops would unfurl’d standards 
Better so fall, than cowardly thus fly, [join ? 
And skulk from face of crowing enemies?” 2448 


Thus soon convinced by counsel which accords 
With his own fiery dream and bent so well, 
The noble Aylwin feels his bosom pant 
With warlike expectation, and assents 
In any expedition first to range. 


‘* We thus (the hero tells) shall hail again 
The soldier's stirring life, and habits dear 
From boyhood, singly suited to my soul. 
I feel my heart leap at the martial call, 
I seem to hear the trumpet, and to gaze 2458 
Transported on spread ensigns, in the air 
Floating o’er ranks, glittering in steely mail, 
Whose hot blood glows to be led on to fight. 
So will Wilt’s warriors follow at my voice; 
Nor only these, I promise, but inspired 
By our example, proud Demetian bands 
Under the fiery Welshman’s rule, nor less [peers.” 
From Mercian borders, Gloucester’s, Oxford’s 


So as he utter’d, fore the ravisli’d view 
Of the wild prince, seems his full scheme assured. 
Last, Devon’s earl he sounds, nor seems to admit 
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Aught of curb’d check, till Oddune’s prudent voice 
Dissuades, with more of wary policy, 

And patriot soul that look’d to ampler aims, 

Yet to be wrought, relying on the King. 

But not for this the prince his scheme abates, 
Urging swift on to ripe maturity. 

Such baleful fruit from one seditious spirit 

Could thus ensue, and from a single spark, 
(Natures inflammable admitted near,) 

Such smother’d fire at last could blaze abroad. 
Mischief and danger vast in embryo seem, 
Struggling for birth, hid yet from open day; 2481 
Which first the watchful monarch is not slow, 
Warn’d, to perceive. With just alarm awaked, 
He in secession of so valued friends, 

Many and brave, sees interruption threat 

Union so needed now, at point extreme, 

When England’s nobles, all in duteous league, 
The time demands for triumph of her cause. 

How, save with tremor, might he sum the loss 
Not solely of the restless prince, but more 

Of valiant Sussex’ his bold son, brave Kent, 

The generous Surrey’s, Essex’ gallant aid, 
Impetuous Aylwin, and the power he brings; 2493 
Allies and potent friends, whose very name 

Must ’fore the country prove a tower of strength! 
But whose pursued withdrawal sure must tend 

To the dispersion of hard-gather’'d means, 

E’en to disruption of all future hope. 


The occasion teems with peril imminent, 
And thoughts preventive fill the royal mind. 
Remembering then, with how ill grace was brook'd 
His last remonstrance by the headstrong prince, 
And judging further censure of his own 
May but enflame that spirit fierce and proud, 2604 
Which now he feels reluctant to offend, 
In hope of umbrage less, the sovereign seeks 
Prudent a mediator, whom he deems 
Best found in one, the sacred counsellor, 
Loved as the sage and scholar, people’s guide, 
Adulph Saint Neot, kin of royal blood. 
Him, as of wisdom deem'd oracular, 
By all revered, the King with kindly care, 
Engages to approach the unruly prince, 
And if urged reason may, to duty’s track 
Recal his turbulent and froward spirit. 
For to the prophet-sage the King defers : 2516 
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‘¢ Sure from so venerable lips the prince 2517 
Will yet respect, and in good part receive, 
W hat else from me he would suspect, disdain. 
Further ourself to try adjurement now 
Is nor consistent with our dignity, 
Nor would he bear it more. Therefore, do thou, 
Sage kinsman both of us and him alike, 
Speak to him, ere strong hand be needs applied.” 


Smit with the cause momentous, as in charge, 
The holy Adulph seeks the sullen prince, 
Calls him apart, and then in secret walk 2527 
Together, with kind air and courteous grace, 
Breathes fond expostulation, as allow’d 
From a known counsellor, from age to youth; 
Fraught not with common coldness of advice 
But prego’d with interest and practic truth, 
Which the heart feels in strong, direct appeal. 


Unheard of other ears, the honour’d man 
Kindly adjures the young and erring prince 
To bear from his taught years the warning voice 
Of eld experience. Gently he reminds : 2537 


‘* Sacred authority must wisdom own: 
Reason and truth by nature are decreed 
To be the sovereign’s sovereign. As of old 
*Twas mine without offence young Alfred’s pride 
To curb and rule, suffer me rein e’en thee, 
Impetuous prince, of courage e’en too much, 
And monish with admitted privilege. 
Sdeign not to list, what seems assumed of right, 
From me, as eldest of the royal blood, 
Nor ignorant of regal offices, 
Since once a King e’en of that very Kent 
Where erst thy father reign’d; in youth sct o’er 
The royal appanage, and held till tired 2550 
With cares of state, for me too much, I glad 
Resign’d a crown that suo I might devote 
My life to studies dear and sacred lore.” 


So as the prophet-sage with reverend look 
His charge address’d, involuntary awe 
Thnill’d through the bosom. Grave he yet resumes: 


“Trust then my age and calling, long inured 
To various stations through a changeful course, 
In youth to camps, to courts, and busied scenes, 


G0 KING ALFRED. 


In manhood to a throne and duties high, 2560 
In age to cloister'd thought and studious peace. 
Misfortunes too mine own I may recal, 

Whereof be thine the profit, mine the pang. 

And happy he who early undergoes 

Tutoring adversity, since lesson’d thus 

He shall not want in trial’s perill’d hour 

Courage to bear, or prudence him to guide.” 


Instant, his voice the prince abrupt repels : 


‘‘ Whereto this labour’d preface ? what its drift ? 
Wrought with solemnity, that seems to blend 
The preacher, with the statesman, or the sage ?”’ 


At this the holy man more grave resumes: 


‘* Attend me, prince, thy kinsman as thy friend. 
"Tis in my burden’d memory to recal 
With reverence meet thy father’s policy, 
Left to his sons in sacred heritage, 
. Who saw to England’s safety and due weal 
Perpetual union needed in herself, 
And for this cause the severed appanage 2579 
Henceforth united to a single crown, 
Making the general realm his nobler care. 
But now, when of such union most of all 
Presses the need, in dire extremity 
Of sunk distress, when scarce a miracle 
Alone can save our England, under wing 
And blessing of protective Providence, 
With all her noble sons’ exerted care, 
We learn thy vow’d intention to depart :— 
E’en thine, a prince sprung of the royal blood, 
Who shouldst stand by her colours to the death. 
Nor this yet sums thy blame: the shame on thee 
Falls, to have striven others to entice, 2592 
Whose duteous circle is round England’s throne, 
From due allegiance and obedient sphere, 
To disaffection, wild abandonment, 
On some crude unshaped purpose of thine own. 
Oh! think how hideous in a prince must be 
Apostacy, who owes exampling beam 
Of genuine honour, true nobility, 
To all who moving in inferior orb 
Draw from his aspect influential light. 
If in the place of order and defence, 
(His lofty part and station to maintain 2603 
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And strictly cherish for the nation’s weal,) 2604 
He first breed discord, home-begotten hate, 
Sedition, anarchy, sure ruin’s root, 

In undermined confusion all must fall. 

When who should noblest be, a prince, proves base, 
"Tis worst departure sure from nature’s law, 
Anomalous, as would the head descend 

To act the lowly office of the feet.”’ 


At this, ill borne, the prince would break away, 
Silent and stern as bent to hear no more. 
But not diverted from his prime intent, 2614 
His kin, in tone as of authority, 
With look severer iterates the charge. 


‘‘ Stay, princely relative, and know, not thou 
Nor any of those hearts thou wouldst seduce 
Can from their country’s service one be spared. 
The kingdom’s safety here enlists them all, 

In bond of steady union to remain, 

And wait their part in duty’s coming course. 
All that of foresight, vigilance, and care, 

United counsel, means, and mutual guard, 

May here be summ’d together, asks the time. 
Not for some single enterprize of thine, 2626 
Of object undivulged, or yet unknown, 

Tending most like to all its partners’ loss, 

As to their country’s dire dismemberment ; 

But one grand combination of them all 

To march united ’gainst the common foe, 

In which high act must each bear duty’s share.” 


At such his word, impatiently the prince 
Thus interrupts: 
“* Would that the hour were come, 
So answering hope, whose sight is all I seek !” 


Earnest, with serious mien, the sage returns: 


‘* Tho’ yet scarce ripe, (since ’tis the task of time,) 
Such is athand. Each noble will his power 
Singly be sued to gather, lead, unite: 

Then will the monarch, with assurance meet, 

Lead England’s puissance on to victory. 

Thus from the nation’s aggrandizement sole 
Honour to each will follow, as his right, 

His due of fortune as wrought duty’s meed, 
Beyond his hope, while he shall so perceive 2646 
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The nation’s triumph is but glory’s road. 2617 
Wherefore, loved kinsman, I conjure thee stay, 
Deem not to bear less noble than to act. 

True courage shines in patient fortitude, 

Waiting the hour, een as the battle’s blow. 

Curb then ungovern’d temper and self-will, 

And learn to conquer enemies, to thee 

Of all most dangerous in thy proper breast ; 

Pride, discontent, suspicion, haught disdain, 

A spectral train, invading happiness. 

Forego thy ill-raught scheme, and of my age 
Believe the word, which prophesies alone 2658 
From duty’s exercise in that deigu’d sphere 

And state thine own, worth, comfort, happiness. 
Look for a prince’s honour sure in that, 

As for a nation’s love and gratitude.” 


Not such rebuke the holy sage miglit close, 
Ere interrupted by impatient check 
Of words, harsh-grating on a haughty soul. 
But still in ire remembering who address’d, 
Such aspect forced some shew of hard respect, 
Though not inducement yet to quit the scheme: 
Wisdom to that proves vain, and fruitless toil. 2669 


No sooner from his presence parts the sage, 
Ere thus the prince disdains him with a sneer: 


‘¢ So much then for our monarch! He declines 
Himself to chide; but sends this bald-head priest, 
His oracle, who idly dreams, forsooth, 

To govern me, by what he fondly calls 

The saws of wisdom and experience ; 

All wanting evidently that plain sense 

And course, sole suited to my need and state. 

As if his hoary head, in cloisters stored 2679 
With musty precepts from worm-eaten books, 
Shut from mankind, could compass active war, 
And meet the full stir of the busy world. 

Avaunt, such triflers!—Action straight be mine, 
E’en as with noblest spirits all is plann’d.” 


Scorning advice, his temper uncontroll’d, 
Ungovernable, obstinate, enraged, 
He leaves at large ;—continues as at first 
His efforts to withdraw the accosted chiefs, 
Resolute still, enflamed with stubborn pride, 
Making e’en wisdom theme of ridicule. 2690 
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In the person of a young page, in the service of the Earl of 
Kent, is discovered Emily, the lost daughter of Sussex, who 
has confided her embarrassment to Matilda, daughter of Kent. 
Her story: they concert the means of saving Prince Athelwold 
Srom the consequences of his temerity, and of recalling him to 
the puths of honour and rectitude. Matilda's interview, in 
Surtherance of their plan, with Athelwold, whom she induces to 
abandon his intentions of luring the nobles from the Isle. New 
reports and adrentures. Hianfrid, in his search, approaches the 
precincts of Athelney. The King and his nobles resolve to sally 
forth from the island, and watch for an opportunity of falling 
on Hianfrid at an advantage. Discovery in their way of an 
infant in the nest of an eagle, which proves to be the child of 
Ordmer’s widowed daughter. Her uccount of Hianfrid’s tyran- 
nical conduct: she leads them to Ordmer's hut in the forest: 
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surprised by Hianfrid and his satellites, led by slough-hounds. 
A skirmish ensues, tn which the King is recognized by the 
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others. Hianfrid, in attempting to capture Sussex, is severely 
wounded by Athelard. The royal party take refuge in the an- 
ctent church of Sparton. 
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ULL soon the effects are visible: the news 

Spreads through the little isle. At which report 
Of such secession meditated, soon 
Matilda, daughter of the noble Kent, 
(Perceived her sire’s intention to depart, 
Nor from her princely lover, Adelm’s self, 
Of this unware, haught Athelwold’s near kin) 
Feels most uneasiness and waked alarm, 
Lest unknown perils tempt her sire abroad. 
Chiefly in him, but in the other chiefs 
No less, the generous Sussex and his son, (talk, 
Her keen watch marks each change ; — their frequent 
Retired ;—and how disturb’d impatience works. 13 
But, all untook’d, to quell the rising storm, 
Breathes now an influence and a softer claim, 
Of spell more potent than e’en wisdom’s self. 
From her proud cousin’s converse, Thora, (scarce 
Here sought at times with visit coldly rare,) 
The fair Matilda turns, and rather seeks 
Fit hour to draw aside in private walk 
The young and knightly page, her father's charge, 
Of late commended to her healing care. 
Whose seeming convalescence to attend, 
Haply she leads where shadowy sycamores 24 
Present some green bower, scarce at twilight pale 
Pierced by the golden glances of the moon. 
Here mid luxurious silence, which alone 
The pair retired discloses to themselves, 
(Strange to relate) opes a mysterious scene. 
The seeming page, in mail’d habiliment 
Of knightly mode, in such shut conference proves 
Singly a timid female, so disguised. 
For soon their gentle converse (not o’erheard 
By any other ear) to each unfolds 
Of each the bosom’s thought, nor sole reveals 
Who in reality such stranger proves, 
But purport of their secret interview. $7 
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While thus, (when prying watch has first made sure 
Ear none invades) the fair Matilda first 
Accosts, with gentle tone, whom she attends. 


““ We see, loved Emily, what danger strange 
Impends, not sole of losing both our sires, 
But lovers too.—Thine I must needs name such ; 
Though by-gone woe, and all this peril near, 
Be caused by him, on whom thy too fond soul 
Dotes with such ill-sped tenderness and truth: 
From thee, scarce worthy of devotion such: 
The unruly prince, still headstrong, heartless, wild, 
Author to thee of so much agony. 49 
By thee too must their purpose be discern’d, 
Which menaces to draw thy father hence, 
The noble Sussex, with his gallant son, 
Thy brother loved,—e’en as brave Kent, my sire. 
Sure the dull sickness that still pales thy cheek, 
Once blushing as the young rose smiles on morn, 
Yet haunts thee, now from new timidity 
Of other kind, not as but late it sprung 
Personal for thyself, (a valiant knight, 
Dreading the fight too near) but fear to lose 
Thy father—brother—e’en as I my sire, GO 
And (shall I add for each too?) whom we love. 
But be it our part, of the tempted chiefs 
Daughters, protectors, though not such esteem’d, 
To interpose, this wildness to restrain, 
And nip the blossom of this dark design. 
Nay, haply in.our very progress change 
Past heartless Soldness into tender love.” 


Then her companion fair, the seeming knight, 
Under whose fictious guise of steely mail 
Feminine softness stole, which match’d it ill, 70 
Meek, humble, mild, yet full of interest, [beam’d 
While on the ground the stranger's countenance 
With beardless smoothness, pale and delicate, 
The slender fingers of a minish’d hand, 

White as the statuary’s marble grace, 
Stretch’d to her neighbour mate with courteous mien, 
And adds this new response with tender plaint: 


‘* Kindest of friends, Matilda, dearest loved, 
Prudent and wise as kind and tender too, 
With trembling apprehension I too mark 
The probable secession, deem’d at hand, 
Of sire and brother, their design to part 62 
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Forth from this place, from us, from every guard ; 
That I must lose these treasures of my heart— 
And ah! (is’t shame confessing sole to thee ?) 
Him whom I still with deepest love regard. 
Forgive my weakness : but revile him not. 

Nay, more! let me still better thee too love, 
(Were’t possible) complying but in this, 

While for my sake thou learn’st to love him too. 
I see and own my error: yet, sweet friend, 

I would thou knew’st all his rich qualities 

Of mind and heart, albeit as yet has seem’d 
Thoughtless and wild the tenor of his course. 94 
The peerless beauty of his manly port, 

Open, frank, generous, bold, in look a prince, 
Winning all women’s gaze, alike thou too 

Must mark with me, and canst but with just pride 
Approve thy cousin’s noble air, when girt 

As the mail’d soldier in his plumed attire, 

With golden falchion glittering by his side, 

His sparkling eagle eye darts forth command. 
Thou must forgive, and add yet more excuse 

For that dear pity shewn to me, for which 

My debt to thee already grows so much.” 105 


So as the stranger said, twin azure eyes 
Glanced downward, as the spring-time violet 
Bending scarce lifts from earth its bashful gaze: 
When thus Matilda utters soft return : 


«¢ Fond, interesting girl! myself, alike 
A woman, feel for thee compassion due: 
Yet though I be such, and may haply know 
Somewhat already of thy course of love, 
Y%St must I needs, though not condemning, deem 
-Tis fix’d unworthily. Forget its source, 
Nor longer thus in tender sadness feed 116 
A cherish’d passion, preying on thy life.” 


With meeken’d air, not at the mild rebuke 
Discomfited, nor from her passion driven, 
That own’d too seated reign, the seeming page 
Remonstrance urges that would justify 
Such error, while she opes her history. 


Ah, sweet adviser, trust me, you not know 
Nor have surmised, of him you so dispraise 
Half the high worth and noble qualities,— 
Thy kinsman though he be, —such whose bright blaze 
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Makes his slight errors, whatsoe’er their count, 127 
Shew but as spots upon the gorgeous sun: 

A trivial speck on nature’s fairest flower : 

Foil to a jewel, whose intrinsic ray 

All other shames in richest rarity. 

Had it been your lot, as it was mine own, 

From infancy to have been near the prince, 
Train’d as he was within my father’s house, 

After his own sire’s death, amid our seat 

Of castled Arundel, while o’er his youth 

My sire bestow’d a foster-father’s care, 

Who his own son, my gallant brother, made —138 
The prince’s playmate,—as at times myself,— 

In the young hero to have witness’d thus 

So many traits of loftiest character, 

While with my sire and brother oft engaged 

In desperate action off Brighthelmstone’s cliffs, 
Or head of Beachey’s stately promontory, 

Or o’er the coast of Pevensey’s ope bay, 

Where now usurping Hasting’s castle frowns,— 
When haply to our forted Arundel 

Return’d, the prince I have so oft heard named 
Foremost in every daring enterprise, 149 
Pattern of heroism styled, or glory’s star, 

Ever conspicuous more in deed than word, 

A grace to any, peerless in his rank, 

Athelwold's dauntless, generous courage still 

The theme of lasting praise, the song of bards; 
Him then, methinks, Matilda, you had not 
Admired, nor in time’s course have loved him less.” 


So as the mask’d attendant said, her mate, 
The kind Matilda, with endearing smile, 
Returns : 

‘«Such ever is love’s fancy seen ;— 

That o’er its object throws in tranced dream _—16! 
Perfection, ne’er discern’d by other eyes. 
Methinks e’en then I could have watch’d my heart, 
And oer it held a shield of prudent guard.” 


At this the page, in gentlest tone chastised, 
With weakness amiable as feminine, 
The progress of her doting love confess’d. 


‘* Alas! sweet friend, compassionate as good, 
Truly I too such care esteem’d mine own, 
And scarce myself know how my passion grew. 
At first IT thought it friendship; such esteem 171 
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Sole as from sight of bonour’d action springs. 172 
But not so satisfied, my heart, ere ware, 

Had riped that feeling to a tenderer name, 

And admiration changed to settled love. 

Present, or absent, his sole image still 

_ Haunted my daily thought, my nightly dream. 

His lofty attributes, his princely mind, 

His signal valour, genuine nobleness, 

Brooded for ever in my soul’s regard, 

That deem’d I could have honour’d best in him 
(Ah! may I own, Matilda, sole to thee ?) 

A husband, a protector, friend, and guide. 
Distinguish’d as he was by such desert, 184 
If any errors, faint soe’er, might dim 

Its radiant lustre, such seem’d but the fault 

Of fiery youth, from ardour sprung of soul, 
Unbridled, gay, bold, frank and uncontroll’d, 

Only too daring, thoughtless, hasty, rash, 

Not harsh, or cruel, bad, hard-hearted, cold, 

But friendly-brave,—that e’en his very faults 

Not unbeseem’d a prince, while in them shone 

A great, although ungovern’d mind, allied 

To stately pride that seem’d in him but just, 

Or almost native to bis blood and birth, 195 
Taking highest honour as his legacy.” 


She paused a moment, while a rising blush 
Seem’d but a prelude to her love confess’d, 
Ere thus her faltering tongue the theme resumed. 


‘‘ That soul, so fraught with generous properties, 
Albeit, it seem’d, as yet insensible 
To my heart’s tenderness and deep regard, 
Fondly I deem’d I might have made mine own. 
Although in rank exalted o’er myself, 
Hope flattering told, I yet should tame him down 
To gentle truth and duteous tenderness, 26 
Yielded in dear exchange for such from me. 
Till thus begun, a pensive pleasing pain 
Clung round my heart, forming my life’s chief charm. 
No happiness could e’er my brooding soul 
Picture to fancy, without him to share: 
His single heart I wish’d to call mine own, 
Nor sought for his dear sake aught more of change.” 


She said, while in her eyes the glistening tears 
Bedew’d their blue-celest, as vernal airs 
Suffuse bright April with a silvery shower. 216 
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So as the enamour’d sufferer told, her hand 217 
The fond Matilda press’d, and gazing turn’d 

On her loved friend’s her beauteous countenance ; 
Then added, in compassion’s tender tone : 


‘* Poor girl, how pure in thy first, virgin love, | 
Whose course throughout was kind and natural ! 
But of such passion was thy sire aware?” 


Instant the meek Emilia thus return’d : | 


‘‘Truly indeed my parent’s watchful care —.245 
Perceived my melancholy mood, that sought 
Relief in pensive solitude, my wane 
Of pining health, nor ill defined the cause ; 

In private question’d me with kindly charge 

And argued confidence, when nature’s blush 

Such love-sprung malady could vainly screen. 
With dear imparted counsel did my sire 
Commend me heedful guard, and warn’d his child 
’Gainst entertainment of so fruitless bope ; 

Seeing the ambitious mother of the prince, 

The haught Eltruda, plainly sought for him 
Alliance none, save royal, and esteem’d 237 
Less than a princess’ hand would derogate 

From a just throne’s ascent, she deem’d his right. 
Which e’en my sire must needs confess, the prince 
By his own worth deserved in granted suit.” 


At such relation, with strong interest moved, 
Matilda’s voice enquiry fond address’d: 


‘‘And say then, did the wild and thoughtless prince, 
(The unruly object of such dear regard,) 
Not see, and own, and tenderly engage 
Kind and return’d affection, that might meet, 247 
Some little, charms and merit such as thine ?’’ 


Her face then turning, soft as e’er the moon 
O’er the young twilight’s stilly silence bends 
Her early beam of timid beauty mild, 

While every flower is hung with dropping gems, 
The fond Emilia tenderly resumes : 


‘* Gay, busied still in eager enterprize, 
Oft asking ships and business on the wave, 
Haply unconscious he could but remain 
Of my lone bosom’s thoughts, confess’d to none. 
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Or if some little sign at times, unmeant, 258 
Spoke aught, such told not yet a thousandth part 
Of my heart’s feelings, and deep love suppress’d, 
Boundless as true, nor less intense than pure. 

I could not tell him: female modesty 

In that restrain’d our sex.— But more: I knew 
Not solely from my careful sire’s remark, 

But my own note the haughty sentiment 

Of her, the royal mother of the prince, 

Which for her children, thy own Adelm both, 
Her princess-daughter, Thora, stern and proud, 
And him especially her favour’d son 269 
My passion’d Athelwold, expected thrones, 

As raised above my sphere: for me too high. 

Till pondering thus, would gather’d doubts and fears 
Creep o’er my spirit, that I tried to check 

And quell the passion which all-hopeless seem’d. 
Wherein I blamed myself e’er to have fallen, 
Nay, as ‘twere, first to feel; albeit unware, 
Wondering how e’er thought dared to soar so high. 
1 saw, deplored my error, when too late, 

And studious to repair how best, I felt 

First step to reformation, penitence.” 280 


At this, with soft compassion moved anew, 
The kind Matilda adds her soothing voice: 


‘‘Sweet girl, have comfort; error if it were, 

"Twas amiable, gentle, feminine: 

From virtue's self, and admiration sprung 

Of excellence and generous bravery. 

Well I believe, thou didst whate’er the power 

Of female heart could act, to quench, to cure 

The charm’d infection, spread thou scarce knew’st 

[how.” 

The meek Emilia then, consoled, replied: 290 


‘Truly I did: seeing the gallant prince 
Thought not of marriage, which could ne’er be mine 
To hope, or his to yield me from his band, 

Led by his mother to high prospects on, 
Who would my love's pretension treat with scorn.” 


At this, her voice Matilda interrupts : 
“Truly too, e’en prince Acdelm’s preference 


And suit to me is by the mother-Queen 
Alike disdain’d: thou art not sole in this: “G9 
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Her o’erraught pride brooks none, save royal blood.” 
‘‘ E’en so I glean, (Emilia swift returns) 

Yet thank thy generous friendship, which would thus 

Excuse my fail, weigh’d with thine own desert. 

But well thy placid calmness knows to bear 

Her vain disdain, since generous A:delm thee, 

Mild, of thy gracious merit sensible, 

Honours with worthy love, and makes thee too 

Blest with the precious prize of love return’d. 

Ah! how contrasted from myself in this, 

Whose unrequited kindness, love misplaced, —s10 

Leaves me to mourn, with sting of fruitless pain. 

Which long ago perceived, such pang to cure, 

In melancholy bitterness of soul 

My loved paternal home I pensive left, 

With cause assign’d of education’s sake, 

Retirement, meditation, studious peace, 

(Not by my kindly sire opposed in this, 

Who hoped, pined health would from such change 

Into thy native Kent’s famed abbey-cells, [improve) 

Which good Saint Mildred had in elder day 

Piously rear’d in Thanet’s sea-wash’d isle : 

Where as a cloistress and noviciate young 322 

I was received among the sisterhood, 

When quiet, music, reading, studies dear, 

With meek acts of devoted piety, 

Wing’d the rapt soul from this low earth away, 

And seem’d to breathe airs of celestial peace. 

Such my soothed soul hoped to continue long.” 


Her look then of angelic purity 
Might seem to shew of piety the power, 
As native to the pure and female soul, 
Sublimed, as ’twere, ‘bove earthly dignity. 
Of which, with admiration not undue, 333 
Matilda watchful gently thus resumed. 


‘‘ And such ought surely to have lasted there, 
But there too was thy happiness and peace 
As if by strange fatality pursued, 
Broken, invaded from that very source, 
Which caused its primal failure and annoy : 
By him, that rude and thoughtless injurer, 
The restless head of all our present dread. 
His fiery spirit, roving insolence, 
Could not that sacred spot let rest in peace, 
But with bold violation dared assail 244 


mo tes 


BOOK XXXIV. 73 


Scenes, which the law makes death for man to invade. 
Impetuous licence could not even there 

Own check to rein his wild temerity. 

Still does roused indignation at the thought 

Swell in my breast, to cloud bis name with blame.” 


Then thus the fond Emilia interpleads : 


‘‘T cannot justify, although for him 
Truth may a little palliate the deed. 
Though indiscreet such daring, e’en to point 
That claim’d the due of death, by trespass such 354 
Within those sacred precincts, from eld time 
Devote to holy and religious cares, 
Excluding earth’s pollution,—though to such 
His bold, unmanaged rashness dared intrude, 
And set at nought the saintly order's law, 
Yet sure no dark design, no fell intent, 
Beyond a moment’s fit of madden’d mirth, 
Some passion of adventure, frolic vein, 
Could move bim sole: evil intention none. 
Since after me following his course too far 
From his left ship, moor’d in Reculver’s bay, 
He sought the Thanet's minster-cells,— myself 366 
To see and speak to, howsoe’er forbid, 
If former friendship and remembrance moved, 
I must forgive—nor be the first to blame, 
Remembering still myself the luckless cause. 
Though rudely there he dared the balcony 
Scale of my very chamber, as I lean’d 
In unsuspicious night ’mong scatter’d books, 
Chanting some warbled ditty to the moon, 
When mid the garden, to save rudeness more, 
By pledge I came, such error deep I own, 
And yetdeplore. I should have hail’d the watch, 
Refused my presence with denial stern, 378 
Dismiss’d the invader, e’en at any cost, 
Nor aught allow’d of seeming liberty. 
Y et love forbade, such course would e’en have caused 
Death to the sole-beloved— and female pride, 
Though roused, offended, bent before that thought. 
Seeing such stranger come to visit me, 
All else was then forgot—the place—the time— 
For former feelings sudden were revived, 
And in bis single presence earth seem’d heaven. 
Walking within the garden’s shadowy bounds, 
Or e’en induced within a secret bower, 
Seated few moments with him, (but the wrong 390 
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My folly merited) he rudely dared, 391 
My dignity forgetting, and bis own, 

To urge advance of passion’d liberty, 

And sudden offer’d to salute my lips, 

With his press’d arm thrown hasty round my neck. 
Struggling in prompt alarm, a sudden shriek 
Involuntary scaped me, which at once 

Brought to our side spies and the scatter’d watch.” 


At this the chare Matilda interposed : 
‘‘ Fearful the scene! —I shudder with the thought!” 


‘¢ Justly :—(Emilia answer’d) I no less: 401 
But though imprudent were such act in him, 
More in myself too—yet no guilt was there, 

And both so far I may term innocent. 

Yet when attack’d thus suddenly by spies 
Brought by my shrieking cry, his flashing sword 
Suddenly seized, that glitter’d to the moon, 
Wounded in fray some of the shouting watch, 

At my own urgent instance interposed, 

From these the prince escaping fled away, 
Without discovery who indeed he was. Al2 
Scarce, for his rescued safety, have 1 grieved 
What after fell more on myself than him. 

High was the clamour: much the fury raised 

Of the insulted sisterhood, who sdeign’d 

Such imputation infamous, which spoke 

A stranger man, seen in their bounds to walk, 
And with a cloistress there hold colloquy, 
Screen’d in a bower amid the shades of night. 
Doom’d was the unknown offender, who had dared 
Invade their sanctuary, but e’en more 

Against myself was condign vengeance vow’d ; 
Most, when extortive threats none from me forced 
Betrayal of such male companion’s name: 424 
So caught, none other than my lover deem’d. 
Misrepresented, misconceived, exposed 

To foul exaggeration, I ehdured 

Ere long imprisonment, degraded, scorn’d, 
Slander’d my name, my honour’s purity 

Tn question drawn, blasted in blurr’d reproach. 

A letter to my father was despatch’d, 

Affecting e’en the honour of our house. 

Hopeless of full redress, with spirit broke, 

And all too weak to undergo defence, 

But most through strong reluctance to impeach 435 
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Him whom before all creatures best I loved, 436 
I sunk in sufferance, hopeless agony.” 


At this Matilda adds impell’d remark : 


_ “ How generous such forbearance! what return 
Of grateful memory owes the prince to thee, 
Thoughtless, forgetful though as yet he proves. 
But what, dear girl, was then thy suffer'd pain ? 


Instant with sighs Emilia thus replied : 413 


‘¢T underwent the penance, punishment, 
The indignity the sisters righteous deem’d, 
The shame that most impugns a maiden’s name, 
Whose honour shines of such clear quality, 
That if once breathed on, ’tis for ever lost. 
At last subdued, my soul quite overwhelm’d, 
My honour wrong’d, suspected, disbelieved, 
With difficulty from the dungeon’s gloom 
I scaped. But whither with such sullied name 
To turn, I knew not.—Whither could I fly ? 
Shame seem’d to haunt my steps, where’er 1 sped. 
How could I to my father’s sight return, 455 
Or justify in face, when known incurr’d 
His ire, suspect, and shame,—if to accuse 
One to my soul ’fore all most fondly dear ? 
Could I betray to injury and death, 
Turning ’gainst one so noble and so prized, 
Whose honour, life was dearer than mine own? 
Since if the law’s stern rigour could be scaped, 
How had been wreak’d the vengeance of my sire, 
Or my hot brother, (rash and dangerous both) 
Deeming in me the honour of their house 
Insulted, broke respect and friendship’s ties ! 
Likeliest that in some fit of spleen and rage 467 
Incensed they would assail the prince’s life, 
And I for ever mourn new misery ! 
One solace too my bosom whisper’d still, 
That though thus all-unwittingly involved 
In strange disgrace, I yet was innocent ; 
And more than this, that by forbearance such, 
I should have screen’d from horrid penalty, 
Dishonour’s stain, or even death itself, 
The prince, whom fain I would my lover name, 
Aud still recall’d our former guest and friend. 
Nay, even virgin pride and shame forbade, 
While truly of that friend’s regard unsure, 479 
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Or his haught mother’s kind adopting grace.” 480 


So as she said, Matilda sad observes : 


‘¢ Piteous indeed the alternative, nor need 
Thought wonder at whate’er of strange ensued !”’ 


Grasp'd her friend’s hand, Emilia fond return’d : 


‘‘ For least scorn to my father’s house and line, 
To thee, Matilda, thee, my early friend, 
Tried long before in confidence, grief, joy, 
I singly flew; on thy compassion’d heart 
Threw then my feeble self, in need of all 
Thy sympathy to soothe my state forlorn. 490 
My sorrows to thine ear but half made known, 
Thy generous pity flew to my relief, 
Believing all, ere half my tale was told. 
In thee I hoped from the malicious world 
Some screening tenderness, and found in thee 
Hope more than realized, kind pardon, peace; 
Nay more— much prudence and considerate care, 
With circumspection of ingenious skill. 
What bappy thought, what talent but thine own 
Expedient could have e’er devised so strange 
As to disguise me in a knight's attire 501 
And lend my female shape a martial air, 
Fitting so ill conceal’d timidity ?” 


Instant, Matilda with a smile adjoin’d: 


‘‘To this were apt at hand habiliments, 
Suiting my father’s former page deceased, 
Wounded late skirmishing in bis defence, 
Nor needed there much art our wile to aid.” 


With gentle grace Emilia straight return’d: 509 


‘‘ Startling at first, the adopted scheme soon 
Seeing it gave me power to dwell near thee, [pleased, 
To share thy counsel, aid, and company, 

My single, truest friend, kin of my love; 

While too attending, on thy kind commend, 

Thy father, happy, proud I svon ’gan feel 

To serve him for thy sake. Nor solely this, 

For while my very death was then given out 

In breathed surmise, kind silence to induce 

And soften fame’s asperity, until 519 
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Envenom’d slander’s wound were somewhat heal’d, 
Yet living still,—screen’d from observance thus, 
It was permitted me at times to see 

My sire, my brother, steal their presence near, 
Some little to assist, or to attend, 

And soothe whate’er I might their brooded grief, 
‘More felt, since known for my sad sake endured : 
Till all were clear’d and happiness restored. 

And, ah! Matilda, shall I all the truth 

Shun to confess to thee ?—I so might hope 

E’en without danger sometimes to behold 

My love, and hear the music of his voice, 531 
While haply visiting thy friendly sire. 

Best in this unsuspected martial guise, 

Safe in thy care and prudence, dearest friend, 

T might the hour for reconcilement watch, 

To all most dear, my kindred, as my love, 

From whom full banishment were worse than death.” 


So as the sufferer said, such soft appeal 
And sense of weakness utter’d, while a tear 
Dropp’d from her blue eye, mild and innocent, 
Much eased a heart, with tender grief oppress’d. 
Such gentleness observed but melts the more 542 
Matilda’s mind, refined and elegant, 
Fondlier attracting to her friend beloved. 
Then thus she adds : 

‘‘Oft have I heard before 

Of woman’s love, its depth, and constancy, 
In trial proved, but never yet, indeed, 
Saw it exemplified as thus in thee. 
What little service then, sweet girl, twas mine 
To offer thy distress, was but thy due: 
Thy state of helpless desperation sure 
Claim’d and commanded all my sympathy. 
Ah! what regard, what thanks, are owing still 554 
From him to thee,—though yet unfelt, unknown,— 
What pity to such merit, wasted, hid!” 


Instant Emilia, while a trickling tear 

Dropp’d o’er her paler cheek : 
‘* Alas! what still 

Most pains my heart is sorrow to observe 
At times my father’s grief! How has my breast 
Yearn’d with deep pity’s gush, when haply come 
E’en in his very presence, all unknown, 
I have o’erheard his fond laments, the praise 
Of his lost daughter (passing far her due) 565 
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And seen full proofs of his paternal love, [stream. 
While down his manly cheek wrung tears would 
Scarce could my turn‘d face, then o’erflooded too, 
Hide the heart’s pangs suppress’d, or more refrain 
Discovery that might haply end such grief, 
Prompted in full confession all to brave. 

But sudden fear again to hurt by this 

The prince beloved ;—danger to his dear life, 
Would check the breath that trembled on my tongue.” 


So as she said, Matilda fond adjoins: 575 


‘‘ Kind soul! how sadly in dilemma strange 
Press’d either way ! if silent with thy sire’s 
Commingling grief thine own: if to confess, 
Likeliest the cause of worse impending woe. 
What couldst thou do?” 

Emilia soft replied: 


‘< Fond hope still whisper’d other chance: that time, 
Let be awhile, scarce daring trust as yet, 
W ould of itself clear all with blest event, 
Albeit with further sufferance of mine own; 
Whisper’d too, such forbearance would reclaim 586 
And tame with soft conversion the wild heart 
Of him the ceaseless object of my thought, 
Bound more in won affection to myself: 
When to my sire I might present him safe, 
Worthy all love, still pure and innocent, 
And in that test prove both our honour clear. 
Forgive the wile, Matilda, for its cause, 
At first thine own, in full effect scarce seen, 
Tilt by experience shewn; and hope the best. 
Though blasted be my name, o’ermuch my wrong, 
Sunk in misfortune, crush’d each fondest wish, 597 
Let me awhile rest near thee, since I feel, 
If time not clear my honour and I fail 
To gain the prince’s honourable love, 
I shall not long survive to trouble thee. 
This issue wanting, all the world to me 
Seems worthless, vain, nought then worth living for. 
Yet resignation be awhile my part.” 


So as the gentle maid (how weak a knight !) 
Vented her fascinating tenderness 
With a pathetic eloquence that oped 
A thousand charms of mental grace the more, 
Pausing, the pallid beauty of her face 699 


BOOK XXXIV. 79 


Declined with gaze fix’d on the grassy ground, 610 
While o’er her marble brow her open’d hand, 
Transparent, scarce conceal’d the glistening tear 
That sprung to her bent eyelids, as at eve 

Dews glitter from the pendent lily’s bell. 

Matilda then, touch’d by strong sympathy 

And tender interest for her sorrowing friend, 

With courteous grace accosts her thus again. 


‘¢ Sweet injured girl, model of patience strange, 
Exhibited in suffering innocence, 
Still on my tenderest care and help rely. 620 
Sole daughter of my father’s earliest friend 
And comrade, deem not, I can e’er forget 
Friends we have been ourselves from infancy, 
Playmates, ne’er differing yet in thought or act. 
Depend then on my akill, which prophesies 
We will be sisters yet, for sure as e’er 
I hope Prince A:delm mine, thine too shall be 
Prince Athelwold, his brother, howsoe’er 
His wildness be my milder love unlike, 
My princely cousin. Il] howe’er thy love 
And patient fondness, timidly conceal’d, 
His haught and careless ignorance repays, 632 
Yet trust me, sweet, though he has yet disdain’d 
Charms, worth, like thine; of these insensible, 
Justly endearing every other heart ; 
Know, young enchantress, soon by art of mine 
The truant to thy love shall be redeem’d : 
Soon to thy delicate affection bend 
With duteous love and gratitude, thy right.” 


With doubt, that but endear’d and pleased the more, 
The meek Emilia, checking her, desponds, 
And adds: 
‘‘ Ah! never, pattern of a friend, 643 
I fear, can e’en thy prudent skill achieve 
So lofty hope: aim passing reach e’en thine.” 


Matilda answers : 
‘‘ Weak howe’er my power, 

Rest thou assured, I will my charge perform. 
Then shall thy pensive sweetness, long sustain’d 
In melancholy dignity, that pines 
Under a wounded name, attain new spring 
Of cheering solace and wont playful grace. 
Soon shall thy lip regain its rubeous tint, 
And the wan lustre of thy cheek, that now 654 
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Thy silken bosom’s heaving whiteness mocks, 635 
Shall glow with bloom to shame the summer rose. 
For when his untamed wildness comes to know 
(As soon from me with witness meet he shall) 

Thy cherish’d tenderness, deserving love, 
Entangled in such snares of misery, 

Such lorn distress, where it had early hoped 
Virtuous endearment and protection kind, 

Thy fond defenceless innocence, e’en he 

Shall pity; fly to honour and relieve : 

He shall reward thy sweet humility, 

Retiring, timid, mute, abash’d while wrone’d, 666 
And to thy virtues offer summ’d regard.” 


At this the mild Emilia interposed : 


‘¢ Deem’st thou then, generous comforter, that e’er 
Thy happy skill can work so dear effect ?” 


Instant her friend responds : | 

‘© Most sure, meek heart: 
Nay dearer e’en for this calamity, 
Thy mild forgiveness and forbearance kind, 
Thy artless goodness, conscious purity, 675 
Which such heap’d sufferance could alone sustain, 
Shall shine more brightly through this cloud of woe, 
Work fullest influence, make his breast relent, 
And prove love’s power to soften and improve. 
Pierced by the stay whereon thy bosom lean’d, 
By virtue’s native feeling brought to err, 
Though thou so long hast pined retired apart, 
Shot with an arrow, like the forest-deer, 
The fatal mischief rankling in thy side, 
Yet shall that very goodness, proved desert, 
On won affection press the strongest claim, 
And melt the stubborn heart, which to protect, 687 
Save, make thine own, thou hast not shrunk to bear 
So long suspected and oblique disgrace, 
To thee unmeet; sure alien most from thee.” 


Grateful at this, Emilia interposed : 


‘‘ Ab! might I hope but this, or dare to deem, 
Innocence clear’d, domestic peace restored, 
How would indeed health, happiness return ! 
But this, meseems, surpasses all thy skill. 
Such I may ne’er expect; or to attach 
The roving heart I would, in that sole bond, — 67 
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Whereto proved virtue’s thought can singly look. 
How dream’st thou work, kind friend, so hard de- 
[sign 2?” 

So as she said, and chid the starting drop, 

Waked by the glow of heart-felt gratitude, 

That dimm’d her eyes’ mild lustre, though the while 

Her sweetness mid the tender sorrow smiled, 

Her friend Matilda mingled too a tear 

Of generous sympathy, whose added charm 

Of kindness heighten’d her own beauty too: 

Then answei’d thus with graceful dignity. 707 


‘‘ Be cheerful, gentlest spirit ; entertain 
Reviving bope. Think not but I too know 
Love’s tenderness, and pitying, pardon too. 
But more: thy wondrous faith wakes in my breast 
Respect and admiration, fitly thine. 
List then its consequence. Mine now shall be 
(Since from this interview I glean how best) 
The task to tame the prince’s fiery spirit, 
Reconcile, and subdue it to thy love, 
In duty’s path still to retain him here, 
Bending to honour and to rectitude. 
Nor doubt I aught of full success in this: 719 
Soon shalt thou witness love and female charm 
Work penitence, where wisdom’s self has fail’d, 
Prevailing, when grave counsel seem’d austere. 
Gentle affection now shall instance prove 
To conquer headstrong temper and self-will ; 
While faction turns to mild and virtuous worth. 
Surprised regard, from admiration sprung 
Of thy unparagon’d and clear desert, 
Which from him warded vengeance, shame and death, 
Sense of thy sorrows undergone in this, 
Such monuments of meek forbearing love 
Shall so deep pity blend with keen regret, 731 
So wake the throb of cordial gratitude, 
That his bow’d heart shall be for ever won; 
While with establish’d love he shall prefer 
Thee ’fore all other of thy sex, and kneel 
To ask undue forgiveness at thy feet.” 


Instant at this, Emilia fond enquired : 
‘‘Ah! think’st thou e’er to reach so dear effect?” 
‘‘ Believe it well, (Matilda glad replied) 


Surrendering bow’d submission, with thy heart 
VOL, V. G 
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Discern’d his own, fond he shall ask thy hand, 741 
Prized then beyond all price: reclaim’d, he thus 
Shall deem he never can enough repay 

Thy tender love and tried fidelity. 

Our care, though seeming but to work for thee, 
Shall in such happy plot work public good : 

Each patriot mind shall hail our scheme, which turns 
Even this strange dilemma into use. 

While e’en ourselves, poor humble maids, in this 
Prove benefactors to our country too, 

Making thy hapless love an instrument 

Of tendency so high, through prosperous art 752 
Bent to this issue—to retain our sires, 

Our kin, our lovers, and our wavering friends.” 


‘‘ That were indeed, (Emilia prompt return’d) 
A noble purpose, and from evil slight 
Great good should spring, if aught so humble source 
As my misfortunes wrought such public weal.” 


‘So shall it prove ; (Matilda swift replied) 
Domestic feud shal] be by kindness quell’d, 
Sedition overborne by mastering love. 

In reformation’s charm shall duty work, 762 
Rule mad ambition in obedient orb, 

And needful union gain establish’d place. 

The past shall even thus a blessing prove : 

Happy and reconciled all yet shall be: 

Thy taintless innocence shall yet appear, 

And every tongue applaud thy constancy. 

All by-gone woe shall but to bliss redound, 
Turning to greater love, to ampler joy. 

Thy filial duty, sense of honour shewn, 

Shall to thy sire’s, thy country’s dear esteem, 
Found but more claim, and fix their proud regard. 
Trust all to me, thy friend and prophet both. 774 
Soon will I sound the bottom of his heart, 

And rack that spirit, gallant-brave, though wild. 
Of his foul wrong he shall hear all from me, 

Thy generous suffering and thy love’s desert ; 
Error shall be set right: all pain be heal’d, 

And thy rich merit reap its full reward.” 


Emilia, at such gracious goodness moved 
And tested friendship, sees in its effect 
Use passing name, with happiest consequence ; 
Adding: 
** Sweet friend, in such ingenious drift, 
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Suiting thy talent, sensible as kind, 786 
Think’st thou thy just art, pious subtlety, 

Can e’er prevail to so admired extent? 

Happy in this thy friendship, aid, and skill, 

Take thy sole meed, my boundless gratitude, 
Imperfect thanks of an o’erburden’d heart, 

Which, loved by one, bodes yet felicity. 

But good I augur e’en from fail’d success, 

If such thy effort baply may retain 

In this best-guarded place, though but awhile, 

My honour’d sire and brother, and no less 796 
Thine own. Would that I could myself meantime 
Infection of thy happy bosom seize, 

And be serene and cheerful, e’en as thou!” 


’ Then thus the kind Matilda’s voice commends. 


‘«¢ Be so, my lovely friend, and deem to bliss 
We soon will smooth all obstacle away. 
Nor let us doubt hereby that sire my own 
As thine, our lovers, all our friends, and kin, 
We shall detain and keep in this best place, 
Howe’er moved discontent may falter now, 
Till for high action burst the favouring hour. 807 
Be secret for awhile, and play thy part 
In seeming as before, while I proceed 
To execute the purpose in my thought; 
Till happy wifehood shall be both our meed, 
And permanent be made the bliss we seek. 
For deem not, future sister, but by this 
E’en my own delm, indolent and mild 
Too much, shall be aroused, till eager zeal 
Aspire to lofty act and valour new.” 


She paused a moment, while her sadder friend 
Seem’d at her words in spirit to revive : 818 
When straight the generous comforter pursued. 


‘¢ Content awhile amid these verdurous bowers, 
These scenes of pastoral stillness, we can share 
W ont rural peace, and make this genial spot 
Seem love's own region, as we act our task, 
While o’er our heads the mocking wood-dove cooes, 
Alone made privy to our fond love's plot. 
Safe in this charm’d Elysium of our own, 
Ionocence, truth, shall still seem left on earth, 
Not yet fled, with Astrea, to the skies. 
Still a brief while from ambient dangers shut, 820 
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Fear not, Sir Knight, (graced with thy belted sword,) 
To sleep composed within thy latticed cell. 

Thou know’st, a friend is from thy side not far, 
Haply, brave Knight, as valiant as thyself, 

To chase assailing enemies away. 

Bless’d in each other, let us hail the hour 

That pledges to high use this calm retreat.” 


In mood so sportive, tender, feminine, 
The noble fair beguile the passing time, 
That screens such grace in sylvan Athelney, 839 
With charm’d complacence and fond love-taught 
[ wiles. 
Nor does the acute Matilda long delay 
Io practice to pursue her shrewd design, 
But straight on work exerting to her best 
Contrivance and ingenious faculty 
Of female project (in invention rich, 
Where in the heart’s affair, love, friendship, claims) 
Plays on the unruly prince, and artful draws 
Her restless cousin into passing talk 
Aside, in walk along the islet’s bank 
That overlooks the lapse of sluggard Thone: 
Tells, that she learns with pain his fix’d design 851 
To quit this spot, and from its sheltering peace 
Withdraw her sire, with other valiant friends, 
But chief the noble Sussex with his son, 
On expedition some, of drift scarce known. 


‘* For Sussex’ generous house, (the artful maid 
Rejoins) I grieve peculiarly, since long 
Marking their sorrow for the loss of her, 
A daughter, sister loved, of worth unmatch’d; 
Beauteous not Jess than amiable and kind, 
Excelling too in every female grace : 
Whose faithful heart (I know it, cousin-prince, 862 
Nor idly speak—I was her bosom’s friend) 
Another sought—one only, though by her 
With meek affection, chare and delicate, 
Lost, since her soul’s regard was never told. 
What, truant, if I tell, that other heart 
So hoped was thine ?— My credence so assures. 
What treasure hast thou miss’d, who such a heart 
Couldst throw away, by wild ambition’s clare 
Seized and misled, elate with idle pride ! 
Her deep, pure love which my esteem so much 
Could raise, how better hadst thou known and prized, 
E’en dearer for reserve and modest screen!’ 874 
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She said, and turn’d with half-averted look, 875 
As if in hurt disdain. Not all unwaked 
Regret, remorse commingled with surprise, 
Remembrance strong, roused curiosity, 
Impel the stagger’d listener to enquire 
From one who seems aware, if tidings yet 
Evene of her, for whom her friend thus pleads. 


Instant Matilda answers in return: 


‘‘ Somewhat I know too of her history, 
As friends from youth: her virgin modesty 884 
Knew, and admired, which such her love not dared 
(Albeit at first but sprung from friendship’s root,) 
Reveal to thee, extoll’d in other sphere, 
And ranging her meek tenderness above, 
Imparted sole to my confided ear. 
Seeing it hopeless, slighted every way, 
Both to conceal it and its pang to cure, 
With crush’d affection, did the gentle maid 
Seek Thanet’s minster-convent, where ere long 
Some ruffian’s shameless insolence,—most like 
As base as bold,—refrain’d not to assail 
The sheltering convent’s hallow’d privacy, 896 
Nay e’en her very chamber sought to scale. 
Which insult to the bapless maid induced 
Ruin, shame, slander, and imprisonment, 
Causing her flight, —who knows, but, haply death? 
(So rumour tells) or if she live, conceal’d, 
Yet undiscover'd in some lone retreat. 
But for that unta’en injurer, madly-wild, 
(Whoe’er he prove) what but hot vengeance waits 
From a roused brother’s arm and sire incensed 
Such insolence and crime, that could destroy 
A daughter’s, sister’s, honour, and to all 
Be the vile author of so hideous woe ! 908 
Him surely penal justice waits, condign, 
Who reputation thus could sdeign and peace. 
Whoe’er he be, he yet must answer much. 
Penitence, grief, compassion needs must be 
His single part. How may he e’er be friend 
Or to the noble Sussex, or his house ? 
Whose sight, whose thought, he now may never bear. 
Say, prince, what punishment must such a one 
Merit from these? or to that lovely maid, 
(The insulted sufferer’s self,) what load of debt, 
What boundless gratitude the injurer owes, 
If screen’d by her for love’s, and honour’s sake ?” 


86 KING ALFRED. 


So as she said, and on the startled prince = 921 
Suddenly cast a penetrating glance, 
Abruptly she breaks off :—but on his face, 
While so she paused, fix’d full a meaning look. 
Till in his flutter’d mien, awaked alarm 
Hid not his heart’s unwont embarrassment. 
Strangely uneasy grown, with fresh surprise 
And curious note enflamed, he ’gins to doubt, 
Lest of his very fault Matilda’s self 
Surmises, or may know, and by his eye 
Fix’d on her watchful countenance ia return, 
Seems almost to suspect her question’s drift 932 
That would entrap his answer in its snare. 
Burning to glean what else the enquiry bodes, 
He asks, with bated voice, 

‘¢ What means her suit?” 


Not so deterr’d, Matilda straight pursues, 
Nor fails her happy skill of full effect : 
When noting his emotion and the gloom 
That token’d an incipient penitence, 
Knowing where shame for error first is felt, 
Virtue at hand admittance asks again, 942 
With instant charge thus on the prince she turns. 


‘‘ Dream not escape. Think not but well I know 
All consequence of thy defenceless fault, 
Albeit by one, too generous, for thy sake 
(Whate’er her hapless fate, and train of woe,) 
From the world’s indignation screen’d and hid 
With peerless faith and unheard constancy. 
Mark me. Thyself it was, whose mad assault 
Dared in the stilly peace and dead of night 
That wild act which has frighted Thanet’s isle, 
And made its minster’s purity a theme 
For pointing scorn. In moment of surprise, 954 
When from the balcony, which thy insult reach’d, 
Herself, descending, in the garden walk’d, 
Thy boisterous folly e’en attempted more ; 
Until the wounded watch—thy forced escape, 
Unknown, as unimpeach’d,—on her alone 
Drew more suspicion, hate, and blasted fame. 
Yet with forbearance past belief or praise, 
To shield thyself from shame and pain of death, 
Did she conceal thy fault, and undeserved 
Threw o’er thee fond protection of true love : 
How instanced more than thus, that for thy life 
She gave, as ’twere, her own? till by strange chance 
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Flying the prison’s pestilential gloom, 967 
Home, parent, brother, lost—none left to save, 

Or to receive her outcast misery, 

To me alone it fell some little aid 

To yield her, helpless, in such lone distress, 
‘When from her own o’erwhelm’d and breaking heart 
Her secret griefs were breathed to my sole ear. 
To me, her single friend, at such an hour 

Was all her tender fondness own’d, from thee 
Reserved with female guard, and vainly deem'd 
To be by absence heal’d: such love’s effect 

As scarce from any yet were ever heard. 978 
But who may tell, what high and generous act 
Love’s passion in a noble female breast, 

Innocent, young, and pure, will not attempt 

To screen and save the object of her heart,— 
Though of such faith herself were sacrifice ? 

The secret yet has been by me preserved 
Religiously from every other ear, 

As pledged in promise to her gracious self. 

Alas! her goodness, worth unparallel’d, 

Best known to me, deserved far other doom ; 

But most, I add, ungrateful man from thee, 989 
From thee regard, love, honour, ne’er too much.” 


At this the prince’s roused astonishment 
Hinder’d his utterance, and his gaze alone, 
Fix’d in mute wonder, his heart’s torture told. 
Till now discerning his fault truly known, 
At first in bursts of sudden rage he starts, 
As from Matilda’s presence bent to fly; 
While from his flutter’d lips few words yet scaped, 
Which what he felt express’d : 

‘* Forth from this place 

Straight will I speed, and quit a scene of taunt, 
Insult, and disregard, on every side 1001 
Heap’d on myself, seeking in other field 
Fortune and honour mine, elsewhere impugn 4.” 


Matilda, ready, sole at this pursues 
Her battery on his fierce and stubborn breast, 
And with fresh charge inflicts yet deeper blow. 


‘Stay, fugitive; else ere thou canst escape, 
I will denounce thy guilt, rash, daring man, 
Prince though thou be and kinsman of mine own, 
To them, the noble house whom thou hast wrong’d, 
The insulted Sussex, (once thy foster-sire) 1011 
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To him, that gallant son—in vain thy friend. 1012 
Expect not e’en from me thy relative 

Screen, weakly kind, such as thou yet hast found 
From one, who own’d no other claim, save love: 
How ill requited by thy heartless breast ! 

She for its meed reap’d only injury, 

Insult to faith unmatch’d, whose single fault 

Was tenderness,—too high regard for thee.” 


So as she said, not solely now amaze 
Held the struck prince, but in such unlook’d toils 
Caught, and oppress’d, he seem’d to shrink abash’d : 
Paler in look, while o’er his fancy crept 1023 
A dearer memory of one too much 
Slighted and wrong’d, and in whose due behalf 
Truth pleaded by her friend, before scarce felt, 
Softens and melts a heart, how wild soe’er. 
The symptoms of which mood the skilful fair 
Perceiving, urges yet her strong appeal. 


‘* What penalty of meet remorse is yet 
Due from thyself, the source of so much pain: 
Slander and shame, captivity and flight, 
Lorn destitution, homeless banishment, 1033 
Heap’d all on one, deserving happier lot. 
If not quite lost in hard impenitence, 
What must be yet thy reparation’s sum ! 
If still she live, what dear requital rests 
Thee to accord, and prove thy grateful sense. 
Nor, trust me, cousin, is the noble mind 
To pity’s self ungraceful, unallied. 
Kindness e’en best becomes the truly brave. 
Deem not, graced prince, it aught can derogate 
From magnanimity, but most bespeaks, 
To own its error and rash wrong repair. 1044 
Though warm, haught, wild, ne’er, kinsman, deem’d 
In heart obdurate, but have oft esteem’d [I thee 
Few braver, or more generous, than thyself. ° 
Curb that ungovern’d temper then, and be 
Reclaim’d to honour and to happiness. 
Quell mad ambition that would swerve thee hence, 
And own controlling virtue’s homely claim. 
Friend of thy country, truly then a prince, 
All love shall hail thee, set in duty’s sphere.” 


So as she said, the prince in agony 
Torn of remorse, feels through his shuddering frame 
A secret horror creep, and sense awaked 1056 
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Of his own deep, though unintended, wrong. 1057 
Subdued to penitence by soft degrees, 
While through his wrung soul works the keen rebuke, 
Silent awhile, and o’er his face his hand 

Held as his stung emotion to conceal, 
The scarlet blush that dyed his burning cheek, 
Tf seen, had more betray’d his struggling shame. 
His injury, to benefactors wrought, 
Full flashes o’er his mind : still too retain’d 

Kind Sussex’ grief. Conscious of error past, 
Still slight confession scaped his stubborn soul, 
Scant used to bend, until in bated tone 1068 
At last he utters: 

‘* Cousin, cease, I pray, 

Reproaches such, howe’er thy knowledge come. 
No more: thy censures cleave my heart in twain. 
Be kind to me, as ever wont, and deign 
Impart me yet thy counsel. Though my due, 
End thou this torture: by reply thou canst. 
Where is Emilia? Tell nie—lives she still ? 
Say but, she yet survives, and I will bow 
To thy response as to an oracle. 

My smitten heart upbraids me, and is pierced 
With deep compassion for her crowd of wocs, 1us0 
Caused by myself, e’en to her timeless fate. 

If once restored, ne’er would I lose her more. 
What thanks were mine, could she be found again! 
That fore her for my fault confess'd I may 
Implore forgiveness, and my wrong repair. 
Meseems, her sole recovery, her sight 
Can my hurt bosom’s perturbation heal, 
Or soothe the pang of its still-rankling wound. 
Give me thy aid, kind cousin, thy advice, 
How this sad suffering we may best relieve.” 


Hereat Matilda, with her art’s success 1091 
Joyously pleased, now seeing prospect fair 
Of reformatidn and glad time at hand, 
Gently infuses hope, his pang to quell, 
And adds: 

‘¢ If e’er thou hopest to see her more, 

Cherish within thy bosom love her due, 
And trust in meet time to repair the wrong. 
Expect forgiveness, reconcilement thus, 
By this too union, general happiness : 
Look that in time kind Providence may yet 
Restore the lost Emilia, lovely, pure 
And innocent as ever yet she shone 1103 
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To cheer and dawn upon thy ravish’d eye. 1104 
If thy due love be yielded in return 

To one so meriting, her very woes 

And pass’d misfortunes shall but bliss increase, 
Presenting more claim to thy fond regard. 

If not,—but stubborn, thou wilt still maintain 

Thy dangerous resolution hence to part, 
Disdaining love's own fondness, duty’s claim, 
Luring with thee fallen England's friends away, 

I will expose thee straight, and have thee seized 
To needful justice : death thy due desert, 

Both from the law’s doom, and the vengeful ire 

Of an offended family. Nay: more— 1116 
Bethink thee, how would every honest sword 
Leap from its scabbard, to avenge the wrong. 

My single word can on thy head induce 
Ruin,—thy life or death is in my hand.” 


Amazed he stands at what may next ensue. 
At her success so far, a secret joy 
Gladdens Matilda’s heart, yet lest too swift, 
Too sudden seem the acquirement, but with power 
More forcible still to detain the prince, 
Bound in unanswer’d curiosity, 1126 
Wholesome embarrassment, that so could hold 
In check his fiery spirit,—she bids awhile 
The prince her presence leave, and rest composed, 
While she in motion sets her magic spells, 
Which haply shall this mystery all resolve. 


In brooding mood, reluctant he obeys ; 
While she, elate, hastes to her waiting friend, 
And to Emilia, in reception kind, 
Secretly drawn aside with needful care, 
Gladdens with summ’d account ber anxious heart. 
Much do the fair enjoy tbe happy plot ; 1137 
So useful to themselves, their country too, 
To needful union, victory, and peace. 
Fond hope it breathes that thus they shall retain 
Their sires, loves, future consorts, kin, and friends, 
In kind engagement, and all soon make blest. 


But interrupted seems awhile the course 
Of such their dexterous scheme : for all amid 
The perill’d change that in the sylvan isle, 
But for such care of the considerate fair, 
Threats to disturb the needful harmony, 
And on designs of patriotism invade 1148 
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With strange insidious injury unforeseen, 1149 
Novel events arise. Adventure seems 

In swift succession only to induce 

Adventure new and stirring incident, 

To fill, diversify, the busied time. 

For in their sought, excursive enterprize 

Not idly absent, Warwick’s noble earl, 

The valiant Rohand, and his guardian knight, 

The gallant Guy, sped to their waiting band 

By Cheddar's cliffs and Wokey’s vaulted caves, 
Keeping their pledge and promised word, return 
Amid the bounds of wooded Athelney. 1160 
Who hail’d by all with joyous welcome back, 
Straight to the sovereign and his gracious train 
(The islet’s eager auditors) relate 

Theme of intelligence acquired abroad ; 

Importing this, with suited tidings summ’d : 

That noble Rayner, Somerset’s lost earl, 

Vainly their anxious care has sought; nor trace 
Opes yet of his discovery (howsoe’er 

Needed. to head his own provincial bands) 

Save that some rumour vague, of rise scarce known, 
Reports him by the false Hianfrid seized, 
Prison’d, in some confiscate castle shut, 1172 
(The price of vow’d revolt) but in what site 

Closed (if ’twere true) no certain tongue reveals. 
But that the traitorous Hianfrid, now 

Seen as usurping lord of Somerset, 

Who bruits in this suspected vicinage 

The King and nobles in disguise conceal’d, 

With banded bravoes and assassins hired, 

Prowls nightly, all about, from castles near : 

And in his madden’d searches far around, 

Fraught with endanger’d snares, quitting awhile 
The quested site of Mendip’s haunted hills, 
Cheddar's wild peaks, and Brent's embattled fields, 
Or the lone tor of ruin’d Avalon, 1185 
Sped from eld Somerton’s wont forted seat, 

For circuit more has, in extended range 

And varied search, seized to his hated hands, 

By Quantock’s fronting hills, the castled seat 

Of Enmore, where near Goathurst’s antique woods 
The spacious precincts of its sylvan park 

And towers ascend, late the paternal home 

Of generous Ordmer, aged, infirm, and blind : 

The more, since current fame has told, its site 
Was in mysterious and midnight assault 
Approach’d by daring bands, from unknown haunts 
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Led (as is told) e’en by the vanish’d King. 1197 
Wherefore in threaten’d vengeance lurking there, 
With chosen bands the false Hianfrid waits,— 
Cruel as treacherous, to foreign foes 

Obeisant (his new masters) mingled near, 

Tutor’d by his directive vigilance. 

From every wandering pilgrim, peasant-hind, 
Urging enquiry strict on ceaseless quest 

To seize the vaunted object of his prey, 

(No less than England’s King and noblest friends) 
Thus nearer, closer come, the traitor holds 

His station’d watch, now posted miles but few 1208 
From this their lonely isle’s unfound retreat, 

With danger’s direst step beleaguering round 

Its nest, in treason’s sly-advancing net. 


At such announcement, first unwont alarm 
From sense of peril imminent and near 
Discovery, e’en from latent treason more 
Demanding dread than from a foreign foe, 
In their small circle prompts inclosure more. 
But, fired, the noble Alywin ventures first 
Propose bold sally and the traitor’s self 
Seek in nocturnal seizure to surprise, 1219 
Nor longer thus his lurking ambush wait. 
Bold shews such urged attempt, nay even rash, 
Seeming mid danger’s very jaws to rush, 
But dauntless courage roused excites applause, 
Inducing general resolve from all. 
For so the little band of patriots deem 
Hence haply lordly treason to o’erwhelm, 
Defeat its machinations, or disperse, 
By unlook’d courage, proved at crisis such ; 
Likeliest augment, attach, yet other friends, 
Perchance deliver too some pining there, 1230 
Good Ordmer’s train, or e’en lost Rayner’s self, 
W hose guidance much his suffering province needs. 
The sovereign soon agrees, and e’en reminds 
Their former venture : 

‘“* Know we not (he tells) 

From our past act amid those very scenes, 
(Turning in this again to happy use) 
Every bye-path and track thro’ woods and fields 
To castled towers we visited before ? 
If erst with fewer numbers our exploit 
Aught of success induced and happier hope, 
From gallant friends now present, since combined, 
What bless’d event may we not yet presage? 1243 
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Sure never may struck memory forget 1244 
A theme of interest deep: that old blind chief, 
The sire decay'd, with those the attractive fair, 
Tending affectionate his helpless age, 

His daughters twain, a widow’d mother one, 
With orphan babe, one fresh in unwed youth: 

All injured then, and by the ruthless foe 
Dependents made, slaves on their own domain, 
Sunk, and pvor tenants of a little lodge 

Guarding wont entrance to their castle-gate.” 


‘¢ Of them too (noble Rohand instant adds) 1251 
Our absence heard, whom thence, as rumour tells, 
(So learnt bold Guy, who track’d his steps so far) 
The villain-traitor late has fiercely seized, 

And to the castle’s confine, once their own, 
Drawn with rude hest to shut captivity, 

- That from duress of fear he may extort 
Knowledge, he deems is theirs, which may reveal 
The King’s retreat, or of his friends in league, 
Whoe’er with him the late attack essay ‘d.” 


Such added tidings but arouse the more 
Indignant feeling and concurr’d response 1265 
Such lordly tyranny to overpower ; 

The pitied objects of so ruthless ire 
Haply to rescue and from capture save: 
Dragging the recreant traitor in his turn 
To justice more condign; his vile career 
End, and the country’s spirit more revive. 


Pleases the resolution, more revolved, 
Till expectation rises, while the more 
They ponder means to execute their thought. 
Though seem’d it now, as treason dogg’d their steps 
Through ambient danger on to fated death, — 1276 
Fresh courage in each dauntless bosom swells, 
Rising as if with consequence inverse. 
Chance they recal of war, whether success 
Crown all their hope, or but concede in part, 
Such portion may their country’s drooping soul 
Encourage, and to ampler act inspire. 
So meditative sanction but confirms 
The settled enterprize to instant act: 
Nor less their prudent care debates its means, 
Till in united concert all agree 
With the night's earliest shades in silent train 
Forth from this place, like nested snakes uncoil’d, 
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To glide in secret by suspectless paths, 1289 
Toward Enmore's guarded heights; at hour so still 
With stealth of sudden onset to surprize 

At post the likeliest-sleeping sentinels, 
Undreaming aught of peril, or attack ; 

Whom still’d or bound in service, to invade 

The tyrant-traitor on his couch usurp’d : 

Then act the rest e’en to thought’s full intent ; 

All as excited fancy paints to hope. 


Thus eager for the destined enterprise, 
They burn for its accomplishment; none more 1299 
Impatient than rash Aylwio, Wilts’ bold earl, 
Ever for aught of martial summons prompt. 
The sovereign too, whether through proud success, 
(Full oft his lot) or sunk in turn’d defeat, 
Preserving still a countenance of joy, 
Animates with his look his watchful friends, 
Who from his brave example draw fresh cheer. 


By emulation roused to gallant deeds 
And valour opportune, the younger prince, 
Wild Athelwold, now feels unwonted glow, 
Such as diverts and fires his sullen mood. 1810 
Much longs he for the bold adventure’s act, 
Forgetting, or suspending, in such hope 
Seditious pride, or e’en expectant dreams. 
Eager enthusiasm banishes all fear, 
All thought of danger, howsoe’er it press, 
And only hope each throbbing bosom fires. 


Nor checks delay : effusing golden gleams 
Far o’er the western sky, in April dews 
Early embathed, the placid sun declined 
Behind mark’d Quantock’s range, at whose near close 
Rose Goathurst’s woods and Enmore’s forted seat. 
Scarce had the glimmering radiance, that o’erspread 
The gold-green landscape, faded soft away, 
And changed the yellow hues to deepening red, 
When the meek twilight with yet soberer tinct 
Dared on the hush’d enchantment stilly steal, 
To hide such beauty in a veil of grey. 
Not long she stay’d, but parting silently 
Resign’d her brief rule to night’s stately Queen, 
Opening her gradual glory in the east, 
Till peering fair o’er Aller’s brighten’d hill 
Her orient cheek, with visage half-display’d, 
To the glad inmates of the sylvan isle 1333 
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Of parture hence at hand gave settled sign, 13834 
Ere her crown’d brow call’d up to wait ber pomp 
Her train of handmaid stars, o’er spangling heaven. 


Assembled with impatience undescribed, 
Its tenants on their mission’d errand speed, 
A goodly band, whose muster-roll contains 
Of these precedent, justly first in name 
As station, England’s fallen majesty : 
Ready too by his side, in rank the next, 
The princes both, his royal nephews twain. — 1343 
Near these appear'’d the sovereign’s knightly page, 
Young, graceful Turgar, Lincoln’s cherish’d earl : 
Next Cornwall's honour’d peer, the monarch’s friend, 
Osmund, of lineage to the throne allied, 
Near whom too stepp’d the faithful Athelard, 
His noble son, emulous of his sire, 
For friendly faith in royal favour high. 
After whom prominent, nor far kept back, 
Bold Aylwin, Wilts’ rash peer, who in his suite 
Led next him some select of Mercia’s peers, 
Gloucester, and Oxford's stately lords: with these 
From Southern Wales the fiery British chiefs, 
Whom noble Aylwin joys to call his friends. 1356 
These following next, with due-conceded place 
As to a worthy stranger, Warwick’s earl, 
The lofty Rohand strode, and near his side 
Attendant Guy, brave knight, who eyed his lord, 
Haply at future day his destined sire. 
Near these the young and gallant Edgar moved, 
Prime lord of Hants and Vecta’s sea-set isle, 
On duty ever active, quick, and bold. 
Succeeded him, calm, and with statelier step 
The martial Oddune, Devon’s princely peer,— 
With him the gallant scion of his house, 
The youthful Eldred, pride of Kinwith’s field, 1308 
Thence drawing his illustrious title’s name. 
Sedately by his honour’d father’s side 
He walk’d, his left arm yet in healing bonds 
Slung, to compose scarce yet recover’d wounds, 
To which his conscious sire owed rescued life. 
By these with pride advanced the lordly Kent, 
And following him, came Sussex’ sadden’d peer, 
Whose look the stir of war now seem’d to inspire, 
While graced his side his loved intrepid son. 
After their steps the nautic Essex press’d, 
Proud of their vow’d and friendly fellowship ; 
And last the noble Surrey follow’d mild, 1380 
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With the graced heir of his time-honour’d line, 1381 
Benignant, than the rest though more to ease 

Erst used amid his hospitable halls, 

Yet now not slow, but seeming both aroused 

To valour which the lap of rest disdain’d. 
Throng’d seem’d the assemblage, yet to crowds of foes 
Waiting such prey, in count alas! how few! 
Though e’en with these (albeit to war unused) 
Press’d to such suit some of the priestly train, 
The faithful Asser, travell’d Erigen, 

Werbert exiled ; for sacred Plegmund stay’d 

And elder Adulph in the isle’s confine 1392 
To guard the alarm’d nor vainly timid fair, 

Whose fond tears glisten’d in their melting eyes, 
While many a wish pray’d safe and prompt return. 
With these, not slack to witness and partake 

High acts of fame, moved too the ready bards. 
Well might it seem, of all the warrior-band 

Who graced the sylvan isle, that every male 

Lent glad his presence, save Kent’s courtly page, 
The seeming knight late sick, who (delicate [pleads 
E’en more than knight beseem’d) such sickness 
As yet must needs excuse commingling steps: 
Whereat Matilda, conscious, on the sight 1404 
Suppresses scarce a smile, while she discerns 
Real alarm awaked, unknightly fear, 

Seized and oppress’d her charge, which, ill conceal’d, 
Almost betray’d the temper feminine, 

Deterr’d by nature’s self from scenes of blood. 
This, ere they part, observing, stately Kent 

With native courtesy (so not to wound 

The feeling of the shrinking invalid) 

Gently rebukes his daughter’s choice, and adds: 


‘‘ Meseems, Matilda, your commended page 
At point of needed service ever faints, 1415 
And from his post of actual danger fails : 
So yet he proves, through sickness true, or feign’d: 
But hope we from him still some bolder use. 
Not bravelier served than by this tender youth, 
Myself, I trow, must needs mine own knight be.” 


By secret ways along the westward bank 
Of Parret’s willow’d river they advance 
Sole through bye-tracks, villages passing none, 
But singly here and there a straggling farm, 
O’er moory marshes and low swampy fens 
Toward Parret’s northern town: then sudden, cross’d, 
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Its skirted borders and wild forest tracts, 1427 

On toward the upper country they ascend 

Toward Quantock’s hilly chain, discern'd in view, 

Till reaching Halswell's primal ridge, whose height 

Brows from its summit the spread scene below, 

Few moments pause they there, but hasting on 

To scape observance in their dared approach, 

Dart amid Halswell’s shadowy woods, diffused 

In sylvan pomp above the quiet site 

Where rural Goathurst lifts its turret-fane, 

Which hence at times by moonlight they discern 

Peeping beneath through vistas dusky-green ; 

Beyond, not distant, Enmore’s castled seat. 1439 

Here as they glide, picking their way with guard, 

Screen’d (as they deem) from all intrusive sight, 

Among tall oaks, the growth of centuries, 

Or where tall-glossy-silver’'d beeches shine, 

Or tower o'er dusky umbrage stately elms, 

They pierce the forest’s arching glades, sole lit 

By changeful glimpses of the hovering moon, 

That gilds the foliage o’er with streamy gold. 

Haply, entrain’d, they creep in silence on, 

Past many a tangled copse of hollies green, 

Bright with red berries, or where sheeted flowers 

Of the blackthorn yet mock fled winter’s snows. 

Thus as they move with cautious step on watch, 

Their feet invasive startle from repose 

Wild animals that haunt these native shades, 

(Sole life that seems to own these solitudes) 

The free-bred burghers of the pathless woods. 

Disturb’d, with sudden rush as in alarm, 

First listening with rear’d head and ears erect, 

Sprung then from covert tufts of tangled fern, 

Bounds forth the auburn deer; the buck on high 

Tosses his branching antlers ; with swift leap 

After the sleek doe darts the velvet fawn: 1462 

Or else aroused from other secret lair, 

Shunning man’s unwont aspect, silk-hair’d goats 

Glide white, like pallid phantoms, scared away, 

Where shrubby thickets crowd with deepening gloom. 

Perchance at times within some creviced rift 

That cleaves the concave bole of some crook’d tree, 

Screams the hoarse owl, night’s plaintive quirister, 

Discover’d by his iuly-shivering hoot, 

Ere the dim moon his streaky wing display, 

His tawny bosom, feather’d legs, and tufts 

That ear-like o’er his beaked visage peer. 

Wheel’d then o’erhead, shrieks the nocturnal kite, 
VOL. V. H 
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Alarm’d; or blent in airy circle low, 1475 
Through still recesses of interior groves, 

Flitters with weaker cry the startled bat. 

Or through entangled mazes of the wood, 

Eluding ambush’d note, unlikeliest here, 

Haply they speed by pools of water deep, 

Beside whose marge the patient heron waits, 

Or nestled amid stalks and wither’d leaves, 
Roosts in dusk trees along ; or where by night 
The thievish otter plies his fishy watch: 

There too, perchance, in matted reeds conceald, 
Or high coarse herbage, where it breeding lurks, 
The lonely bittern with shrill-echoed cry 1487 
Booms through the conscious silence of the night. 
At times, o’er interval of grassy lawnds 

In wild unpictured scenes, where Fancy else 

Had loved to linger in delighted stay, 

’Mong saplings moist, from acorn-cups sell-sprung, 
Pausing they mark the lonely timid hare 

Feed hush’d, or shewn amid some smoother spot, 
Radiant with gleams of moonlight, in night's peace 
Sport wanton, through the day by fear confined 
To unsought tufts that screen its thicket-seat. 

Oft in their track the dozing leveret, 1498 
At sudden tread of human step descried, 

Springs from its form, and limps in haste away, 
Or stopp'd looks back surprised with dropping ears. 
Mark too, where to yon earthy bank, o’erbrow’d 
With tangled fibres and depending roots, 

The shy fox, ware long ere himself be seen, 


Skulks swiftly, levelling his bushy tail. 


Thus piercing thro’ the hurst, o’er holt, and glade, 
At last they come where in sequester’d space, 
Towers, branching high, a solitary oak, 

Whose hoary aspect, reverend with age, 1509 
Bleach'd with three hundred winters’ storms might 
Yet still, though aged, firm, in earth erect, [seem; 
The girth capacious of its giant-trunk 

And massive frame, extoll’d in grandeur vast, 
Spoke it the veteran monarch of the wood. 
Expansive, and majestic in decay, 

It shew'd, while circling space seem’d ope, empaled, 
Likeliest some purlieu’s antique mark, some guide, 
Known only to the sylvan forester. 

Here as they paused a moment to observe 

The withering monument of ages past, 

(Strange to relate!) c’en in a spot so lone, 1521 
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With more aroused amaze, they hear the cry 1522 
As ot a child, seeming (so told the sound) 
At hand, though thro’ the wild-wood echoing shrill. 
Sudden, they stand at gaze; when (stranger yet !) 
The listen’d sounds seem issuing overhead. 
The King in wonder utters: 

“ Hark ! what cry ? 
Sure from an infant’s voice that sound proceeds, 
And if I err not, hereabouts it springs. 
Ascend this tree, young Edgar, active lord, 
Ever for strange adventure prompt: by search 
Within it, satisfy our waked amaze.” 1533 


So as he said, the young and stirring peer, 
(Almost too on such charge with emulous haste 
Supplanted by young Turgar, Lincoln’s earl, 

The sovereign’s willing page, or to his side 
Straight sprung, bold Aylwin, or the gallant Guy,) 
Mounts with swift spring along the rugged trunk 
Up mid the branching boughs whose stretching arms, 
Whelk’d o’er with knobs emboss’d and knotty wens, 
Diffused a wide shade o’er the ferny sward, 
Answering in bulk and spreading latitude 

To quarried spurs that grasp’d the soil beneath, 
More solid than the rocky earth they cleft. 1545 
The ascent he penetrates, whence seems the sound 
Issuing, until among the stag-horn’d boughs 

That push their fork’d and tortuous tops in air, 
Sapless and bare, blanch’d to a hoary grey, 

Within an eagle's eyry, there inclosed, 

(That spoke the work as of the by-gone year) 

The young peer finds with unexpress’d surprise 
An infant nestled, whose fresh rich attire, 

Albeit in cradle laid so strange, bespoke 

Of noble birth the treasure there exposed. 

Such single tenant of so royal nest 1556 
No fierce bird seem’d to guard, nor seem’d there aught 
Of living creature which might e’en affright 

The harmless innocent itself ;—’less near 

Might lurk the green and clinging woodpecker, 
Seeking repose till dawn of breaking day ; 

Or haply in some hollow crevice screen’d, 

The blue jay rustled, which at man’s approach 
Timidly shrieking fled, and left exposed 

Within its own nest, framed of slender twigs, 

Its spotty eggs, ash-green; or where discern‘d 

At slender distance the pert squirrel leap’d, 
Quickly disturb’d from forth his mossy nest, 1563 


PAA ee i a = ry ee ee 


100 KING ALFRED. 


By whose near site in other hollow stored, 1569 
Tlis hoarded nuts and acorns shewd his care, 
Deftly among the budded shoots secured. 

Whose raucous cry of danger, as the peer 
Climbing advanced, spoke but itself afraid, 

No harm betokening to the nestled babe. 

This, seen in full gaze of the lingering moon, 
Edgar approach’d, the beauteous infant took, 
Then hasting downward, to the wondering King 
And crowding train presents the graceful prize, 

W hich in his arms as pleased the sovereign takes. 
Eyeing its beauty with surprize he notes 1580 
Its purple mantle, fringed around with gold, 

And jewell'd bracelets on its little arms | 
That singly proved its mark’d nobility. 

While on the child, so held, the sovereign gazed, 
And kiss’d its velvet lip and rosy cheek, 

Adding endearment fond with soothing voice, 

The conscious infant sudden still’d its cry, 

And smiled with pleasure on the admiring King, 
Seeming to own in him a foster- sire. 

Who, touch’d as with paternal tenderness, 
(Recalling his own consort children, lost) 1591 
Press’d from its azure eyes the trembling tear, 
Wherein uncheck’d the sovereign blent his own. 
Then een the warrior-chieftains, crowding round, 
(Albeit on errand haply closed by blood) 

Were melted at the sight, nor scarce of these 
Could any eye the starting drop restrain. 

More too when now in gentlest tone the King 

The seeming outcast orphan thus accosts : 


‘‘ Hail! pretty nestling, of a parent's care 
Found destitute, in guise so strange exposed, 
Through chance whate’er of exile, danger, dread, 
Haply thy dam and sire by hunters slain. 1603 
Be welcome, as heaven’s gift; by us thus saved, 
Nobly to rear thee be a charge our own. 

And since none other home thy birth yet claims, 
‘ Nestling’ be hence thy name; while for device 
Hereafter be on thy white shield impress’d 

An eagle bending o'er the cradled child, 

In memory of this thy wilder’d couch.” 


Strange interest hails such incident occurr’d, 
Romantic wild: now but awaked the more, 
When lo! a greater wonder all absorbs 
The attracted gaze. Pause none may more admit 
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The pretty babe to fondle and admire, 1615 
Ere shrieking, from the covert of the wood 
A female springs; who as in wild alarm 
Falls on her knees before the thronging band, 
With terror, supplication more, impress’d 
On her pale visage, which itself disclosed 
Affection’s agony, while mutely bent, 
She lifts her outstretch’d arms up toward the child. 
Needed, to own the mother, language none 
Save nature’s single, tenderest eloquence, 
When the glad infant toward the form it knew 
Reach’d forth its little arms, as if it sought —-1626 
The cradling shelter of its mother’s breast, 
Hailing whom best it loved with sweetest smile, 
Then added utterance of asking cry. 
The sovereign to the mother’s eager hold 
(Himself a sire) gently the babe resto.es, 
When, in such mien confess'd, she to her heart 
Presses with love ineffable her prize. 
But in such act the King, while thus he bends 
Before her (each to other full in view) 
With new amaze recals to memory 
Good Ordmer’s widow’d daughter, seen before 
In past adventure. Instant, she alike 1638 
Witb wondering look seems too to recognize 
The honour’d King. Half-risen, at the sight 
She kneels again, bending with reverent air 
Ere yet her tongue spoke duteous loyalty, 
Or in her child’s deliverer own’d a friend. 
As if with deep emotion overpower’d, 
Surprize at scene so strange, then swift relief 
Of rapture that succeeding terror chased, 
Almost the tremulous mother faints, and scarce 
Her lovely burden’s weight seems strong to hold. 
Gently the sovereign his own courteous aid 
Offers to her support; with kindest voice 1650 
Soothes her, recovering ; tenderly assures 
‘It is himself, these all are noble friends,’ 
And adds fond question : 

‘‘ What in this lone place 
Brings her stray’d feet, with circumstance so strange ? 
Where bide her sister now, and honour’d sire ?” 


By friendship such consoled, her flutter’d spirits 
The widow’d mother, gentle Adelaide, 
Fain would recal with effort, till she feels 
Gradual composure cheer her troubled breast. 
Then at all-powerful nature’s hest, with love 1661 
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Maternal while her full-fraught heart o'erflows, 1662 
Again the cherish’d infant on her breast 
Fond she caresses, with apt female grace, 
In silent rapture gazing on its look, 
While her own countenance, paler first than wont, 
Resumed its beauty, as her cheek its bloom. 
Then thus with accent low the mother’s voice 
Ventures in few: 

“Ah! darling, though to thee 
Shield none be left save guardian Providence, 
With my weak care, (for ever all thine own,) 
Reserved seems now thy destiny, to be 1673 
Saved and protected even by a King, 
Nor in my eyes unworthy. Live, dear babe, 
Him in thy turn hereafter to defend, 
With thine own gratitude. So prove of him, 
Thy noble father, husband once to me, 
Who in his lowly bed now sleeps, the son : 
Equal his valour, (thou canst ne’er surpass) 
And answer thus a mother’s fondest hope.” 


So as she said, she with a rapturous kiss 
Hung o’er her babe, press’d closer to her breast, 
While on its cheek trickled her starting tear 1684 
Nor fell, but stay’d, as dew-drops wet the rose. 
Throbb'd at the sight each watchful hero’s heart 
With emulous pride, moved too at such her words, 
While many an eye was dimm’d with gushing drops, 
Sprung of delight and generous sympathy. 
Affected, melted with emotion such, 
Gently the King approach’d, and while the cheek 
Of the fair child he touch’d, which seem’d to know 
The friendly hand, nor unreluctant shrank, 
Accosting it, he charm’d the mother’s ear. 


‘* Prized, little Nestling, (since thy name is such, 
By us conferr’d,) be my adopted right, 1696 
And henceforth own in me a foster-sire. 

Since offspring of mine own none now is left 

To soothe me, or to sport with, and instruct, 

Be’t lawful, in their place a father’s heart 

This infant with attraction kind may cheer, 

And yet remind it of endearments past. 

Be this a boon of gracious Providence, 

That educated under mine own care, 

Worthy his sire and grandsire he may prove, 
Hereafter noble through his own desert: 

So yet awhile in this lorn world supply : 1707 
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To me the stay of generous innocence, 1708 
Bereaved—alas! doom’d never to return!” 


At that kind act and tender memory 
The mother’s heart strange pleasure overcomes, 
And with such honour charm’d, in token’d sign 
Of homaged fealty she meekly bends. 


The sovereign, pleased, her loyal faith observes : 
Impatient then his question prime renews : 


‘‘ Wherefore at hour, and in a scene so wild, 
Beset by chance, which credence scarce may vouch, 
They find her, with this babe, so strangely hid. 
Resolve then strong amazement thus awaked.” 


Meek Adelaide with courtesy returns. 


‘‘ Forgive, liege sire, the shrieking terror rude 
Which such an unthought presence late assail’d : 
I deem’d this band pursuing enemies, 

After our flight despatch’d by traitorous rage.” 


Then more at full, with rapid clue she tells, 1725 
‘ Herself, and sister, with their aged sire, 
(Who in a thicket-grove are hid hard by,) 
Have at this very evening’s dusk escaped 
From Enmore’s castle, once their own domains. 
That thither from the humble lodge, assign’d 
Late as their single home, reduced to be 
There slaves and servants in the very fields 
Which erst their sire, good Ordmer, sway’d as lord, 
(In old blind age now held in drudgery) 
Its present traitorous usurping lord, 
Them late had to his hated presence drageg’d, 
Profaning now too oft their honour'd home. —-1737 
Alas! Hianfrid has their castle seized, 
After fled Rayner’s own confiscate forts 
Wrested through bounds of subject Somerset. 
There with stern menace had the traitor oft 
Sought from their mouths to gain intelligence 
Pertaining to the King, and banded friends, 
Reported to be lurking hereabout, 
Who (rumour tells) had dared at dead of night 
Assail these very halls in low disguise, 
And to rebellion rouse the vassal race. 
Discovery such not answer’d to his wish, 
Of late the traitor had, with insult new 1749 
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And threats of instant death, unless their tongue 
The importing secret to his ear reveal'd, 1751 
(Since best, he deem’d, the King’s retreat they knew, 
Or if the assailants who the fort surprized 

Were not indeed the King and escort train) 
Doom’d them to strict imprisonment, themselves 
Suspected privy to such dared attempt, 

Aud shut amid the castle’s dungeon-gloom, 

Till bonds, pain, threats, extort confession sought.’ 


Then thus, with tears, the frighted fair pursues : 


‘‘ There harass’d, lorn of solace, air, sleep, food, 
Impairing our sire’s health, our own, this babe’s, 
Kind pity of attendants, who our state 1762 
Saw and commiserated, has but now 
Induced connivance, and our thence escape. 

The company of one eld servant sole, 

Erst faithful keeper of this forest old, 

My father’s huntsman once, and forester, [woods, 
Who knows each hidden track throughout these 
Has counsel'd, guided, flight from Enmore’s park 
And castled fields to these lone bosky dells 

Of Goathurst’s woods, and Halswell’s sylvan scenes. 
In haste,—alarm’s confusion—(vain to tell) 1772 
Dreading pursuit from traitor-fues at hand, 

Since some scared sentinels e’en gave alarm 

With shouts, whom we no less contrived to evade, 
Hurried escape we difficultly traced 

Through wilder’d tracks, known singly to our guide, 
Amid the dim recesses of these woods. 
Goathurst’s still village, to our home the next, 
Timorous we skirted, though alike there known 
*Mong ancient friends, to whom we had been kind. 
Well had we hoped from them in chance so strange 
At hour of need ‘gainst hot discovery 1783 
Assistance, favour, screen of hard escape.” 


So as the fair related, at the tale 
Still trembling with remember’d dread, the King 
Brief interrupts : 
‘* Strange truly such recount, 
Claiming our passing thanks for faith so tried ! 
Dared you such flight then with this helpless babe?” 


Adelaide swift return’d: 
‘« My liege, we did: 
And caution more attempted for its sake. 1793 
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Dreading pursuit, to screen its life the more, 1794 
Marking within this venerable oak 

By the moon’s rays an eagle’s former nest, 

To hide it with best guard, both from pursuit, 
Wild beasts, or crawling serpents of the wood, 
Mounting the tree (broad, easy of ascent) 

I lodged | it in that native cradled bed, 

Truly less warm and soft than was its wont, 

Yet e’en amid this hoar oak’s antler’d crown 
Presenting shelter, when else better none 
Appear’d at hand, search’d many a spot around. 
Near, within hearing of my infant’s cry, 1505 
To bring it aid, and solace, food at need, 

My sire with guard, my sister, and myself, 
Reposed at hand, conceal’d by bushes green, 
"Mong almost pathless thickets safest deem’d : 
Believe, e’en there too on soon-startled watch 
Spying far off, albeit ourselves unseen. 

Nor groundless were such caution, since e’en now 
We deem the dangerous pursuit proceeds, 
Around, or e’en within these very woods. , 

So voices, noises strange, at times discern’d, 
Would intimate; or even, as we deem, 

The fearful bloodhound’s bark such quest declares, 
Albeit yet missing this secluded track.”’ 1818 


Renew’d alarm at tidings strange as these 
Agitates all the train with interest new, 
Seem’‘d thus in very jaws of peril come. 

At general request, more hush’d, again 
Recital the fair stranger thus pursues : 


‘* Safest nathless our guide suggests us here: 
Till haply morning’s dawn may lead us yet 
To other, closer mazes of the wood, 
Scarce pierced of any, save the hunter’s self. 1827 
But, honour’d sovereign, suffer me in turn 
My equal wonder's question to propound, 
What errand strange brings to this lonely place 
Yourself, this noble train, through shades of night; 
Or issuing whence, by such assemblage graced.” 


Instant, at this, the sovereign kind replies : 


‘* Know, that ourselves on destined errand speed 
Toward Enmore’s castled seat, where our design 
Sought to behold, and with prompt rescue save 
Your sire, and family, with hoped relief: 1887 
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There to attach new friends in England’s cause, 
(So had we fondly deem’d) while we assail —_1839 
The usurping traitor in his wrested hold, 

Or in our own grasp seize him captive there.” 


So as the monarch said, while gratitude 
Beam’d in her eye, a shuddering tremor seized 
The listening fair, who added hush’d reply. 


‘* Gallant indeed and generous such attempt! 
Worthy of venture past, to memory dear. [woods, 
Yet dared you passage through these trackless 
Lorn of a guide? How have you thrid their maze, 
Exposed to obscure dangers every way ? 

But if in part you hold such purpose still, 

Our ancient forester, or e’en ourself, 

And sister near, tending our aged sire, 1852 

May serve in this to guide, and prove of use. 

Wary must be our steps, for treason’s snares 

Are all at work, nor sleeps their task by night, 

To execute stern mandates, sdeigning rest.” 
[asks: 

Trembling, she ceased. The sovereign swiftly 


‘‘Oh! for your sire, good Ordmer ! Shew us now, 
Where is himself? First to the kind old peer 
Conduct our steps, and let us hail a friend.” 


Instant the daughter : 

‘* T will lead you straight 
To his retreat, where him you can appeal, 
Whate’er your purposed course may after prove. 
Great will his joy be, if alone to hear 
The voice remember’d of his honour’d King, 
And grasp his hand extended, though to see 
Such presence blind age now to him denies. —_1868 
Besought, he baply yet may more impart 
Counsel of high events, such as concern 
Our country, better than weak woman can.” 


So as she said, promptly she turns aside 
Into a track which singly one might pass : 
Where in long train ’mong tangled bushes led, 
They come at last into a place retired, 
A sunken dell, sequester’d, sinall, recluse, 
Showing a shadowy spot, a dingle deep, 
Surrounded on all sides by amplest trees, [banks, 
Whose naked roots pierced through the shaggy 
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O’erhung with dangling fibres shot from clefts 1xso 
W hich there form'd native caves, whose dry clean roof 
Shadow’d the dappled burghers of the wood, 
There calm reposed, in tranquil silence hid, 
W hence from their secret haunts scarce pept the deer. 
Elsewhere buge stones were seen, whose surface 
smooth 
Form’d tables plain, or like some natural bench, 
And for the feet a grassy lawn was spread 
Sprinkled with flowers that glisten’d to the moon, 
The primrose pale, set in the glowing green, 
Gloss’d king-cups, or white lilies of the vale 1890 
Lull’d, as it were, in moss that wreathed around. 
Gushing in depths below, a limpid spring 
Lapsed toward a prattling brook, whose water clear 
Wound among shadowy roots, yet oft whereon 
Glitter’d the streamy moonlight, and made seem 
The struggling wave, by gather'd pebbles check’d 
Like huddled jewels, or a heap of pearls. 
O’er which discern’d, the green kingfisher play’d, 
Or gliding near, the wild duck’s new-hatch’d brood 
Show’d like the water-lily’s neighbour flowers. 
The unimpeded radiance of the moon 
Disclosed a scene, hush’d, wildly beautiful, 1902 
Meet for the pencil, whose retirement lone, 
Shut from the tumult of the angry world, 
Solemn and still, (if any where on earth) 
Seem’d to bespeak, here Peace herself might dwell, 
sind Contemplation choose her settled seat. 
The daughter leads, who knows each lone recess, 
Till underneath a bank, a rustic hut 
Sole form’d of boughs appears, whose hovel-cote, 
Heap’d with young branches near, might speak the 
Some cell of browsing deer. Thestartledeye (site 
Discern’d within an old man, hoary, blind, [beam) 
(So show’d his face, raised toward the moonlight- 
Tended by one, who seated by his side 1915 
A daughter seem’d in look, whose beauty soon 
Remember’d by the gazing sovereign first, 
Might else have spoke Diana’s shining grace, 
Huntress celestial, to these shades retired, 
Visiting for a while some grove select; 
Or likest her, the daughter famed of Greece, 
Nurturing yet again her helpless sire. 


The sovereign to her aged father straight 
By the pleased Adelaide is led ;—who tells, 
Such stranger-guest is e’en the King himself. 1925 
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‘‘ Fear not; (she adds) already all our state 1926 
Ile knows, by me disclosed; alike to him 
As to a company of noble friends, 
Loyal and true, attending here his steps : 
All more to us endear’d, while gratitude 
Cun warm the bosom, since this helpless child 
Their care, discovering, yet will kindly shield.” 


Amaze renew'd past bound, emotions strange, 
But chief o’erpowering joy, good Ordmer’s heart 
Holds rapt in deep suspense, while thus he hears 
The tidings told of so unlook’d a guest, 1936 
Fis liege lord, friend, and former champion come. 
Sudden himself, his younger filial care 
The lovely Rosamond, and by their side 
The duteous forester, in homage kneel. 

The blind recluse, forth from his hermit-cell 

Thus strangely drawn, asks but to touch the King ; 
And clasps the garment which he cannot see. 
With friendly courtesy and soothing voice 

The sovereign o’er the loyal veteran’s neck 

Leans with a kind embrace, while streaming tears, 
Which from the old man’s sightless eye-balls fell, 
Sparkling thro’ moonlight down his furrow’d cheeks, 
His feeling utter’d beyond power of words: 19.119 
Till for his daughters he invokes new care. 

Such spectacle deep interest sure awaked 

In the King’s heart, as in his noble train ; 

While each event than other more unlook‘d, 
Strangest adventure on adventure heap’'d, 

Seems only to augment more charm’d surprize, 
New animation to excite in all, 

And spirit of yet further enterprize. 

The aged chief, affection’s extacy 

Faintly expressing, hails the King’s return, 

And tells in part his bosom’s thankfulness 1960 
In words by sobs impeded, while he bows 

His hoary locks to kiss the King’s grasp’d hand, 
Bent long in reverential loyalty. 

Whom, when his feeble nerves can scarce support 
His swelling bosom’s transport, ere it faint, 

The sovereign gently raises and sustains ; 

Then fond acknowledging a former friend, 

A father’s comrade, lingers by his side, 

And with mild accent soothes his fluttering heart. 
Scarcely could sympathizing eyes at sight 

Of the poor, venerable nobleman, 

Tottering in helpless age, restrain a tear ; 1972 
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While near their honour’d sire the daughters press'd 
Console with filial care his feeble wants. 
On each he leans, yet for his favourite child 
Asking, with partial fondness unrestrain’d, — 
Though faltering, true :— 

| ‘¢ Her gentle touch I know, 
With hand more smooth than polish'd ivory, 
And soft as is the young swan’s velvet down. 
Stay near me, Rose, attentive still as wont: 
Albeit thus hail’d by visitors so strange, 
Thy presence will not lessen meet respect.” 1!'83 


Thus with half-whisper murmur’d he aside, 
And strove his tremulous spirits to compose. 
Kindly the King declares his pain to see 
One so revered, to chance so lorn exposed, 

Made thus the sport of cruel accident, 
Yet bids be cheer’d : ‘‘ all yet may soon be well.” 


Soothed by the tone of comfort such, in turn 
The venerable chief, of home bereaved, 
Assumes his part of converse, and relates, 
That, seized his little household, when in vain 
Threats had essay'd betrayal to extort, 1904 
Since to these woods kind friends advised their flight, 
Fortunate he may deem such tried escape, 
Preserving life to each, howe’er may else 
Privations daunt the delicate and fair, 
‘‘ For whose sake, more than for mine own, I grieve.” 


So as he said, the elder to her sire 
Gently responds, with comfortable cheer : 


‘‘ Though hideous dangers, claiming all our watch, 
Seem to surround, ’mong treason’s toils bespread, 
Menacing haply every hour our lives, 2004 
Yet seems some comfort in these wilder’d scenes 
Mid almost utter destitution left. 

Each thicket-coppice, every wild-wood glade, 
Presents a guard; nor there seems food at loss, 
While the clear water of the bubbling brook 
Proffers fresh beverage, and the cresses green 
Through which it flows can form our rude repast 
With healthful gust; haply the rivulet-pool 
Holds too within its basin stores of fish.” 


So as she said, the lovely Rosamond 
Gently confirms her words, with soothing tone. 2015 
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“ Yes, sister; nor the less will other faré 2016 
These ‘kind and hospitable woods provide,’ 
Where the young winberries grow, or globelets green 
Crowd the low bushy jumper, with lure | [moors. 
Sought by the gorcock stray‘d from neighbouring 
Fowlers ourselves, with arrows of our make 
Shot by our own skill from the bended yew, 

We can attain a prize. And for a couch, 

This cushion’d carpet of soft velvet moss 

Shall make us soon forget ease, labour’d more. 
Our poor attire e’en chaplets may adorn, 2026 
Pluck’d from the low dell, gay with golden furze. 
And then for music ;-—-where yon maple tree 
Waves homage to the moon, and odorous limes 
Breathe fragrance o’er the air, the nightingale 
Shall trill her amorous descant all night long, 

Till the lark’s chant awake the lingering morn, 
And call our awed stcps forth to pace the groves, 
Conceal'd from lurking view in vest of green. 

Then haply, come where ranks of stately elms 
Their venerable columns lift aloft, 

Within their arching solitudes retired 

We can repose at ease, and overhead 

List the loud blackbird pour his flood of song, 2030 
Or busied rooks caw o’er their airy nests. 

While every sight, and sound, methinks, shall prove 
Cheerful, how wild and pastoral soe’er. 

Safer at least to live, we here may hide: 

Reft else indeed and poor, yet here, meseems, 

Is refuge left us yet:—more wholesome air 

To breathe, and bask in radiance of the sun, 

More genial sure than Enmore’s dungeon-gloom,” 


At accents such, the listening sire responds. 


“‘ Alas! loved girls, ye speak but for yourselves, 
Forgetting that night’s gloom remains to me — 2050 
Perpetual, while this worn life lasts on earth. 

Yet deem not, that I here partake no hope. 
Your company and converse, daughters dear, 
Attentive in distress with filial love, 

Make that dim darkness with me constant day: 
Till less such blind blank the eyes’ dulness seems, 
Shut from all other objects of the world, 

Than shadow of heaven’s own protecting wing, 
Kindlier and dearer to our misery deign’d.” 


So as he said, the daughters fondly add 2060 
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Tender, endearing words, and bid their sire — 2061 
Have comfort yet: hid in these sheltering woods, 
They yet shall know awhile how glides the time, 
Their guide the sun; haply the tinkling bells 

Of tended sheep, from distance borne through air, 
Folded, or freed abroad, at eve or morn.” 


The sire responsive tells, for any chance 
He feels prepared with meet serenity, 
Adding : 

‘‘ Since to these sylvan haunts we flee, 

To escape assailing insult, torture, death, DUT I 
I feel, in place of loathsome prison-air, 
The woodbine’s odour, issuiny fragrant-fresh, 
Revive my rapt sense, though its beauty more 
I ne’er must see: yet while I sit at rest, 
And here seem settling almost to content, 
Or over wavy lawnds while my led walks 
By groves of oak I vary thus along 
In harmless peace (if destined here to stay 
In hiddance lone,) methinks, the nibbling deer 
May know me their old master, and e’en yet 
Eat from my hand. Once was indeed a time 
When every glade, or clump, within, around, 2033 
That skirts this wooded forest many a mile, 
To me was known; when I have joy’d to sit 
At noon beneath some spreading sycamore, 
Screen’d from the sun, and mid the shadowy bowers 
The gambols watch’d of numerous flocks mine own, 
Safe beneath these my own paternal trees.”’ 


Pleased with such recollection, at his word 
The King adjoins. 
“‘ Here too, methinks, kind friend, 
Yourself have joy’d to hunt in former day, 
And with you your old forester abides.” 2004 


Cheer’d with the solace of such memory, 

The veteran chief returns : 
‘« My sovereign liege, 

Haply with noble Rayner in time past, 
Lord once of princely Somerset, I roved 
This forest through, engaged in sylvan chase, 
Forcing the dappled deer bound o’er the sward 
And bosky turf, by many a copse of green 
Or shelvy bank, hung o’er with fox-glove bells. 
But though such sport to me may be denied, 
E’en yet I dream that in some covert close, —2105 
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Scarce shut by umbrage from the warming sun, 
I still may list in peace the choiring birds.” 


So as he said, toward his aged master’s side 
His comrade-hunter creeps, and with kind mien 
In meek endearing tone fond solace breathes. 


‘¢ Be still of cheer, loved lord: still safe with care, 
Methinks, some little we may dare e’en yet 
Recal and imitate past happier times.”’ 


Pleased with attention of his faithful guide, 2114 
And late preserver, mild his lord replies : 


‘‘ Haply I yet can hark (though ne’er behold) 
The antler’d buck break through the crashing grove, 
Suddenly rushing from his thicket: lair ; 

Or hear the doe, when o’er the dibbled green 
She paws the acorn’s early rudiments, 

With chiding voice call ber sleek fawn to hide, 
Or leads its downward step to water’d springs, 
Whose gurgling (while their murmurs I recal) 
Tinkles o’er paved rills through the vale below. 
While our old huntsman lives, and with us stays, 
He without dogs may ne’ertheless himself, 2126 
Though ne’er his dangerous bugle he dare blow, 
(Once almost mock’d by his own mellow shout) 
Silent o’ertake his prey with feather’d shafts ; 
May track the flying stag o'er dale and hill, 

And yet our rude board crown with venison, 
Cook’d with no mean skill by his practised hand.” 


The forester replies : 
‘Oh! doubt not that, 
Good master, nor from service aught of use 
F’er will I shrink: suspected least, I too 2136 
Can fetch us food from Goathurst’s neighbour-vill, 
Or draw us fresh milk from the bending goat.” 


With gratitude aged Ordmer sole replies : 


‘“« My brief life left may thus glide calm away, 
Though my poor country’s better hopes be past, 
Mocking all efforts of our patriot King. 

Yet that he lives, that yet my faded sense 
Discerns him safe, from snaring dangers spared, 
Haply at last that country yet to save, 

My age spared too to greet him once again, 2146 
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Soon now to quit this earth, whate’er betide, 2147 
For this may heaven my warmest thanks accept : 
That thought is joy, succeed to me what may.” 


At such his words the listening heroes feel 
Pity, indignant ardour, fire each breast, 
Emulous and by admiration waked ; 

While many a vying voice of valour there 

Proffers his ready aid to shield, and save 

A life, yet to his suffering country dear. 

Their instant purpose earnest they repeat 
Hianfrid’s neighbour-castle to assail, 2157 
The traitor in his domicile usurp’d 

Haply with scarce new peril so to seize, 

And by such capture end fell treason’s snares. 


‘‘ But (add conferring voices) here let stay 
The noble Ordmer, with these treasured fair, 
Missing the dangers haply yet at hand, 
Not needing these to share, but fittest shunn’d 
By timid beauty as by feeble age. 
Sole let this useful guide our steps attend ; 
Soon will we urge our speeded errand back, 2167 
Then bear all hence to sheltering homes away.” 


But the kind purpose, so express’d, the fair 
Resist, and tell that though they dread pursuit 
E’en to these very woods, yet sure they deem 
Safer themselves shall prove, if hence allow’d 
Back with the sovereign and his noble traia 
On such adventured enterprize to part. 

Nor useless all may e’en their presence prove, 
Since while themselves find shelter under guard 

So gallant-brave, to their protectors too 2177 
Themselves may act as guides thro’ sylvan tracts, 
But late their own, and therefore known the best. 


‘* Led all too by this faithful forester, 
Thus then (so adds the grateful Adelaide) 
Serving with duty meet our honour'd King, 
Him will we gladly follow wheresoe’er, 
E’en to the death. Nay, if our sire alike 
Be of such train a part, at sight of him 
Their former lord, his wonted hest to hear, 
Remembrance of his wrongs as of their own 
Will valiant bands of ancient followers 
Amid domains, Enmore’s recover’d seat, 
Animate and unite in new defence, 2190 

VOL. V. I 


Lid KING ALFRED. 


And in'‘bold enterprize fresh friends attach. 2191 
Nor deem, I fear: myself in just defence 

Of life and honour, of this helpless babe, 

Prized more than life, bear here a dagger tuo.” 


So as she said, the intrepid mother’s hand 
Drew from beneath the robe that veil’d her breast 
A hilted dagger from its golden sheath, 

Proving her word’s truth by her lifted arm, 
While fiash’d the bare blade in the gesture’s act. 


The noble Aylwin, at such aspect struck, 2200 
The mother’s generous boldness more admires, 
Exampling female virtue’s firm resolve. 

Who might not mark, that very instant, love 

Born of such admiration, and allied 

To pity felt for innocence distress’d, 

Spring in his gallant heart, a captive now 

To daring traits, resembling most his own? 

Nor is the chieftain to the fair all strange, 

Or disesteem’d, her parted consort’s friend, | 
Active in shielding too his orphan’d child. 2210 


Bounds forward Wilts’ bold peer, and instant tells, 
Himself in her defence will venture life, 
His glory most to be hereafter deem’d 
Protector to the widow of his friend ; 
Hero still dear to deathless memory. 
Scarce wots he yet, perhaps, that happier time, 
When peace and order shall be full restored, 
May ripe that kind wish to a tenderer tie. 


The other daughter, gentle Rosamond, 
Feminine, meek, with timid mien retired, 
Hangs o’er her aged sire, and tells, for him 
She too her life can venture, unappall’d. 2222 
Yet tremblingly she dries his gushing tears, 
Kisses his wither’d cheek, toward hers epheld, 
And while she bends with fondness o’er his neck, 
Embracing soothes him with consoling words ; 
Such as the observant ebieftains pleased confirm. 


But most of all graced Essex, nautic chief, 
Admiring marks, and at the sight forgets 
Haught Thora’s lesser claim upon his heart ; 
E’en more, when thus good Ordmer’s voice adjoins : 


‘My darling Rose, new life in these old limbs 
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Seems now inspired: yet take thy father’s thanks. 
Come then, my staff, my youngest, flower mine own, 
My best delight, my chiefest comforter, 

Who hast no other tie upon thy love 

As yet, or claim thence to withdraw thy care, 

To share it with me, or make all less mine, 

While Adelaide has duties all her own. 

Thy care continue to me yet awhile, 

And we will still be blest. But happy he, 

Who shall hereafter singly choose thy worth, 

And prize it to its meed: as yet most known 
Only to me, thy old, yet grateful sire.” 2244 


Nor were those words in vain, or lost in air, 
For e’en that moment, in a scene and hour 
So strange as this, smit with the touching sight 
Of filial piety so blent with grace, 
Heroic, womanly devotion proved 
In station such, the noble Essex feels 
Unwonted reverence pierce his generous heart, 
As yet in any tie of nuptial love 
Unbound, yet well deserving such a claim. 
What if rare beauty, with such goodness join’d 
Now first his bosom fired with flame unfelt, 2255 
Occupied most till now on patriot cares ? 
Shall worth, shall virtue, deem such homage strange? 
Novel attraction then, affection deep, 
Seems first to fix his heart in trance unused ; 
Absorb’d io strong sensation, which can ne’er 
From memory part, or future time erase. 


Beside the sovereign, noble Essex press’d, 
Advancing offers to good Ordmer’s self, 
Infirm and blind, his arm’s support, the while 
Before the mild, devoted Rosamond, 
With mien of courtesy and deference bow’d, 2266 
Which his high admiration plain bespoke. 


Aged Ordmer iterates strict question still, 
If Enmore’s forted castle to assail 
The purpose hold, with aim so worthy praise. 
Which heard confirm’d, thus adds the brave old chief: 


‘‘ Since then your daring resolution bides, 
Suffer myself too to accompany 
Such enterprize, nor in these woods be left. 
Hianfrid there is hated, and at view 
Of my old feeble presence, sure I deem 2276 
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Roused from all sides will listed courage spring, 
That to our country will accord much use, 
Supplying others’ power for my weak age.” 


At this, with fond enquiry, adds the King : 
[resolve 
‘*Generous old man! But prompt our doubts 
Of noble Rayner, Somerset's true chief, 
Whom, beyond others most, our anxious quest 
Burns to discover. Does the leader brave 
E’en of the very province where we hide, 
For power distinguish'd as for bravery, 2286 
Prison’d in Enmore’s forted castle pine ? 
Tell, if ye know, and add to hope new wings.” 


To such enquiry dubious answer tells, 
That such research some mystery overhangs, 
Since dark hints ope, both from the traitor’s self, 
Nor gather'd less from rumour’s echoed voice, 
That noble Rayner has in treason’s snares 
Fallen captive, and within some castle shut, 
"Tis deem’d, he pines, but in what certain site 
None certain gleans, through bounds of Somerset. 
(Alas ! least likely were such knowledge there, 
Since shut in Windsor’s distant towers he grieves.) 
But him, loved hero, his fond followers seek, 2299 
With eager zeal to own him for their guide, 
Again to battle in their country’s cause. 


Such interest for the noble Rayner proved 
But makes the sovereign and his noble band 
More earnest to regain so prized a friend ; 
To whelm conspiring treason, and its head 
First in Hianfrid’s hated person crush. 


Their prime intent of quest and vow’d attack 
All straight repeat, proud that fix’d purpose holds 
Instant the villain’s fortress to assail. 2309 


The prudent Ordmer feels a flutter strange 
At this pervade his bosom, who responds : 


‘‘ Ah! whither go you yet ?—Deign wait awhile; 
Let pass the night. For surely dangers strange 
As yet impend from hot unquell’d pursuit.” 


Nor vain is such surmise express'd; fur hark ! 
As if at hand, (to verify alarm, : 2316 
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In all augmented by the event the more, ) 2317 
E’en as he spake, a noise of voices loud 
Advanced, it seem’d, within no distant space, 
Echoes along the mazes of the wood: 

Still nearer, while the blood-hound’s deepening yell 
Spoke power,past man’s, now track'd this wild retreat. 
The King and nobles, starting, draw their swords, 
That flash’d all sudden to the moon; nor seem’d 
Such dazzling glare a moment blazed too soon. 
For what surprise usurp’d the wondering sense, 
When lo! led on by the close slough-hounds’ scent, 
With fury through the crashing thickets rush 2328 
Fierce forms of armed men, with visage stern, 
Quivering huge spears, or glittering sabres bare, 
Thus bursting as on their discover'd prey. 

But what amazement more each gaze absorb‘d, 
When in the wake of these, scarce by their side, 
Known to the King and divers of his train, 
(Recall’d his features, seen in former camps) 

On such fell prow! Hianfrid’s self appears, 

The traitor more than all abhorr’d and fear’d ! 

For hitherward had been their questing steps 
Drawn (as it proved) by those shrill female shrieks, 
Late echoed through the wood's recesses deep. 2310 
While on their doom’d prize the pursuers drive 
With rage ungovern’d, to their strange dismay, 
Not less than wonder of the maddening band, 
Spread in array of opposition stern, 

And e’en with numbers more, the noble train 

Turn on their fierce assailants, and present 

A front, which hope to vanquish seem’d but vain. 
To meet the near encounter, in the van 

The sovereign’s presence prominent appears, 
Ready in act of self-defence, no less 

Than ’fore aged Ordmer and the guarded fair 
Expanding eager his defensive shield. 2352 
So near, Hianfrid deems, he knows the King, 
(Nathless for guard in rude disguise conceal'd) 
Nor divers of the bold assemblage less, 

The noble Devon, as his gallant son, 

Brave Osmund, and the faithful Athelard, 

Graced Edgar, and the fiery peer of Wilts ; 

Dimly discern’d albeit the villain lurks 

Crouch’d in alarm behind his forward band. 

While hark ! in accent low these sudden words 
Involuntary scape his fluttering lips: 


«What vision strange is this! if sight itself 2363 
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Deceive not, I behold the very King. 2364 
He then it is (e’en as suspicion told) 

Who with his banded train dares rescue thus 

My prisoners, seen alike,—and yet defends. 

Now, now, indeed their nest at last is found.” 


Scarce had he so express’d, by some o’erheard, 
Ere with defiance of excited rage 
The traitor and his hired assassin-band 
Rush on the sovereign and his ready troop, 
Hurling on these all their fierce cohort’s power. 
Nor dures the furious and hot combat long, 2374 
Ere press’d by dauntless valour back, the foes 
Surprised retire, sudden themselves repell’d. 


But of the dauntless friends who so prevail, 
Fired with enthusiasm then and glowing hope, 
Buoy’d more by certain expectation raised 
To seize the prowling traitor, seen at hand, 

Nor less good Rayner from his grasp to win, 
Emulous expedition wings the feet. 

Even blind Ordmer, and the shuddering fair, 

His daughters, with the faithful woodman-guide, 
Restraint own none; but through the forest glades 
With shouts, or shrieks commingled, issuing all 
Together sally forth, in moment such 2387 
By burst of ardent feeling borne along. 

Strong indignation swells each panting breast, 
While of the traitorous foes the shrinking troop, 
So late pursuers, now in turn pursued, 

They track through mazes of the forest, back 
Toward Enmore’s castle, nearing still in sight, 
Eager as fleet the hunt-hounds in full cry. 

Strange triumph prompts involuntary speed, 

Each bosom burning to defend the oppress’d, 

The aged, the fair, or infant innocence. 2397 
Hope above all black treason’s self to seize 

Their wild pursuit, exulting, wafts along, 

As if with retribution’s lightning-dart. 

Bursting through glade to glade, from out the wood 
They rush toward Goathurst’s rural vill, whose fane 
Fronts Halswell’s seated hill, and soon discern, 
Rear’d on the heights beyond, the forted towers 
Of stately Enmore. O’er its battlements 

Of dusky tinct the quivering moonbeams shot 

A yellow gleam, and made the solemn scene 
More visible through radiance flung around. 
Which still preserved in sight, as they prolong 2409 
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Their eager quest, (while the false traitor slinks 
With coward art through thickets woody-green, 
Lost for a moment, since his selfish care 

Aims first escape,) the royal train advance 
Through low-sunk narrow lanes, by hedge-rows deep 
O’erhung with lofty, ivied elms, or oaks 

Of wondrous age, hoar, or all green with moss, 
Checking awhile the view with sylvan screen, 
Past orchard-plots, that spoke nathless approach 
To neighbouring rustic homes, whereto bye-tracks 
The conscious guide knows, and adroitly leads. 
Wound thus through eld and woody scenery, 2421 
Enmore’s green village greets their sped ascent ; 
Whose cottage-cells they hail with zeal renew’d. 
Which past, ere long they mark the traitor-lord 
Glancing in haste beside the bosom’d fane 

Next to the stately castle, which now rose 

In majesty on the contiguous view. 

Scarce had this vision caught their watchful eye, 
Ere past the lodge, late noble Ordmer’s home, 
(Recall’d as such to lingering memory) 

Froating the mansion of his ancient line, 

Rose the vast yew, whose bulk of girth immense, 
Huge growth of centuries, itself a bower, 2133 
Scatters along the earth dark breadth of shade. 
Here near old Enmore’s fane and antique cross 
Rear’d lofty by, scarce in such shade discern’d, 
The traitor stops again, and slinks behind 

The yew-tree’s screen, where for an instant lost 
He winds his signal-horn, and from the fosse 

Of the near castle, where in ambush lurks 

A waiting band, calls promptly to his side 

A rushing throng, with aid of fresh allies. 

Ere his pursuers gazing silent round 

Might understand, the traitor’s self has turn’d 

By numbers back’d anew, who here on guard 2445 
Alert in sleepless watch, (in secret lodged 
Through the deep area of the fort’s sunk mound,) 
At the known bugle-sound thus echoed shrill, 
Spring to the summons of their dreaded lord. 
Fallen in the thick of danger seems again 

The clue of dared pursuit, for now, behold ! 
Ready at once for prowl as for attack, 

In gathering multitude the alarm’d patrole, 

A band of bravos and assassin-spies, 

Sentries and sentinels, each other’s side 

Support with mingling pledged encouragement. 

By hotter fury fired at danger’s face, 2457 
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Straight at the whistle’s shrill peculiar sign, 2458 
(Known by them all as token of attack,) 

These on the sovereign’s small outnumber’d band 
Instant in overwhelming potence rush 

With desperate rage, as on their victim-prey. 
Assail’d, with instant skirmish of defence 

The sovereign and his troop of loyal friends 

Their post protect. Foremost with eager zeal 
Rush forward to defend their honour’d King, 

Nor less blind Ordmer and the shrieking fair, 

The gallant Aylwin, faithful Athelard, 

Brave Essex, active Edgar, and each prince, 2469 
Alike too valiant Sussex and his son, 

With Devon’s generous scion by their side. 
Scared at the noise and glittering flash of fight, 
Mid tumult, rage, confusion undescribed, 

The females shriek. Alas! their screaming cries 
Mid such alarm and terror but the more 

Augment the peril, aggravate dread awe, 

Bringing from other haunts assistance new 

To swell the muster of o’ermatching foes. 

By numbers press’d, while on the mark’d old man, 
And flying fair ones presses capture’s edge, 

These safelier to protect, whose driven retreat 2481 
Through dangers of his own he yet observes, 

The sovereign dexterously retires aside : 

Whose hoped escape to cover, in the way 

Springs many a valiant chief, to interpose 
Protection, and some new event achieve. 


The fight is general, while fresh danger, urged 
As to inclosure of the lesser band, 
Seeks chiefest now, and almost seems to lead 
E’en to the very capture of the King. 
The noble Devon, of such drift aware, 
Mainly assisted by his gallant son, 2492 
More closely to the conflict that way bounds, 
Blending prompt aid their honour’d King to save, 
Begirt by peril such to point of doom. 
Nor less the cherish’d females, with their sire, 
And the poor screaming babe, whose shriller cries 
O’er other clamour heard wake new alarm, 
Are by brave Essex and Wilts’ daring peer 
Screen’d from the raging fury of the foe. 


Elate with first-fruits of his deem’d success, 
The conscious traitor at the noticed sight 
Shouts to his troop, in combat close engaged : 2503 
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Coward himself, some shew of courage new 2504 
E’en he assumes, slunk out of danger’s way : 
Commanding, above all, to seize the King, 

Nor less regain the fugitives escaped, 

Enmore’s hoar dotard, and his artful brood. 


Such clamorous call and fell design express’d, 
Only to courage new, more valorous act, 
Rouses the King’s defenders to attempt 
His certain rescue, as the King himself, 2512 
Now desperate in calm bearing: placed before 
The shrieking fair, and babe, and old blind chief, 
Conscious (it seem’d) of all, though reft of sight. 


By force o’erborne through dangers imminent, 
The lesser band give way ;—tbough in alarm 
Of urged confusion constant driven aside, 
Not lost a hostile front, but fighting still 
Oblique they far retire, urged thus along 
Northward through bounds of Enmore’s sylvan park. 
Its castle gradual left, and fronting lake, 
Compell’d their progress bends o’er Barford-field : 
Like Sparta’s sons, contending they retire. 2524 
While perils strange beset the struggling King, 
Along the single way that open seems [hills, 
Where the high road leads forth toward Quantock 
Some difficultly scape,—’twere scarce in flight 
But in continual conflict onward press’d ; 
Unable aught, through such opposure made, 
To gain the castle yet by other way. 
Continues thus their forced retreat afar, 
( While some bold guards keep maddening foes at bay) 
Till beyond Enmore’s pale and skirted park 
Expell’d, in pressure irresistible. 
The traitorous band continues hot pursuit, 
Onward direct, up bye-lanes, woody, close, 2537 
By lofty hedges, apt for flight, o’erhung, 
Till upward issuing at a sudden turn 
Good Ordmer’s daughter, with her babe in arms, 
Scapes sudden to the left, along the way 
That leads toward ancient Spaxton’s rural seat, 
Yet seeming ope, and left for refuge more ; 
Whose track this way follows her father old, 
Led by his younger daughter, pale with fear. 
Such best retreat the females choose, since here 
Was every woody lane, each pass, and turn 
To them alike, as Ordmer’s household, known, 
‘“« Their daily walk and ancient neighbourhood,” 
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Where’er surrounding their paternal home, = 2550 
Hence proving, from such knowledge, safest guides. 


The gallant Aylwin, generous Essex, first 
Aware, beseech with these the neighbouring King 
Here to withdraw, and seeking safety prime 
In some screen’d spot, if but awhile, to hide, 

Till other stand shall beat the traitors back. 

Thus as they said, moved by so kind regard 

For whom they prized, led by the woodman-guide 
Along in hurried haste, their forward course 

The fair continue on, whom to protect 2560 
Unknowing scarce what in such stress were best, 
The sovereign that way presses, follow’d soon 

By other noble hearts, of such retreat 

Conscious, and prompt with needful care to guard: 
Watchfully then forgetting prudence none, 
Dauntless and bold soe’er as each may prove. 


To scape the peril imminent discern‘d, 
Induced thus onward by the fleeting guides 
Brief further distance, sudden to the right 
Out of this track the female pair, their sire, 
By the King follow’d and some noble few, 2571 
(‘Mong these the faithful Athelard at hand) 
Turn prompt aside, and down a sunken lane, 
Narrow and close, pass on with hurried steps, 
(By many of the train bebind unseen, 

In parties various still engaged on fight) 
Known as the way which village-rustics wend 
Where ancient Spaxton rears its modest fane, 
And shrouds its pastor’s tranquil residence. 


But such example few alone pursued, 
A scanty portion of the royal band ; 
For while the timid females, with the child, 2582 
Their hoary father, dark in helpless age, 
Their woodland-guide, and some protectors next, 
Scape thus away, in haste’s alarm confused, 
At first scarce conscious whither thus they fled, 
Most of the regal followers yet behind 
Linger, employ’d in skirmish, or escape: 
Till at the spot, where first the sudden turn 
Led up from Enmore’s park, with stop which there 
First chanced, as if by added pause to guard 
And yield occasion more to tried escape, 
The noble warriors fix determined stand. 
Here by such crossway’s entrance they resist 2594 
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The strain’d pursuit of instant-following foes, 2595 
Who now advance, led by Hianfrid’s self, 
Through such success in his opponents’ flight, 
And confidence in numbers seen o’ermatch’d, 
Enflamed almost to valour, until here 

Again bay’d off with new redoubled zeal. 


Prominent most amid the gallant band, 
(As ever used at peril’s sternest call) 
The noble Aylwin, Wilts’ impetuous chief, 
Meets the dared danger in its very front. 
While next to him, with equal valour stung, 2605 
(Aware of needful service to the King, 
Favouring thereby occasion of escape,) 
The generous peer of Sussex, and his son, 
By their side too ungovern’d Athelwold, 
The fiery prince, dart to the combat’s scene. 


Cautious himself, the scared Hianfrid here 
Prompts others forward with his cogent voice, 
While from the battle’s edge he slinks away. 


Desperate the fight ensues, while sterner hest 
From the mad traitor rouses fellest rage. 2615 
But him indignant, Sussex’ watchful earl 
Assails in person, rushing through the midst 
Of fiercest danger, while his lifted arm 
Flashes his glittering sabre wide around. 

Alas ! by numbers in the heroic act 

Instant the chief is check’d, encompass’d thus 

Ere he can reach the object of his ire. 

Nay, more: the hero from a bravo’s hand 

Feels a deep wound assail his mailed breast, 
While may a grasp arrests his sabred arm. 
Seeming thus captured, at such point perceived 

Of risk extreme, the father to his son 2627 
Shouts loud for aid, nor did the noble branch 
Who graced such stock, that summons long disown. 
He to his father’s rescue instant flies ; 

But ’gainst such numbers ineffectual proves 
Courage so brave, by filial piety 

Inspired with fervour more, till e’en the son 

Like desperate rage surrounds. But of the need 
Conscious that instant,—marking in distress 

His benefactor, with his comrade-friend, 

Not backward ever where stern danger call’d, 
Prince Athelwold his eager aid applies, 

And ere aware, amid the shrinking band 2639 
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Acts prodigies of valour, while his form, 2640 
Conspicuous afore all, from both his friends 
Drives every foe, and with his red sword’s sway 
Hurls at each stroke some foeman to the earth ; 
Saves noble Sussex, as his son alike, 

Standing disarm'd, in grateful wonder mute. 

Nor yet stays Athelwold’s incensed ire : 

His princely blood enchafed knows yet no bound, 
But bursting straight through all impediment, 

On the fierce traitor, gloating o’er new prey 

With idle hope, the royal hero springs, 2650 
And, ere the coward’s arm could ward such aim, 
He wounds the staggering villain near the throat, 
Who shrieks, and turns. His scared band crowd 
Withdrawn from other instance atthesight, [around, 
When on the instant noble Sussex, ware, 

And his brave son clasp their deliverer’s arm, 
While all with life escape: yet scarce with life, 
For ere from ambient foes they can recede 
Through press of peril, some hid traitor's hand, 
With a broad dagger arm’d, stealing behind, 
Inflicts a deep wound on the starting prince, 
Where his broad shoulder joins his open neck. 2662 


Spouts forth the crimson flood; at sight of which 
Prompt intervening, noble Surrey’s self 
Leaps to the rescue, with his eager son, 

nd by their side, the elder prince aroused, 
Adelm, his perill’d brother swift to save, 
Distinguish’d each, when honour’s call demands. 
Nor absent far from these was valiant Kent, 
Glowing with generous zeal his kin to shield. 
Nor then, in moment of such need, delays 
The stately Oddune his own valued aid, 
Or stays at rest the ready gallantry 
Of Kinwith’s champion, his illustrious son, = 2674 
Young Eldred, tho’ a sling one bound arm check’d, 
Which yet his suffering own’d from former fields. 
Nor less the generous Rohand, Warwick's earl, 
Presses amid the conflict, with the knight, 
Prompt ever by his side, the youthful Guy : 
Each hero, busied in the scene, takes part. 


What might withstand valour of dauntless breasts, 
Noble as these, engaged on virtue’s task ? 
Beat off awhile from mischief and pursuit, 
The foe may haply seem, all eager seen 
And rushing swift to tend their wounded lord : 2685 
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Wondering alike, how springs this chanced reverse. 
Yet who may augur not, that deeper rage, _[rise? 
Wreak'd soon on whom they hate, from hence shall 


Meanwhile, the sovereign and the sever’d few, 
Turn’d toward Spaxton’s antique fane, are come 
Where in his decent home the pastor eld, 

(Known to good Ordmer’s daughters and their sire, 
Whose hospitable board he oft bad shared 

In prosperous day) now grateful in distress, 
Appeal’d by these in hour of danger such, 2695 
The call acknowledges ; comes forth; their claim 
(More when good Ordmer tells, he saves the King) 
Instant admits. With circumspective watch 
Passing in haste the sculptured cross, that fronts 
The hoar fane’s entrance, to its ample porch 

He glides; for safety then with massive key 
Unfolds the fane's wide door, thro’ which at once 
Eager the strangers rush, and mid the peace 

Of the hush’d temple’s self their peril hide: 

While the kind pastor with no needless care 

Turns inward the huge wards and doors’ strong bolt. 
Saved thus awhile within the rural fane, 2707 
The grateful wanderers pause; and through its aisles 
Treading with cautious step, lest noise betray, 
They mark in silence how the quivering moon 
Streams thro’ the arching windows with pale gleam 
On eld tombs opposite, or sculptured shrine 
Within some circling niche, the sacred home 

Of warriors dead, and names still dear to fame. 


Whispering, the gracious pastor here assures 
Hope of screen'd safety, though fresh danger press, 
And hot pursuit should hither bend its course: 
Since his directive care the interior knows 
To ope of vaulted tombs, where they may lurk 
In secret, unsuspect, till peril pass. 2720 
The listening strangers utter cordial thanks, 

But ne’ertheless, suspense, intense desire 

To learn full issue of the scene just left, 

Disturbs the soul e’en more than near alarm, 

Or terror newly scaped. Again the King 

Seems bent to join the conflict, and again 
(Marking the females and good Ordmer safe) 
Pants his unseen companions to assist. 

Such generous ardour faithful Athelard 

Restrains, with counsel urged of prudent drift 

To guard a life, still in his country’s cause —. 2731 
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To risk such chance too valued and too dear. 2732 


Scarce yields the King; such eager valour fires 
His swelling heart. But to observe whate’er 
Concerns the time and hot pursuit’s result, 
Prompt they dispatch the willing forester, 
Knowing these parts, of habits least suspect, 

To watch the conflict’s end, and hither bring 
lotelligence of import whatsoe’er ; 

Hither too haply lead, where every friend, 
Taught by his guidance, may share like escape, 
While the saved few still in this spot will wait. 


Parts swift the guide, on such pledged errand sped. 
During whose absence (brief albeit it were) 2744 
The party shut in Spaxton’s antique fane, 

Now scantly to religion's rites devote, 

(Profaned by mockery of rude Pagan foes, 
Checking the matin as the vesper bell,) 

Absorb’d in interest passing power of words, 

List every outer sound :—each passing shade, 
That varies shape sole from the cloud-driven moon, 
Intent they eye, lest tokening new pursuit, 

Or wafting message of some fresh escape. 
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Resorts o the nocturnal skirmish with Hianfrid. The King’s 
party set out to regain the Isle, and meet on their way a number 
of peasants, Ordmer's former vassals, whom they pledge to be 
ready in arms when called upon. They rest on Halswell hill. 
The King’s melancholy reflections. Arrival at Athelney. Athel- 
wold confesses to Sussex that his misconduct had caused the 
disappearance of his daughter Emilia; discovery of the latter, 
and restoration to her father: Athelwold is pardoned, and pledges 
his faith to Enilia. Edgar brings tidings that Hianfrid has 
left the neighbourhood, and joined the Danish camp in Wiltshire. 
Arrival of Octher with intelligence of the victory obtained over 
the fleet of Hasting. The circumstances appearing favouruble, 
the King resolres to dispatch his peers into their respectire 
provinces to collect their bands, while he himself penetrates in 
disguise, and reconnoitres the Danish camp. In the meantime 
Hianfrid apprises the Danes of his discoveries, and bespeaks their 
Surther assistance and reward. He ts instructed by Guthrun to 
bring the Queen to the Danish camp. Scenes at Windsor, where 
the Queen discovers Hianfrid’s real character and designs. The 
parting of the Queen from her children, on her being taken by 
Hianfrid to the camp of the Danes. 
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OR long such raised hope pants unsatisfied ; 
For lo! e’en now, with threefold signal knock 
On the barr’d massive door that closed the fane, 
The faithful guide returns, and with him come 
(Led hitherward at instance of the King) 
Many, the friends late sever’d in pursuit. 


Great was the joy which hail’d these met again, 
Strangely howe’er, and in so wilder’d guise ; 
Nor wanted here the starting tear to speak 
Fond ecstasy that welcomed mute embrace: 
Heighten’d but more, when, soon as words could tell 
The bosom’s fraught, full tidings are disclosed 12 
That, wounded by the princely Athelwold, 
Mid the last dire affray, the traitor base, 
Hianfrid, sudden seized with coward dread, 
Call’d off his baffled bands, who bore away 
Their bleeding lord,—when, ceasing more pursuit, 
Eastward they sped, not seeking e’en the bounds 
(It seem’d) of perill’d Enmore, rather turn’d 
Where spired Bridgewater rears its screening town; 
Yet whither bent surmise scarce yet assures. 
Still that the dastard traitor was o’erheard 
Groaning out weak laments, and deem’d the event 
' Accursed which reft the quarry from his clutch, 
Turning thus on the hunters, unforeseen. 25 
Swift had they fled, with vented rage and shame: 
Yet vain were hope to follow with avail 
Against such numbers: when retired the foe, 
Scaped back the loyal train of English too, 
Some this way, other some, confused, dispersed, — 
Till re-united by this duteous guide. 


So sped the tale, which own’d the flight’s event. 
High was the transport, just the throb of pride, 
Yet early check’d by pain and waked alarm, 
When the sad truth appear’d (as soon it did) — 85 
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That of the noble hearts, thus hither straught, 86 
To England dear, their country’s latest shield, 
Dire wounds full many press’d, untended yet: 
Chiefly the bleeding prince, bold Athelwold ; 
Alike the noble Sussex, and alas ! 

(Unknown before) his generous son, to save 

His perill’d sire, shared too a bosom wound, 
Pierced by a sabre’s stroke: but such their burt 
Both sire and son alike would fain o’erlook, 
Hailing their saviour in the gallant prince. 

The fiery Aylwin, and brave Essex, both 

Bleed, though their valour in the rush of fight 47 
Felt not the blow that gave the gash of pain ; 
Glorying their rescued treasures so to save, 

What time the King scarce capture miss’d, with few, 
Yet to their noble hearts how fondly dear ! 

But general seems such badge, all marking more 
The desperate chance. Lo! now the elder prince 
Paler in look, a rankling wound confess’d, 
Palsying almost the arm, late strong in fight. 


His generous friend, the younger Surrey, bleeds, 
O’er whom his fond sire hangs with waked alarm. 
Nor e’en the gallant Eldred, Devon’s pride, _—58 
Miss’d then a second wound, albeit more slight ; 
Yet o’er the heroic youth sufficing soon 
To draw a father’s care and sympathy. 


Such several pang e’en more to company 
With fellowship of suffering too, behold ! 
(Strange yet to tell!) the sovereign’s self alike 
Shews his own wound, struck where the right arm joins 
The sinewy chest, pierced through the steely mail 
By a sharp dagger’s point, with flesh-dint deep : 
Perilous scarce to life, though swoln with pain, 
Unmentioned yet amid their hurts’ compare. 69 
And e’en the generous Athelard has hid 
Some scar his own, smit by a Danish sword, 
While busied in the mingled conflict’s rage. 


Aware of such condition of his friends, 
Gratitude and respect the sovereign feels, 
Summ’d thus in words: 

‘‘ Dangerous this sally proves, 

Bold peers and comrades, and to blood of yours, 
It seems, as wont, I owe again my life, 
Through wounds and anguish to such valour dealt. 
Alas! too dearly bought. Still may I hope 80 
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None yet hurt mortally, whate’er the pang. 81 
Safe thus at last we seem, though few unscathed. 
Fled is the foe, the traitor wounded too, 

(Fain deem we slain,) though his o’ernumbering band 
Awhile have borne bim hence. Our little troop 
Gladly my glance would count all met again. 

To all, to each, my cordial thanks are due; 
Scarce any may my heart fore other name, 

If not this faithful friend, who screen’d my life, 
Cornwall’s kind son, or noble Sussex’ self, 

Or this last palm of princely Athelwold.” yl 


So as he said, the monarch reckoning sums 
Each comrade-friend regain’d, in presence here 
None miss'd, save gallant Edgar, who alone 
By his mark’d absence wakes alarm anew: 
Yet whom compared report relates last seen 
Lingering by skirts of the retiring foe, 

As if to watch yet more the course they took. 


First, ere those wounds receive e’en tendance due, 
At such observance of the heroes saved, 
With signal to the pious pastor moved, 
The sovereign near the sacred altar’s foot 102 
Bending in meek devotion, humbly yields 
Meet thanks to Heaven for preservation deign‘d : 
Which act of piety by all the train 
Follow’d, each hero owns on bended knee 
Such favour of protecting Providence. 
Nor graceful Jeast ’mong these, the filial fair 
Kneel by their hoary sire, preserved alike, 
And willing blend their heart-felt orison. 


Rising, the generous Sussex hails again 
The prince, his brave deliverer: sire and son 
Each linger o’er his neck with kind embrace, 113 
And speak the full heart’s gratitude with tears. 


Such seemly meed of primal duty paid, 
Seeing so many bleed, the anxious fair 
Press on the wounded heroes their due aid 
To bind, and with their gentlest hand to soothe 
Wounds, which may seem as for their sake endured. 
Their magic touch disperses pain, and while 
Graced Adelaide, or gentle Rosamond 
Assiduous o’er the ill-hurt Sussex bend, 
Such kindly female tendance to his mind 
Recals like tenderness in former day 124 
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Shewn him by other hands; while mute a tear 125 
Singly disclosed his thought, with words but few. 


“Ah! lived my daughter yet, her father’s wounds 
How had she sprung to heal !—with softest touch 
Bound, and the throb as by a charm dispell’d ! 
But that is past, and for its memory 
Grateful, kind patterns, suffer me to hail 
A substitute, in tendance dear as yours.” 


Melted at such expression fond were all. 
But when mild Rosamond with genial skill 
The generous Essex tends, what tender sense, 135 
From love and admiration waked before, 
Thrills at her touch, with glow of gratitude, 
Chasing in strange delight the throb of pain ! 


So pass’d in Spaxton’s sheltering fane the hour, 
Not by the charitable work profaned, 
Nor so disgracing e’en that holy place : 
While light none other on the pious task 
Fell than such sole as through its windows stream’d 
From lustre of the inly-gazing moon, 
Shedding, as ’twere, busb’d twilight far within ; 145 
Where seem’d it, as descended angels deign’d 
Minister healing balm to mortal pang, 
Though not a groan or murmur then betray’d, 
From one of heroes whom such grace restores, 
Anguish or suffering, howsoe’er severe. 
Which care of needful prudence done, when now 
’Gan wane with ray oblique the sinking moon, 
And the lone silence of the stilly night 
Bespoke the purlieus of the landscape round 
Clear’d of the roaming foe, while echo none 
Of the shrill bugle, or of answering shout, 156 
Gave sign of more pursuit, or bands on prowl, 
At last the royal train from Spaxton’s fane 
Dares venture forth, passing the sculptured cross 
That fronts its arching porch, not without there 
Fond orison or benediction kind 
At parting by the generous pastor given. 
For here, o’ercome, the venerable man 
Tells, though by cruel enemies erewhile 
His family be reft, yet still he hopes 
The bell as wont shall knoll to Spaxton’s fane 
The tenants of these eld manerial bounds 167 
And spread domains of Stowey’s neighbour fort, 
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Held by an honour’d line through many an age ; 
Long destined by a race to be possess’d, 
Claiming their country’s love and gratitude. 


At such the pastor's patriot-benison, 
To him in turn are grateful thanks exchanged 
By the saved regal train, when at request 
Led by his pointing hand thro’ field-tracks lone, 
These seek to trace, (if safely yet they may) 
Their homeward steps toward sylvan Athelney. 


Thus as they swift regain the crossing way 178 
That hence toward Enmore’s park and fortress leads, 
(Scene where the recent conflict hottest press'd) 
Full many a corse here strewn of foes late slain 
Yet mark’d the desperate struggle, and from some 
Wounded, still groaning at the point of doom, 
They learn, that hence Hianfrid’s band has pass’d 
Onward, nor Enmore’s precincts sought again. 


Therefore relation such, so pledged, believed, 
Down tbe deep, hedge-closed lane the wanderers 
Toward Enmore’s castled seat, and soon again [speed 
(Oft in the way seen vestiges of fight) 189 
Discern its battlements and turret-fane, 

High cross and antique yew that flourish’d there. 
When, strange to tell, now too it seems, disturb’d 
Through night from sleep in their toil-worn repose 
By shouts and noise of skirmish, or alarm 

Of female shrieks, a numerous train appears 

Of peasants (noble Ordmer’s vassals once) 

Slaves to Hianfrid now, their traitor-lord, 
Assembled in amaze and waked suspense 

To learn what means the unwonted fight’s portent. 
But who may paint the wonder, when these bands 
Behold their blind, eld lord and daughters fair 201 
At such strange hour thus by a martial train 
Attended, chiefs, who in their very look 

Pledge and assure the port of noblemen ? 

One, too, soon recognized the very King, 

From past emprize not to these precincts strange. 
High was the exulting triumph, general, proud, 
With mutual welcome of brave hearts exchanged. 
Back to his former mansion (vacant now 

Awhile at least of its usurping lord, 

Or armed guards dispersed in flight away,) 

Its rightful chief is by his vassals led 

With many a fond presage and omen new, 213 
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Some few brief moments ’mid his ancient hall, 214 
From whose high roof one lamp diffused its light. 
The tenant-serfs, following the royal train, 

Enter, when drawing hence glad augury 

Of future hope, the old blind chief resumes 

His former seat among his former baads 

At the felt head of that once bounteous board, 
Where erst himself and generous ancestry 

Had rites of hospitable due maintain’d, 

Mid proud suite of devoted fealty. 

Happy all mark such his old right regain’d, 
Though transient merely such possession prove, 225 
Esteem’d an earnest of more lasting hold. 

In moments brief, uncertain to evade 

New ambush or surprize, scarce yields the time 
That noble Ordmer (conscious of the scene) 
Exhorts with fond appeal, though faltering voice, 
His pristine followers yet to wait awhile 

With manly patience, fortitude unquell’d, 

Fanning the spirit worthy English breasts, 

Till future favouring hour (he hopes at hand) 
Under wise guidance of the watchful King, 

With chiefs of name (though Somerset’s loved earl, 
The dauntless Rayner, for awhile be lost) 237 
Shall head them all in willing ranks again 

To work their country’s late deliverance. 

For this high end he bids be al] prepared 

With anxious watch, expecting when prompt call 
Of banded friends, alike revisited 

Throughout the country, in full host array’d, 

Shall ope the road to glorious victory. 

Though all seem ruin’d, all shall yet be saved: 
Yet, he dares prophesy, his household coat, 

Not rased, he hopes, from this hall’s windows yet, 
Shall reassume its claim, as valour’s badge, 

And prove the sign where courage rallies round, 
Albeit such emblem he no more may see. 250 
This mansion soon he shall again enjoy, 

Hail its wont chambers, walks, and native grounds, 
Yet rove, unharm’d and free, this sylvan park, 
Repose at ease in shade of well-known trees, 

And visit favour'd farms ’mong tenants old. 


‘* Bold yeomen whom I love, whose voice I know, 
Recall’d with pleasure, though their face again 
Benighted age denies me to behold, 

Yet do I trust (so from deep feeling spoke 
With passion’d air the venerable chief) 260 
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Though I be weak, in blind decrepitude, 261 
For little may avail these old limbs now, 

This presence and example shall not fail 

Others to animate of stronger arm 

To shield their country and assert her cause. 

Yet will I join again your ready ranks, 

And dare the invader in the open field. 

Such thought revives awhile my drooping age, 
And after triumph won (but not till then, 

So pray I gracious Heaven) fond hope assures, 
Yet in mine own recover’d seignory, 

Scene erst of so much happiness and joy, 272 
I shall waste out the lamp of waning age ; 

In tomb too of my honour’d ancestors 

Be gather’d to my fathers, ’mid the fane 

Which they for ages past have loved to attend.” 


So as he spake with valediction fond, 
Amidst that scene of tender interest raised, 
The listening peasant-train at such regard 
Of their old lord and friend melt e’en to tears. 
Full many grasp their dear past master’s hand, 
Ever to them mild, kind, benevolent, 

In homage bow’'d; nor less with reverent act 283 
On bended knee they hail the greeted King: 

Who too in gentle tone the fond appeal 

Of aged Ordmer with kind charge confirms, 
Feeding the fire of valour in each breast. 


Nor fails the monarch, or attendant chiefs, 
Alike such test of mutual love and faith 
O’erjoy’d to mark, thus in full proof display’d 
*Twixt the old noble and his comrade train. 
These with renew'd fidelity assured 
Pledge life, means, anxious zeal, enthusiasm high, 
Prompt at first call their country’s cause to aid ; 
While each to other tenders friendship wont 295 
In social gild and vow’d fraternity. 
These tell, though Rayner, Somerset’s loved earl, 
Be lost, so often wont in bold emprize 
To head the brave troops from his province sent, 
(Miss’d more, since his mild rule they mark usurp'd 
By a stern traitor, hated as despised) 
Yet glad they own a gallant leader won, 
His substitute, in Warwick’s honour’d earl, 


Happy in him, if Rayner’s self be reaved. 
At the known board, eld Ordmer's heritage, 305 
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Again the vassals taste refreshing flasks, [wish 
And ere they drink, pledge fond the heart’s warm 
To the King’s health, and valour’s due success : 
Whate’er of viands too at hand (their right) 

The welcomed troop partake in joyous haste. 

But not the time (such perils hovering near) 

Long here admits to stay, howe’er such hour 
Revive remembrance of departed joy. 

Too few, as yet, the little band must prove 

With fresh collected foemen to contend, 

Likeliest to close them soon in general snare, 

Tf in these precincts venturing longer stay : 317 
That instant flight to all seems needful now, 

For present safety as for future hope. 


Therefore, with warm adieus, and pledged return, 
On timely call to join the battle field, 
The royal train depart, leading away 
The generous Ordmer, with his filial charge. 
From Enmore’s dangerous purlieus with meet care 
The heroes speed, their drawn swords held in hand, 
Past Goathurst’s neighbour vill, and trace their way 
Back toward their sylvan home: till when their toil 
Ascends proud Halswell’s hill, whose lofty brow 
From its broad height commands the subject scene, 
Fatigued, their steps here pause for needful rest, 
(The more, since painful wounds such stop demand) 
Nor less for brief recruit, than hence to scan 
If aught of lurking ambush cross their track. 


Lit by the hovering moon, their ravish'd gaze 
Discerns the glorious prospect round them spread, 
The wondrous landscape deck’d in silvery light, 
In front, to distance dim, their homeward way, 
The marshy moors, and Aller’s dusky hill 
Rear’d in the horizon o'er their secret isle, 339 
Past closing wastes and Parret’s river-stream ; 
Leftward green plains, till faint Bridgewater's spire 
Glimmers witb site disclosed, that intervened 
Ere the sooth’d eye caught Severn’s glistening wave, 
O’er which in lines the moonlight stream'd along, 
And shew’d its twin isles set like sever’d clouds. 
On the hill’s breast beneath some spreading trees 
That mark’d the verge of Halswell’s sylvan park, 
The group repose, screen’d (as they deem) from view, 
Albeit themselves survey the scene at full. 

The wounded Sussex first, and by his side 
His son, recline: nor distant far from these 351 


BOOK XXXV. 137 


The hurt prince, Athelwold,—yet uttering none 
Aught of complaint: near these aged Ordmer, tired, 
Beside his filial flowers: next them the King, 
And at his hand the friendly Athelard : 
Then all the gallant troop, diffused around. 
Their stain’d swords dropp’d a brief while on the 
From that high eminence they gaze along [sward, 
Far as the sight may ken, intent to ward, 
Whate’er best caution may surprize or snare. [ King 
"Mong such his friends, while with loosed helm the 
Rests his lean’d head on Athelard's loved breast, 
Silent awhile the gleamy scene he eyes, 363 
Until reflection, roused in tender mood, 
Or e’en to melancholy passing wont, 
(Albeit to such his genius were allied) 
Involuntary thus broke forth in words : 

] 


‘After dread chance just scaped of strife and blood 
From foreign foes and treason’s deadlier grasp, 
How genial seems this calm contrasted peace ! 
This portion of our realm, how sweet, how still! 
Charm’d fancy almost might persuade belief, 
England were happy: that calamity 
Might never dare these blissful scenes profane. 374 
Vanish'd seems every foe, while all at rest 
Smiles in the placid lustre of the moon. 

Yet what the painful truth! What miseries strange 
Beset the hapless Jand! One islet-spot, 

Shut from observance mid yon dusky moors, 
Forms now the single home, the refuge sole 

Of all our country we dare call our own. 

Our ruin’d kingdom wrested from our rule, 

Our army scatter’d, and for only guard 

Or of our person, or fallen Engtand’s hope, 

These faithful few yet left, from whom their wealth 
And former state are reft alike by foes 386 
Raging in concert through the heart of the land !” 


He paused a moment as in sadness rapt, 
Till gazing on his peers, he thus pursued : 


“‘ The friends who dare to our devoted side 
Allegiance, to privations hard exposed, 
Begirt by perils, Joss, and treachery ! 
This fairest province wasted and o’errun, 
Its true chief slain, or held in captive bonds, 
Its rightful lords expell’d, nor truce e’en spared 
To blind old age, but where kind nature’s self 396 
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Would willing lend some final peace and rest, 397 
Dire torment heap’d, unrest, and harass'd scathe ! 
Joy won a moment, straight bereaved again ! 

E’en England’s fair with insult dread assail’d, 
Rayner’s graced spouse alike, whose generous care 
Once fondly tended objects dear mine own: 

Ab! lost I fear for ever to mine eyes, 

Outcast, and unprotected, or exiled, 

Or haply e’en consign’d to a worse doom! 

Nay, e’en our bravest chiefs from distant homes 
To England’s service drawn, with wounds o’erta’en, 
And for her sake bestraught with piteous pangs !” 


So as he utter’d, and bis heavier soul 409 
Venting relieved, on noble Sussex near, 
As on his paler son, he bent his look, 
And gave kind way to tender sympathy, ' 
Held as in pity’s trance: nor less be eyed 
The blind old Ordmer, or the filial pair, —_[breast. 
With the young babe, clasp’d on one’s fondling 
E’en mid a scene so wild, kind nature’s claim 
Unlock’'d the bosom in truth’s frankest tone, 
While glistening in his eye the sudden tear 
(Which his seized helmet, press’d adown his brow, 
Could ill conceal) disclosed the feeling heart. 420 
But soon the faithful Athelard, aware 
Of the King’s sadness, more than used, with air 
Of duteous homage ventures solace kind, 
And breathes affection in brief words of cheer. 
Whereat the King, complacent, as consoled 
To recollection, spirit wont revived, 
His equal temper proved and fortitude 
Which oft had radiance shed o’er others’ gloom, 
When with voice less deject he thus pursued : 


‘True : we had fondly hoped, and cherish still 
The gladdening dream, that after struggles hard 
For freedom and deliverance from the scourge 
Of Pagan tyranny and thraldom’s yoke, 4338 
Not without scars, sweeter from pain escaped, 

All should be happy, our lost England yet 

Her own renew'd tranquillity enjoy, 

And all be seated still in pristine right. 

Then her charm’d monarch from his native throne 
Should gaze delighted o’er her subject peace, 
E’en as yon calm moon from her seat in heaven, 
Holding her loved course there with use benign, 
Smiles on the brighten’d scene that hails her reign, 
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While our glad people should, like these fair stars, 
Around us shine with lustre of their own. 

And yet we deem, shall all be realized : 

That after our depart, more glorious light 

Shall, like the day-spring following night’s dim rule, 
Diffuse effulgence more, to warm, to cheer 

The golden earth, in fairest grace display’d, 

Till all ber fields with life and riches teem.” 


So as the monarch said, and from the sight 
Drew images of esperance and joy, 
Seem’d as the very wildness of the scene 453 
Enchantment momentary breathed around, 
In dream of transient beauty and repose. 


But soon the King reverting, from his mood 
So pensive breaks, and adds: 
“ Rise, let us hence. 
The time is full of act: fresh perils call, 
And ere so high achievement, efforts new.” 


Then quitting Halswell’s hill and crowding woods, 
Prone they descend mid champaiu tracts beneath : 
Cautious of treachery and ambush, there 463 
Avoiding public ways, they choose their track 
O’er open fields, by unfrequented moors 
Or cross-way roads, past sainted Michael’s fane, 
With eager haste toward Parret’s northern town, 
Led by the faithful guide who knows each path, 
Albeit the sinking moon now scarce illumes 
The muffled air, ere yet grey dawn appear ; 

Until their untired footsteps reach again 
The loved retreats of sylvan Athelney. 


Anxious awaiting at the secret isle, 
The noble fair there left, salute with joy 474 
Their home return, nor least the gentle dames 
With welcome hail the strangers, new-acquired : 
The venerable Ordmer, as the pair, 
His graceful daughters, with the little babe, 
The sovereign’s nestling prize; while charm’d attent 
The story of their strange discovery lists : 
Whose lineage and adoption’s name announced, 
In this won plaything the delighted fair 
Discern a fond source of endearment new, 
Befitting female care, and binding more 
Playmates and pheers in novel exercise 
Of genial pleasure and engagement sweet. A86 
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But other claim soon draws the sportive fair : 
For ah! what deeper interest, sudden waked, 
To new employ appeals their tender hearts ! 
What tremulous sorrow, mingled with surprize ! 
When ghastly wounds declared of many a friend 
Ask their peculiar and assiduous care, 

All their wont art and charge medicinal. 

More too when sire, son, brother, they discern 
Faint from the loss of blood, or anguish’d throes, 
As yet untended by appliance meet. 


O’er either prince, but with attention chief 497 
Shewn to her last and favour’d Athelwold, 
The frenzied mother, haught Eltruda, bends, 
Nor less the frighted Thora adds her care 
To her hurt brothers; princess, kind though proud. 
The fair Felicia and the Mercian Queen, 
With earnest watch, attend the wounded Guy, 
And note his pain with sorrow, soothed by pride. 
While Devon’s consort, with her daughter dear, 
The lovely Hilda, o’er young Eldred bend 
And with their efficacious skill relieve 
Scars, soon succeeding Kinwith’s gory field. 
There aged Cymbert limps with busied zeal 509 
Near his young lord, and scarce with homage less 
Fair Florence, and the henchman, Leoline, 
Blend their fond charge o’er Devon’s honour’d line. 
For here approved fidelity and love 
In such attention e’en of humblest hands 
Own’d its peculiar value, and consoled. 


Alike near noble Sussex and his son, 
Pale both with grievous wounds, Matilda’s art 
Essay’d its best, and duteous kindness plies. 
But oh! how weak e’en her attention seem’d, 
When instant near these twain, Kent’s gentle page 
O’er these in turn with tenderness unfeign’d = 521 
Assiduous bends; and in compassion’s mood 
Melted, unwonted sympathy betrays, 
Dividing over these care passing name: 
Care, that itself than common feeling more 
Almost to unobservant eyes reveal'd. 
Yet new emotion thrills so tender breast, 
When as the page thus soothes their throbbing 
Both heroes iterate with grateful praise [wounds, 
Fond witness, with what generous gallantry 
Prince Athelwold has saved each menaced life. 
With general thanks the noble prince is hail’d, 532 
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As the deliverer, the saviour named 533 
Of noble Sussex, his known patron-sire, 

Nor less too of the comrade friend, his son. 

Again the kind peer to the wounded prince 
Extends his hand with grateful thanks express'd, 
Never by him deem’d answering duty’s debt. 

Yet while hangs near him Kent’s attentive page, 
How does the sire, in pensive sadness rapt, 

O’er his lost daughter mourn, and as he pines, 
Broods o’er her memory thus with dear lament: 


“Oh! had to me my sweetest child been spared, 
How would herself have now with healing care 
Bent o’er a father’s and a brother’s pang ! 545 
Albeit, my gentle youth, Kent’s courteous knight, 
Thy tender kindness might almost indeed 
Of her soft touch remind me by thine own. 

Truly forgive me, but I know not why, 

When on thy face I gaze, I think on her: 

Thy voice at times, thy features’ lineaments 
Recal to me my daughter’s tone and look. 

That barring only this thy martial mien 

And mail’d attire, which manly difference makes 
And then the fond illusion breaks again, 55: 
Restored in very semblance by my side 

Almost I might have deem’d her present still.” 


So as the father said, the fictious knight, 
Whose yearning bosom own’d so dear appeal, 
Instant discovery scarce refraining then 
Turn’d prompt aside, and while a paleness strange 
Contended with the mantling crimson’s blush, 

To nature’s softness yielded way compell’d, 
That ill the sex conceal’d in gushing tears. 


Stung then by kindness, to himself so shewn, 
O’erhearing thanks and praises thus bestow’d 556 
(He deems) scarce worthily, by memory rack’d 
Of one known wrong’d, roused as to agony, 

The prince too in his alter’d mien betrays 
Embarrassment as strange: more pale in look, 

A sudden shudder, seeming as it were 
Involuntary, chill’d and shook his frame. 

The more when on his haviour he remarks 
Matilda’s eye keen bent, that by its note 

Seem’d to his conscience uttering mute reproach. 
For now alarm at near discovery 

Seized her with flutter new, from danger fear’d 677 


142 KING ALFRED. 
Of separation, deem’d again at hand. $78 


The prince, o’ercome with stress of deep remorse 
Insufferable, all concealment more 
Deems longer vain; made now impossible. 
Straight bis frank fiery spirit bursts in words, 
While from his lips this wild confession breaks : 


‘* Ah! noble Sussex, by thy gratitude, 
Misplaced upon a faulty wretch like me, 
Wound me not worse than e’er could foeman’s sword. 
Hear then from me,—thy daughter’s injurer 57 
Was e’en my guilty self—how bad return 
For long-continued kindness of your house, 
Heap’d on myself through many a joyous year! 
The meed you reap from me is only this, 
A daughter’s slander, ruin, flight, or death, 
To loveliness and innocence like hers. 
Albeit in truth unthought was such foul wrong, 
Or unadverted to extent so dire ; 
Yet that can palliate nought the dread result 
Or consequence so terrible now change. 
I own the truth, though the discover’d deed 
Will turn undue regard to bitter hate, 699 
To vengeance and destruction, more my right.” 


Amaze beyond all bound at these his words 
Held the mute Sussex like a statue fix’d, 
Nor less his generous son, the prince’s friend, 
Sudden enrapt in deep astonishment : 
Diminish’d nought, while thus the prince pursued : 


“ Yet is e'en that, than bitter agony 
Such as I bear within me, at the thought 
Of my wild crime which in such ruin whelm’d 
Meek unoffending purity like hers, ou9 
Appalling less, but torture easier borne. 
She innocent,—myself alone to blame,— 
Sole cause of all this wretchedness and woe, 
Punishment meet I yet can learn to dure, 
But not the pang of conscious misery, 
The burden’d agony of deep remorse, 
Through secret of this wrong still hid from thee. 
Do as ye will,—now the dread truth ye know,— 
Tf fall I must, let it be by thy sword, 
Kind Sussex, once surnamed my foster-sire ;— 
Behold! I bare my bosom to the stroke, 
For death were but condign, and best from thee. 621 
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Reckless what desperation bids me do, 622 
Else will I fly this place, for never more 

Can I thy presence and a countenance 

That needs must look reproach, endure again. 
Matilda all my flagrant error’s course, 

Its issue knows, and yet can best explain, 

E’en as from her too its effects I learn. 

The griefs of this insulted family 

If it prove hers aught to console, or heal, 

Be that her gracious task, whate’er she may 
Deigning impartment of discovery new :— 

Or if Emilia yet may live, what debt 633 
Of future homage and of love were mine 

To tenderness, worth, honour,—prized too late !— 
Yet ere a close :—fain would I, ere I die, 

My fault own, penitent, while I deplore 

And humbly ask forgiveness at your feet, 
Deeming you yet in this, as wout, a friend. 
Pardon, not gratitude, be all my meed.” 


So as he said, fresh wonder yet absorbs 
The listening train, with pity struck and love 
At princely frankness shewn and error own’d 
By one so high, repentant. Tidings such GAA 
Both from the noble Sussex and his son 
Seem’d to remove all sense of ghastly wounds. 
Both start, with sudden indignation fired 
At first, when (gratitude as ’twere forgot, 

Or in the novel feeling sunk, o’erpower’d,) 
With rush of passion in transition strong, 
The swords of both, spontaneous as it seem’d, 
Flash from their scabbards, as alive to slay 
Their honour’s injurer prostrate at their feet ; 
Saviour albeit he were of Sussex’ life ! 


Dilemma strange of dread perplexity ! G55 
But scarce could better feeling then prevail, 
And fervent gratitude assume the sway, 
Ere to the prince’s side Matilda press d. 
While too alike astonish’d and alarm’d 
Eltruda shrieking flies, as if to screen 
And save her menaced son, her lifted arm 
Opposing to their swords, with shield none else 
Save sole a mother’s strength :—till to her son 
This stern rebuke escaped her tongue aside : 


“¢ What hast thou utter’d ?— What confession dread 
Has pass’d thy rash tongue, drawing on thyself, c6e 
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But then yet adding more to pleased surprize, 
Moved at the sight with generous tenderness, 
By her own aid to shield the prince beset, 
Lovely Matilda (pride of stately Kent) 
Instant steps forward, kind and good as fair, 
And palliating her cousin's fault explains, 
With all her gather’d knowledge quickly summ’d. 
She strives to pacify the injured sire, 
The brother too incensed; with wafted hand 
Warding whate’er she may their pointed swords, 677 
Dropp’d by degrees, as their stern rage subsides 
To calmness, while her listen’d voice unfolds 
Slander’s full course, and innocence defends ; 
When thus the maid with added stress demands : 


‘* Forbear :—let my voice soften and excuse 
E’en the rash prince’s unintended wrong :-— 
Calamitous howe’er its dread effect. 

More as I know, and see him penitent, 

Smit now with sense of what deep love he owes, 
Willingly thus myself advance to vouch 

His claim to pardon and to high esteem : 6s8 
The generous meed of valour and of worth, 

Albeit by youth’s hot error once defaced. 

Me then accept to be my cousin’s pledge, 

For this his surety and his advocate. 

Though fled, (alas! we needs must own,) full soon 
May the lost Emily be yet restored 

To life, to joy, to peace, and happiness.” 


So scarcely had the fascinating maid 
Ended her fond appeal, ere at such scene 
As if in ecstasy of dumb surprize 98 
O’erpower'd alike, behold! Kent’s knightly page 
Who late bad kneeling tended Sussex’ wound, 
As ’twere unable longer to sustain 
Nature’s full tide of wonder and of joy, 
Swoons at the sight, and sudden on the ground 
In powerless trance declines, with drooping limbs, 
Needing in turn the tendance late bestow’d. 


Hid in so strange guise, female tenderness 
Prevail’d, and under heap’d emotion bow’d, 
Oppressing overmuch a gentle heart. 

All crowd around, but first of these, as next, 
The noble Sussex, and his gallant son, 710 
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Their late physician prompt themselves to heal. 711 
Not sole: for to the seeming page’s aid 

Swiftly Matilda flies, and in alarm 

Before the pallid sufferer kneeling bends. 

Whom stooping to relieve, and the stopp’d breath 
So.to recover while she fans for air, 

In hurry of confusion, as it seem’d 

Almost fortuitous, with kindly care 

Loosening the mail that bound her friend’s girt neck, 
Instant too then, the breast-plate, fasten’d ill, 
Fell, in such chance revealing wonder new. 

For lo! disclosed fair on the dazzled sight, 722 
Which thus the unconscious seeming page betray’d, 
Appear’d a female bosom, whose ripe orbs 

Vied with snow-wreaths, or globes of ivory, 
Whiter than is the lily’s bell unoped. 

These the mock-knight’s true sex past doubt declared. 


So wonderous vision, gradual proved but more, 
Seen now connected with the lovely neck, 
And countenance bared of its masking helm, 
Fairer in nature’s own dishevell'd locks, 
Shew’d now assured, needing no aid of words, 
To wondering Sussex and his raptured son, 733 
The daughter, as the sister, lost so long. 


In ecstasy of wonder, blent with joy, 
The conscious father, bending to the earth, 
On her pale lips prints transport’s lingering kiss, 
As if endearing action would recal 
Fled sense to life: faltering he utters then. 


‘‘Oh! gracious heaven ! bold I my daughter yet ? 
Do I embrace once more my long-lost child, 
Her, whom I ne’er dared hope to meet again ? 
Regain I thus the treasure mourn’d as dead? = 743 
Emily, dearest comfort, oh! look up: 
Speak to thy father, know again his voice, 
Oh ! unexpected joy and happiness ! 
See! she revives, and these unpattern’d orbs 
Heave with fresh beauty and new life again !"’ 


"Twas true: forlo! when conscious she discerns 
Press’d to her cheek a sire’s, a brother's kiss, 
Ere aught a single accent might reveal 
The fraught emotion of her swelling heart, (clung; 
Round her sire’s neck with outstretch’d arms she 
Then suddenly, as by such action meek 754 
VOL, V. L 
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Soliciting forgiveness, bending knelt 755 
Before him, and with tender female grace 

Took in that posture bow’'d bis silent kiss, 
Straight by the father tender'd as its pledge. 
While then not singly from her beauteous eyes, 
But from the feeling sire’s and brother's too, 
Dropp’d glittering tears, more eloquent than words. 
These, needing language none, full pardon seal’d. 
Nor of the observers there who stood around 
Could one dry eye remain, that through such train 
(Warriors albeit they were, to hardships used, 
Here fondly blent the kind and fair among) = 766 
Withbholds the involuntary tear which then 

Its tribute own’d of willing sympathy ; 

More when in few the daughter so regain’d, 
Bowing, appeals her sire in tenderest tone. 


‘My honour’d parent, your poor erring child 
Receive again to favour wont: you too, 
Brother, so fondly dear, forget, forgive : 

Looks kind as yours best banish every pain, 
And heal in present joy all sorrow past.” 


While such infectious tenderness pervades 776 
Each throbbing heart, to her supported friend 
The kind Matilda gives her gracious hand, 
And adds: 

‘‘ Be comforted, loved innocent ! 

Believing well, that here thou seest around 
Such only as are friends to truth and thee, 
Banish all former dread, and doubt, and pain, 
And deign on all this happy train to bend 
The wonted heaven of thy own sweet smile, 
Whose charm can captivate each yielded heart. 
See! to thyself a sire, a brother, bere 
As ’twere by some deign'd miracle restored; 788 
Who know already and believe thy truth, 
Thy worth unparallel’d, that almost needs 
None explication more; yet can my voice 
At fit hour aught of mystery expound, 
And satisfy assurance to the full.” , 


But now behold ! the lovely stranger more 
To cheer and comfort in assurance kind, 
That tested pledge of perfect innocence 
More amply to confirm, (if aught need were) 
Approaches to her side one to ber heart 
F’en dearer yet than all, Prince Athelwold; — 799 
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“ Hail! blessed stranger, loveliest innocent, 
As pure and blameless as in beauty rich, 
Howe’er thus to our wondering vision deign’d, 
Scarce yet I credit, if not dropp’d from heaven, 
In testimony of thy boundless worth, 

Nor less too of mine own unworthiness, 

I ask of thee forgiveness on my knee. 

And while I bend, oh! let me kiss that hand, 
May I hereafter dare to hope mine own ! 

After such heavy load of grief by me 810 
To thy too generous forbearance caused, 

Pledged be my debt of endless gratitude 

And duteous love, from me return too weak, 
Whate’er my power. Yet if thou canst forgive 
And yield thy love, misprized, ill used so long, 
Take reverence and regard, for worth like thine 
Never too much. Though sensible tvo late 

At last I own thy haviour kind and good, | 
Surpassing thought e’en as transcending hope, 

As tender-true, as rarely delicate. 

Happy e’en yet believe me in that love, 

If still it can be deign’d; and after pain B22 
Experienced thus, reclaim’d to steadiness, 

To patience,—as to reformation meet,” 


So as he said, the lovely Emily 
Smiles, and to his stretch’d hand extends her own; 
Nor does she then impede the fervent kiss, 
Imprinted there :—prelude of sweeter pledge 
To her true lover to be after deign'd, 
Repentant, tendering affection full : 
Now as her father’s brave deliverer too 
More dear with tie of added gratitude. 832 


Nor then unmindful, in yet softer tone 

Of kind attention, feminine as meet, 
Fails she herself, endear’d, endearing more, 
Accost the prince: 

‘‘ Deem not, I yet forget 
That thine own wounds, alas! untended still 
By care which I had meant to proffer soon, 
Claim to my father’s saviour help from me. | 


The prince, o’ercome with joy, as if to pain 
Insensible, to his full heart yields way, 
And to Matilda, his fair cousin, next 843 
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Advancing, grateful greets her with embrace. 844 


All are amazed indeed: but of the train 
None than Eltruda more, at first averse, 
Who ne’er the less partakes glad pleasure too, 
Now reconciled, how baught soe’er her heart, 
Seeing her perill’d son best-loved, redeem'd 
At once to honour and to happiness : 
Charm’d in her offspring’s safety and content. 


Yet might the scene of gratulation seem, 
How warm and fond soe’er, imperfect still, 8538 
Until the noble Sussex, prompt alike, 
With generous frankness to the charmed prince 
Extends his hand in signal of a heart, 
Fraught full to him with love and gratitude : 
In this soon follow’d by his gallant son, 
Welcoming with embrace the friend still dear. 
When thus the joyous father adds in few: 


‘* While a recover’'d daughter thus I hail 
Restored in innocence, with honour pure, 
And see before her bow’d in virtuous suit 
A lover, worthy all her tenderness, 864 
Much too, methinks, ’twill pleasure thee, my son, 
That in thy friend I gain thus to my house 
Another son, not rival of thyself, 
Bound in new tie of kindred as regard.” 


So as he said, with answering act the sire 
Takes mild his daughter’s hand, and in her own 
Presses the ready prince’s, taken alike, 

And while he grasps them blent, his benison 
Fervently thus the generous sire adjoins : 


‘Take her, prince Athelwold, for she is thine, 
A prize of worth more rich than aught on earth: 
And by kind haviour, to be after shewn, 

Prove worthy of her endless love, as thou 

Of my deep gratitude must ever be. 

Be henceforth too my son; and let me prove 
Now to thyself more than a foster-sire, 

Link’d in new bond of parent-tenderness. 

Join with us all in union’s happy chain, 

And through a labyrinth of fondness strange, 
Remorse, grief, joy, through triumph of pure love, 
Be all now blent in lasting happiness.” 885 
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Then in soft accent to the melted prince 886 
Matilda too adds fond : 
‘She merits it : 
Nor need I pledge weak witness for my friend.” 


To whom so uttering she extends her hand, 
And in that sign her gratulation speaks. 


Silent Emilia weeps, Dor then denies 
Or to Matilda, or the prince betroth’d, 
The fonder kiss which checks her dropping tear. 


Thus in swift train of happiest consequence, 
And blest effect worthy the past emprize, 896 
All reconciled breathe hope and tranquil bliss. 

But most prince Athelwold, of all admired, 
Revels in general favour, loved, forgiven, 
Feeling in beauty’s smile his best reward. 


Not unobservant, but rejoiced in heart 
At such result succeeding o’er the rest, 
The sovereign too his princely nephew hails, 
And adds to other thanks bis own remark, 
Apt to the proud occasion, gladly seized : 905 


‘‘This sure, graced Athelwold, must prove a meed 
Such as will fitly by a mind be prized 
Princely as thine, when England’s noblest pride 
Bends thus in love and gratitude to thee. 
The warm and generous rapture which must now 
Flow from thy conscious worth, must sure o’errate 
The clamour vain of millions undeserved, 
And prove where honour’s loftiest guerdon lies. 
Yet shall not even thus thy merit’s claim 
By me be e’er o’erlook’d, for suited meed 
Of honour and proud station, answering well 916 
Thy birth and nuptials high, shall yet be thine.” 


So as he said, with greeting kind the King 
Extends his hand, nor then the chosen bride 
Omits to honour with a welcome dear, 
As now of royal kin; and hails with thanks 
Love seen triumphant, when grave wisdom fail’d, 
Proved thus of power in chain of female charm 
To bind, subdue, the spirit high, which now, 
By this conversion fired to meet resolve, 
Will serve his country’s cause in duty’s sphere. 926 
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Nor to the touch’d prince generous impulse fails, 
While such pledged sentiment with suited grace 
E’en venerable Adulph too confirms, 

And o’er the bow’d pair gracious blessing breathes. 


The general union, stablish’d thus, may well 
Presage success at hand, and hope fulfill'd. 
In high anticipation of events 
Soon to ensue, while each for action pants, 
All bow obedience to the trusted King, 
Whose word shall lead to glory whensoe’er 
His prudent valour shall impart command. 987 
So pledge the heroes mutual confidence : 
Emulous sole in patriot loyalty. 


But soon retired apart the happy fair 
Secretly joy, and bless the sportive plot 
Which proves fond female wile at full repaid. 


But still to swell the rushing tide of joy, 
And such glad union to promote e’en more, 
Lo! now too, safely to this shelter’d bome 
The young and active Edgar (busied late 
On watch and quest of the retreating foe) 947 
Returns from such zeal’s service, self-employ’d, 
Bearing the news assured of treason’s flight, 
Dispell’d afar past bounds of Somerset. 


‘¢ For fled beyond his forted Somerton 
Or Carey’s castled site, the traitor, traced 
To distance past Wilts’ borders has (it seem’d) 
Sought likeliest there to join the Danish camp 
For safest guard; or haply there new aids 
Solicit hither from the foreign foe ; 
Who (so ’tis rumour’d) have of late come down 
From Bratton’s wind-swept bill, and o’er the plains 
Of Eddington and neighbour-villages, 959 
Fearing no conflict, lie dispersed at ease, 
Employ’d in feasts and mimic tournaments. 
Edgar too tells, that track'd the traitorous band 
Beyond Brue’s valley river and the verge 
Of Selwood’s screening forest, he observes 
Somerset's people all, of every rank, 
Eager for future combat, and o'erjoy’d 
To learn the tidings of this last defeat, 
Inspired alike with presage of success 
And prospect of deliverance soon at hand.” S69 
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Such news imparted at the sylvan isle 970 
Heightens with prouder hopes the general joy, 
From new-observed effect at treason’s flight ; 
Albeit perception springs of dangers still 
Brooding e’en hence: yet all in prosperous train 
Seems for the sovereign’s fix'd design, with speed 
Of care to summon an assembled host, 

Ample in power to dare the battle’s strife, 
And wrest at last reluctant victory. 


But now the general pleasure more to cheer, 
Tidings from faithful Nigel, (left on watch 980 
In bis sole bark by Parret’s opening flood) 
Touching bold Octher’s quest of Hasting’s fleet, 
Pause longer hides not, answer’d now past hope. 
For lo! to gladden more the inspiring time, 
Octher himself, the gallant admiral, 

With his co-mate, Wulfstan, of English birth, 

(By willing Nigel too accompanied, ) 

To this lone spot directed and foreknown 

Arrive, all-opportune, with swifter speed 

Than e’en flush’d expectation dared surmise. 990 


What welcome hails them from the raptured King, 
From noble Sussex and his naval son, 
The generous Kent, and Essex’ nautic chief, 
Or travell’d Sighelm, a remember’d friend ; 
Nor greeted least by princely Athelwold ! 


Fortune her favour showers with ‘‘ both hands full.” 
For these now tell of recent victory 
Achieved by England’s navy, late combined, 
O’er Danish Hasting and his roaming fleet, 
Track’d in his daring course near Sussex’ shores 
On fire to wrest dead Hubba’s captured ships. 
But now himself o’erthrown in new defeat, 1002 
E’en his own ships swell England’s power marine; 
Some captive: other few escaped dispersed : 
While Hasting’s self has bent to land his flight, 
Not as erst wont, to Norman Rollo’s court, 
Or seeking empire amid ravaged France, 
(His earlier boast) but kingly purpose all 
Baffled, or later vaunt in Sussex’ forts 
To seize scared England’s princes, he has fled 
Toward the main Danish camp in central Wilts, 
If Guthrun haply there may shelter yield. 
While the victorious ammirals, at sea 
Opposed no more, by harbours of the south 1014 
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Have touch’d, and spread the joyous news along : 
That tidings such have with fresh hope inspired 
The sea-ward provinces of Sussex, Kent, 
Indignant long at insults of the Dane: [shores, 
While too Hants, Dorset’s, Devon’s, Cornwall's 
Elate have caught no less the generous flame. 
Aroused with thoughts of novel victory, 

With courage all unwont the country pants, 

For action ripe, and eager to be led 

To fields of contest by their rightful chiefs. 

There news too spreads of daring bands on foot 
And treason’s snares o’erraught in Somerset. 1026 


New wonder, heighten'd transport, follows sole 
Tidings imparted of effect so proud. 
The sovereign, on his favourite theme inspired, 
To England’s naval heroes feels and owns 
Deep gratitude, while earnest sure he marks 
Of glory to his country; loftiest use. 
In burst of fervent transport he declares 
Her navy, England’s natural bulwark, proved, 
Her ships the pillars of her throne, the helm 
Her sceptre, and her flags the diadem. 
He tells, exultant, this fresh victory 1037 
In happy consequence to England’s weal 
His own, he deems, in Swanage’ fight transcends. 


Chivalrous hope, enthusiasm waked anew, 
Animates all the chiefs of name, who rule 
The southward provinces, in presence here. 
Mutual delight, and gratitude exchanged 
Inflame high confidence and stablish hope. 


All deem the favouring season more mature, 
And England’s people prompt in act to rise. 1046 


Encouraging, the sovereign too reminds 
How few may yet in enterprize succeed, 
When prudent foresight leads proud valour on. 


With dignity then Devon’s generous peer 
Tells his own bands are known, and tried of old. 


The noble Osmund for his Cornish troops 
Pledges assurance, he can answer well. 


The Mercian Roband, to these southern tracts 
Not unallied, responds, though Rayner’s self, 1055 
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His noble kin, Somerset’s chief, be lost, 1056 
Yet of this province is the gallant power 

Ready to follow at his proper word, 

By base Hianfrid’s yoke incensed the more. 


The fiery Aylwin for Wilts’ hardy race 
Tells that their standards first shall hail the field. 


Edgar, the peer of Hants and Vecta’s isle, 
Adds ardent test, that hence shall martial men 
Prove never slack to join their country’s call. 1064 


For Dorset’s ample tracts, brave Athelard 
(Assign’d their chief, since aged Herbert’s fate) 
Adjoins apt promise and sure faith at need. 


The eastern peers too, Sussex, Surrey, Kent, 
Both for themselves and the young princes’ part, 
Engage like prompt support and zealous aid. 


From pledges such the sovereign entertains 
Belief of conquest, fired with vivid hope. 
Though his own native province, sylvan Berks, 
Groans now beneath a hated traitor’s sway, 1074 
Usurping ancient Windsor’s honour’d towers, 
Yet deems he to supplant ill-suited reign, 
And draw meet aid from vales that know to boast 
Victory’s signal in their argent horse: 
Warriors who fled not Ashdown’s bloody field. 
These shall himself, or e’en his royal kin, 
The princes twain, yet to wont triumph lead. 


Such theme decides resolve; discerning now _ 
Treason’s toils baflled, and from new success, 
On land, at sea, the country’s spirit roused, 
The sovereign meditates those blest events 1085 
To turn to vantage more: he deems the time 
With favour ripens opportunity ; 
And on the assemblage of a host he broods 
To dare fresh war, e’en wanting Mercian aids, 


Scann’d is his purpose, with expedient haste, 
(Soon e’er as caution can concert best means, ) 
That to their native tracts the peers shall speed, 
In person there collect their chosen bands, 

With all of care and needful secrecy, 
Meet at some station which best choice shall deem, 
Thence to be led in final enterprise 1096 
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To the foe’s overthrow and triumph's end. 1097 
Then Hope assures, that all in happy train 

Shall follow ; presaged glory beam at full, 

Each proud design’s achievement bless the land, 
Till peace and commerce on eternal base 

Fix Britain’s late, but sure prosperity. 


But ere such venture, his sagacious mind 
Prudent as brave, the bold idea still 
Cherishes, harbour’d there, in some disguise 
Himself to penetrate the Danish camp. 
Through reconnoitre and inspection close 1107 
He longs in personal proof to mark at best 
The foe's position, numbers, strength, array, 
What point most vulnerable there may tempt 
The dared attack, with all of mode or time 
That may the coming conflict most concern. 
He deems since his must be the leader’s post, 
Duty demands, he too shall surest know 
All that to execute so vast emprize 
In train of apt success may appertain : 
Since all else, wanting his observance full, 
May prove abortive, or e’en worse than vain. 
Such requisites for conflict, look’d at hand, — 1119 
The more he cogitates, he still discerns 
The foe can sole be vanquish’d by surprise : 
That skill and mind must with brute force contend. 
He deems no second he may trust so well, 
Nor take impartment such at other hands ; 
Conscious none other eye can now suffice 
The knowledge needed to successful hope ; 
That others he can singly thus instruct, 
In exigence so mighty of result, 
Where numbers, vantage, and munition all, 
Are seen in balance favouring sole the foe; 
That art and dexterous appliance now 1131 
Must to weak puissance other need supply. 


Marking the haughty foe o’ermatch’d so much, 
That open force or previous challenge dared 
Could work small service,—end but in defeat : 
Nor could he hope success, unless he knew 
Of the camp’d enemy the real state, 
To base so glorious action in bis thought, 
On whose achievement England’s fate depends, 
He firms the purpose in himself, in face 
Of dangers imminent and risk so clear, 
With his own eyes to scan the hostile camp. 1142 
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He ponders England’s scanty means yet left 
Best to so grand an object to apply : 
That so in happy season soon mature, 
He may his country’s summon’d powers lead on 
To victory and glory’s noblest prize. 


Such resolution settled in his breast, 
He to his chiefs imparts the grave design ; 
Bids all here stay together a brief while, 
While he his primal purpose shall essay, 
Which happily achieved, on prompt return 
Due concert shall the rest at full dispose, 1153 
And all to prosperous issue move, combined. 


Haply at stiller hour in thoughtful words 
The sovereign would his eager peers engage, 
And ope his large mind to their wondering ear. 


‘< Meseems, brave friends, a series we have pass’d 
Of wild surprizing ventures, fraught alike 
With interest strange as mightiest consequence. 
Be it our care to point of hoped success 
And vantage most to bend the genial time. 
Now is the crisis come, which must unfold 1163 
Our plann’d intents to full accomplishment. 
War, bustle, action, sole for us remain: 
This rural peace is as a charm dissolved ; 
Now must the pastoral flute and lyre give way 
To the loud drum and clarion’s martial call ; 
The shepherd's frock change to steel coat of mail; 
For cockle-hat, the helm; for crook, the spear. 
These green-wood bowers, where we have dwelt so 
We now must leave for the rough sea of spears. [long, 
No more to rest in groves of Athelney, 
To sylvan glades, adieu! our tented cells 
Must be foregone for camps and fields of blood. 1175 
The song of birds, the dream by lapse of streams 
Now must the neigh of steeds, the roar of war, 
The exulting shout—the dying groan, supply. 
Summoning valour’s highest energies, 
As bold in action, as approved so long 
Patient amid privations all unheard, 
Smiling occasion bids us now prepare 
For active toil and business of the field. 
New friends acquired, and fresh accession still 
Discern’d in prospect, the roused country’s heart 
For contest burns, while every bosom breathes 
Spirit of courage, hope, and victory.” 1187 
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Scarce could he utter thus, ere proud applause 
Of the prompt chieftains hail’d the welcome theme; 
Which thus the listen’d monarch glad pursues : 


‘‘ Dawns now the happier hour, when not by stealth, 
Or in weak parties we must timorous act, 
But dare in mass to take the open field, 
With our united puissance making head 
Together ’gainst the common enemy. 
Events invite us forth. Now England’s King 
With her spared nobles must example prove 
To all our subjects, and by acts our own 1198 
Inspire through every rank responsive zeal. 
Together with meet secrecy despatch’d, 
So shall each chief his loyal forces rouse, 
Each in his proper province, ’mong his own. 
Be this the nobles’ part; to gather there 
Their trusty powers : till a sufficing host 
Be thus embodied, who in pnion join’d 
(Most above all to be for act assured) 
Shall at some settled hour and station meet, 
Such as our care shall preconcerting choose; 
In secret best and safeliest thus, we deem, 
Led on at last to final victory.” 1210 


So as he said, scarce could intense desire 
That fired each breast impatient haste restrain : 
Till thus the sovereign his sage counsel adds: 


‘* But to so high an end must prudence guide : 
Not singly courage now, but caution more. 
Since not in height of former triumph won 
Rests us to conquer on: but rather now 
As friendless fugitives we must create, 
Through labour and joint talent of us all, 
Plans and resources capable to whelm 1220 
A hostile army, confident in power, 
In numbers, as in every mean, o’ermatch’d, 
And wrest the wreath of victory from his brow. 
Sudden surprise alone can well effect 
So hard achievement, art supplanting strength. 
Wherefore the dared attempt, revolved before, 
Myself still meditate and first intend, 
With earliest speed :—in person to survey 
(For safety in a minstrel’s garb conceal’d) 
The Danish camp; the foe’s position, strength, 
So to observe, and there intelligence 
Likeliest and surest glean of his designs. 1232 
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Thus, as the leader, can I best impart 1233 
To others knowledge, by my own sight won: 

So in my comrade-soldiers best inspire 

Just confidence, known from discretion sprung, 
Founded on first observance of our own.” 


At such design’s impartment to the peers, 
Amaze, alarm, with admiration blends ; 
Though at the boldness of the project told, 
While they admire, scarce can awed doubt approve, 
Howe’er may eager ardour fire their hearts : 
Too perilous they deem the King’s emprize, 1243 
That seems amid destruction’s jaws to rush. 


E’en the bold Aylwin, ever foremost seen 
In daring enterprize, the purpose deems 
Too hazardous, endanger’d passing wont, 
And starts at dauntless courage of the King. 
Sedater Oddune, Devon’s martial lord, 
Though famed himself for wary policy, 
Doubts, hesitates, and fears experiment, 
Exposed to circumstance of snare so near ; 
Lest any accident soe’er induce 
Unlook’d discovery, and for consequence 1254 
Death to the sovereign, England’s latest stay, 
Follow’d by hopeless ruin of the land. 
Good Osmund and the friendly Athelard 
Strange dread confess, lest certain loss defeat 
A life which most of all its country needs, 
And to their hearts beyond all other prized. 
Their joint expostulations thus they urge. 


Grateful albeit at friendship’s dear appeal, 
The sovereign calm replies :—‘ Since now to him 
Wife, children none remain, from him bereaved 
In loss irreparable, what rests now 1265 
Save his fallen country to claim all his care? 
In its dear service sure his single life 
Cannot be better yielded, if at last 
In needful risk by death itself o’erta’en. 
If such be heaven’s high will, in such a cause 
His bosom tells him, ’twill be sweet to die. 
Needful and fitting sure at duty’s call 
*T were that her sovereign should be first to dare, 
Nor in such crisis shrink from danger’s face. 
Yet in his breast does Providence itself 
Presage success, and fan inspiring hope.’ 1276 
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Thus undismay’'d, the sovereign not resigns 1277 
The bold conception, but his brooded thought 
Ponders in fix’d resolve, his oped intent 
Best to effect with all expedient haste. 


Meanwhile, with remnant of his routed band 
Hianfrid, wounded, flies from Enmore’s bounds, 
Dreading surprise or capture, unassured 
Where his opposers lurk or what their sum. 
O’erwhelm’d with rage, yet with course wing’d by fear 
He stops not, till to safer distance scaped. 

Past mark’d pursuit, he in a vill retired 1287 
Lingers some brief space, where his throbbing wound 
Attendant care may staunch, and soothe its pang. 
Here he deliberates how best to turn 

Late chance to use and personal interest most. 

At first the thought direct toward W indsor’s towers 
To speed, and there destruction’s plot mature, 
Collecting thence friends and assistance new, 
Enflames his ire ; but faint through blood effused, 
Second reflection to his course suggests 

The Danish camp more near, where with the hope 
Of favour new he may approve his zeal, 

Display fresh wounds in his friends’ service borne, 
Speak his suspicion of discovery gain’d, 1300 
Where likeliest lurks (he deems) the royal prize, 
And claim his pledged reward, with added aid. 


Ambition’s lure prevails. Such eager haste 
Impels him onward to rejoin the lords, 
Beneath whose sway the recreant traitor bows, 
That Somerton’s eld palace, now his own, 
Detains him not, deem’d haply e’en unsafe, 
(Such dread exaggerates danger) but his flight 
He speeds by Brue’s near river, past the verge 
Of Selwood’s forest, to the precincts known = 1310 
Of Wilts’ wide province, on whose spread confines 
Beyond eld Westbury’s site, o’er Bratton’s hill, 
Or else in Edington’s green champain fields, 
The Danes pavilions rise, o’er whose white homes 
The floating Raven marks their lordly reign. 


‘These soon he reaches, where as if despatch'd 
On some sped embassy of import high, 
Impatiently the imperial Guthrun prime 
He seeks, who glad receives with welcome kind 
His tributary and subservient friend. 

Soon to the sovereign’s delighted ear 1321 
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Admitted conference bears the chanced events : 1322 
What prospects beam at hand: in primal course 
The Queen’s own capture, now repeated all : 

How safe detain’d in Windsor’s guarded towers, 
With her young brood of England’s royal heirs; 
What clue seem’d hence to spring for ampler prize, 
E’en the fled King himself, with following friends, 
Whom too through her, or seeking her retreat, 
Fired hope looks soon to capture: not as yet 
Fully o’erta’en. Yet strong suspicion points 
Endanger’d haunts where lurking numbers prowl 
In bands that dare the Danish reign oppose ; 1333 
Chief through the bounds of haunted Somerset 
Confided late to his presiding care, 

Ere since the time when its late captive lord 

Was held inclosed in Windsor’s guardian towers. 
From these in recent conflict he has met 

This grievous wound, which now with vain ostent 
He blazons to the Danish chieftain’s note, 

For test of merit and devotion proved. 

Artful he then insinuates suited meed : 

Asks too that other banded Danes may blend 
Their aid and presence, mainly to protect 

His menaced castles, where marauders dare 1345 
With hid, yet frequent insult beard his state: 
Headed, he doubts not, by the desperate King, 
Who dreams in vain to scape snares closing round. 


With proud delight and ardent hope awaked 
The sovereign Guthrun lists the importing tale. 
He in impartment of concern so high 
_Deems he discerns accorded prophecies 
In order’d course of near accomplishment: 
Whose primal step he sees the captive Queen. 
In her he marks the promised regal bride 
Vouch’d to himself by doom of destiny ; 1366 
Presaging that from her that royal line 
His own shall spring, to England’s sceptre born. 
Nor shall the seizure of her banish’d King 
Long lingering pause, till soon in linked train 
Success shall fated augury fully crown. 


While thoughts so proud glanced through his ardent 
With pleasure strange such hope’s ambassador [mind 
Again he hails, and through the tented camp 
With seemly honour and accorded state 
Leads to his own pavilion, by whose side 
With emblem-sign the princely Tufa waves. 1367 
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Beneath a silken canopy he seats 1368 
His favour’d guest, whom to recruit, he pours 

The cheering wine, and his wound’s pain to heal 
(In Denmark’s cause inflicted on a friend) 

With hospitable care the regal chief 

Summons skill’d females’ gentle hands, long used 
The warrior’s hurts to cure with charmed balm. 
Then to Hianfrid’s singly trusted ear 

Apart, in confidence the royal Dane 

Imparts his purpose and his secret mind. 1377 


“Kind friend and true, meseems, in news of thine 
I mark pledged prophecy in progress clear. 
New wonders rise at hand, and every voice 
Of the Weird-sisters warns fulfilment near : 
One, won by thee, of England’s royal race, 
Destined, besure, by fate for consort mine ; 
Whose issue may in Britain’s regal isle 
Perpetuate empire, through my own high line. 
Wherefore the charge be thine from Windsor’s towers 
Hither to lead in prime the captive Queen, 
With needful secrecy at first, so least 
Exciting jealousy of rival chiefs, 
Either stern Oskital’s rapacious grasp 1390 
Through thirst of treasure and rich ransom’s hope, 
(Ever on avaricious hoard intent 
And equal sway—amassing endless spoil) 
Else haply seized for royal sacrifice, 
Or by hot Amund’s self, (our chieftain-peer) 
Claim’d as his own awarded concubine 
With sensual passion, ne’er of woman tired, 
Joying in female smiles, in feasts and wine. 
Canst thon not early, zealous friend, in this 
Ease my fraught soul, and bind our favour more?” 


With swift response, Hianfrid pledges straight 
Compliance: when the royal Dane pursues. 1402 


‘< My heart impatient waits her, buoy’d with hope 
That by attentive care, protection kind 
Under my shield from insult, by degrees 
I may dispel alarm, through gentle aid 
Of other female friends attract her love, 
And make content her charm’d captivity. 
Till by new nuptial ties in sovereign place 
Rank’d, and as consort by our side enthroned, 
What shall forbid but that in time my truth 
And constant love accorded may convert 1412 
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E’en her to Odin’s faith, and so secure 1413 
Best both herself and offspring to our cause, 
Confirming thus the Danish dynasty ?” 


At this, as with the importing purpose struck, 
The servile traitor, glozingly rejoins. 


‘* England’s victorious sovereign, my dread liege, 
By such an union, as by fate decreed, 
With its once Queen, herself of royal blood, 
Would Danish princes in new race of yours 
Graft England’s sceptre on a native stock, 1422 
And satisfy her stubborn people best.” 


Instant, as pleased, the imperial chief replies. 


“‘ That is my very hope, caught soon by thee. 
Such precious prize then singly make mine own, 
To lawful purpose and just herison. 

Yet from all former objects, other claims 

To wean her thoughts, and best to free the way 

Confined to new engagements of mine own, 

Be thine the charge, Llianfrid, to detain 

In thine own care her former royal brood, 1432 

Till new behest of mine thy course instruct ; 

In thy safe hold best kept from ruder fate, 

From flight, from injury of sterner foes: 

Guarded yet used with mild and gentle hand. 

Prudence demands, that sovereignty mine own 

Due care maintain, to stay the unsettled isle. 

That nought of elder claim disturb our sway, 

Rivalry from the past blood-royal none, 

Till long possession may our right assure, 

And sons of ours reign undisputed Kings. 

Nay more: her children thus in power of thee 

Our trusted viceroy held, themselves shall prove 

Decoy and lure the best (if Alfred live) 1445 

To aid thee in the needful quest of him. 

For service such, know, rule shall yet be thine 

Of envied range :—the boys thine own control 

May tutor to thy will:—the female stems, 

Marriageable in due time, shall form to thee 

A dower of wealth, when treasures may redeem 

In nuptial league thy cherish’d hostages : 

While her own reign claims all their mother’s care. 

Of thy due rise seest thou not here new price? 

Mark’st thou not too herein high theme of use?” 
VOL. V. M 
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So as he said, the ambitious slave adjoins: 1456 


‘¢ Meseems, detention such may surely best 
Attract yet new detection of their sire, 
If from the Queen’s own tongue we glean not that.”’ 


Delighted more, the royal Dane pursues : 


‘‘Capture ofhim, thou know’st presaged, must prove 
Forerunner last to England’s conquest full: 
For which, till such discovery shall be wrought, 
No quest throughout Britaunia’s isle must tire, 1464 
Or by the Dane, or tributary friends : 
Task, seeming yet by Fate assign'd thine own. 
To which high charge, soon as thou first hast brought 
Hither the Consort-Queen to care of mine, 
Thou shalt claim ampler honours to thy will. 
Wealth, puissance, waits thee without bound or end. 
Bring thou before us England’s vanquish’d King, 
Living or dead, fulfilling then in this 
High destiny’s avouchment, and for thee 
Thou canst not name, or think, reward too vast: 
Dignity, title, of each captured chief 
Made thine, like Somerset’s first earldom won : 1476 
All Wessex too thine own, a kingdom more 
In treasures, power, than Kenwulph’s envied reign. 
And from our fairest ranks of Danish maids 
Thyself shalt choose thy bride, to grace ere long 
Thy right hand, and to sit thy envied Queen : 
Even a princess of our Denmark’s own 
Adopted thine, to share in splendour meet 
Thy throne, not deem’d for such a friend too high.” 


Such lure magnific of a promised crown 
Elates the dazzled traitor, puff'd and vain, 
And plumes imagination with new hope. 1487 


Nor then delay within the camp detains 
His further stay : for to such voice and will 
Of sovereign Guthrun, his acknowledged lord, 
Obeisant, burning in inflated dream 
Of high advancement and rewards at hand, 
Toward Windsor’s towers the traitor speeds his way. 


But there meanwhile (him absent thus) occurr'd 
Scenes strange, unlook’d as various, fraught indeed 
With wonder to its guarded habitants. 

Here as the Queen, left with her infant brood, 1497 
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And her kind friend Fidelia (by the guards —_ 1.498 
Soon learn’d to be the captive Rayner’s spouse) 
In ward of Rodolph, and his keeper-mate 

Urra, to tend and watch, their wonted walk 
Permitted take, to mimic freedom’s mien,— 

Their guileless state observed een from such guards 
Attracts compassion and considerate care. 


Thus as the Queen in pleased serenity 
Grateful, to unsuspicious trust resign’d, 
Pours forth some soft effusion of the heart, 
And of her host, deem’d hospitably kind, 1508 
Utters her heart-felt praise, unheard of him, 
Still gratulated, as her patron friend,— 
Teaching her children too to lisp such thanks 
As sole from virtuous dignity could spring, 
For all his gracious goodness that vouchsafes 
To outcast poverty a home like this, 
Comfort, protection, shield, support of life, 
While all the poor return they can is love,— 
Such tender, harmless innocence abused 
Melts even sternest hearts, and in the breast 
Of men, scarce used to pity’s soft incline 
Awakes remorse and sorrow for distress ; 1520 
Scarce less induced too for the hapless wife, 
Gentle Fidelia, from the sight debarr’d 
Of one, whom to behold would in her heart 
Wake rapture, to its sense a stranger long. 


Thus as the warders may at times o’erhear 
The noble females’ fond laments and talk 
Of hours by-gone, that draws exchange of tears, 
Pity extorts some sign of felt regret. 
The more, when still for aught of kindness shown 
The grateful fair their courteous thanks return 
With noblest mien of native dignity. 1531 
Such gentleness with grace of female charm 
Attracts but kinder sense, indulgence new, 
Till show of hardship all is smooth'd away. 
Then Rodolph, warder of the castle prime, 
Its household's governor, (such sight observed) 
Haply to Urra breathes,—his under-mate, 
Who held the prisoners chiefly in his care : 
[snared ! 
‘Poor doves, unconscious in the hawk’s nest 
See! where they pass, as lambs to slaughter led !” 


It chanced one eve, as thus the noble pair 1541 
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With their attendant train at genial ease 1542 
Paced o’er the castle’s terrace topp’d with towers, 
That far o’erlook’d the gorgeous scene below,— 
Or turn’d their charm’d steps mid the sylvan park 
Among the gold-green trees that glow’d beneath 
In mellow radiance of the setting sun,— 
Afterward mid the court’s home area bent 

Their changeful range, and by the beams allured 
Of the bright moon, pass’d ‘neath the circling tower 
Whose height cast down its semblant shadow far, 
Surprized they hear, as issuing thence, the strain 
Of music, e’en the same which drew their note 1553 
When first their feet approach’d this stately home. 
Unearthly at such hour might seem the tone, 
Touch’d light, as of the lute, accorded soon 

With utterance e’en of melancholy song. 


Thus as they pausing listen, new amaze 
Enchains Fidelia’s ear, while she detains 
Her honour’d mistress’ steps, until ere long 
By rapt surprise enforced, she thus exclaims. 


‘Save that removed unlikelihood forbids, 
That voice, elsewhere, I should have surely deem’d 
Of one, by me best loved: e’en my lost niece 1565 
Emma, lamented Kenwulph’s child bereaved. 
Hark! too, the very song, myself have joy'd 
To teach her blooming girlhood’s tuneful art. 
How strange !—such very fancy well may secm 
Not real, but the play of magic spell.” 


So as they stop, while in the moonlight rays 
Fully display’d their figures shine to sight, 
(The attentive guards preventing not, but each 
Seeming enrapt in wonder at the scene) 
Lo! from an upper window of the tower 1574 
A signal floats; a fluttering kerchief waved, 
Held forth in air by a bright female hand. 
Hark ! too from out the latticed window streams 
Forth of such height (while check’d the music stays) 
A voice of female call, which seems to speak 
The name, ‘ Fidelia,’’—with endear’d appeal. 
Increased amaze now thrills the listening train, 
In expectation’s breathless interest held; 
Renew’'d, while yet again still tenderer tone 
Repeats the selfsame sound,—till doubt expires. 


O’erawed, Fidelia with asseverance tells 1585 
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In voice so heard she may but recognize 1586 
The treasure lost, most to her bosom dear ; 
Implores the attendant vassals to admit 

Access within the turret’s high confine, 

Sole to herself, or with the friendly Queen: 

That she may see and speak to one, her kin, 
Believed (if sense deceive not) there inclosed, 
Long lost, and sought in vain,— now strangely found. 


Reluctant, and yet won, with promise next 
Of secrecy exacted, Urra yields 
At last assent, and up the high-scaled stair 1596 
That parts within the round and lofty tower, 
Conducts their prompt advance, until ere long 
They enter an apartment’s grated cell, 
Within whose chamber their swift glance discerns 
A beauteous female sole, and in her hand 
A glittering lute, the parent (as they deem’d) 
Of those sweet sounds which hither led their steps. 


Nor brooks delay such mystery soon to clear. 
For instant at the sight of guests so strange 
Thus piercing, all unused, her lone recess, 

The prison’d inmate to salute them flies 1607 
With ardour that itself, disdaining words, 
Fondness of former love, as kin, reveal’d. 

Nor only this, for soon as o’er the neck 

Of rapt Fidelia the prolong'd embrace, 

Though mute, itself declared twas Emma’s hold, 
Thus recognized at once, while mutual tears 

Of transport, unexpress’d, the truth proclaim’d, 
Then kind Fidelia points the Queen herself, 

Who at the sight melts too with equal joy, 
Recalling one seen erst at Mercia’s court, 

When her own nuptials there were celebrate. 
Bow’d at her royal mistress’ feet, in act 1619 
Of loyal faith, the beauteous Emma bends, 

Kisses with fervent zeal the royal hand 

Tender d in deep emotion, —then the lips 

Of each, the princely children, pressing round, 

Of notice emulous from beauty such, 

Fair passing name, though pale with vexed grief. 


Brief is the pause, ere now from Emma's self 
Is oped disclosure to the strangers’ ear 
Astounding most, importing to their note 
(In gradual maze of admiration lost) 
Not less the preservation of herself 1630 
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Through shelter of the faithful cottagers, 163! 
Her foster-parents deem’d in lorn distress, 

Whose faith and love no meed can e’er repay ; 
But there too e’en the life invaluable 

OF the King’s self in secrecy preserved 

By humble worth and kind fidelity 

Of an old servant the King’s neat-herd once, 

In turn by grateful Denulph’s friendship screen’d. 


At this new wonder fills the raptured Queen, 
Such unlook’d tidings thus to learn of oue 
Dear to her heart e’en as the life-blood there, 1641 
Told late alive, saved as by miracle. 
Instant her eager question seeks to know 
More of his precious life-—Where fares he now ? 
Or what strange refuge his escape conceals ? 
All that of him the novel guest may know. 


To such enquiry, urged with tenderest mien 
Which spoke an interest that defied the tongue, 
The sympathizing Emma instant tells 
The sum of all her knowledge, which concerns 
So prized a life, importing scarcely more 
Than told already : 1652 

‘Since the cottage-cell 
The royal stranger in disguise had left 
For other hid retreat; but to what spot 
Scarce told, she deems, to any. Would she knew! 
For lived he still, she would have flown to aid, 
To save her sovereign, ere with treacherous snare 
The false Hianfrid, (Windsor’s haughty lord) 
Seeking the vanish’d King through each retreat 
Of wood, or cave, or lonely cottage cell, 
Approach’d and found e’en Denulph’s humble cot, 
By him suspected (howsoe’er were glean’d 
So hard surmise) as the King’s hid retreat. 1664 
Finding the monarch fled, in such confine 
Sought then in vain, upon the. rustic home 
The traitor wreak’d his vengeance, and in flames 
Consumed the loved asylum, whose hush'd peace 
Had lent its shelter to the houseless King : 
Which base act wrought, in captive bonds he led 
Hither the cottage habitants, intent 
Ever by threats of torture to extract 
Discovery, deem'd within their power to tell, 
Where haply yet may lurk the prey he seeks : 
Whose proscribed head (fierce insult dares avow) 
Shall surest buy high honour from the Dane, 1676 
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Whom with vow’d homage now the traitor serves. 
The ambitious slave, amid his pomp of pride 
(Glozing to her his plans of sovereignty 

Such as might e’en supplant the very King) 

Has e’en dared offer insult to herself 

With tender of dishonourable love, 

In meed of treachery and allegiance broke : 
Answer’d by her with scorn—till tyranny 

Has in revenge imprison’d her thus here.’ 


So as the virtuous maiden told, and thus 
First somewhat opens to the captive Queen —_ 1687 
Glimpse of the traitor’s genuine character, 
Amazement, mingled with strange shock of pain, 
O’erpowers the royal heart; while labouring doubt 
From kindly feelings sprung, and sense impress’d 
Of gratitude misplaced, would e’en reject 
The strange intelligence, and make such theme, 
Even from lips where love and truth might choose 
Their very seat, seem like traducement’s stain. 
Scarce can the royal breast belief misgive ; 
Though faint, Fidelia trembles, dubious less. 
Till the dazed Queen rapt question thus pursues, 
Where yet abide those cottagers, of whom _—1699 
The imparted story opes a theme so strange 
As England’s King erst hid by them and saved: 
That from themselves inquiry more may gain 
Ampler intelligence, and quit suspense. 


To anxious question instant Emma tells, 
Such cottage inmates still in hold remain 
E’en in this very tower, though cruel hest 
Severs their dearest presence from her own, 
With hope (how vain!) from either yet to wrest 
The secret, which the traitor burns to win. 1700 


At this, solicited by Emma’s self 
On bended knee, (nor less then by the Queen) 
The warder Urra, held in strange surprise, 
Yields slow assent that aged cottage pair 
(His prisoners still) in presence straight to bring, 
Who may in person here their mistress Queen 
Greet, whom eld memory will recal with joy, 
And all reveal to her impatient ear. 


Nor panse delay’d : for instant at such pledge 
The warder, absent but few moments hence, 
Back to the chamber leads the veteran pair, 1720 
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Fair Emma’s foster-parents—hail’d as such —1721 
And straight presented to the wondering Queen. 
For in the features of the hoar old man 

Instant she recognized the servant true 

(Erst at her Wantage’ rural palace mark’d) 

The faithful Denulph, herdsman of its farm. 

He too his royal mistress’ face at once 

Recalling, drops before her on his knee, 

Soon in this follow’d by his tottering spouse, 
While both the honour'd hand stretch’d kindly forth 
Press with a loyal kiss, embathed with tears : 
Drops of mute joy and loyal faith renew’d. 1732 


But e’en from these repeated question fails 
More tidings so to glean: what fate betides 
The vanish’d King, or what more shut retreat 
Has after shelter’d their liege lord and friend, 
Since their poor cot ill screen’d his lone distress. 
Yet all by Emma told their tongue confirms, 
Scarce adding to expounded circumstance. 


After a burst of heart-felt gratitude 
Had thank’d the brief preservers of the King, 
(Whate’er uncertain fate has since evened 1742 
While wonder chains the soul in wild suspense, 
Hianfrid’s fearful baseness scarce may seem 
Now questionable more. With added proof 
Instant then Emma more importing tale 
Further suggests, and to Fidelia’s self 
Turning, imparts with timorous scruple dash’d, 
Which shrunk to own tidings of so much dread, 
Albeit blent too with throb of anxious joy: 


‘* But what if now my tongue reveal e’en more, 
Tidings of awe past name to present ears? 
No less importing than that Windsor’s towers 1753 
Hold in captivity e’en Rayner’s self, 
My generous kin, spouse of Fidelia’s heart: 
Whose seizure and detention late were made 
Price to the traitor of good Rayner’s wealth, 
Castles and state, confiscate to the grasp 
Of his haught captor—by him held alike 
In treacherous service to the lordly Dane.” 


Such theme imparted of deep interest new 
Awakes in Windsor’s guests amazement more, 
Scarce check’d again by glance of willing doubt. 
Whereat while silent pause a moment claims 1764 
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Scared gaze around, the attendant guard with sign 
That shook the brow such story but confirms. 
Then too, in agony of wonder lost 

And awed distress, Fidelia’s voice implores 

Sight of her husband, by the warder near 

To be accorded straight. ‘To such her prayer 
Aided by Emma as the gracious Queen, 
Doubtful, at last the soften’d Urra yields, 
Nathless enjoining from the traitor’s ear 

Eternal secrecy, since sure ’twould prove 

The price of life itself, if e’er betray’d, 

And death were ill incurr’d for pity’s sake. —:1776 
But while he thus complies, the warder tells 

With murmur, that as yet no pledged reward 
Assures the faithless promise, to repay 

Service and zeal, to one long shewn in vain. 

But conscience (well he deems) must haunt the bed 
Whispering of many wrongs, and sure it is, 
Terrors of midnight sprites oft vex his lord, 
Seeming not happy amid all his pomp, 

Sole winning with new state fresh misery ; 

Nor will good end attend injustice yet 

But nobler hearts at last his place succeed. —.177 


So e’en the vassal paints the chief he serves, 
Seeming unloved, served but for lucre’s sake, 
Nor without brooded ire for meed withheld. 


In mood like this, stern Urra instant leads 
The general group along the mounted stair 
To a yet higher cell, by grated bars 
Closed in this tower; the castle’s central keep. 


But who may deem portray—what pen of bard, 
Or limner’s pencil ?—the wild flood of joy 
Succeeding yet, to stranger climax wrought, 1797 
When here the captive Rayner meets again, 

Thus all undream’d, his long-lost honour'd wife, 
Loved Emma too, as ’twere to life restored, 

And with them broughtas well, e’en England’sQueen, 
Alive, unhurt, whate’er vague Fame surmised, 
Interpreting to death her sudden flight. 


Long were relation of the moving theme, 
Which fancy must alone to thought unfold, 
And paint herself that tender interview. 

But after mutual rapture here exchanged, 
And many a question answer’d, each with each, 
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Such unexpected converse but the more 1809 
Assures the dreaded truth before disclosed : 
Vouching Hianfrid’s guileful treachery, 

His strict quest yet continued for the King, 
Whereto the frauded Queen’s captivity 

May prove (he deems) the guide and clue the best. 
While hope insidious prompts, shall thus be learn’d 
From his own consort’'s unsuspecting lips 

Her full relation of the King’s retreat, 

Deem’d likeliest to her bosom trusted sole, 

Or if not yet, from that source glean’d at last. 


Then all his haviour, insolent as base, 1819 
Somerset’s captured lord at full explains: 
His own arrest—his stern imprisonment, 
While force has wrested his paternal wealth, 
Turn’d now to deadly purpose, foul as strange. 
Nor ceasing here: for mad ambition still 
Prompts the fell traitor other vanquish’d lords 
Of England’s realm with equal doom to snare, 
And for their capture win like plunder’d meed, 
Their wealth confiscate, as their power usurp’d. 


Such dire announcement by the vassal train 1830 
Is heard, uncheck’d, unalter'd, nor denied, 
But e’en with their asseverance pledged as true. 


With change terrific from past calm of trust, 
Horror, alarm, dismay, all unrestrain’d, 
In tumult of confusion now usurp 
The shuddering fair, and pale their cheeks withdread, 
While indignation too contends with shame. 
Their true condition flashing on the sense 
With terror seems to paralyze the soul : 
Till gazing on each other, as they deem 
Ruin at hand, entrapp’d in unthought snares 1841 
Of vilest treachery, with sudden start 
From danger’s very gulf they seek to fly. 
Chilling affright prompts undelay’d escape 
(If such can be) to all. But this, though sued, 
The warder Urra straight restrains, himself 
Alarm’d at present consequence ;—who tells 
With fraught suggestion and obscure surmise, 
That all must live in hope; means yet unthought 
May soon evene, to prosper such design 
With better safety :—haply too (he deems) 
With brighter prospect, and reward more sure. 1852 
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So hinted he, and in that thought express’d 1853 
Haply anticipated other change, 
That would reverse ere long blind Fortune’s wheel. 


But what strange terror yet remains to tell ! 
Behold! e’en now, amid this very scene, 
To awe unspeakable of all, appears 
Hianfrid’s self, sudden through shades of night 
At hour so still and dead, unlook’d, return’d, 
Surrounded by his chosen attendant guards, 
Full in the presence of the assembled group, 
Ere notice might admit contrived escape. 1863 
For scarce arrived, finding diminish’d watch, 
First to this tower advanced with earnest note 
(Prime object still of his suspicious care) 
To know yet safe the captives here confined, 
Bursts his dread person on this startled cell. 


Amaze, appall’d dismay in every face 
Marks his reception, and itself declares 
The purport of disclosures lately past. 
From whose changed mien at once Hianfrid kens, 
That now his guests (alas! but seeming such, 
In truth their false host’s prison’d hostages) 1874 
Have their own state, and his true character 
At last discover’d by some treacherous aid : 
How yet he knows not, howsoe’er the scene 
Before him leads suspicion to surmise. 
For Urra now sole with the captives staid, 
Since prudent Rodolph had on watch withdrawn 
And with his lord had in the train return’d, 
In haste too sudden to convey alarm, 
Seeming himself from implication free. 
While thus Hianfrid by his gaze is ware 
Of his mark’d captives’ purpose, (as he deems) 
Bent on escape,—at very point of flight 1886 
Detected thus,—himself betray'd, discern’d, 
No longer then his rage admits deceit, 
Or cherishes delusion, but at once 
Grown bold and insolent, the tyrant’s self 
Throws off the mask of seeming, and reveals 
Himself in his true colours, scorning shame. 


First against Urra, him, the warder found 
With those admitted to this captive cell 
Whom his own hest express had most forbid, 
Breaking thus every tie of duteous faith, 
Hot fury boils, till indignation first 1897 
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Breaks forth in stern command and vengeance vow'd, 
While thus his lord accosts call’d Rodolph’s ear. 


‘‘ T’rom yon base recreant, to whose later ward 
This chamber’s charge was trusted (seen how ill) 
Take, Rodolph, straight the keys; then symbol all 
And mark of trust stripp’d from him, lead him hence 
To condign torture, branded with disgrace, 

Suited to ignominious perfidy ;— 
Treated too well, if instant vengeance pause 
To tear the slave to pieces in our sight.” 1907 


Scarce had he said, when at his haviour fired 
At cruelty deem‘d for his sake imposed, 
The virtuous Rayner, Somerset’s reft lord, 
Lofty in spirit as sedate and grave, 
Reckless of danger, on the tyrant’s self 
This stern expostulation proudly hurls. 


‘Inhuman monster! who canst set at nought 
All touch of tenderness, by empty pride 
And swoln ambition carried thus away 
From every feeling nature’s self demands, 
All hearts such baseness sure must execrate. 1918 
Forbear thy hest severe, for very shame! ” 


So as with virtuous indignation’s burst 
Honouring his gallant heart, the noble peer 
Unfolds sensations of his glowing breast, 
Guardless howe’er and fatal in result, — 
Unheeding such appeal, nor by it moved 
To kindness more,—nay, with inflamed revenge 
At such heard censure, of so keen reproach 
Impatient from a captive in his power,— 

Thus to check’d Rodolph, his attendant slave, 

The tyrant seems to add some hest more dire, 
Angrily murmur’d by his voice aside, 1930 
While the brave Rayner his look eyes askance. 


“‘ Darest thou insult me yet ?—Rodolph, attend: 
This lordly captive, whose rude insolence 
Confronts me still and beards my taunted state, 
Whose bribe has likeliest thus corrupted faith, 

By me too long forborne,—take hence away 
To thine own safer guard, and wait my will.” 


Then nearer moving, as at such command 
Incensed but more, the villain spoke apart 1939 
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“Yet sure I deem, far better were he sped, 
That I might ne’er behold his visage more. 
Thou understand’st me. Have [I no dear friend 
That for my sake will undertake a task, 
For ever hush’d in silence of the dark ? 
"T would ease my spirit, to be never more 
Exposed to scorn’s indignity as now. 
Fain would I take thee for my trustiest friend. 
Let to that wish such act of thine be test, 
Prompt to effect, as after close to hide.” 1950 


Such purpose Rodolph in his very look, 
Thoughtful and ware, seems as to understand : 
Reluctance none his visage dared display, 

(What feeling e’er might lurk within his breast) 
Else might he well have fear’d like doom his own. 
Till more collected than such hest might claim, 
Instantly some of his own chosen train, 

Sclected at his beck, doom’d Urra first 

Enforce within their charge, in pinions bound : 
Then seize the noble Rayner, whom, inclosed 
Alike in fetters (while the sudden shrieks 19G1 
Of his loved spouse, Fidelia, rend the air) 

The crowding guards compel by strength away 
Along the grated cell. Still to his side 

Fidelia vainly clings in agony, 

Scarce parted by summ’d strength, with supplant 
Imploring pity, faintlier, till at last [voice 
O’erpower’d she sinks in swoon insensible. 

Melted by such affection feminine, 

Though throbb’d his heart with tenderest feeling too, 
While thus they tear the generous peer away 

To other torture, haply death itself,— 

Unterrified, his noble dignity 1973 
Might at such moment into basest souls 

Strike awe and reverence, all unwont, and prove 
Truth’s, virtue’s, worth in danger’s trying hour : 

W hat calmness then can innocence console, 
Superior still through suffering hard soe’er. 

For thus the hero breathes his last farewell. 


‘‘Tyrant, I go: my aged limbs thy power 
May manacle: my soul thou canst not bind. 
Death I dare meet, serene; and value life 
Scarce for myself:—my King, my country lost, 
"Tis prized alone for some dear pledges left —_ 1981 
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Whose lives, it seems, pant too within thy grasp. 
Oh! spare them, and for their sole sakes, admit 
Myself to prove the single sacrifice. 

But as for thee, list yet my prophecy— 

Thy measure of iniquity is full. 

Look for bad end reserved for guilt like thine, 
Shame, ignominy, deep remorse, despair ; 

And if thou canst, avoid: thy very crimes 
Imprecate direst vengeance on thy head. 

On brink thou stand’st of peril’s precipice, 

And thine own acts invite their punishment.” 1995 


So prays he, as he parts: yet other word 
None is allow’d, ere he be dragg’d from sight, 
In tendance of the new-instructed guard, 
Urged on by their inexorable lord. 

Regardless of the consort’s deep distress, 

Or how the frantic Emma’s terror pleads, 

Or vain remonstrance of the powerless Quecn, 
He but reiterates with voice of scorn: 


‘* Tear hence the slave away, nor let these towers 
From such a captive’s voice hear insult more.” 2005 


From his commission’d charge (whate’er it prove) 
Soon sped, the active Rodolph swift returns. 
Though what in truth was done were dubious left, 
(Resting untold, while Fancy deems the worst) 
Nathless from his response surmise might glean 
Its issue, while prompt Rodolph’s voice allays 
His lord’s impatience thus : 

‘* Behold the proof 
Of my lord's charge with active zeal despatch’d ! 
Know, puissant sire, of captive Rayner more 
Yourself will never hear: he in this world 
Will ne'er appear to trouble you afresh. 2017 
Let sink then such conviction in your soul, 
And Somerset's rich earldom prosper yours.” 


Scarce had he said, ere from her senseless swoon 
Bereaved Fidelia wakes. In horror wild, 
Recovering slow, choked still by speechless grief, 
She marks her husband gone, by cruel hands 
Sever'd to bonds, or likeliest e’en to death. 


Of her unmindful, howsoe’er it irks 
His heart, to know she has that husband seen, 
His wiles and hope of other lure thus foil’d, 2027 
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(First for those cottagers, and her he deems — 20vs 
Their daughter, ordering strict confinement new) 
Now to the Queen the tyrant-traitor turns, 
Through terror and amaze half-reaved of sense. 
Not amid so much else of cruel doom 

Forgetting his main purpose, fix’d on her, 

But reckless of her frighted children’s cries, 
(Conscious in part of scenes so terrible) 

He not forbears to taunt her lorn distress, 

While thus he opes the doom for her reserved. 


‘« Now, royal dame, in turn comes your part too: 
Fain would I hope with happier destiny ! 2039 
For you the loftier purpose is decreed 
Forth from this castle to be led by me, 

Escorted with attendance meet of guard 

To the tent-royal of the victor Dane, 

The imperial Guthrun, there to be by him 
Received with welcome as his destined bride 
Pledged to his lot by voice of mystic fate, 
Reveal’d through magic spell and augury strange.” 


With horror struck, the Queen such words o’er- 
In agony of mute astonishment, [hears 
Proving his commerce with the pagan Dane: 

At first of such impartment scarce assured, — 2031 
Till he pursues and tells: 

‘ Brief time admits 
Or needs prepare, for with the earliest dawn 
Their steps must part from hence, and ’gin their way, 
Whither the victor’s lordly voice has will’d. 
And singly too, for in this fort will stay 
The royal children, still in tended guard 
Safe and (besure), o’erwatch’d with suited care: 
While her own prosperous fortune shall conduct 
Her seemly state in second nuptials high 2061 
To prove the mother of another line, 
And found herself the Danish dynasty ; 
With consort only changed, but still a Queen ; 
Still honour’d by a regal conqueror’s choice, 
Prized as the grace and partner of his throne, 
’Fore any other fair that courts his hand.’ 


At words sostrange, scarce could at first the Queen 
Trust e’en assurance of her proper sense ; 
Until persistance more induced at last 
Too certain credence. Then broke forth indeed 
Agonized terror, blent with wild reproach, 2072 
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In turn confused: then tenderness appeal’d, 2073 
Which all the mother, wife, and Queen, display‘d, 
When with imploring voice on bended knee 

The weak and helpless female all affright, 

Dared not upbraid, or vent her strong disdain 

At such disloyalty and treason proved, 

(Eowe’er deep feeling might her bosom wring) 
But murmur’d singly thus her piteous grief, 

In tone that well might melt a heart of rock. 


‘“‘1f powerful, oh! be merciful. Once deem’d 
A friend, to me most kind, my generous host, 
Deceive not former hospitality, 2084 
Nor let me gratitude’s impress forego. 

Ne’er be it said, thy cruel act it proved 

Me to devote to ruthless enemies, 

Consigning me to doom whose very name 

Sounds worse than death to truth’s, to virtue's ear: 
Which butto think o’erspreads my cheek with shame, 
While shrinks with shudder cold the fainting heart. 
Can I forget the husband of my youth, 

Or in my faith to him and duty fail ? 

If destitute, lone, fallen, then to him 

Tenderer affection, warmer love, be mine, 2095 
More claim’d by God and nature, nor bestow’d 
Less by my own fix'd truth and willing heart.” 


Stopp’d then her faltering voice, chokedwith alarm, 
As on his face she gazed, which half-averse 
Deign’d no assenting symptom; nay, himself 
E’en brief remonstrance ventures while he tells 
‘That other marriage waits her, to supply 
Her fallen consort’s place.’ At which again 
Meek, with uplifted hands, the matron breathed : 


‘* My soul revolts to hear such hinted crime. 
To soothe his poverty and sunk distress, 2106 
Relieve his sickness, pain and depth of woe, 
If help be needed, kindness’ gentle hand, 
That post and office surely is my right, 
The station of affection and true love, 
Feeling then best its heaven-inspired reward. 
This latest boon oh! grant me, to defend 
Virtue, to shield my innocence still safe, 
Though happiness on earth has been denied. 
Death I prefer to foul disloyalty. 
Servitude I can bear, dishonour not. 
But I will not believe: thou canst not sure = 2117 
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Betray to shame 40 dire thy trusting Queen. 2118 
This is not meant. The threat is but to fright, 
And to thy proved power claim some homage new.” 


So breaks the royal wife’s affection forth. 


Sternly he stands unmoved; or in one word 
Sole bids ‘* Prepare,”—nor aught may seem relent. 


Whereon with added horror and alarm 
Marking his settled purpose but confirm’d, 
When her first orison’s resource has fail’d, 2126 
The wretched matron still fresh suit prefers ; 
And while her gather’d children fore his sight 
She tenderly holds forth, in piercing tone 
Her plaintive supplication she renews. 


‘* Though: mine own state be overlook’d, and prayer 
Of her, once England’s Queen, be thus denied, 
Erst used to beg not, but herself command, 

Yet let these infants plead a mother’s cause, 

And win for them compassion shut from me. 

Oh! spare these innocents, and for their sakes 
Let me through life stay with them: from their side 
I cannot part: together let us die. 2138 
Think, what must prove their lot, my care removed. 
Their father dead or lost, none left to rear 

Their helpless infancy, their opening bloom ; 
Orphan’d and friendless, in such state forlorn, 
Needing the more a mother’s guardian love, 
Which tendance none on earth can else supply.” 


So as she utter’d, watching more his look, 
Nought seem’d he touch’d, and pledged no kind res- 
Or e’en more stern, petition all repels: [ponse, 
While his dread hest repeats the settled doom, 
‘That she must part, her children here abide :’ 

But thus rejected, not in such a cause 
Defeated, the scared mother yet implores. 


‘‘Oh! the dread thought of severance, e’er from 
To part, o’erwhelms my soul in rack’d despair; [them 
Soon destined then (I know it,) to the death 
Myself to follow, like their ruin’d sire. 

Oh! pity, save them: spare their helpless age : 

Prove still to innocence like theirs a friend. 

E’en as thou hopest for mercy, succour these, 

Asking thine aid in worst calamity. 2159 
VOL. V. N 
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So may woes like to ours prove never thine; 2160 
But sole thy country’s love and gratitude, 

True to thy rightful princes and to me. 

Oh! let these prayers yet search thy melted heart. 
Speak to him, children, cling around his knees, 
And draw that pity my weak accents fail. 

If then he change not,—let me pass from hence 
To death, which soon must end his hard decree.” 


So spake the consort mother, of herself 
Regardless, for her husband’s, offspring’s, sake 
Offering herself devotion’s sacrifice. 2170 
Alas! upon the treacherous, childless man, 
Prayers fervent e’en as these were wasted, lost. 
Albeit insisted with submissive look, 

Maternal love or filial piety 

Moved not a heart, by wild ambition’s glare 
_Madden’d, and cold in harden’d selfishness. 

No tears at first the Queen’s deep misery own’d, 
Though pale her visage spoke extreme alarm. 


Aware, the cunning traitor asks at this: 2179 


‘* Whither then would you take them? Scarce to 
More interested surely to destroy [those 
England's blood royal, than in care of mine.’ 


Wild at this thought, the regal mother then 
Clasps her young babes, screaming in conscious fear, 
Till sudden from the unfeeling traitor turn’d, 

She to Fidelia’s care with outstretch’d hand 

(As some frail plank the drowning mariner 
Grasps, that may save him from the wilder’d wreck) 
Fondly commits them with this thrilling charge, 
Tenderly breathed in burst of deep lament. = 2190 


‘‘Oh! truest friend, to me now solely left, 
Give me thy aid, thy counsel in distress, 
In depth of agony and last despair. 
Alas! how may I thus appeal to thee, 
Needing support and comfort for thyself, 
In woes as great as mine? yet rests there now 
To me none other comforter, save thou, 
Howe’er thyself in misery o’erwhelin’d. 
To thee my children I commend: receive 
From thy lost friend a dying mother’s gift, 
All that this world affords her to bequeath, 
As if in death’s last testament, to thee 2202 


BQOK XXX V. 179 


These darling pledges left for legacy. 2203 
To me the single refuge is a grave. 

Parting from these, I feel I cannot live: 

No other anguish may to this succeed.” - 


She said, while such her passion heaving sobs 
Choked in its utterance. The Queen’s deep distress 
The kind Fidelia fondly strives to soothe, 

Though mute, for feeling overpower'd her vuice, 
Or to brief words restrain’d : hush’d but the more, 
When thus with humble plea her friend adjures : 


‘‘ Be thou their mother, and when I am gone, 
Be kind to them, though I shall breathe no more. 
With thy near love, oh! shield them and protect, 
O’er them extend that guard they then will need. 
For now I mark, with me their precious lives 
I may not drag to danger’s very jaws, 

Where the true heirs of England's throne usurp'd 
Of secret murder would be soon the prey : 
Extirpated, as serpents that beset 

The spoiler’s passage to our England’s crown. 
Though I be victim of fell treachery, 

Forlorn, abandon’d of all succour now, 2224 
(Since death will svon be proved my shualess doom,) 
Yet oh! preserve these harmless innocents : 

From wrong, from insult, screen thy orphan charge. 
Haply for them heaven has some weal in store, 
And still may raise them to securer fate 

Than e’er their wretched parents yet enjoy'd.” 


She said, o’erpower’d; and bow’d her head in woe. 
But hearing from their mother words so sad, 
The conscious children to her bosom cling, 
Hang on her garments, (refuge vain!) and thus 
Add frighted supplication of their own. 2235 
Till turning soon on these a wilder’d look 
Of tenderness ineffable, again 
The frenzied mother at new thoughts which pierced 
Her soul, vents this wild burst of agony. 


‘‘Ob! horror! dread surmise within my breast 
Shews me my children in destruction’s grasp 
Left, if from me their mother once bereaved, 
If e’er at mercy they remain of those 
Who to their parents pity none would show. 
Terrible Fancy prompts me, they alike 
To murderous foes will be resign’d the prey, 2246 


180 KING ALFRED. 


All hope of ransom thence a mockery. 2247 
Oh! that my life might be for their sole sake 
Resign'd this moment, if such sacrifice 

May yet save theirs—but e’en that hope seems vain ! 
Oh! murder’d children! to destruction seal’d ! 
Fair buds, untimely nipp’d ! victims alike, 

Your dying mother ye must follow soon. 

Then if so certain fate await us all, 

Better with me you go,— with me expire. 


So as she said, instant the prince, her first, 
Exclaims : 2257 
‘Oh! let us with our mother go— 
No power shall part us—we with her will die.” 


Straight the distracted mother, in despair 
Wild and almost unconscious what she said, 
Express’d in turn the feeling of her heart, 

Her bitterness of sorrow stirr’d anew. 

With voice as of command, which then assumed 
The Queen, she hurls rémonstrance at the head 

Of her base injurer, and in defence 

Of her endanger’d children (as the dove 

Turns on the vulture’s grasp) alternate then 2268 
To indignation roused ungovernable, 

Reckless what consequence soe’er ensue, 
Provoking ruthless ire, she thus exclaims: 


‘Oh! monster of unfeeling cruelty, 
Myself, my children will not part, but cling 
Together, though it be to death itself. 
Tyrant, we will appeal the pagan Dane. 
More mercy he will show us than thyself, 
An English subject, deem’d my host, my friend. 
To Guthrun for my children’s life mine own 
I'll give in ransom, and them haply save. 2279 
Then still a stainless wife, I'll welcome death.” 


At such her words, the wily traitor straight 
Utters response : 
‘“ You would not lead these babes 
To tents sure of their deadly enemies, 
There soon made sacrifice to gods of war. 
But Guthrun’s very hest that course forbids, 
Himself, besure, intent on milder doom.” 


He said, and to her voice stood unprevail'd. 
After petition such, besought in vain, 2239 
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Finding the tyrant to intreaty deaf, 2290 
Succeeds a paroxysm of deep despair, 

Whose passion to relieve (when nought else might) 
Gush’d from the wretched Queen a flood of tears. 
Then while with streaming orbs the mother gazed 
On her young offspring, terrified and pale, 

As if awaken’d by their piteous cries, 

With head declined, her torn dishevell’d locks 
Fell, touching the bathed earth, as mute her eyes 
Sole rested on her children, clasp’d in turn. 

Till on their faces fair, wan with affright, 

And honey’d lips, her oft repeated kiss 2301 
Still pressing, moisten’d with maternal tears, 

The mother all predominates again, 

When, uncontroll’d, her frantic grief breaks forth ; 
And while o’er these she bent with look that spoke 
Unutterable love, her last adieu 

She breathed with pathos that might rend the heart. 


‘‘Ob heaven! and must we part? poor innocents ! 
Discern'd my only comfort in this world, 
While with your fragrant breath I blend my tears, 
Life, burden’d, broken by a thousand woes, | 
Still seems to own some blessing, treasure, left. 
Oh! tender lambs, receive my last farewel. 2313 
Dear lisping cherubs, England's fairest grace, 
Her faded glory’s scions,—wither’d flowers, — 
Her Queen’s past pride, my care’s reward, repose, 
Not long ‘tis mine to see,—to tend you more. 
The very pangs of death oppress me now. 
Though in my husband’s undiscover’d tomb 
I may not sleep, humiliated, bow’d 
By sorrow and affliction to the earth, 
Yet torn thus to a foreign burial, 
Take your lost mother’s blessing, ere she dies.” 2323 


At words so piteous, though almost herself 
Speechless with anguish —her own hopeless woe,— 
Fain would Fidelia some weak solace breathe, 
Scarce heeded, for with agony o’ercome, 

Still unconsoled, the hopeless mother mourns, 


‘‘Trouble me not: (forgive if I offend,) 
Be mine to draw sole comfort from despair. 
My breaking heart asks death for its relief. 
In abject desolation sick, oppress'd, 
Consummate sorrow gathers to a head. 
O’erwhelm’d with woe, my sinking members fail. 
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Bending in weight of misery such as mine, 2335 
To die shall be my marriage: suited sole 

In after prospect to a wretch like me. 

Hurl’d down from royalty to lowest state, 

To lorn distress, to homeless poverty, 

Whither to turn I know not, could I fly.” 


At such despair, scarce dared Fidelia then, 
In reverence held, the afflicted sufferer’s plaint 
Aught interrupt, who wild in awful tone, 
As ’twere enrapt, unheeding save herself, 
Still vented sorrow, that o’erbore control. 2345 


‘‘ Kingdom, home, consort lost! Oh! at that name, 
Lived but my Alfred on the face of earth, 
How would he fly at this extremity 
To save, to rescue his loved wife—his babes— 
From wrongs of insult, from so dreadful doom ! 
Oh! loss—his very absence proves him fallen. 
Lost too, my all—my children from me reft, 
For ever sever’d,—till we meet in heaven. 
Whither I go, I know not—what remains 
JT know, one home awaits me, where alone 
Solace, and peace on earth, remain for me, 2356 
The silent grave. Lead me then to that bed, 
Where I shall pine no more.—I seem, poor babes, 
As o'er your death-bed my last woes to breathe.” 


Feeble, nor with such anguish struggling more, 
She sank, the silent image of despair. 


The children on their mother’s state awhile 
Gazed sole with sobs which other language choked ; 
Until her eldest born, the princely boy, 

Utters his sense of feeling sympathy. 


‘* Let us our mother follow to the death: 2366 
That will be yet some comfort, come what may. 
God will support us yet with strength from heaven, 
Which ne’er forsakes the good at hour of need. 

_ That from my mother’s lips I learn, and trust. 
Have pity, cruel men! our very foes 

If in this spot, would spring to our defence. 
But if compassion be denied, take then 

My life for hers, whom nature bids me shield.” 


So as he said, while round his mother’s neck 
The younger brother clung, the elder prince 2876 


BOOK XXXV. 183 


(Himself a very child) by nature’s claim 2377 
Fired by rash indignation of his own, 

(Or as inspired) with sudden start aside 

Seizes the tyrant’s sword, which from its sheath 
All bared, he brandishes within bis hand, 

Almost too ponderous for his infant grasp: 

While his raised look the insulter’s wrong defied, 
And spoke resolve his mother to defend. 

Though still so young, yet filial feeling now 

Made him assert ancestral dignity, 

And ‘fore his guarded mother while he stood, 

(As if his single arm could screen and save,) 2388 
Such fortitude assumed e’en in a child 

To look angelic made his form aspire, 

And o’er the scene of thrilling terror threw 

An air, as of descended power from heaven. 


In fix’d astonishment Hianfrid stood, 
Till soon a smile across his visage glanced 
That check’d his first amaze as if with scorn. 
But while the little prince his native heart 
Royally proved, roused in a cause so just, 
Filial affection, piety thus shewn 
Half daunted then the traitor coward’s self. 2309 


But soon in struck surprize of added love, 
As by her offspring’s noble zeal revived, 
The admiring mother clasps him to her heart, 
While thus affection’s pride bursts forth in few. 


‘‘Oh! manly boy, true prince, as brave as fair, 
My own,—my Edward,—thou inherit’st plain 
Thy father’s spirit, as his features too ; 
Worthy his name, like him my pride and shield, 
By birth scarce nearer to thy mother’s heart, 
Than by thine own conspicuous worth endear’d, 
Who, if thou couldst, wouldstfainmy wrongs avenge. 
Yield back the sword; thy little aid is vain, 2411 
And will but on thyself draw down fresh ire.” 


She said, and to her bosom press’d her son 
In clung embrace : then to the younger boy, 
As to her little daughter closing near, 
In matron fondness o’er their necks she hung, 
And to their lesser stature while she bow’d, 
On the girl’s opening beauty as she gazed, 
This soft lament scarce scaped her faltering tongue. 
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‘* My virgin rose bud,—as an angel fair,— 2421 
Who now thy guileless innocence shall guard ? 
Whose care shall now your little wants attend, 
Who spring to answer more your lisping tongue, 
Or deem it sweet? -A doting mother hears 
The voice of music in her infant's cry. 

None now is thine—no sire—no manly friend, 

To save from danger, snares, and closing harm. 
For we must part, ambition’s sacrifice, 

Victims of treachery foul—no guardian left, 

Save heaven, and thou, Fidelia, singly spared ; 
Its instrument on earth: all, all bereaved. 2482 
My children—oh! my children! though unknown 
Your doom hereafter, yet my harrow'd soul 

Sees all assured in fatal prospect clear. 

Oh! shade of Alfred, and good angels! ye 
Whoever hover o’er this world of pain, 

Guard yet your own: my helpless orphans save.” 


So as she said, she stretch’d her open palms, 
Nor seeks to still her infants’ wailing cry, 
Or even answers with her own low moan. 
But while affection’s gaze is blind with tears, 
She kisses their pale cheeks in closed embrace, 
Till nature overpower’d could dure no more, 
But female weakness yields to agony 2.445 
And terror that bore down the fainting heart. 


The kind Fidelia now, herself oppress’d, 
Though woe-begone, with strong emotion torn, 
That choked the pent heart and denied words breath, 
While love and pity her attention claim’d 
Tosuch distress,a mother’s—Queen’s—and friend's, 
Whate’er she might, quells her own bosom’s pangs 
To soothe her honour’d mistress’ state deplored ; 
Supports and raises her with fortitude, 2454 
That seem’d from heaven inspired in friendship’s aid. 
At last in accents fond she thus exclaim’d. 


_ Qh! my loved mistress, ever-honour’d Queen, 
Dear faultless sufferer, wretched as myself, 
Though sever’d from these jewels for awhile, 

Live for these children, entertain some bope ; 

God will protect, and goodness triumph yet. 

Be this your stay and trust. Believe as well, 
The King, your consort, still may be restored, 
Though never more mine own, Widow'd myself, 
Bow’d down with woes, in cureless misery sunk, 
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Press’d by disastrous fortune’s heaviest load, 2466 
1 will awhile bear up; and for their sake 

Receive from my loved mistress this her charge, 
Honour’d as ’twere her latest testament. 

If possible, and nature’s power not sink, 

Still will I court some gleam of cherish’d hope, 
And look to rear these yet to happier time, 

If such can be, (and heaven yet grant it may !) 

To bring back all to former peace and joy. 

This princely boy sure patterns for us both 
Exampling duty, fortitude heaven-sprung.” 2476 


So as she said, and ‘fore the mother’s eye, 
Sadden’d and sunk, admires with placid look 
The little prince's gallant bravery ; 
Fond calls him to her, touches kind his cheek, 
And o'er his fair brow smooths his ringlet-hair, 
E’en as a second mother—(ah! too soon 
Doom’d such to prove !)—ere long Fidelia moved, 
Herself unable longer to contain, 
Or by composure her own lesson teach, 
Relieves keen feeling in a shower of tears. 
Albeit in such alarm and horror plunged, 
Yet now by generous compassion urged, 2446 
Fain would fond friendship yield consolement sweet 
To her liege mistress and best friend beloved. 
The Queen then also, charm’d in agony, 
Conscious her tears blends too, and yields full way 
To grateful love, tenderness unrestrain’d. 
Such kindly fellowship brought interchanged 
Blessing to both. Affliction, deign’d of heaven, 
Eases the heart, e’en while it melts it too. 
Then the fond mother o’er her darling boy 
Bends with mute ecstasy of clasping love ; 
While in sad turn the harmless babes in vain 
Mingle their cries, and sobs, and piercing shrieks, 
Unconscious none, though in such language sole 
Expressing sorrow and o’erpowering fear. 2502 


Then e’en the stern oppressor, hard of heart, 
Seem’d touch’d too with a momentary pang. 
Shew of compassion in his stubborn breast 
Mingles, and there with vain ambition strives. 
Such very nature’s force, to one so lost 
In cruelty and base ingratitude, 
(Not harden’d all, ’twould seem) from human sense 
Not all repelling pity’s spark divine ! 
For thus his voice would soothe her (weak as vain) 
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While word of deem’d consolement he too deigns. 


‘“‘ Yield not thus, royal lady, to despair. 
Be comforted : for be your heart assured, 
Kind treatment yet awaits you where you go. 
Imperial favour yet in prospect beams, 
While fate and prophecy foretel for you 
Again a royal consort :—Guthrun’s hand 
Assures to you complacence, honour, ease. 
Though royal Alfred may remain no more, 
Likeliest for ever vanish’d from your sight, 
Be happy yet. And for this princely brood, 2522 
Besure, our own strict care will best provide.” 


So said the mean apostate: his own thoughts 
Partly expressing, fired with splendours new. 


To insult such, awhile the offended Queen 
Yields no response, and to suggestion base 
With mien of nobler dignity scarce deign’d 
A look askance, till suddenly her voice, 

Though weak, flush’d indignation thus express’d. 


‘‘ Ab! traitor, dost thou dare to me, thy Queen, 
For solace proffer perfidy like thine ? 2532 
Scorn fires my blush, while I recal the thought, 
Or on its name unlock my lips to thee. 

What? prompt’st thou second nuptials with the Dane? 
Oh! horror, tenfold worse than death itself! 

The consort once of England's peerless King, 
Think’st thou that Muchil’s daughter e’er can prove 
Faithless, or e’er forget, living or dead, 

Her former lord, ber husband, and ber King ? 

The mother of these darling innocents, 

Dear to me ever as the breath of life, 

Though doom’d to leave them in the tiger’s fangs, 
Think’st thou, their memory from my soul can part? 
No: destitute, howe’er be wanted more 2545 
Their mother’s care these yet to soothe, and save, 
One part remains me yet—I know it well,— 

And singly look for rest within my grave.” 


Sadly she spoke, and shuddering soon relapsed 
To settled stupor as it were her last, 
While heaved her full heart, broke with cureless grief. 


At this the princely boy, her eldest born, 
(As bleats the caught lamb in the grim wolf's hold) 
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His breast’s indignant feeling not restrains, (2554 
But thus with sobs appeals: 

‘¢ Barbarous man, 
How canst thou bear, inhuman, who hast sought 
My father’s life, to kill our mother too, 
Breaking her heart with horrid cruelty ?” 


Provoked, the dastard traitor swift retorts 
In testy anger to the princely child. 


‘¢ Rude malapert! shameless in impudence, 
Dares e’en thy chirping tongue insult me too? 2563 
Thy forward chuckle shall be early stopp’d, 

And in another pretty cage thine own, 
Thou shalt be taught to sing another note, 
And haply stammer other baby-cries.” 


So as he said, sudden toward Rodolph turn’d, 
The tyrant bids him by confinement new 
Secure the prating brat in this same tower, 
In bis own charge still guarded, with a care 
(He hopes) more trusty than its warder past, 
Discarded now, else sharing too like fate. 
Secretly hence the traitor haply deems 2574 
Advantage gnin’d hereafter: that some chance, 
Yet undefined, may through such custody 
With better meed reward ambition’s hope. 


At this, obeying his dread mandate, next 
The guards the shrieking mother seize, and strive 
Instant to bear away, unmindful then 
Or of her own shrill, agonizing cries, 
Or the scared infants’ call, who to the robe 
Of their dear parent cling, and clasp her knees. 
Again at this the fainting mother shrieks, 
And on her babes in vain one parting kiss 2585 
Strives to imprint, for while her wilder’d look 
She fixes on them, nature’s strength no more 
Her frame supports, but sudden to the ground 
Dropt back, the matron falls in powerless swoon. 
Then from the hireling guards too some faint word 
Of pity scapes, which scarce o’erheard, breathed low, 
Confess’d their own regret, that doom so hard 
Befel such qualities and worth so clear, 
Abandon’d thus to grief, to deadly foes ; 
While e’en their eyes betray’d the starting drop, 
Harrowing rude hearts, to tenderness unused. 2696 
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But sdeigning longer pause, such scene to close, 
In state so powerless, at the traitor’s beck, 
The ready guards uplift the fainted Queen, 
And bear in swoon insensible away, 
By fond Fidelia’s lifted arms in vain 
Opposed, or grasp of the scarce-sever’d babes : 
Alas! themselves in turn soon torn away, 
Parted from her they deem for ever lost. 


In vain the trembling brood with shriller shrieks 
Cling to their death-like mother, or again 
Her clay-cold lips with filial kisses press, 2607 
Moaning in turn, ‘‘ Dead—dead — our mother’s dead.” 
Such sight beheld, such their pathetic cries, 
Rend the spectators’ hearts to agony. 


E’en the stern traitor too, himself o’ercome, 
Feels strange emotion thrill his fluttering breast. 
Yet ere he thence retires, observing first 
His primal prize, the Queen, thus borne away 
In powerless agony of sunk despair, 

The pale Fidelia pressing by her side, 

Wilder’d with dread and anguish unexpress’d, 
The ruthless voice of Windsor’s haughty lord, 2618 
Bids for depart prepare ere dawn of morn, 
Cautious and with selected train but few: 

Then, hasting, from the troubled scene withdraws. 


Brief pause admitted for refreshing rest, 
Scarce had the morrow’s earliest semblance broke’ 
Tn fleecy streaks along the eastern clouds, 
Ere with his train equipp’d, an escort slight, 
(So least suspicion rose) the stern chief comes, 
Prepared to bear their destined prize away, 
The royal captive, toward the Danish camp. 
Buoy’d by ambitious hope, to feeling dead, 2629 
Remembering sole the sovereign Guthrun’s hest, 
He hears in vain the Queen disconsolate 
Plain her own fate, and wail her sever’d babes, 
Unmoved he marks high beauty in distress, 
Witnesses still the Queen, wife, mother, friend, 
Distracted, in forlorn and helpless woe, 
Breathe her last call on all left dear on earth: 
Hurried she knows not whither, (sole she deems. 
Mid danger’s and destruction'’s yawning gulf,) 
Invoking vainly her lost husband’s name, 
Where’er he be, to hear her and to save; 
(Alas! heard but with taunts or scornful smile) 
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Till far from Windsor’s towers her cries are borne. 


Ah! little did the regal matron then 2648 
Deem where her absent husband yet survives, 
Bent on the desperate design to tempt 
The very scene, whereto herself is led. 

She knows not, lost in terror and suspense, 
What future strange events shall hence ensue. 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XXXVI. 


ALrren, meditating on his design of exploring the Danish 
camp, ts encouraged in his resolution by an angelic cision. In 
the disguise of a minstrel, with young Turgar, as his only atten- 
dant, he sets off from the Isle, and traces on his way the most 
suitable line of march for his army, when he shall advance here- 
after to attack the Danes. The journey described. Arrival of 
the minstrel at the camp of the Danes on Bratton-Hill, and in 
the plains of Edington beneath it. His reception by the Danish 
troops, and observations on their state and position. He is in- 
troduced successively into the tents of Amund, Oskital, and 
the sons of Regner ; and finally into that of Guthrun, the Danish 
general. At a banquet there he overhears the designs of the 
enemy. The Danish bards sing the hymn or prophecy of Rag- 
narockur, or Twilight of the Gods, descriptive of the end of the 
world und the consummation of all things, according to the 
Gothic mythology. Guthrun requests the supposed minstrel, in 
his turn, to sing the corresponding doctrines of the Christian 
faith, that he may mark the contrast between the two religions. 


KING ALFRED. 


BOOK XXXVI. 


HILE scenes of dread so dire, so awful wild, 
Held their dark act, till treason’s fellest lures 
Menace and in destruction’s net. surround 
England’s scaped sovereign, now her single shield, 
He, all unconscious, with his minish’d train 
Remains conceal’d in sylvan Athelney. 


There meditating on his bold design, 
As yet scarce shaped at full, to penetrate 
In some disguise within the hostile camp, 
(E’en as himself had to his wondering chiefs _—10 
Proposed, though check’d by these in waked alarm,) 
The thought still haunts him in his walks by day, 
Mid the still groves, or on his pillow’d couch 
Reposed amid the silence of the night. 


Here as reclining in reflective mood 
He turns, and in his brooding mind digests 
All his hope’s purposed schemes and means yet left, 
The prospect dawns of England’s happiness, 
Vividly then approved, the more revolved. 
Amid the loss of most that once was dear, 
Lo! fore the monarch, at such moment deign q 
In vision bright, an angel visitant 22 
(Ever on active watch to aid the good) 
With aspect of celestial dignity 
Seems to descend, in apparition clear. 
Whether to sleep’s internal sense indulged 
Tn heavenly trance, or to the charmed eye 
Of the hush’d sovereign oped in image plain ; 
Howe’er this were, nathless in glistering robe 
The heavenly monitor distinctly shone, 
Hovering in beauty o’er his couch of rest. 
The shut pavilion’s solitude was lit 
With lustrous sheen, surpassing aught of earth, 
When o’er its visage of celestial grace 
Beam’d, as it gazed, akind complacent smile, 35 
VOL. V. Oo 
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That fix’d rapt admiration, while it cheer’d ; 36 
Till o’er the monarch with expressive act 

As of a friend, and hand benignant waved, 

The angelic herald thus its charge reveal’d : 


‘‘Favourite of heaven, of guardians who from thence 
Joy for awhile in scenes of earth to watch 
The sufferings as the courage of the good, 
Start not to deem already mark’d of us 
The bold resolve of thine, last in thy thought 
Conceived, and which engages yet thy care, 
Entrance to dare e’en of the hostile camp: 46 
There to observe the foe: thyself to scan 
His numbers, state, and glean his will’d designs, 
Trusting such task to no ken save thine own, 
Esteem’d by thee singly the leader’s part, 
Best able victory’s footsteps thus to guide. 
Generous such aim, though daring; and with guard 
Acted, of high use to thy country’s cause. 
If then thy patriot spirit dares indeed 
Essay so hazardous, the noble thouglit 
Indulge; attempt the difficult emprize 
With courage of thine own, and skill to thee 57 
Peculiar. Yet beware:—thou know’st the task 
Draws thy prized life mid danger’s very net.” 


So as he utter’d, with a look benign 
The angel eyed his charge :—then thus pursued : 


‘‘ Let circumspective watch still shield thy steps, 
Nor bope seduce too far prompt valour’s course : 
Avoid, whate’er thou canst, suspicion’s glance, 

In needful screen of guise howe’er conceal’d. 

So under eye of gracious Providence 

Look best to conquer, when thou know’st the way, 

And thus may every blessing thee attend, 6s 

Till future glory all thy wishes crown. 

Haply such venture too may yield alike 

A blest occasion, when thy charmed song 

May soften the stern foe, and in his breast 

From thine own lips impart the word of life, 

Planting the primal seed and future germ 

To make him convert to that faith divine, 

Which breathes on earth the truth and peace of 
[ heaven.” 

So to the mortal as the heavenly guest 
Address’d an angel’s language, while the air 
Breathed balmy fragrance, still with wafture kind 
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And placid look, the immortal visitant 80 
In fading radiance gradual disappear’d. 


Greatly consoled, the sovereign from such trance 
(Wake, or to slumber deign’d) arising glad, 
Feels, thus instructed, with new strength inspired ; 
Calls from repose his loved attendant page, 
The young and noble Turgar, to his side ; 
Tells his design afresh, and asks in few 
If the youth dare an enterprise so fraught 
With peril, and his master’s ventured steps 
Accompany, each clad in fictious garb; 90 
A minstrel one: he but a humble page. 
Then fond the King reminds his presage past, 
At hand for apt fulfilment; such as spoke 
Likelihood for themselves, as sons of song, 
To roam together, and by music’s charm 
To seek their fortunes in the world abroad, 
Alike dependent on the cherish’d harp. 


‘* Not sole this service from thee, gentle boy, 
(The monarch adds) thy fallen master claims : 
The talent’s exercise wherein thou shinest, 

Thy angel voice, on errand such as this 101 
Makes thee, meseems, best fitted for my choice. 
For thy melodious art our mission strange 

Will surest aid and guard from insult rude, 

Which music will respect and charm of song, 
While e’en thy beauteous countenance may win 
Favour, as erst it did,—forbearance more. 

But thou canst warn with caution meet at need 
Best, since some Danish chiefs thy capture past 
Already knows, scaped erst in perill’d flight: 
Haply thyself scarce known, or long forgot, 111 
While this thy new disguise lends seeming sure.” 


He paused a moment, while the noble youth 
Blench’d not in visage, but stood unappall’d ; 
When pleased, the monarch tenderly pursued : 


‘‘ Then too should aught of cruel accident 
Assail my person, or of life bereave, 
Saving thyself (perchance, as least beset) 
Thou still mayst ‘scape, and to our faithful friends 
Here waiting bear what chance soe’er betide, 
Of all that may their future lot concern. 
Yet aught of doom so sad may heaven avert, 
As something in my bosom prompts it will! — 123 
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There whispers Hope, and Providence itself 124 
Assures success and glory: that thy name, 
Henceforth attach’d to mine, shall for us both 
Claim well our country’s love and gratitude.” 


High-soul’d and brave, e’en as accomplish’d too, 
The youth admires his sovereign’s playful mood, 
Opening with modest grace design so strange, 

Of danger such, yet of import so proud ; 
Compliance adds, and vow'd fidelity : 

While at the boldness of his royal lord 

Scarce he restrains a burst of waked amaze. 134 


Charm’d then the monarch adds: 

‘¢ Soon will we go: 
Thyself shalt bear our harp, a King’s no more, 
But a poor wandering minstrel’s: with thyself 
His duteous page, till other time accord 
To thee more suited office, born thine own. 
An earl thy sire, who died for England’s sake, 
His wealth, his honours, (not his fate) be thine ! - 
Yet darest thou too, graced youth, (he lowlier 
E’en with thy master, if need be, to die ?” [breathes) 


Unterrified, the noble youth replies: 


‘‘ E’en that I dare too, sovereign, liege and dear, 
Yet for such trial hope no cause will rise.” 


Pauses not then the monarch, ere at full 
To his call’d chiefs, in council he imparts 
The settled purpose, and his prompt design 
(Cheer’d, as he tells, by heavenly vision deign’d) 
For very execution fix’d at hand, 
Whose happy issue for them all shall learn 
The site, array, condition of the Dane: 154 
Which mark’d with certain note and ocular proof, 
His needful secrecy shall track the line 
And mode of march, that may in order best 
Surprize to full defeat the routed foe. 


‘* Nor deem, that 1 not know (the sovereign adds) 
What issue works the example of a King, 
Not ending with his act, whose like shall then 
Become the act of thousands, ready him 
To follow, through such influence emulous, 
E’en as in water spreads the circle on. 164 
Achieve we conquest thus, with course assured 
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Till wreaths of honour compass every brow.” 166 


New wonder holds enthrall’d the noble band 
At such intrepid resolution’s proof. 
Nor fail they to assent, while they admire, 
Expressing sole affectionate alarm 
What dangers will so dear a head surround. 


Brief pause delays the purpose to mature, 
Till when equipp’d in minstrel robe select, 
(His harp young Turgar bearing by his side) 
The monarch, in such apt disguise assumed, _ 175 
Prepares on his bold errand straight to part. 
With valediction fond the inmate guests 
Of Athelney’s green islet crowd around, 
Chiefs, bards, the sacred priests, nor loved the least, 
The gentle female train, each offering them 
Tender adieu; some melted e’en to tears: 
*Mong these the gracious sister of the King, 
Mercia’s late regal pride, by whose loved side 
Her fair companions press and add their share 
Of heart-felt sympathy, while long she breathes 
Her parting benison, or o’er the neck 186 
Of her loved brother hangs, who checks her dread 
‘ Ne’er to behold him more, —yet tells should fate 
Deny (howe’er unlook’d) his safe return, 
He shall die happy in his country’s cause. 


Then proffers too the faithful Athelard 
The sovereign to accompany, again 
Venturing among the Danes a life, thence scaped. 
But strict and instant this the King forbids, 
Nathless the generous service grateful owns. 


Soon then to Wilfred, his loved fellow bard, 
(Who to the King erst gave the cherish’d harp) 
Turning, the sovereign adds with playful air. 198 


‘‘ Thou seest, loved friend and mate, (tho’ rival 
To me thy valued gift is still of use. [none) 
And thus may ever prove the sons of song 
Kind to each other, e’en as brothers should !— 
Thou mark’st the passion of our earlier youth 
For music and enchanting poesy 
Not lost or vain, but for our country’s good 
Now turn’d to purpose; since how rude soe’er, 
Or less in skill and eminence than thou, 

I too a humbler minstrel rank myself, 208 
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And in this garb may amplest knowledge glean 209 
Needful, which other skill could ne’er supply.” 


This done, while at their parture such, alarm, 
Doubt, curiosity, are strangely blent, 
The sovereign by his sole attendant page 
Accompanied, (who his string’d lute too bears 
Light o’er his shoulder slung) the islet leaves : 
Each on the perilous emprize intent. 


Soon as with twilight of arising day 
Nature’s own music woke, while rang the air 218 
With rivalry of birds’ assiduous song, 
The minstrels ’gan their journey and their steps 
Urge slow along, on watch with active note 
Of whatsoe’er the coming task concerns : 
What useful reconnoitre thus may fix 
Best spot of meeting or the route of march, 
Each rendezvous, or apt encampment’s rest, 
Thro’ tracts which hence approach the Danish tents, 
Where spread by Bratton’s castled heights they peer. 


Silent they pass beneath green Aller’s hill 
Beside the region’s flat and marshy moors, 229 
Past Somerton’s and Castle-Carey’s towers, 
Brue’s winding banks, o'er Bruton’s lovely vale, 
Onward along the hard and ancient way 
Where the Red-Lynch its sylvan park extends, 
By Dinescove’s rural hamlet opposite, 

(The noble Harding’s patrimonial seat) 

Mounting with toil the lofty hill’s ascent 

Up toward the head of Selwood’s forest marge, 
Gliding by copses wild, through lanes deep sunk 
Lonely and still, well for concealment apt, 
O’erhung with ivied trees of elder growth. 

These solitudes the wary sovereign’s ken 241 
Fails not to observe on martial purpose bent, 
(Albeit disguised in cautious weeds of peace) 
Whose favouring site his earnest eye explores. 


To the high summit of the hill attain’d, 
Whose stately eminence commands afar 
The subject country’s prospect spread around, 
Whether the vales where Brue’s fair river glides, 
Or the Hardway’s long course, or turn’d reverse 
The woody slopes and bottom-valley green, 
Within whose breast Stour’s six-well’d springs arise; 
On this steep site, whereon he rests to gaze 252 


BOOK XXXVI. 199 


O’er scenes through England’s compass unexcell’d, 
The attracted monarch deems he here discerns 
Site for his future standard’s earliest call, 

(By nature for conspicuous signal mark’d) 
Whence from such chosen station and watch tower 
Set guides the forest fastnesses may trace, 

And lead assembling troops to safe retreats. 
Resolves he on this hill, hereafter named 
‘King’s-settle,’ his raised ensign first to plant. 
Haply the spot, where yet in future day 

Some patriot hands may rear a votive tower, 
Whose niche his imaged statue may enshrine 204 
In grateful love and cherish’'d memory. 


From this proud height with still enquiring gaze 
The sylvan tracts around the King o’erlooks, 
Whose scrutinizing glance may thus decide 
What hiding places best for gathering throngs 
In labyrinths of Selwood’s forest depths, 
Undream’d, and least suspected by the foe, 

May safeliest screen assemblage all from view. 


Fraught with so thoughtful purpose, he proceeds 
Awhile along the summit’s terraced turf 274 
With oft observant pause, until ere long 
His steps descend o'er downward slopes oblique 
And opening lawnds, enclosed with native grace 
"Mong wild and woody banks of shaggy front, 
Mid the deep vale, wherein Stour’s infant head 
Wells from twice-tripled founts with lucid lymph. 
Beside whose waters, past embowering groves 
That shield with hermit-stillness grot and glade, 
The minstrel pair in raptured silence pace: 

Or as the scene’s hush’d beauty they admire, 
Haply in whisper kind to Turgar’s ear 285 
The King remarks, how these perennial springs 
(Watch’d by the sole nymph of the irriguous waste) 
May with cool wave refresh the warriors tired, 
Who in this lonely peace awhile may hide, 
Sheltering unseen in Selwood’s forest pale, 

While murmurs soft lull weary limbs to rest. 

For yet nought else of hospitable home 

(Such as may grace these scenes in after-day) 
Awaits their course, a monarch’s march to cheer. 
Across the double valley, whose rich pride 
Diverges on, o’ertopp’d with-frequent crown 

Of towering beechwood, or ‘majestic oaks 
Clothing each brow'd ridge, or deciduous steep, 
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Their progress winds, attentive to explore 299 
Each object suited to their close intent: 

Till thus their feet reach Stourton’s rural vill 

And calm sequester’d peace, where for awhile 

Its hamlet hospice yields the wanderers rest. 


While thus the minstrel lingers, and perchance 
The village with his welcome music charms, 
Here from the willing tongue of rustic swains, 
Enquiring (it might seem) the dubious way, 

He learns of objects near, of hid retreats 

That may at need concealment apt afford 309 
To houseless wanderers shunning danger’s face ; 
Nor fails ere long of those strange pits to hear, 
Not distant far by Selwood’s forest side, 

Deep dug in earth o’er the rude waste’s expanse, 
Where old tradition tells in times of war 

Ages by-gone have their hid forces screen’d, 
Guarded by fortress of the neighbour woods. 
Inflamed with eager curiosity, 

Thither (a swain his guide) he tasks his course, 
Until ere long his wondering gaze discerns 

Those ancient pits of Pen, in pristine day 
Excaved by thousands, in dimensions, form 321 
Various, o’er many a hundred acres’ space 

Sunk for concealment, or for dwellings lone, 
Haply of Britains prime and Druids eld, 

To lurk from foes, or shield the gusty air; 
Monuments strange to eyes of after time. 


Amid the silent and unhaunted heath, 
In screen of unsuspected chasms like these, 
From vulgar tracks removed, defended too 
By the close forest’s edge, the sovereign’s thought 
Soon deems he here descries a refuge safe 
(Worthiest his memory’s note for future use) 332 
Where his assembling troops awhile may crowd 
In secret holds, here undisturb’d, unthought, 
Till ripe occasion lead their passage forth 
On victory’s full and unresisted tide: 
Or where himself, with chosen friends conceal’d, 
May harbour nearer to the foe, at hand 
The host’s collection to direct and guide. 


Passing the sunken dell of willow’d Zeals, 
He notes its hovel-vill and hutted cells, 
Its valley’s crystal brook, and midway mount, 
Whose bold projecting knoll divides the vale, 343 
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And hopes hereon some fort in hour of need 844 
May guard the nobles’ as the royal tent. 


This wild secluded scene he deems a site 
Aptest for future purpose, as withdrawn 
Wholly from common view, for hush’d retreat 
Form’d, as it seem’d, to hand: a ready camp, 
With spacious hollows dug for hiddance sure 
In press of war: for domicile no less ; 

Where may a numerous host in safety lurk, 
With all provision needful to brief stay, 
Drawn from the forest’s vert and venison. 354 
Within whose mazy glades alike secure . 
Their horses too may be conceal'd at hand, 
Separate only by the winding way, 

That from Pen-Selwood’s ridgy slope descends 
Amid the gulf beneath, embay’d by hills. 

Whence too he notes, that slight task may provide 
For his troops’ service poles of spiring ash 

Or slender firs, for tented awnings’ use, 

To screen their sunken homes from chills of night. 
Here store of fern too grows for couches soft, 
And plenteous fire-bote from the coppiced banks, 
When through the day the sylvan groups may blend 
In genial joy, and o’er the waste prepare 867 
(How rude soe’er, not vacant of delight) 

The hasty meal, marshall’d in numerous bands, 
Till congregated all to battle march. 

He marks too (lone howe’er) the way’s approach 
Facile enough for cars or burden’d beasts, 
Needful to drag the furniture of war. 

With such observance struck, the sovereign notes 
How hence the gather’d host by forest tracks 
Secret and unsuspected, hid by trees, 

He may lead on by Selwood’s bordering verge. 


To learn connection of this favour’d site 378 
With the chosen station of his signal tower, 
Where on “ King’s-settle” hill he deems shall float 
His future standard, instant he resolves 
By leftward course (scarce aught circuitous) 
Hence to return, and thus by eye-proof glean. 


Then quitting Pen’s strange pits and lowly Zeals, 
From the deep valley creep their watchful steps 
With mounting toil up the brow’d sylvan banks 
Along Pen’s ridgy way, beneath the hill 
O’ercrested with Pen-Selwood’s antique fane, 388 
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By skirts of woody copses, screening paths, 389 
Scarce trod save by the lonely forester, 

Past Gaspar’s castled site and forted mound, 
Thus leftward miss’d those dark and boggy tracts, 
The sloughs, and soft morasses which defend, 
That way, approach to Pen’s eld-cavern’d cells. 
In sight continual of the height select 

Fronting their course, they urge their eager way, 
Until its hairy summit they regain, 

Where above Hardway’s slope descent it peers. 
Capable now from vivid memory 

The assembling army to instruct and guide, = 400 
Thus he discerns he has in circuit-sweep 

From Stourton’s dell back to the station’d hill 
Retraced his way through scenes of interest new. 
While haply as the forest’s desert paths 

He thus explored, the monarch to himself, 

Or murmur’d to his listening page’s ear, 

Pleased would repeat the brave Acneas’ words, 
(Charmingly fancied by the Mantuan bard) 

‘¢ Perchance e’en these wild scenes in future day 
Yet to recal, will profit us, and aid.” 


Along the native terrace, grassy-green, 411 
The seeming minstrel hence directs his way 
Reverted through the grounds, whose verdurous turf 
Bosoms the springs that form Stour’s gushing head, 
Through tracts, now rude, perhaps in future day 
Yet destined to be cherish’d and adorn’d 
By graced possessors, worthy of such meed 
And scenes selected by a patriot King. 

Here as the sovereign wends, his active eye 
Remarks that in array a column vast 

Of armed troops may march unseen along, 

Hid by the veil of thick embowering woods, 422 
While still themselves through vistas green may gain 
Wide prospect of the country spread below. 


Thus in such round their glad steps pass again 
The verge of Stourton’s vill, and shelter’d peace. 
But on they speed, until their feet approach 
Toward an old castle’s site, and guarded hill, 
Betokening station of some ancient camp. 

Such fort quadrangular, with stony towers, 
Bespoke the puissance of some martial lord. 

Of which observant, curious to enquire 

If in possession held of friend or foe, 

Their devious steps the minstrels turn aside 434 
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Toward the near precincts of a sylvan farm, 435 
Discern’d at hand, apparent to the right, 

Whose lone sequester’d spot might likeliest seem 
With least suspect to render true response. 


Advancing humbly mid its rustic court, 
Soon of the minstrel pair the loud-struck harp, 
Or lute alternate, graced by Turgar’s song, 
Draws forth the tenants of the rural grange, 
Who, charm’d by unwont music, soon invite 
The pilgrim choristers within their lodge, 
There to partake its hospitable fare, 445 
Homely, yet sweet. Accepting which commend, 
With frank, though humble welcome entertain’d, 
After meet thanks evinced with grateful joy, 
The minstrel-master next in artless guise 
Asks of the simple group, (charm’d all no less) 
‘ What lord inhabits yon eld castle’s towers, 
If English friend, or foreign enemy ? 
What too its name, seeming some -seat of old 
Holding dominion o’er these forest wilds : 
If wandering feet may dare its halls approach?’ 


To such sought question the domestic swains, 
Answering the strangers with kind voice, report: 
‘ This stately fort, whose proud front peers so high 
O’er mounded remnants of an elder camp, 
Haply from its grey hue, long hoar with age, 
The country’s tongue the ‘“‘ White-sheet Castle” 
Which for its owner claims the generous lord [names: 
Alhard, of honour’d name nor slight renown, 
Whose race from ancient time have still possess’d 
The wide demesnes that circle Stour’s fair head: 
Whereof this fortress is the mansion prime 
And founded heritage. Its noble chief, 
In waning age retired from toils of war, 468 
Waged in past days of royal Alfred’s sire, 
(Where in high office he had won a name) 
Had hoped to end his hours in quiet rest ; 
But late assaulted by invasive Danes, 
Lording the land in uncheck’d victory, 
Erewhile has fled, by fierce oppression driven. 
Nathless, still faithful to his country’s cause, 
And loyal with unswerved allegiance still 
To royal Alfred, (ah! now fled alike 
In unknown exile) with intent, ‘twas told, 
The King to seek, if haply in this realm 
Quest may discover his forlorn retreat, 480 
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’ 


The veteran hopes his sovereign’s side to join, 481 
And proffer aid, how worn and weak soe’er.’ 


At such relation in the hearer’s breast 
Flutter’d emotion strange, yet unreveal’d; 
When soon the seeming minstrel in reply 
Tells, that himself in earlier youth has heard 
Much of brave Alhard’s fame and valorous acts ; 
And joys that so much duteous fealty 
Lives for example in this time of need : 
Then thus the wanderer adds his votive prayer. 


** May heaven accord the days, when yet again 
The chieftain’s search may meet whom now he seeks, 
With happier auspice, and to end secure! 493 
That even yet in peace by victory won, 

This his graced home, as undisputed lord, 

He may enjoy, here spend his waning age 

In merited repose, and may at last 

Midst his own scenes, sleep in an honour’d tomb ! 
But (adds the minstrel) generous rustics, tell, 
Dwells in yon castle now the victor Dane, 

Or who (if English) there claims present sway, 
That may at call of need his country aid?” 602 


** Deserted, vacant, (swilt the swains respond) 
Is now yon castle: though retain’d awhile, 
And still at times by the fierce Dane possess’d, 
Hinguar, dead Hubba’s brother, (Regner’s sons,) 
The same who erst sack’d forted Somerton, 
Yet seeing now resistance none abroad, 
Preferring feasts and martial tournaments, 
(Since aught that mimics war seems now their joy) 
The lordly Dane has to the camp return’d, 
Where still ’tis spread, not many leagues remote, 
In central station of this very Wilts, 518 
By Bratton’s forted heights and neighbour vills.”’ 


Aroused at this, the seeming minstrel tells, 
Thitherward sped indeed his wishful steps, 
Secretly if he may, and through bye-tracts 
Meet caution may select the perill’d road, 
Since minstrelsy the foe may entertain, 

And check, by soothing his ferocious pride. 


‘‘ Dangerous the venture sure, (the swains reply) 
Yet generous, if in purpose it succeed. 522 
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Straight asks the bard : 528 
| “If any shepherd boy, 
Who knows the passage o’er the neighbour hills, 
Can lead their wandering feet toward Brixton’s dell, 
Where mid the valleys of the lonely downs, 
Rises famed Egbert’s cross, and stone of guide.” 


Persuaded soon, the simple rustics yield 
Compliance kind, and tell, ‘ this shepherd son 
Knows every vale, green knoll, and sweeping dale, 
That parts the distance o’er the open downs, 
Extending onward from Mere’s neighbour mount 
To each secluded village over hill: 534 
Soon will he track the way in safety hence 
To Egbert’s valley-stone, and bosom’d cross.’ 


Quitting the farm with grateful benison, 
The minstrel couple, with their humble guide, 
Resume their journey, when at some hush’d pause 
The monarch whispers to young Turgar’s ear: 


‘Yon hospitable grange we left but now, 
Which to our aid has lent this artless guide, 
For such kind service may in future day 543 
Haply still live in honour’d memory, 
And if good fortune shall our efforts crown, 
Of this spot, to our grateful country’s note, 
‘ Search-Farm’ for ever henceforth be the name.” 


Thus leaving in their course the public way 
That northward leads by Maiden-Bradley’s fane, 
But Mere’s road singly a brief while pursued, 
Turn’d past the ‘“‘ Mid Knoll” o’er Mere’s hilly turf, 
They bend their stealthy yet excited pace 
Across the devious country, o’er vast downs 553 
Sole grazed by pastoral herds and nibbling flocks, 
By tracks scarce trodden save of vagrant sheep 
Following their fleecy leader’s tinkling bell ; 

Till o’er the grassy sward of many a bill 

(Sounds other heard not, save the bleat of lambs, 
The low of cattle, or the twittering lark) 

Ere long their footsteps one green mount attain 
That overlooks a hamlet lone below. 

Here on its velvet brow they rest awhile: 

When seated, with young Turgar by his side, 

The sovereign, gazing on the scene of peace, 

A raptured welcome adds, and breathes aside : 565 
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‘¢ Sweet is this pause of rest;—nor be it deem’d 
Assumption arrogant of ours, or vain, 567 
But pardon’d by the sons of after time, 

If on a mission of import so high 

For future use, some objects in our course 

We hail with pride, and give to memory, 

Naming some spots as we proceed along. 

Be then this hill, which screens yon rural fane, 
And shields its hamlet’s blest tranquillity, [site 
Hence named “ King’s Hill,” and yon slope village 
‘* King’s town” be ever styled, lodged ‘‘ Over-hill.” 


Quitting then Kingston’s cells,and gurgling stream, 
Its hospice, rustic bridge, and valley breast, 578 
Their course speeds on along the level vale, 
Urged a brief distance (scarce a little mile) 

Ere Monkton-Deverill’s cots and sacred cell, 

W hose antique tower is screen’d in sheltering trees, 
With genial welcome draw their watchful eye. 
Yet here not paused their way. With eager quest 
From Monkton’s homes beside the streamlet’s marge 
They haste along, till to their joyous gaze 
Brixton’s lone vill and hermit fane appears, 
Famed by the royal Egbert rear’d of old, 588 
Sacred to pristine rustic piety. 

Haply here too a pillar’d monument 

Metes the mid distance for the shepherd swains 
Among these pastoral hills and winding dells, 

Still memorized to fame as ‘‘ Egbert’s Stone.” 

In a low hollow sunk, by chalky hills 

Embosom’d deep, few humble huts and farms 
Composed its little hamlet, yet which seem’d 
Solace and peace to proffer, unassail’d. 

Through the bush’d vill, beneath the fanelet’s feet, 
Rear’d modest in a still secluded spot, 

A purling brooklet ran of water clear, 600 
Whose plashes cross’d the way with easy ford. 


In this shut dingle and sequester’d site, 
Hid in deep concave of the lengthen’d vale, 
Eastward not far of Selwood’s forest marge, 
The watchful King, in minstrel guise unknown, 
Fixes in thought the favouring scene’s recess, 
And more elate, to Turgar whispering tells 
He here discerns a station suited most, 
With all accommodating solace apt 
Of water to refresh the weary march, 
Forage and shelter from the hamlet near, 611 
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Both for the soldier as the travell’d steed ; 612 
Where stay’d awhile, apart from public ways, 
Protected, yet on very line direct 

To quarter of the tented enemy, 

His warlike host, assembling on their course 
From depths of Selwood’s forest fastnesses, 

May for brief rest encamp in shrouding night, 
Scarce by the thin-dwelt country aught perceived, 
Barr'd all alarm or knowledge of the foe, 

Yet all along advancing toward his lair, 

Doom’d hence to be soon reach’d in bold surprise. 


Here sating earnest curiosity, 628 
And given to cells of careful memory 
All that concerns convenience of prepare 
For England’s power, amid this still retreat 
Purposed ere long to join in form’d array, 
Upward hence sped, the simple minstrel pair 
(Such sole in look, one England’s guardian-shield) 
Advance with cautious course, and quit the spot, 
Ascending slow the fronting chalky hill, 
Forth on the champain downs and opening dales 
To valley-steeps, broke oft by whiten’d cliffs, 
Or scantly cover’d by some coppice green, 634 
O’er many a verging slope and pastured height, 
Observed alike, till their glad steps attain 
The ‘ Long-bridge’ which invites from ‘ Over-hill’ 
To reach its rural cells and turret fane. 


Still his excursion’s prime intent recall’d, 
Nor e’er forgetting needful secrecy, 
The pilgrim bard his onward course directs 
Forth of the public track, inclining thence 
Leftward toward marge of Long-leat’s sylvan park 
Thro’ ‘lengthen’d leas’ and meads of vast expanse, 
And pass’d the woods of shelter’d Crockerton. 645 
Shunning the public ways with watchful guard, 
Ere long the sovereign’s scrutinizing eye 
Discerns at hand the spacious ‘ Lea of oaks,’ 
(There Eg-lea term’d) which the rude rustic’s voice 
Frequent corrupts to Bugley’s broader name ; 
Beyond whose level plain rose ‘ Aig-lea’s hill,’ 
Which there blunt hinds too briefly name ‘ Clay-hill :’ 
This site the sovereign marks for future use, 
Eyeing the mount with joy, a natural fort, 
Albeit by art dug round with trenched mounds, 
Apt for defence ’gainst sudden rush secure ;— 
Spread too beneath, at distance not remote, 657 


208 KING ALFRED. 


He notes the sheltering guard of Norridge woods, 
Which here present their interposing screen 
For trooping bands, hid from the sever’d foe. 


This scene the King to memory’s choice commends 
For next repose of his advancing host, 
Tired haply with the day’s preceding march. 
Here under shadows of concealing night, 
He deems to fix awhile his transient camp, 
Till scanted rest may bid with vigour new 
His eager powers approach the unconscious foe, 
Whose horde one single journey unfatigued 668 
He deems will reach, and in dared onset whelm. 


Thence on advancing with augmented care, 
The minstrel twain still northward urge their way, 
Till near observing on the dexter hand 
Warminster’s peopled town, again their feet 
Ascend the neighbour champain downs, which 
In open range extend their tracts along _— [thence 
Far e’en to Bratton’s camp and forted hill, 
Towering above the plains of central Wilts. 


Here o’er the verdant turf for many a mile, 678 
Trace none of human habitation seen, 
Save but some shepherd’s solitary hut, 
Or at wide distance where a straggling farm 
Curls rare its dim smoke through the thinner air, 
They speed along, and in their dubious course 
In lieu of other landmark eye at times 
Some lonely pool, or from some shepherd lad 
With lifted voice enquire the missing way, 
Where nought presents a certain clue to guide, 
But o’er the scene one face of sameness reigns. 
Haply they cull deep ruts that mark the track 
Of draught infrequent, yet preferring most 690 
Unhaunted hollows of the sloping downs, 
Until at last to their excited gaze 
Discern’d at distance through the hazy air, 
Approaching toward their journey’s aim, they burst 
On Bratton’s castled height, from whence their eye 
Surveys at once the prospect vast below. 


Remarking instantly the scene around, 
They note the fort almost (it seem’d) forsook, 
Wide ope the gates, few sleepy centinels 
Dispersed at distance o’er the mighty mounds, 
Or area vast of Bratton’s lofty camp ; 701 
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Sioce hence the Danish host, erst here enclosed 702 

Mid huge entrenchments, had for warmth and ease 

The more, and ready food supplied at will, 

Of late descended with preferring choice 

Among the rural villages below, 

Deeming themselves from every foe secure, 

Nor auglit of war’s wish’d likelihood at hand. 

The minstrel wanderers, mindful of their task, 

Soon passing Bratton’s fort in deep descent, 

Wind by the side of its commanding hill, 

Past the wide entrance of that guarded height 

Toward its sunk base, where eftsoons they discern, 

Rear’d sidelong, Bratton’s rustic vill below, = 714 

And bosom’d in lone peace, its fane’s meek spire. 

Then mark they neighbouring Lockham’s water’d 

springs, 

And eye the fields, there pointed the ‘ Danes’ lea,’ 

Whereto in glad memorial of their choice 

These to the favour’d site assign’d their name. 

Yet here now singly rest some scatter’d bands : 

For onward as the minstrels bend their steps 

With eager haste, their strict enquiry learns, 

That the main body of the Danish power, 

Encamp’d through crowding tents in dense array, 

Spreads oer the lower fields and champain tracts 

Of nearest Edington, stretch’d onward thence 726 

Below its peaked hill o’er all the plain 

In level prospect northward borne afar, 

Or eastward past the wooded avenues 

That to the village lead, the ‘ Dane’s-Head-Court,’ 

(Miscall’d by rustic accent ‘ Tin-head-Court’) 

Or that way farther ’neath the chalky hills, 

E’en toward their leader ‘Earl’s’ own sylvan ‘ Stoke.’ 

The minstrel with his page, more cautious now 

At every step, as closer they approach 

The scene of danger, thus advancing reach 

Edington’s village, bosom’d underneath 737 

The sullen hill that screens its southern side. 

Tents are spread near innumerous, which discern‘d, 

Eager to mark the scene, and of the camp 

The full position with minutest care, 

Past lofty ivied elms, adown a road 

Hollow and sunk, they note its tower’d fane, 

Whose portal, ope within its antique porch, 

Disclosed the temple (to Christ’s faith devote) 

Profaned by Odin’s votaries, its aisles 

With forage fill’d, or throng’d with steeds at feed, 

And ruminating herds; its altar fill’d, 748 
VOL. V. P 
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And toamangerturn’d. Shuddering they pass 719 
Its antique yew with sighs of hurt regret, 

Seen thus debased the venerable spot. 

Still on their dangerous embassy intent, 

To eye the encampment’s posture (doom’d ere long 
To be at vulnerable point assail’d,) 

Nor less to glean the victor foe’s designs, 
Watchful of every object, motion, act, 

Onward their venturous attempt proceeds. 


In humble guise, and prominent to sight 
The harp and lute forth held, the minstrel pair 
Pass toward the champain fields,stretch’d wideaway, 
Where thousand tents their domiciles dispread, 761 
Dwelt by innumerable soldier bands, 
Descended from the wind-exposed hill 
To shelter mid the warmer village grounds, 
Screen’d by tall trees that fringe the mountain’s feet. 
Discern’d the scene, needs must the thoughtful King 
Admire the favour’d station, chosen so well 
And with a general’s eye, for solace best 
To cheer the soldier, chill’d by piercing blasts 
That sweep uncheck’d o’er Bratton's airy downs. 


Now had the morn advanced toward idler noon, 
And for its wonted meal already seem’d 772 
The suttlers ’gan prepare: hour, which the thought 
Of the ware minstrel previously had deem’d 
Haply to his reception not least apt, 

When music’s strain might be accepted best. 
Entering the camp’s verge ’mong the soldier troops 
He marks them listless, lolling at their ease 

In April’s sunny warmth, or half-asleep 

Scarce from the past night’s surfeit yet restored. 
Beside them lay dull'd implements of war, 

Shields brighter once, huge battleaxes, spears, 
Horrent with rust, of idlesse symbols now. 783 


The minstrel pair essay their tuneful skill ; 
The elder, seated on a grassy bank, 
Strikes the loud harp, while to its cheerful tone 
The graceful youth adapts his mellow voice. 
Haply the charming lay had for its theme 
Some choice romance of war, or knightly feat, 
Some tale of chivalry, or passion’d love, 
Or praised the joys of victory, the feast, 
And the tired soldier’s meed of due repose. 


In rapture at the strain, the martial throng = 793 
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Start up, and press around. In fix’d attent 794 
They listen, nor their deep delight conceal 

And welcome glad at such accession new 

Arrived to cheer their wearied indolence : 

Since now hope none of reappearing foes 
Gladdens the time, while England’s vanquish d sons 
Claim but derision from their victor lords, 

Here revelling in flush'd security. 


While thus the Danish bands their thought express, 
The studious Alfred, in the garb conceal'd 
Of seeming peace, with scrutinizing eye 804 
Observes, and gives to mind in what best mode 
His guided host may dare the hot assault. 
He marks how all bespeaks supine neglect, 
That trenches none, no mounds, nor entrance-towers, 
Defend the avenues to this new camp, 
Left vacant almost of a sentinel,— 
While Bratton’s lofty-forted post has been 
Deserted for this station less secure, 
Where all is ope, unguarded ;—aught of watch 
Deem’d needless, while disorder reign’d within. 


Charm’d and delighted thus, the Danish troops 
Lead their new prize with still increasing throngs 
Amid the camp’s interior, northward. more 817 
Toward their next chieftain’s tent, with purpose kind 
That he too the delight alike may share. 

The stately Amund’s domicile they seek, 

Chief of the ruddy locks, a leader loved, 

And pace by trees that shade the rivulet’s marge 
Thence rippling calmly toward the water'd spot 
Which elder fame there names the ‘‘ Ivy Mill,” 
Where by the quiet of the comely bank 

His gay pavilion peers. Within its cope 
Inducted, whose broad folds were overhung 827 
With golden-hilted swords and polish’d shields, 
Nor less with scalps, and bright-tipp’d drinking cups 
Form’d of the skulls of fallen enemies, 

The seeming minstrel’s wary glance discerns 

On a wide couch reclining at his ease . 

Its warrior lord, the noble Amund’s self, 

Of figure large, and prime in- manly grace. 

’Fore the great chief obeisant with low bow, 

The conscious stranger soon recals, he sees 

The hero of renown whom. fame reports 

As loving for its own sake boisterous war; 

Which ended, whose convivial temper then 839 
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Joys in the festive board, in tournaments, 840 
Pleasure’s voluptuous lap, a soldier true, 

In battle foremost, prone alike to joy,— 

His toil surceased, in trifles wasting time, 
Indulging then luxurious indolence. 

Around him many a Danish fair, his wives, 
(Custom among his nation deem’d the mark 

Of high nobility) in sportive mood 

Were held in friendly talk, or Joll’d at ease, 

On tassell’d cushions, bright with silk and gold. 
The ruddy locks that clasp’d each beauteous face 
Were bound with fillets, bright with golden studs, 
Yet left some ringlets dropping past the cheek, 
Or playing round their white and swan-like necks. 
Bracelets of gold inclosed their graceful arms, 
(Sign of nobility) while girdles rare, 

With jewels set, contined the flowing robe, 

Or from their heads o’ertopp'd with coronets, 
Transparent veils descended to the waist. 


Which bevy fair to please their warrior lord, 
Welcoming first the minstrel, bids him try 
His tuneful skill and sing a soldier’s pride, 
The glory of the field, the joys of war, 862 
Some choice romance of venturous chivalry, 
Full fraught with action as with festal pomp. 


The minstrel with decorous homage bends, 
And straight complies. Accordant with the strain, 
Struck on the mellow harp, his practised voice 
Attunes some lay, (selected from the store 
At his own court learnt in his earlier youth, 
Or by his mother taught while England's Queen, ) 
Or legend drawn from martial history, 
And plies with suited grace his talent rare, 872 
Now turn’d thro’ strange chance to importing use. 
With spirit not unapt, the artful bard, 
Himself in camps long versed and feats of war, 
Awakes the chord that thrills the warrior’s soul. 
The listening chief, charm’d by the martial theme, 
Approves his rapture in uncurb’d applause. 


Whom too to please the more, the observant fair 
Solicit from the graced attendant youth 
Some soothing song of love. The gentle boy 
Flatters the soft request, and to the lute 
Deigns soon a dulcet air, such as might trance 
The virgin’s dream with fairy melody, 884 
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Reposed by moonlight in her summer bower, 885 
Or melt the heart with theme of love distress’d, 
Or sudden varied, whose enlivening strain 

Might rouse the bridegroom on his nuptial morn. 


Charm’d with the tuneful twain the courteous dames 
Commend such talent to their joyous lord, 
And with admiring note their efforts crown. 


Answering the fair’s approof, the social chief 
Quaffs to their health and welcome, and elate 
With hospitality, a goblet vast 894 
From his own hand fills with refreshing wine, 
Which from himself a page observant bears, 

And bids the honour’d strangers in return 
Salute the host in homage of his pledge. 
Which tasted, ere with escort meet at hand 
These yet depart, intreated, from the harp 
They for the fair invoke a jocund strain, 

To whose loved measure the delighted group 
Respond in circling dance, or interweave 

The antique morris, while with grace the hand 
They proffer, and delicious pastime blend: 
While others springing up at suited time 906 
With lively motion shake accordant bells, 
Inspiring as the sprightly castanet, 

Or strike on high the timbrel’s parted head, 
Till each excited bosom throbs with joy. 


Quitting the tents, the minstrels issue forth 
(Led by brave Amund and his escort’s train) 
Thro’ the near precincts ’mong his numerous bands 
Soon there discern’d, warriors robust and tall, 
Devoted followers of the chief they love, 
Northmen, distinguish’d by their ruddy locks, 
Glittering in polish’d helms and coats of mail. 917 
Though various in employ, yet their aspect 
Shew’'d all of festive sport and revelry, 

In loose security of craving ease. 


Some parties quaff'd at rest luxurious mead, 
Who in intemperate riot wore the day, 
Or cheated idleness in daylight sleep : 
While many a troop their differing sports pursued, 
To speed the arrow from the sounding string 
On the rear’d target; cross the quintain’s beam, 
Dart the far javelin, hurl the quoit in air, 
Or wield the huge stone from the impetuous sling. 
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But most seem'd congregated to attend 929 
The challenged tournament, where combatants 
Caparison’d upon the barbed steeds, 

(Haply in turn foot-warriors, gleave to gleave) 
Heroes select, the jousted conflict waged 
Renewing long the tilt and hot assault 

To sound of trumpet, while within the lists 

The noble Amund sat, and on each claim 

And chance of onset pass’d his judging voice : 
Employment, which alone (he told) beseem’d 
Heroes, when disengaged from stir of war; 

While to the honour’d victors he dispensed 940 
Some gifted token of his high regard, 

Bracelets, or shields, and won his followers’ love : 
Boasting that o’er the board their health should be 
Pledged each from skulls of ten defeated foes. 


The pilgrim minstrel, seeming but the while 
Watching the novel games, nathless employs 
Time so momentous, all-unthought, to note 
E’en in the heart of England’s conquering hordes, 
What points most vulnerable all around 
Invite the doom’d assault; what quarter holds 950 
Bold Amund’s seated strength; what muster-roll, 
Summ’d at a glance, may here compose his power ; 
What their disposal, order and array ; 

And bids such instance sink in treasured thought. 


At which encouraged, with attraction more 
And added confidence, the minstrel] twain 
Advance their progress, eastward turning on 
Among the spacious leas, and dairy farms, 
Pastured by milky herds, o’er whose wide bounds 
In crowded areas flapping tents intrude. 

Here in rich fields where meads irriguous lave 
The fertile valley, screen’d from colder blasts 962 
By Edington’s and Bratton’s neighbour hills, 

To new enquiry prompt response informs, 

This chosen site the proud pavilion holds 

Of wealth-gorged Oskital. On every hand 
Were heaps of gather’d spoil, huge stores of corn, 
Extorted from the pillaged husbandman, 
Treasures of plunder from all quarters press’d, 
Kine, bleating sheep, that every sight bespoke 
Riches unbounded, while the voice of fame 

Told, all the herded cattle and the steeds 

That grazed these vast domains fierce Oskital 
Tad seized from far, and for his own possess’d. 
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Sateless of booty to his single grasp 975 
Such endless store of wealth like this amass’d 
Made him provider of the general camp, 

So render’d subject to exactions strange, 

That scarce sufficed his swoln rapacity. 


Around, his people, indolent alike, 
Seem’d sunk in ease of lull’d security. 
Amid the precincts of their tented homes 
Some painted idle shields : some shook the dice, 
Aught to amuse the time, while scanter treats 
Of hospitable fare seem’d here assign’d. G85 


The watchful strangers note whate'er they see, 
Remembering still their errand, and though peace 
Listless pervades, still meditate the war. 

The conscious chief of England’s future host 
Observes the station, sums the extended power, 
Marks too, as theme for after memory, 

Here for his army’s use an ample prize, 

Forage at hand, that may for many a day 

Supply the need of his victorious bands. 

He notes the quarter best this post to seize, 

But frequent music hides his close intent ; 996 
Nor checks delay, ere the delighted crowds, 
Attracted by the minstrel’s playful strain, 

Bear him along, resolved the bard alike 

Their leader too shall welcome, whose stern mood 
Haply the charm of melody may cheer. 


Usher'd within his tent, the minstrel eyes 
The selfish warrior, rapt in lonely thought, 
Retired apart, seld with his numerous train 
Holding communication scant and cold; 

Still brooding on dark schemes of future gain, 
And wrong that may with rapine load his fields. 


In vain the pliant minstrel’s soothing strain 1008 
Touches the very theme to please him best, 
And tells with suited voice to ears so stern, 
That all of England’s wealth seems here profused, 
Won by the Dane, while at the victor’s nod 
Sunk at his footstool England’s vassal sons 
Bow servile homage and obeisant dread. 
Still in contracted mood of sullen gloom 
The tyrant lowers, nor aught his power enjoys, 
Or scarce with touch of sympathy regards 
The vagrant strangers, deigning welcome none. 1018 
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The youthful Turgar, at the sight alarm’d 1019 
Of him, the spoiler fierce of Croyland’s fane, 
Whose features still the seeming page recall'd, 
(Himself though long forgot) with cautious fear 
Urges his heedful master hence to part, 

And turn to other scenes their speeded way. 


Thence eastward passing mid the interior range 
Of crowded tents, as onward they approach 
Toward the head station of the Pagan camp, 
Follow’d by throngs of idle listeners, 

The watchful minstrels, screening their intent 1029 
In harmless garb and unsuspected guise, 
Remark all guardless still; no fence, no mound 
Warding attack, nought save the native stream. 
Whate’er imports the time the bard commits 
To faithful note, while seeming to each chief 
Singly for pleasure led: where each is lodged, 
Gleaning by estimate his number’d force, 
Supine alike in listless indolence. 

He ponders where assault may best succeed, 
And by what mean assure proud victory. 


Led forward by the unconscious multitude, 1040 
Rapt in a wild delirium of delight, ° 
Instructed in whate’er they seek to know, 

Ere long they come mid the more open plain, 
Where royal Regner’s offspring hold their seat, 
The Danish princes, of illustrious name : 

Hinguar, imperious lord, and near his home 

The stately Haldene (brothers, who survive 

Late fallen Hubba,) one, the first, renown’d 

For genius and commanding intellect : 

For courage one, and unmatch’d fortitude. 

Whose tents approach’d in turn, the minstrels find 
These each retired within; sullen and sad 1052 
For the dead Hubba’s loss, and brooding o’er 
Schemes of ambition new and deep revenge ; 
Unsated still, which but the more enflames 

Their royal mother’s fated prophecy : 

Aslauga, beauteous shepherdess of old, 

After a Queen, mistress of magic spells. 

Much too these grieve the mystic standard’s loss, 
Form’d by her daughter-brood, the sisters three, 
Fraught with weird impulse, Frea’s favourites. 
Stern vows of vengeance, frequent bursts of rage, 
Exchanged together on their treacherous foes, 
Anxious they burn to part, and hope the day 1064 
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At hand, when to their grasp a Reafen-flag 1065 
Assign’d anew shall prove their guiding star 
To spoil of yielded kingdoms, doom’d their own. 
New danger from such presence seems to lower ; 
Yet introduced, the bard with artful strain, 
Suiting appliance of the obedient harp, 
Essays to charm their rankling passion’s sting, 
And sings in tone of soothing sympathy. 
[own. 

‘¢ Banish complaint: proud triumph smiles your 
Though the lost Reafen marks great Hubba’s fall, 
Soon may it hover o’er fresh ranks of war, 1075 
Still lead, as wont, to fields of victory !” 


So as with recognition such appeal’d 
The wary bard salutes the warrior’s ear, 
(Howe’er that presage now were misapplied) 
Some favouring note the haughty chieftains deign. 
Sped on with passport such, the tuneful pair 
Mark in their transit that no common tie 
The troops in union’s interest seems to bind : 
In stir of busied action nought alert, 
But lax in discipline, and as dissolved 
In tedium long of sloth and disemploy. 1086 


Here station’d near, the instructed minstrel pair 
Discover naval Hasting, from his flight 
Forth of his ships, late left by Sussex’ shores, 
For refuge come, sagacious, subtle, bold ; 
Best counsel for the future to decide, 
Consulting here prophetic oracles. 


With him his pupil too had hither sped 
Young Prince Biorn (dead Regner’s latest stem) 
Late dreaming sea-dominion ; in their train 
Bringing attendant troops of mariners, 1096 
Summon’d alike their sea-King’s lot to share ; 
Gay in defeat, deem’d but awhile to dure. 


Yet these the stranger bards scarce stay to hail, 
But onward, pacing, learn with interest new 
That near these precincts, in some secret cell 
Or mystic grove, from common eyes removed, 
Beside the camp’s verge hovering, linger still 
The Weird-sisters, the mysterious three, 
Endued from heaven with doom of destiny, 
Whose magic work the Reafen-standard wove. 
Them Regner’s sons, alike the leader Dane, 1107 
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The kingly Guthrun, to consult their will 1108 
Seek often with implicit reverence, 

Where amid shades the artificers of spells 

Ponder the magic ensign to restore, 

Or with new gifts, design’d for future fields, 

To consolate and fire the host bereaved. 


Such site announces Guthrun’s state at hand: 
As onward thus their slacken’d steps advance, 
Haply with danger aggravated more, 

Led by delighted crowds, the minstrels urge 

Their course along the camp’s extended range, 
Toward the main quarters of the foreign foe, 1119 
By Guthrun, prime imperial Dane, possess’d. 
Along an avenue of stately trees, 

Beneath whose sheltering cope in ample row 
Tables were set, with drinking cups o’erspread, 
By whose long benches loiter’d in repose 

The Danish leader’s guards, (beside them laid 
Their glittering targes on the grassy ground) 

The strangers wend, till by the neighbouring vill 
Named thence the “ Danes’ Head-Court,” their steps 
To the tent-royal of the sovereign chief; [advance 
Before whose rich pavilion at its verge 1130 
The silken Tufa waved in emblem-sign. 


The rumour of the minstrel pair arrived, 
And treasure of such novel talent won, 
Reaches the sovereign’s ear, who quickly learns 
What pleasure new attracts the gather’d throngs, 
Told as delighting many a chief in turn. 
For Guthrun here, the general’s self, not shut 
Idly within his tent, but walking forth 
In open air among his faithful troops 
To watch their action and their wants attend, 
On duteous act of thoughtful policy, 1141 
Soon marks, what source with lively interest fraught 
Excites attention of the jocund camp, 
And seeks himself to share the common joy. 


His port was kingly : in his very look 
Peer’d forth the leader, for in act so mild 
(Albeit of gracious kindness seem’d it sprung) 
His lofty temper beam’d with dignity, 
As princely-vigilant. A smile benign 
Played o’er his martial countenance, as pleased 
To see his people happy, charge of whom, 
Best to promote their comfort and delight, 1152 
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Form’d his main effort and ambitious pride: 1153 
These still in friendly union to o’errule 

The chief paternal object of his care. 

Sedately he observes the attendant crowds ; 

And nobly courteous to the minstrel pair, 

Invites with welcome frank the pilgrims both 
Within the regal tent, to entertain 

With song and music his expected chiefs, 

This very day invited to partake 

The banquet, as the setting day declines. 


Bowing with lowly homage suited well, 1163 
The obeisant strangers pledge compliance meet. 
Yet still intent upon their errand’s proof, 
(Howe’er alarm then flutter’d in the breast,) 

They mark whate’er their notice claims around, 
The general’s station and his home's dispose. 
Beside the leader’s domicile dispersed, 

From the weird-sisters’ haunt not distant far, 
Objects of Pagan reverence appear'd, 

Such as the superstitious mind best pleased : 
Altars of sacrifice, where statues stood 

Of imaged gods: Odin, the lord of war, 

Frea, earth’s empress-Queen ; the thunderer, Thor : 
Whose potence to propitiate and serve 1176 
Attendant priests and bards in flowing robes 

A pproach’d to honour, versed in solemn hymns 
And antique ceremonies, which proclaim’d 

Their varying attributes, assign’d by faith ; 

Or else with vows and offer’d sacrifice, 

To each appropriate from elder time, 

(Haply at times of captives ta’en in war,) 

Sought to appease their bloody deities. 

Conscious of whom with reverential awe, 

Their worship Guthrun, bending, visits oft, 

And calls to mind the vision’d miracles 1187 
Erst to his sight by Odin’s self vouchsafed : 

Bent still with settled purpose to diffuse 

Such warlike faith o’er Britain’s vanquish’d realm. 


As bid, the seeming minstrel, with his page, 
Enters the royal Dane’s pavilion broad ; 
Nor long they waited, pondering all they saw, 
Ere at approach of evening, to this spot, 
Obeisant to their leader’s gracious call, 
His chiefest captains, welcomed each in turn, 
Arrive to share alike the festive board, 
Noble in presence all. The host’s right haud 1198 
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The chiefest stranger, Hasting, sea-king proud, 
Graced ;—by whose side his pupil, Prince Biorn, 
(King Regner’s latest born) his master’s care 
Proved by his gallant bearing :—at whose hand 
With answering port, his princely brothers twain, 
(Fallen Hubba’s reft survivors) Hinguar, grave, 
And valiant Haldene, equals in renown 

To their dead sire and brother, sternly sat. 

Near whom illustrious Amund took his place ; 
And opposite, the imperious Oskital 

In aspect fierce; with many a chief of name 
And Danish earl, puissant by land as sea. 1210 
Beneath the silken awning’s spread expanse, 
Mingled among the stately warriors, sat 

To decorate the feast with peerless grace 

Of Danish ladies an illustrious train, 

The heroes’ consorts, or attendant fair, 

Deck’d in attire, radiant of gems and gold, 

To honour best the sovereign’s festival. 

Here blent seem’d every Danish dignity, 

Graced knights, and many a courtly officer, 
While in high seat of favour near the King 

Were Danish minstrels seated, by whose side 
The stranger-bards had honour's place assign’d. 
Within the lighted dome, dependent flags 1223 
And captured signals of victorious war 

Hung o’er their heads, the spoil of English fields. 
These England’s King with stifled feelings eyed 
Of deep regret and envy, fired by hope 

That victory soon these trophies shall regain. 


Proceeds the royal feast. When viands rare 
Had sated appetite, and social wine 
’Gan open now the heart, the Danish bards 
In order’d rank alternate, at request, 
Songs to the harp attune, that sound the praise 1233 
Of heroes, favourites of antique fame, 
The joys of battle, or the deeds of gods, 
Or men, by valour to that rank extoll’d, 
Perishing in the contest, sword in hand; 
The charms of friendship, or the social guild, 
The rights of love, of hospitality, 
Faith to the fair, protection to the weak, 
And many a duteous virtue that adorns 
The moral page of Odin’s Havamial. 


Which heard with approbation of delicht, 
In turn alternate, at entreaty sued 1244 
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Of kingly Guthrun, or the vouching voice 1245 
Of chiefs who pleased have heard his past essay, 
The stranger English minstrel, new-arrived, 

To the struck harp accords his differing lay, 

On some famed theme of martial chivalry, 

Or eld-recorded tale of bardic lore: 

Haply some plaintive tale, whose legend sung 

Of Kings distress’d, and fall of high to low. 


Equal applause e’en rival bards concede, 
And merit to the Christian’s song assign, 
Albeit unknowing Odin’s peerless faith, 1255 
And raptures by his votaries singly felt. 


Now too while many a votive cup is pledged 
To health and honour of names loved the best, 
In turn glad converse ’mong the zealous chiefs 
Unfolds their thoughts, designs, and policy. 


Prime among whom the naval Hasting, stung 
With indignation at his late defeat 
And strict pursuit at Octher’s hand sustain’d, 
Boasts of retaliation soon at hand; 
Nor though his fleet be reft, he yet despairs, 1267 
But from the Norman Rollo looks for aid, 
His countryman, and consanguineous friend. 
Nor distant beams the day, (so still the chief 
Flatters his restless hope) ere he will reign 
In Sussex’ realm, and Octher’s power defy. 


The royal Guthrun tells, such needful aid 
The North can yield, for Denmark yet can spare 
At call innumerable ships, led on 
By dauntless chiefs, to scour the British seas, 
And hold dominion, to time’s latest end 
Doom’d to the Dane by voice of prophecy. _—1276 


Cheer’d by whose voice, the stranger Prince Biorn 
Assures, his mother Queen, Aslauga’s self, 
Has augur’d vengeance to his father’s shade: 
That England’s princes soon his very hand 
Shall smite with retribution, and shall sway 
A sceptre, vainly deem’d to glitter theirs: 
Still near his generous master, Hasting, wrest 
Promised dominion and an English throne. 


Then (as among the northern nations wont) 
Joying to open at the festive board 1286 
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Whate’er concerns their present policy, 1287 
The noble Hinguar (of the young Biorn 
The senior brother) adds his warning voice, 
And tells: 

‘‘ To none in thirst of due revenge .- 
For our great sire, or Hubba’s timeless fall, 
Myself must yield, which forms my bosom’s fraught: 
To which resolve, meseems, our prime intent 
Should seek recover first our captured ships 
From the foul grasp of English insolence, 
Both the dead Hubba’s fleet, and (reft more late) 
The gallant Hasting’s loss—in presence here 1298 
Seen a reluctant guest—uneath compell’d. 
Say, shall the Dane endure, that from his sway 
Octher, (a noteless captain of our own) 
Or England’s upstart, Wulfstan, known e’en less, 
_ Shall spring to eminence, and wrest from us, 
From Denmark’s chiefest Sea- Kings, heirs of fame, 
Sovereignty of the ocean, handing o’er 
To England what is Scandinavia’s pride ? 
Perish the thought! accursed be such belief!” 


He said, while indignation in his breast 1309 
Half choked his utterance ; then with look that spoke 
Fresh aspiration’s hope, he thus pursued: 


‘¢ No! beams the hour at hand, when Denmark’s 
Shall all reconquer, and their own retain, [sons 
Making her empire o’er the main secure, 

Hurt by intrusive arrogance no more. 

Fain would myself and our prized brother here, 
The dauntless Haldene, with our power depart, 
And in our summon’d ships on either side 

Scour Britain’s seas that clasp her compass’d isle, 
Or Ireland’s coast that guards her like a shield: 
Clearing the main, een as great Hubba’s self 1320 
Had purposed, ere he fell by treacherous guile. 
While noble Hasting and the young Biorn 

May ride the southern seas, that lave the shores 
Of England, till they swell o’er Biscay’s bay, 

And sweep majestic on to France and Spain. 
Britain to hold in bondage meet our own, 

Be still our proudest glory, dearest prize!” 


So spake the kingly Regner’s elder son, 
Of genius politic, and to the chiefs 
(His fellows in command) his ardent soul 
Opens uncheck’d, and tells his large design: 1331 
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Then ceased, by other chiefs approved, admired. 


To whom his princely brother, next in age, 
The noble Haldene, counsel thus adjoin’d : 


*¢ Meseems, that aught of conquest it remains 
Sole to achieve at sea, since all on land 
O’er Britain’s isle I deem already won. 
First, as the righteous victim of revenge, 1338 
Fell /Ella’s northern realm, great Odin’s doom 
Answering, which destined signal triumph there. 
There smiled with pride our father’s hovering shade 
Till southward thence swept victory’s prone career ; 
In turn each province sack’d and overrun. 
At last we see e’en England’s throne supreme 
Subverted,—from her vanquish’d monarch’s hand 
Ravish’d by force the sceptre,—Alfred’s self 
A lurking fugitive, or o’er the seas 
Fled beyond reach of punishment condign ; 
His nobles perish’d, or escaped alike, 
Scarce one now heard of to invade our peace, 
Or o’er the field bid welcome war revive.” 


So said the daring Haldene, haughty, bold, 1352 
Whose thought amid the assemblage charm’d ap- 
Y et little deem’d he then such picture drawn [plause. 
Of England’s fallen state, deem’d sunk past hope, 
Utter’d in presence of her genuine King ! 


What train of deep sensations struggled then 
In bosom of the seeming elder bard, 
At crisis of so strange emergency ! 
At such a moment, passion ill suppress’d 
Scarce could the perill’d stranger’s state conceal, 
Or to suspicion not the truth betray : 1862 
Yet turn’d attention, while the chief proceeds : 


‘¢ England, we note, is undisturb’d our own, 
While we in pleasure’s lap sport here at rest; 
And such possession’s ease, that we can well 
Assign our charge of government to hands 
Of vassal tributaries, who our side 
Espouse for gain and honour’s sake; for power 
Display’d e’en in subordinate employ, . 
Happy to call us masters, nay, become 
Such slaves of ours, as price of their revolt 
Against dominion, which themselves supplant, 
Marking ’tis vain and fruitless to support. 1374 
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Witness the central Mercia’s King depute, 1375 
Ambitious Kenwulph; and that later guard 
Already o’er some southern castles set, 
(But since aspiring to a promised throne) 
Hianfrid ;—both our zealous servants now, 
Engaged on quest and pillage at our will; 
Who give to England’s race example plain, 
Where power, wealth, favour now can sole be won.” 
At instance such, by Haldene’s voice appeal’d, 
Oskital then, (who savage, stern, and proud = 1384 
His lowering glance shot round the festive board,) 
Missing Hianfrid’s presence lately there, 
Asks of the royal Guthrun, what event 
Withdraws that vassal’s wonted homage hence, 
Or why a longer guest he not remains. 


The kingly Guthrun tells : 

‘* The obeisant chief, 
Hianfrid, to the Danish cause attach’d, 
Has a brief while departed, to renew [King, 
His search, long vow’d, for England’s vanish’d 
(Surest and best, whose person since he knows) 
Suspected hid in wastes of Somerset ; 1396 
From whose beleaguer’d haunts he seeks ere long 
To seize, and hither drag the captive prize. 
Likeliest Hianfrid’s self will swift return, 
Here to report what hope infers success, 
Haply arrived, ere morning’s dawn appear.” 


At such announcement, in a scene so strange, 
Shudder involuntary, (from alarm 
Sprung and surprize,) creeps o’er the minstrel’s 
Hearing at hand a theme of peril new. [frame, 
Mutely observant, listening all unthought, 
Well notes he such dread presage, and prepares 
For closer heed against his treacherous foe. 1.408 


Then all unconscious, who mid such disguise 
O’erhears his counsel, Oskital the fierce 
Urges his restless thought, and as in burst 
Of brooded rage thus vents his sullen mind. 


‘‘. Albeit continued quest may seize at last 
The latent fugitive, and crown success, 
Absurd, methinks, it seems to linger here. 
Why thus delay, and keep the needless camp, 
When all is won ?—Why waste we here the time, 
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In useless form and seeming of defence, 141s 
When now no longer enemies oppose ? 

Why pause with suited boldness hence to march 
Each to his proper throne, in portion meet 
Partition’d to each chief, with rightful share 
Assign’'d of Britain’s rich and fertile isle ? 

This conquer’d, let us straight possess our own 
Aad rule the won in suited heritage, 

Dividing ’mong the victors England’s wealth, 
Making the native race our vassal slaves. 

Far better sure it were on land so gain’d 

To settle down, than longer to pursue 1429 
Fortune abroad through toils and peril more. 

Then break we up the camp, and o’er this isle 
Riot at large, the nation’s victor lords, 

Scorning all league, save Danish sovereignty.” 


So spake the turbulent rapacious chief. 
At such his words, Guthrun, superior King, 
The general prime, thus adds his answering voice. 


‘“« Haply ere long, illustrious Oskital, 
Our tented camp shall, as thy counsel bids, 
Break up in severance to so high intent 1439 
Of general sway as fills thy regal thought. 
But since the encampment from high Bratton’s hills, 
Where blasts of March the soldier’s health impair’d, 
We have brought down among these valley dales, 
Shelter’d in warm screen of yon breasted peaks, 
Grateful awhile let us indulge repose ; 
Till genial spring’s return bring on, as wont, 
The season for great Odin’s festival, 
Held in meet honour of our Eostre-time.” 


He said, and seem’d as with the thought inspired : 
Then thus with earnest new he straight resumed. 


‘* This is at hand, distant but few weeks hence, 
And claims all duteous homage to the god. 
Whereat in bounden duty every Dane, 

Dispersed throughout the country wheresoe’er, 

Must needs attend, (the crime were impious else, 

That Odin’s holy law would so disprize) 

Appearing each with suited offering, 

To celebrate the high solemnity 

More splendid than the winter’s feast of Yule, 

With wonted pomp of feasts and sacrifice, 

Destined to every god in reverent turn, 1461 
VOL. V. Q 
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For a full week prolong’d, yet all too brief. 1.162 
‘Then, while our countrymen shall thus be met, 
In full assembly of concurr’d debate 

And general council, we can best resolve 
What course to follow: likeliest, to surcease 
All shew of war, and quite break up the camp, 
As longer useless, since no foes appear 

Afield, of England's legions remnant none 

To dare the semblance of unequal fight, 

All chance of conflict past, and to her left 

No shade of King on her subverted throne.” 


So as he utter’d, to his suasive words 1473 
Stern Oskital some shewn obeisance deign’d, 
The more, when Guthrun’s voice him thus appeal’d. 


‘‘ Then may we best, e’en as thy word imparts, 
Consult, and wisely order, princely chief, 
England's shared regions at our will to sway. 

But for the present pass the unsettled theme, 

And now let all be harmony and joy, 

While we in concert of good fellowship, 

Held in one bond of common fealty, 

(As best becomes) look singly to maintain 1483 
The Danish dynasty o’er Britain’s islés.”’ 


So royal Guthrun said, his people's sire, 
To them attach'd, nor less by them beloved, 
Revered as well with willing duteous zeal. 
More large of soul than sullen Oskital, 

So as he sooth’d awhile the grasping peer, 
Bursting applause his welcome accents hail'd. 


. Sullenly then the fiercer Oskital 

Murmur’d this cruel hope : 
_ More satisfied 1493 

Myself indeed might prove, if active quest 
In haunts suspected haply yet may bring 
The lurking fugitive from England’s throne, 
Alfred, long sought in vain, to be at last 
A sacrifice, best honouring Odin’s feast.” 


Listening whose words apart, in seeming awe, 
At moment such, while England’s real King 
(As yet in unsuspected guise conceal’d) 
O’erhears the Danes’ designs and inmost thought, 
Together thus in converse frank discuss’d, 
His royal heart amid his country’s wreck 1504 
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Despairs not still, but meditates e’en here 1505 
To wrest hard victory from her vaunting foes. 


Then Amund too, the soldier free and gay, 
Willing concurs, and to the lordly chief 
Opposite adds : 

‘“* Great Oskital, be kind, 

Jocund, and pleased, give rein to mirth awhile ;— 
Enough of wealth and hoarded treasure sure 
Will yet remain to satisfy us all. 
The passing time devote alone to joy.” 1515 


He said, and while the regal Guthrun’s will 
He so confirm’d, his native character 
To each observer but evinced the more. 


Strange was the sense of England’s latent King. 
He all unthought, hears thus his foes conspire 
Against her safety, liberty, and peace. 

All in such situation to his ear 

Ts thus unfolded in authentic course, 

F’en in the bosom of the hostile camp. 

Watchful he marks their deep intents express'd, 
And strongly fixes in his secret mind, 1525 
Projecting yet to conquer at a blow, 

And all inclose in one unguarded net. 


But nought aware, seeming aroused to joy, 
The sovereign Guthrun minded to dispel 
Brooded dissatisfaction all, or gloom, 
Recals the charm of music and of song : 
Then to promote good will and change the theme, 
Calls on the Danish bards, attendant near, 
To cheer this audience with some lofty lay. 
Accordant too with his own character, 
To superstitious reverence prone, devout, 1536 
(More as in presence of the Christian bard, 
Whose ear he deems the novel theme will charm) 
He prompts to choice Odin’s own song sublime, 
Dearest of all to Denmark’s valiant sons, 
That tells the destined “ Twilight of the gods,” 
The ‘‘ Ragnarockur,” theme of that great day, 
The last, the terrible, when nature all 
Its final doom shall suffer, and their meed 
Heroes shall win of glory preordain’d. 

Knowing the favourite boon, the chief to please, 
Nor less to charm each eager warrior’s ear, 1547 
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(Who at such call each rouses deep attent) = 15.18 
The bards of Denmark their loud-echoing harps 
Strike in alternate air of rival pomp, 

Sounding with vying voice that noblest hymna 

Of Scandinavian faith, in strains inspired. 

These ope the scenes of that tremendous time 
When, this world’s sphere confounded, from the 
Of air, and fire, assembled genii sprung [abysms 
With hell-born monsters, nature’s elder foes, 
Scaling invaded heaven, (as doom’d of old,) 

Shall storm Valhalla’s self, assail the gods 

And heroes there collected to their side: 1539 
Such action’s range, heaven, earth, air’s vast abyss, 
Mysterious worlds opposed of frost, and fire, 
Holding the north as south, where only dwell 
Enormous giants, strange and terrible, 

Reserved for this dire hour from time’s first birth. 
Such mighty theme transports the minstrel’s thought: 
When hark ! its rapture thus enchains the ear. 


‘What mortal voice may on this earth presume, 
What thought of man on wings of wonder soar, 
To scan the visions of that last dread day, 

Which the warn’d gods in long expectance wait, 
Forewarn’d of old by oracles of doom? 1571 
When to o’erwhelm their state, predestined foes 
From eld creation’s secret worlds shall rise : 
Reserved to which great time the prudent gods 
(Of their unequal power themselves aware) 

Still summon to their aid from lower earth 

The souls of heroes, boldest of the brave, 

Who die in fields of battle, sword in hand, 
Selected there by herald Valkyries, 

Sent at behest of Frea, heaven’s high Queen. 1580 
What harp may hymn the deeds, the triumphs there 
Summ’d, and terrestrial heroes’ pledged rewards !” 


Paused the deep harps a moment, with the voice, 
As if the soul sank ‘fore the o’erpowering theme, 
Till thus the waiting lay its pomp pursued. 


‘‘ As prelude to thattime’s approach (whence gods 
May know their hour, nor fall all unprepared) 
The elements confused shall yield their sign. 
A wintry desolation, numbing frost, 
Snow gusted from four corners of the world, 1590 
Three winters’ hold, that one fresh summer’s change 
Bar back, the sun’s bright rays obscured, denied, 
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Tempests still roaring, whose fell blasts o’erwhelin 
Eld trees, towers, temples, and the sea-brow’d cliffs, 
The solid mountains rocking from their base, 
Ocean invading earth with gulify waves, 

Shall to o’erawed worlds bear the impending knell. 
To these shall but respond, for omen more, 
Convulsions strange through animation’s reign 

In morals of the world. Dire spectacles 

Of horror, crime, all common to behold! 

Brothers ‘gainst brothers, children’s hands ingrate 
Lifted to slay their parents, every tie 

Of kindly nature sever'd and dissolved ! 1604 
A murderous age! an age of swords and blood, 
Of prodigies untold by human tongue ! 

These for a while shall augury strange portend. 
Till on the ineffable great day at last, 

Loosed by the fall of mountains that bespeak 

A fractured world, the eternal fiend of ill, 

Terrific Loke, the gods’ arch-enemy, 

By Odin’s self in a dark cavern bound 

In chains, perduring till this time of doom, — 
(Where he so long hed howl'd, and writhing oft 
His monstrous limbs in agony had caused 1615 
> Earthquakes, whose bursting terrors shook the globe) 
Shall gain bis freedom, and with fury’s strength 
Shall rise up vast and powerful into light, 

In presence come, too terrible to view ; 

Conscious that now his fated hour is due, 

Savage and fierce, exultant for revenge, 

For which creation shall be space too scant. 

Next too his hell-born son, that hideous wolf 
Fenris, whom gods of old chain’d to a rock, 
Whose power not all Valhalla’s deities 

At first could bind, but all alike were foil’d, 
Secured alone at last by magic’s spells, 

Nor scaping then the loss of Tyr’s right-hand, 1628 
The duel-god, lock’d in his gulfy jaws ; 

This brute of death, rejoicing in his might, 
Stretching himself in rage from heaven to earth, 
Shall in his venom’d maw devour the sun. 
Another monster shall engorge the moon: 

While darkness shall enshrond all nature’s face; 
The unseated stars in ruin fall from heaven; 

The constellations ‘gainst each other dash ; 

In unwont terror then the gods discern 

Their hour is come: that all must bend to fate.” 


A moment paused the harps: for at such name 
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A shudder strange of awe and wonder held — 1610 
In silence e’en the raptured sons of song, 
Themselves o’ercome with marvels which they sung. 
Till Guthrun, at such thought absorb’d alike, 

At last with bated voice his soul reveals: 


‘¢ Tremendous e’en imagination’s eye 
Must sure the picture of such terror deem ! 
Yet to my gifted sight in trance unheard, 
(Haply to mortal glance erst never deign’d) 
Has gracious Odin’s favour will’d a glimpse 
Of these predestined enemies, which song 1650 
Now paints to thought in vivid images. 
But, sons of inspiration, yet indulge 
Ears of the valiant with your full report.” 


Then thus the bards prophetic song renew : 


‘¢ Then too that other evil brood of Loke, 
Midgard’s vast serpent, who, by Odin sunk 
In ocean’s gulfy depths, round earth’s whole orb 
Wraps his enormous body’s grasping folds, 
Whom Thor, the god of thunder, strove in vain 
With his huge mallet’s potence thence to move, 
Shall in the sea roll his impatient bulk, 1661 
Baffling at last confine: before whose might 
Ocean’s swoln waves shall suddenly ascend 
In answering tumult to the skyey heights. 
Bursting his bonds, the Serpent shall uplift 
The waters o’er earth’s surface, and o'‘erwhelm 
Its space with deluge of resistless waves. 
While, changed to a vast spectre, Midgard’s self 
Shall start from out the abyss of waters forth, 
Appalling the shrunk glance; and over earth 
Stalk mid the drowning deluge, uncontroll’d. 
Then too that grim ship, Nagelfara named, —1672 
‘ The vessel of the ages,’ which so long 
Mysterious beings in the abyss of air 
Wherein earth floats (the giants of the frost 
’Twixt Hela’s icy masses on the north, 
And southern Muspelsheim’s dread world of fire) 
Have gloried to construct of dead men’s nails, 
Through periods lapsed of many a rolling age, 
Perfect, shall forth be lifted from its bed, 
Led by the giant Rymer, who shall steer 
Its magic burden o’er earth’s liquid face, 
And, sailing through the vast obscure, shall glide 
To join with nature’s congregated foes.” 1684 
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At such portent foretold, expectance strange 163. 
Holds the rapt chiefs in throb of deep suspense, 
While added wonder wakes enthusiasm new : 
Until in superstitious reverence chain’d, 

Guthrun adjoins this burst of wild amaze : 


‘© Nor monsters such their destined work delay. 
Check not the course of Fate’s imperious tide, 
But ope, prophetic bards, the rush of doom.” 


Jostant at this the gifted race comply: 1698 


‘¢ Fenris, grim wolf, advancing through the air 
Shall spread his gulfy throat, more dire than hell, 
His lower jaw on earth, its upper roof 
Reaching to heaven, and higher, were space given, 
While from his eyes and nostrils sheets of fire 
Flash forth, whose spectral blaze illumes by fits 
The death-shroud strange that veils the universe ; 
Disclosing thus what terrors reign below. 

While Ocean’s ghosted serpent, vaulting high, 
Advances to his evil brother's side, 

With equal vengeance swoln, and from his gorge 
Vomits forth floods of poison, that o’erwhelm 1705 
The misty air and waves’ expanse below. 
Affrighted Heimdal, sentinel of heaven, 

Peals his sonorous trumpet through the worlds 
With dreadful warning to the shuddering gods.” 


Chill tremor seem’d a moment to impede 
The faltering hand that struck the conscious lyre: 
When Guthrun’s voice, impatient, borne away 
By ardour of his pregnant memory, asks: 


‘« Are not these terrors dark precursors sole ? 
Rise not ’gainst gods yet direr foes, (from worlds 
By Odin’s self erst pointed to my view,) 1716 
Which on their power tremendous battle dare?” 


Nought deigning of response, save rapture, such 
As urged the bards on torrent tide of song, 
These, undelay’d, the inspiring theme pursued : 


‘¢ Behold! what vision new in mass of fire 
(Expansive past the reach of straining sight) 
Gilding with lurid gleam the watery waste, 
Ascends from under earth?—Lo! now combined 
In host unknown, unnumber’d, undescribed, 1725 
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The fiery Genii of the dreadful world 1726 
That fronts the climes of Hela, (Queen of death,) 
In shape, as size, of undistinguish’d name, 

Issue from forth their unimagined sphere, 


Within whose flame none, savethemselves, can bide. . 


Wide darkness they o’erspread with ghastly glare, 
As they advance. In glory at their head 

Surtur, the black, prince of the race of fire, 

Stalks onward, while his hideous host around 
Impatient for the approaching conflict burn. 
Inclosed in withering flames, his figure towers 
From earthto heaven. Upon his huge sword’s point 
Blazes another sun. His army glares 1738 
Brighter than starry meteors, yet of form 

And panoply, defying perfect sight. 

Scandent, their power usurps the middle air; 
While following these, the giants of the frost 
(That horrent host, who fill the dim abysm 

Below the shadowing earth) of bulk immense 

And might stupendous, issue to the war. 
Countless in rate, in fierceness rivals too, 

These join those monsters prime: that pristine wolf, 
And Ocean's furious serpent, who not cease 

Their desolating ire, while to their side 1719 
Rushes their evil sire, the infernal Loke: 

And from his ship the giant Rymer’s self 

Stalks forth to aid the fray. Mid such uproar 
Evenes at last the unavoided doom 

Decreed of old. Lo! with terrific crash 

Heaven bursts asunder, and reveals to gaze 

Of all the astonish’d gods the scenes of death 
Prepared at hand; the deluged earth beneath; 
Creation’s evil monsters all arrived, 

The hateful enemies of gods and men, 

The giant-brood of frost, or realms of fire, 

Let forth, to conflict and to havoc come.”’ 17U1 


At such disclose, deep interest unrestrain'’d 
Tts sense express’d in murmurs indistinct : 
Till Guthrun thus his passion oped in words. 


‘* But now, meseems, the glorious hour is sped 
When menaced gods shall summon to their aid 
Heroes of earth, to meet the crash of war. 

Oh! peerless honour for the chosen brave ! 
Speak, prophet-bards, owns valour not its meed, 
Elect from fields terrene to this bigh end.” 1770 
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‘*On time’s convulsion, at the last great day 
Of the world’s overthrow, the signal screams 
Of the loud cock, that guards Valhalla’s gates, 
Announce the evil Genii’s first approach. 
Erecting, like a flame, his golden crest, 
His shrill cries pierce the gods’ sublime abode. 
He wakes the heroes. To their arms they rush. 
They seek the sire of armies. ‘To the clang 
Of Odin’s bird resound from depths below 
The clamours of the sable chanticleer, 1781 
Conceal’d in Hela’s palace, death’s dread Queen. 
The gods in terror from their conclave fly. 
But heroes, all astonish’d, to their aid 
Eager assemble in unnumber'd crowds, 
Emptying Valhalla’s halls magnificent. 
Great Odin to prophetic Mimer hastes 
To ask of wisdom’s oracle, what course 
Were now befitting gods and heroes best. 
Silent, the vacant augury fails response, 
Himself unknowing to control events 
That wait no more bis bidding prophecy. 
The vast ash Ydrasil (whose roots extend 1703 
One through ail heaven, another over bell, 
Another down amid the abyss of air; 
Dread emblem of omnipotence supreme!) 
Terribly groans, and shook with boding fear 
Of hopeless ruin warns the trembling gods. 
Behold ! exulting at heaven’s open’d breach 
The Genii rush o'er the bright rainbow-bridge, 
Eldest Bifrost, that glowing arch of old 
Which has so oft borne gods to earth, but now 
Fails to withstand the fury of their foes. 
For scaling its fair height on winged steeds 
Invading heaven itself, these spurn it down, 1805 
Till sunk in air the gorgeous structure falls. 
Heimdal bimself, its guardian-sentry, flies. 
The conscious gods, who counsel seek in vain, 
Sudden all arm, the heroes and themselves 
Disposing now for battle in array, 
Albeit alarm now verges on despair. 
Enter’d, the hostile hosts of frost, of fire, 
By Loke attended and his horrid brood, 
(Those elder types of vices, and of sin) 
Drawn out for conflict, clothe a vasty plain, 
Iilimitable e’en to sight of gods. 
In brief expectant terror, marshall'd thus, 1517 
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Each host the close of instant battle waits. — ists 
With desperate valour (by foreknowledge damp’d, 
Yet calm) great Odin, war’s illustrious King, 

_ Animates to the fight his host divine, 

But scarce the hero-guardians, drawn from earth. 
In pomp, expanse, in numbers, never war 

Stood equal in compare to this great day, 

While breathless ardour yields a short suspense. 
Tremendous ’gainst each other is the shock. 

Mid shouts and uproar while the conflict joins, 
Mingled awhile, though thousands of each host 1828 
Fall, nought reveals to which side victory leans.” 


When utterance such fired inspiration breathed, 
An extacy of uncontroll'd delight 
That from the raptured warriors burst at once, 
Admitted scarce procedure of the lay. 
Till sdeigning pause of interval whate’er, 
The glorious acts, for embryon time reserved, 
Recal the bards’ perspicuous clue of song. 


“Lo! Thor’s roused godhead from his mighty arm 
Launches vast thunders and the lightning’s bolt, 1838 
Or with his mace, snatch’d from his belt of power, 
Fights singly arm’d, and thousand foes o’erwhelms. 
Majestic Odin, heaven’s supernal King, 

War’s guiding god, in his throned chariot borne 
Shouts terribly, and with a voice of awe 

Calls to his side the bending Valkyries, 
Commission’d, as he rules the marshall’d field. 
Or active Frea, his loved goddess-spouse, 

Darts her swift transit o’er the ethereal plain 
With messages to heroes, sent from gods, 
While Odin’s self, with his entrenchant spear 

Or blazing falchion in his ruthless hand, 
Bestrews with victims the red floor of beaven. 1851 
Tyr, god of combats, with his single arm 

(The other sever’'d by Loke’s wolfish fiend) 

Still boldly fights, inspiring courage round. 
Recruited Heimdat clangs his trumpet’s blast, 
Whose echo yet resounds through falling worlds ; 
To battle animates again, and joins 

Himself the ranks of that tremendous war. 

A cloud of javelins from the heroic host 
O’ercopes in flamy sheet heaven’s giant foes, 
While from the Genii of the realms of fire 

Sails back response of pestilential flames, 
Blasting the ranks diviue and hero train, 1863 


EEE 


BOOK XXXVI. 235 


Who fall innumerous. Then new powers of frost, 
Arm’d with destruction equal as diverse, 

Usher loud whirlwinds forth, and prison’d storms 
Of blinding snows, and ‘ sleet of arrowy’ hail. 

The fell wolf Fenris from his livid throat 

Flashing forth flames, impregn’d with venom’d death, 
Extirpates thousands. Hurling volumes forth 

Of poisonous blasts, the Ocean-Serpent stalks, 
Breathing destruction in his shunless path. 

Great Odin’s self, and Surtur, murky King, 
Together dare the conflict. Neither wins 

The dubious triumpb, which confusion parts, 1875 
Ere fortune poises her uncertain scale. 

The conscious Thor, and Odin, heaven’s great lord, 
Joining each other’s side, advance, intent 

The wolfish Fenris to attack, combined. 

But straight, to aid his kin, the Serpent slinks, 
(Alike the evil progeny of Loke) 

And with his might compels the shrinking Thor 

To wage the battle, while to Fenris’ power 

Is left the intrepid Odin’s single might. 

What mortal breath that combat may reveal, 

Or such engagement paint to human thought ?” 180 


A moment paused the bard, as if the soul 
Labour’d with big conception, till again 
The tremulous harp thus seized the unequal theme. 


‘©In Fenris’ bosom for his ancient bonds [round; 
Dark vengeance broods, while lowers the monster 
Whose breast stern Odin’s falchion, in its sway 
Wielded with power undaunted, pierces oft. 

He on the god still vomits venom’d fires, 

Which blast his armour, and convulse with pain 
Deity’s self.— Oft does war’s mighty King 

Elude the monster’s grasp, until at last 1897 
The victim god, by course of destiny, 

Is by his ruthless foe through sleight devour’d. 
Then does dismay the gods and hero host 
O’ertake indeed ; while clamour’d triumph strange 
Bursts from the giant-foes such fate to hear. 

Then silent ViDAR, the supremest god, 

(Of Fenris’ act indignant) to his side 

Advancing, tears the victor’s ravening Jaws 

In sunder by his own eternal power, 
Transcendant o’er each less perduring god, 

And slays the conqueror, venging Odin’s doom.” 
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At such dread utterance, shuddering terror shook 
That audience, but the torrent flow of song, 1910 
Disdaining interruption, thus pursues. 


«* Augments the battle’s rage. On either side 
Predestined thousands fall. The conflict still 
Of the Sea-serpent, and air-thundering Thor 
Lasts unabated. ‘Gainst life-withering bolts 
Launch’d on his head, Midgard’s empoison’d floods 
Sole countervail, until the fated snake 
Thor’s puissance slays, but soon himself in turn 
Nine steps recoiling falls, with sulphurous blasts 
Suffocate, and resign’d to presaged death. 1920 
The general face of heaven is o’erspread 
With flames from Genii perishing, and steams 
Of venom from the dying Midgard’s jaws. 
Black Surtur rages in ungovern’d sway 
With pestilence of fire, while in the war 
Perish inferior deities, time-sped, 
Tonumerable. Then succeeds the fight 
Of Managarmer, the war-wolf, and him 
Tyr, god of duel, champion summon’d last, 
Till sinks the god, in ruin overpower’d. 
Exulting Surtur, leading on his powers 1931 
From Muspelsheim’s unfathom’d world of fire, 
Flames at their head o’er all the dazzled heaven ; 
Aud confident in victory, o’erwhelms 
The assistant heroes, strewing heaven’s vast floor, 
And gods, who yet that fatal war pursue. 
Then the proud foes Valhalla’s pomp destroy 
And cities all of heaven, consummating 
In last destruction eld creation’s fall.” 


Awe at such fate reveal’d, ineffable, 
Each earthly hero bound in silent thought : 
Till kingly Guthruo ventured thus recal : 1942 


‘‘ Yet all not perish! Though creation’s worlds, 
And time's vicegerent gods, feel end so dire, 
Heroes still live, with valour’s endless meed.” 


Responsive, swift the accordant bards return: 


“Oh! glorious honour, valour’s crown'd reward ! 
Amid this wreck of nature, unappall'd, 
Unblench’d, uninjured, still some gods survive. 
The silent VIDAR, and his peer divine, 

Immortal VALI, walk the ruin’d beaven 1951 
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In majesty of state omnipotent, 1955 
By fire, or raving tempests undismay’d. 

These chase the powerless Surtur and his host 
(Their fated task accomplish’d) by a word. 

They, shrinking at such hest from alien heaven 
Descend to earth. There darting fire and flames 
Over its deluged world, their rage consumes 

Its seas, isles, mountains, countries into nought. 
Then comes forth He, the Gop, who governs all, 
Issuing with power eterne, to whose sole word 
Black Surtur’s self and all inferior powers 1962 
Are but as agents of his will divine. 

He, o'er the blazing ruins borne sublime, 

Calls up the souls of men, who died on earth 

In battle sword in hand, now overthrown 

At the last conflict on the plains of heaven 

In aid of gods—fallen, not annihilate : 

All too who in Niflheimer’s dungeons groan, 

All, who of sickness, or old age have died. 

Then heroes brave and good shall Deity 

Assign to Gimle’s golden palaces, 1972 
There to be bappy, and share pleasures new, 
Worthy high hope. from age to endless age :-— 
Cowards and base the same awarding voice 

Now fitly dooms to dark Nastronde’s shore, 

That region terrible, where structures rise, 

Rear’d all of serpents foul who there disgorge 
Rivers of poison, wherein float the bad 

In spectral gloom and torment unreprieved, 
Whose hearts a wolf shall tear in pangs eterne. 
This is the end of all things: till afresh 

Out of this wreck shall a new earth arise, 1983 
New men thereon, new regent gods in heaven. 
But of that second world no tongue may tell ;— 
Breathed to no human mind, no mortal dream.” 


So closed the lay sublime. With suited meed 
Boundless applause ensues. Excitement strange 
In every hero’s tranced bosom hails 
The glorious prospect, so to thought reveal’d 
In prophecy by Odin’s self inspired : 

The wonders which his warlike faith proclaims 
To his adorers, worthy of his choice. 


Amaze absorbs the heroic company, ' 1994 
While martial ardour, swell’d to loftiest height, 
From this low earth wings fancy up to heaven, 
And scenes whereon e’en gods yet muse with awe. 
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Till from imagination’s vision’d trance 1998 
Mute pause recals dazed thought to earth again. 


Then kingly Guthrun, pious and devout, 
Rapt by the theme in solemn ecstasy, 
Opes his large mind, fired by his heathen faith. 


“ See we not, noble comrades, here assured 
In heavenly prophecy, (great Odin’s gift,) 
War’s priceless value, and at rate how vast 
The gods earth’s chosen heroes deign to prize? 
Breathes not religion’s essence war and strife ? 
Is not on courage deathless honour shower’d ? 2008 
Albeit the gods themselves, their date decreed, 
Appear to temporary sway ordain’d, 
And e’en their during age must come to end, 
Io nature’s final conflict back absorb'd 
Into the bosom of Divinity, 
Whence each inferior essence first had sprung, 
To man is given to live eternally, 
In endless bliss, the guerdon of the brave ! 
Meet were for this contempt of danger, pain, 
And earthly death, cheer’d by rewards so high: 
Recompensed after by so glorious doom ! 2019 
Soon let us hope the splendid time at hand, 
When this shall prove the universal faith 
O’er Britain’s isle, our own dominion won, 
When all her native race shall be embued 
With Odin’s worship, breathing hopes like these !”’ 


So as he fervent said, o’erheard by all, 
England’s true King (in minstrel garb disguised) 
Silent observes, and ponders in himself, 

How widely is this fierce religion’s spirit 
Dissonant from Christ’s mild and peaceful faith ! 
Nor fails his clement soul feel deep regret, 2030 
That a brave people, who by nature seem 

Endued with many a noble quality, 

Should err, in such dread superstitions lost : 

Yet even then hope fires his kingly breast 

Souls, dark as these, from darkness to convert, 
(Haply the thoughtful Guthrun, prime of all) 
Conquer’d at last; for ill repaying good, [cloud, 
From foes, made friends; to chase Night’s dreamy 
And o’er the waked sense shed the light of Truth. 


After such trance of general rapture pledged, 
When draughts of wine again had cheer’d the soul, 
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And music's lingering power seem’d yct to soothe 
All in fresh tie of happy harmony, 2043 
In turn with air of regal courtesy, 

Now toward the minstrel-stranger Guthrun turns. 
For yet in secret bent but more to prove 

Both to his listening comrades and himself, 

How far superior is great Odin’s creed 

To aught imparted by Christ’s humbler faith, 
(Still with no sign of haught disparagement) 
Seeming (how strange soe’er!) as if of each 
Thought then were glancing in the self-same track 
To mark the contrast of religions twain, 2053 
The sovereign Dane entreats the Christian bard 

In generous rivalry himself to sing, 

(So to amuse or haply e’en instruct 

With novelty the noblest Danish ears) 

If England's Christian creed can aught essay 
That may compare with Odin’s glorious hope ? 

If aught to his devoted followers 

Christ’s promise pledges at the world’s last end 

So grand as Odin’s heaven-taught bards have sung? 
If aught it boast so excellent as this, 

So truly noble to exalt the soul, 2064 
And make it o’er death’s welcome summons smile ? 
Then adds the royal Dane with suasive air: 
‘Grant us a taste of England's quality, 

And this high theme in preference to all.” 

Little suspects he what effect in turn 

On his moved heart Christ’s heavenly truths would 
And of what after-fruit, e’en on a soul [work, 
Impregn’d as was his own, implant the germ. 


Then England’s King, in minstrel-garb disguised, 
Descrying suited opportunity, 
(E’en as the angelic vision had presaged) 
Feels to that charge as secretly inspired, 2076 
He knows not whence; yet gifted passing wont, 
From Christian lore prepares his due response. 
He deems that in the Danes material dwells 
For a great people, if to Christ’s true faith 
Converted, they can yet be civilized, 
By arts of peace reclaim’d from bloody war, 
And be with England’s native sons combined 
In union, one strong nation yet to form. 


Fond hope the royal minstrel entertains, 
That with heaven’s blessing e’en this favouring hour 
May serve in minds ferocious (but discern’d — 2087 
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Intelligent, nor wanting gentleness 2088 

In bravery still inherent) to infuse - 

Instruction, which may haply yet convert 

And bend in future growth to faith of Christ : 

Or e’en whose influence mild may counteract 

Somewhat the Dane’s stern purpose to extirp 

From Britain’s isles Christ’s gentle creed, when 
known, 

Nor Odin’s fabled doctrines plant instead. 


Trusting to sacred feeling, he recals 
Christ’s own relation, tender as sublime, : 
E’en as his Master’s voice divine reveal'd, 2008 
Unfolded in Truth’s own simplicity ; 
Not sprung of earth, but the mild peace of heaven, 
Immortal as Truth’s self, or as that spring 
Of Love, the principle which first gave birth 
To all creation, guides, and still sustains. 


Remembering what the power and charm of song, 
(As proved by David’s harp on Saul’s stern ire) 
He fans that sacred inspiration’s flame, 

And meditative in his secret mind 

Invokes heaven’s gracious aid to sanctify 2108 
His lips with hallow’d utterance, such as breathed 
From prophets old on darkling nations’ ear: 

That, vesting Truth in robe of poesy, 

It may work lasting good to England's race, 
Affeeting generations yet unborn. 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XXXVI. 


Arrep, in his character of a minstrel, sings, in compliance 
with Guthrun’s request, the revelation of the last day, accord- 
ing to the Christian belief, and aflerwards further explains to 
Guthrun the system of Christianity, thereby laying the founda- 
tion of the future conversion of the Danish monarch. Guthrun 
is much struck with the tenets of the Christian religion, which 
are to him entirely new, and which differ so widely from the 
faith of Odin. He is desirous of introducing to the English 
bard a female Christian caplice confined in his tent, in order 
that she may be cheered with music and song. On Alfred's 
introduction, he and the Queen, whom he had thought dead, 
mutually recognise each other. Events of this interview: she 
swoons, and is removed from the camp to Earl-Stoke, the rural 
seat of the Danish chief. Alfred is left in strange perplezily. 
Intervicw between Guthrun and the Queen: his kind and res- 
pectful treatment of her. He pledges himself for the safety of 
her children, and promises that she shall see the minstrel again 
on the following day. Alfred, in the night, wanders through 
the camp, and approaching the Queen's abode, plays an air which 
she recognises. He is suddenly alarmed by the appearance of 
Hianfrid, who has just returned to the Danish camp. The 
danger of his detection is multiplied, and he remains ina painful 
state of conflicting feelings and purposes. 
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HEN thus the Christian bard assumes his theme, 
Contrasting with the Pagan’s martial creed 
(That ends creation in a strife of war,) 
The milder beauty of celestial truth; 
And sings, requested, of the last great day, 
Reveal’d by Christ himself in awful words, 
Recorded in his followers’ writ inspired. 


‘¢ Preceding this world’s end, shall come a time 
Of strange distress among man’s mortal race 
In token’d sign of such event's approach. 
Then shall be beard of wars, commotions dire; 11 
Nation shall rise ’gainst nation, realm ’gainst realm, 
In maddening tumult; famines, pestilence, 
Earthquakes with horrid fury bursting forth, 
Shall sorrows, fears, and troubles but begin. 
Dread persecution shall throughout the earth 
Assail the flock of Christ: fell treasons, hate, 
Encompass them, and doom to sateless death. 
Wickedness shall be rife, and natural love 
Wax cold, while feigned prophets shall arise 
Deceiving many; brother shall betray 
Brother, the son his sire, e’en children turn 
Against their proper parents and consign 23 
To tortured death, affection’s bonds dissolved. 
These things must be, but not yet comes the end.” 


So as the minstrel sung, the royal Dane 
Refrains not utter his observant watch, 
Thus interposing : 

‘“« Even such a scene 
Among mankind, our Odio’s faith sublime 
Reveals must nature’s final doom precede. 
But sing, rapt stranger, oracles thine own.” 


Tnstant at this the Christian bard pursues. 33 
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‘Yet must the tidings of Christ’s kingdom first 
Be to all nations of the world proclaim’d 
(Ere that end come,) for witness to them all. 
Then comes that final close. Then shall the event 
Foredoom’d from earliest time at last appear. 
Then shall men see the desolation spread 
Abominable, spoke by seers of old. 
Then shall affliction, tribulation, rise 
Such as was ne’er, since God’s created worlds 
Sprung out of chaos, to this awful hour; 
No: nor through nature’s reign e’er more must be. 
Unless those days were shorten'd, mortal men 45 
(Frail flesh and blood) might never from such wrath 
Flee and be saved; yet for the sake of those, 
The loved, the elect, abridged those days shall be. 
Since Christ himself has, with a prophet’s voice, 
Foretold his followers all, whate’er must come, 
Not from this earth must pass man’s race, until 
These things all first be done: but of that day 
Knoweth no mortal man ;—no, not indeed 
The heavenly angels, but sole God himself. 
Suddenly as of old the deluge came 
In days of Noah, shall Christ’s coming be. 
Even as then surprized and unprepared 57 
While men their ordinary tasks pursued, 
It swept all nations of the earth away, 
So on the universal world again, 
Like a new deluge, shall destruction come. 
Then suddenly shall Christ, the Son of man, 
(Reveal’d once more) to final judgment move, 
With glory, power, and majesty divine. 
After those tribulations shall be past, 
Incontinent, with terror unconceived, 
The sun’s bright orb shall be in darkness whelm’d, 
The shrinking moon refuse her faded light, 68 
The once resplendent stars shall fall from heaven, 
The powers which there in order'd sphere have moved 
- From nature's date, shall in concussion strange 
Be shook, and from their destined orbits start, 
All order whelim’d, as with a comet’s rush, 
Mingling destruction through the wreck of worlds.” 


So as the prophet-bard reveal’d, and seem’d 
Deep awe expressing in his raptured look, 
Scarce reverence less disclosing at the thought 
The Danish King his own remark adjoins. 


‘* Like terrors too great Odin’s faith portends, 79 
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And to intent the same, precursive all 80 
Of universal doom. But, gifted bard, 
Ope yet the sum of Christian prophecy.” 


Swift, as inspired, the bard such call obeys: 


“Then shall appear the last predicted sign, 
The Son of man in heaven, whose advent there 
Shall certain token add of time’s surcease. 
O’er ruin’d earth the tribes of man shall mourn 
Enrapt in terrors, woes, astonishment, 
While all the nations of his kind, dispersed 89 
O’er earth, his eldest home, there living still, 
Shall now behold at once the Son of man 
Come in the clouds of heaven with godlike power, 
And grandeur unconceived by mortal thought. 
With suited state and pomp ineffable 
Him then shall all heaven’s angel hosts attend, 
Enthroned in new-born glory, whose sole light 
(All other radiance quench’d, eld nature’s sun 
Extinguish’d, and the softer moon effaced, 
The stars in chaos sunk of vacuous space) 
Shall thus succeed creation’s ruin’d frame.” — 400 


At this the regal Guthrun, rapt, exclaims: 


“‘Lofty and vast indeed those images 
Of glory, such as nought before I deem’d 
The tenets of Christ’s humbler faith contain’d. 
But, minstrel, on: eager I burn to hear 
All of a presence that well seems divine !” 


Instant with transport new the bard pursues: 


‘‘Then shall this Prince of power, this King o'er 
Send forth his angel with a trumpet’s sound (death, 
Echoing stupendous, sole, o’er conscious spheres, 
Whose hest shall gather all the race of men, 

All nations through descending ages born, 

From the four winds, each corner of the world, 
From the earth’s utter parts and verge extreme 

To the remotest bound of heaven’s expanse. 

Forth from their shiver’d graves the dead shall rise, 
The sea give up its bodies from the deep: 
Corruption now with incorruption clothed, 

The mortal changed to immortality, 

Myriads of being, shapes of novel light, 

Now peopling space with dread magnificence. 121 
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Then comes the sum. Tho’ heaven’s bright firma- 
Fade, shrinking like a shrivell’d scroll away, [ment 
Though earth alike with these shall pass to nought, 
Christ’s words eterne shall fail not, but abide.”’ 


The minstrel paused a moment, as o’erpower’d 
With reverent awe and thought of doom to come. 
When conscious him the kingly Guthrun cheer’d, 
Himself, (it seem’d) enrapt in strange amaze, 
Addressing words like these: 

‘* Believe, graced bard, 
Much of the theme now told, I hail as all 132 
New to mine ear, and fraught with wonder strange. 
Proceed: declare what marvels rest to tell.” 


Anxious to satisfy the roused attent 
Of his hoped proselyte, the minstrel bard 
The doom of Christ’s last judgment thus reveals : 


‘‘ When he, man’s Saviourand his destined Judge, 
Shall at the end of sublunary time 
To gather’d sons of men appear again 
With all the holy angels, such his state 
Inscrutable attending, then shall he 142 
Seated upon his glorious throne appear. 
Before bis face all nations of the world, 
That ever since its first creation lived, 
Shall be assembled amid boundless space. 
Then with omniscient wisdom, match’d in power, 
He shall divide the millions, each from each, 
With ease as when the careful shepherd parts 
His sheep from goats, that o’er the mountains feed. 
All with the quickness of immortal spirits 
Shall separate: the good to his right hand, 
The wicked to his left, impell’d, shall part. 
Then shall their King omnipotent exalt 154 
His voice, and first the good (decree to him 
Most pleasing) thus with gracious words address : 
‘ Come now, ye bless’d of heaven’s eternal sire, 
Enjoy henceforth the realm prepared for you 
From the foundation of earth’s lower world. 
For I was hungry, and ye gave me food: 
I was athirst, you kindly brought me drink : 
I was a stranger, but your home was mine: 
Naked, you clothed me: sick, you eased my pain: 
In prison, and ye came to soothe my griet.’ 
Then shall the good with modest wonder ask, 
In meek reply: ‘ Lord, when did we behold _166 
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Thee hungry, that we fed thee, or athirst, 167 
And gave thee drink ? When wert thou seen of us 
A stranger, that we took thee to our home? 
Naked, that we might clothe thee, or oppress’d 
With sickness, or in prison, that we came 

To bring thee comfort, and thy grief appease ?” 
Well pleased, the mighty King shall thus return : 

‘ Truly I tell you, since these gentle acts 

You to the least of these your fellow-men, 

(Your and my brothers once,) have ever done, 

I now impute those acts as done to me.’ 

Then turning toward the left, the almighty Judge 
Shall to the wicked spirits gather’d there 179 
' Reluctantly pronounce this dreadful doom: 

‘ Depart from me, ye cursed, into fire 

Eternal, not at first prepared for you 

But for the Devil and his angels ill, 

To whose bad natures you have join’d yourselves. 
For I was hungry, you gave me no food : 

I was athirst, you tender’d me no drink : 

I was a stranger, ye received me not: 

Naked, you lent no raiment: I was sick, 
Consign’d to prison; but no pity moved 

You, visiting, to soothe my lorn distress.’ 190 
Then shall the wicked with assumed surprize 

And hardihood of guilt thus boldly ask, 
Expostulating : ‘ Lord, when saw we thee 
Hungry, athirst, a stranger, naked, sick, 

In prison, and not then thy wants relieved ?— 
Then shall the Judge this sole reply return : 

‘ You too I truly tell, since none of these 

Kind duties of humanity you did 

To one of these your suffering fellow-men, 

(Your and my brothers once,) ye did it never 

To me. Depart hence, for I know ye not.’ 

Then shall these pass to everlasting woe, 202 
When heaven of evil clear’d, and far removed 

All ministers of pain, the good shall stay 

There to partake eternal peace and bliss, 

Joys which eye ne'er hath seen, nor ear yet heard, 
Nor e’er hath thought of mortal man conceived, 
For his own sons by nature’s God prepared. 

He then shall wipe all tears from every eye : 

For death shall be no more, nor woe, nor wail, 
Nor pain,—for former things are pass’d away. 
Then from the heavens shall an angel come. 
Clothed with a cloud, a rainbow on his head, 

His countenance glittering as the sun, his feet 214 
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Pillars of fire: one foot upon the sea, 215 
His left foot on the earth, he then shall cry 

With a loud voice, as when a lion roars, 

While thunders deep shall echo forth reply. 

Then shall the angel lift his hand to heaven, 

And in His name who lives for evermore, 

Who heaven, and all things made that are therein, 
Earth too, and all within its space contain’d, 

The sea alike, and whatsoe’er there moves, 
Proclaim to all, that time shall be no more. 

The heavens shall straight with tumult pass away, 
The elements with fervent heat shall melt, 226 
The earth, and all therein, consume in fires. 

The kingdoms of this world are now become 

The kingdom of our God, and of bis Christ, 
Annex’d in universal peace and love, _ 

And HE o’er all shall reign for evermore. 

Then shall ALMIGHTY DEITY create [high 
New heavens, new earth. But in these mysteries 
Angels desire to look, and are denied. 

In awful silence then weak man must pause, 

Sole ’fore his MAKER’S power and goodness bow’d ; 
Grateful for so much shewn of promised bliss.” 


[sorb’d © 


Ceased then the Christian bard, and seem’d ab- 
In thought too vast for scope of mortal range, 
Deep adoration in his look express’d 
Caught e’en by those who saw. The rival theme 
Woke in the bosom of the listening Danes 
Strange wonder, such as drew the well-won meed 
Of deep applause, albeit the lay reveal’d 
A doom, so from their own faith differing wide : 
More mark’d by contrast, since were heard the twain, 
As blackest night sets off succeeding day. 

But most of all the importing subject strikes 

The regal Guthrun, whose reflective mind 249 
(Of bent religious) to research was prone. 

Him while a new sensation of delight, 

Blent with surprize, absorbs, with bated voice, 

As ’twere aside, his brooding bosom’s fraught 

He thus unfolds to his observant train. 


“A vision grand and awful sure, to sight 
Of rapt imagination, is reveal’d 
E’en in the Christian minstrel’s vying lay ! 
I had not deem’d the Christian’s humbler creed 
Aught of so lofty majesty contain’d !” 259 
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Then too the variance ’twixt the doom last told 
And his own faith the Danish chief remarks, 
Haply escaping less attentive thought. 


‘* How different a spirit this belief 
O'er nature’s final consummation breathes ! 
Where not to war and vengeance, strife and death 
On the red field of battle, sword in hand, 
(As our great Odin’s pledge to heroes sole 
Glory’s condition adds in future worlds) 
But we discern the meed of honour here, 
And bliss eterne, for merit’s due, assign’d 270 
In the grand hour of judgment’s last award, 
Singly to acts of kindness done to men 
On earth, benevolence in practic proof, 
Of this religion essence made and test, 
By Christ himself adopted and referr’d 
As done e’en to apparent Deity. 
"Tis passing strange !—-yet though I may perceive 
Beauty in fiction novel e’en as this, 
(As suited to some Deity benign, 
Willing the general happiness of men, 
Not less on earth than in new worlds to come) 
Inferior to our own this faith I deem, 282 
Reaching its end by course too still and tame 
In homely current of ignoble peace.” 


So breathed the paynim King, yet unconvinced, 
From early youth in Odin’s faith embued, 
Remark but native to his martial soul. 


‘* Truly indeed (the Christian minstrel, then 
Seizing the moment, adds) the principle 
Of Christ’s religion, root, and test is Love, 
‘ By name to come, call’d Christian charity ;’ 
In sight of heaven beyond all else esteem’d. 292 
‘ For though with tongue of angels, as of men, 
I speak, and have not charity, my rate 
Is nothing ; but become as sounding brass, 
Or as a tinkling cymbal.— And although 
I have the gift of prophecy, and scan 
All mysteries, all knowledge; though I own 
All faith, of fervour able to surmount 
Opposure vast soe’er, but bear in heart 
No charity, yet I am nothing still : 
And though I, lavish, all my goods bestow 
To feed the poor, and e’en my body give 
A sacrifice, yet feel not charity, 304 
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The vain ostent still profiteth me nought. $05 
Charity suffereth long, is tender-kind: 

Charity envies not, nor vaunts itself; 

Is not with pride puff'd up; doth not behave 
Itself unseemly, seeketh not her own: 

Not easily is provoked, thinketh no ill: 

Joys not in aught of wrong, but in the truth: 
Patient in all things, unsuspicious still 

Of others’ guile, still hoping for the best 

Thro’ every chance, and all things mild endures. 
Charity never fails: but whether rise 315 
Prophecies, they shall fail : whether may charm 
Tongues, they shall cease, and knowledge fleet 
For but in part we know, and but in part [away. 
Can prophesy; but when the perfect comes, 

Then that which is in part is done away. 

And now abide faith—hope—and charity, 

These three: while faith to certainty gives place. 
When hope in full fruition shall expire, 

Of bliss possess'd, charity still o’er all 

Greatest shall live, and form heaven’s bliss eterne : 
For love is heaven, and God himself is love. 

So tells a voice inspired, and here behold 

A constellation of all virtues summ'd !” 328 


Ceased here thebard, while awe o’erspread his look. 


Then Guthrun, turning to his chieftain guests, 
(Anxious to know alike their thought’s impress) 
Courteous enquires : 

‘‘ Appears not too to you, 
My noble comrades, this same novel faith 
Most strange and curious? yet howe’er from ours 
Its tenets differ, not of grace devoid, 
Nor order, suited to some peaceful sphere, 
(Were it but true) but failing, as we see, 338 
To serve the future need of gods and men. 
Say, brave compeers, (so much this system’s train 
Strikes my own mind, that yours I fain would ask) 
What deems each hero of a creed so new, 
Held forth to studious worship of mankind ?” 


Then some his generals, chieftains, fierce and rude, 
Untutor’d save in cares of war and spoil, 
Bred all in Odin’s superstitious faith, 
Deliver thus their thoughts in suited strain, 
Each answering to his several character. 348 
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Oskital, stern, unstaunch’d in avarice, 349 
Tells, he discerns this idle creed accords 
No worth to earthly wealth, and treasures heap’d, 
(Albeit from proper spoil amass’d of foes) 
Save as affects capacity of use 
And distribution among other men 
In acts of bounty proved, and constant gifts : 
Nor honour’s zealous efforts to extirp 
With sword and fire other dissentient sects 
Of infidels, who Odin’s faith disdain. 


The sons of Regner, Haldene, and the bold 359 
Hinguar, nor less the younger prince, Biorn, 
Observe with own’d surprize, the Christian doom 
Extols not aught the roving quest of war, 

Regal dominion, or won power on earth, 
And deem such clear omission strange past all. 


The veteran Hasting, restless, turbulent, 
Addicted long to naval piracy, 
Wonders to mark heaven’s favour none assign’d 
To the Sea-King’s achievements, dangers braved, 
Seats wrested far abroad, and foes o’erthrown. 


The livelier Amund, whose still favourite theme 
Was sensual love, remarks he sees not here 371 
The warrior’s glory, favours of the fair, 

Graced with approval, nor the joys of wine, 
Nor sports and tournaments in earth or heaven, 
But sole such love as tenderness supplies 

The weak to cherish and the poor oppress’d, 
Prompt their lorn wants to succour and relieve. 


The rest,whate’er they deem, in silence muse. [shew 
Nathless, from some though spoke remarks might 
Their minds, not yet to Christ’s mild faith subdued, 
Which foster’d not wild passions long their own, 
Their thought’s expression proved the imparted ray 
Had touch’d each darkling soul, nor left unpregn’d, 
But apt for influence fresh of future light. 384 


The Danish bards too their own comment add, 
And after tribute deign’d of won applause, 
These join the Christian stranger’s song to praise, 
Which, though incredulous, they yet admire. 


Following whose thought, the sovereign Guthrun 
(As wont) the merit of each rival bard [then 
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Admitting, royally rewards with gifts 391 
Of token’d favour, first his country’s band 
Honouring, and after these the Christian too, 
With suited notice, and to each assigns 

For a rich present (custom of the time) 

A purple tunic, edged with ermine rare 

In symbol of allow’d nobility. 


Then with the Christian minstrel more to prove 
Pleased satisfaction (by the thronging board 
Heard without envy) bere the royal Dane 
Invites his stay till Odin’s festival, 401 
Meantime to be at hand a welcome guest. 

[strel’s mind, 

Ah! then what thoughts glanced thro’ that min- 
When England's King, in such disguise conceal’'d, 
Deems in that festive hour he shall indeed 
Be there, in aspect changed and other form, 

With a roused nation following at his beck! 


Now while again exhilarating draughts 
Of copious beverage from the gold-tipp’d horn, 
Or polish’d skulls of fallen enemies, 
Renew the due rites of the martial feast, 4ll 
Haply in turn e’en the companion-fair 
Would deign alternately some charmed lay 
Of melting tenderness, their suited theme ; 
And breathe with varied grace the female voice 
(Sweetest of music, passing harp or lute) 
To tune some air of witching melody, 
Whose tone the banquet soothes, while it prolongs. 


Waned thus in swift delight the lapsing eve, 
Till as the duskier twilight warns to rest, 
The feast dissolves, and from the shield-bhung cope 
Of royal Guthrun’s tent, the invited throng 422 
Of comrade-chiefs, with their attendant train, 
Retire, all save the beckon’d Christian bard, 
And of his chosen suite some yet detain’d. 


His guests dismiss’d, within his stiller tent 
Mutely the thoughtful Guthrun sat awhile: 
For still the sovereign Dane, than all more mild, 
Politic, kingly, in his secret breast 
Revolving doctrine to his thought so strange 
As late imparted by the Christian bard, 
Cannot dispel it from his brooding soul. 
But inly pleased bis minstrel guest to note 433 
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Intelligent on subjects, fitting best 434 
His large and regal (though mistaken) mind, 
Impatient (e’en as erst in earlier day 

The Jewish ruler, Nicodemus, fired 

With thirst of heavenly knowledge, hied by night 
To the great Teacher’s self, while deign’d on earth, 
Intent the scope of his new faith to scan) 

The Paynim King with reverence passing wont 
Invokes the Christian votary to his side. 

He, glad of opportunity so rare 

To ask of one apparently acquaint, 

Solicits that the Christian bard will deign 445 
Unfold yet more to his excited ear 

The tenets, system of Christ’s novel faith, 

If haply yet of so capacious theme 

He can in brief a lucid outline ope, 

And to perception sum the full design 

Of Christianity, whose primal glimpse 

(Discern’d but now, reveal’d in partial song) 

He feels, to so sublime ideas lead ! 

The more, since these the Danish chief discerns 
(Till he can change and turn to nobler faith) 

The tenets of the nation he must rule, 

By fortune’s course and rights of victory. 457 


«« Already (so the frank enquirer tells) 
From Christian captives I have frequent sought 
To learn the purport of the faith they loved, 
And somewhat glean’d at times, which rather served 
My earnest curiosity to rouse, 
Than satisfy on this importing theme. 
But now hope glows, to hear reveal’d at full 
(Whose opening has so much my heart impress’d), 
Religion, though far humbler than our own, 
Peaceful, submissive, kind and amiable, 
Such as may win attention, and instruct ; 468 
Of power, methinks, indeed to influence much 
Men’s actions, and affect a nation's fate.” 


So said the regal Dane, yet little deem’d 
Whom he address’d, or what converted change 
Haply with gradual power at future day, 

On his own mind the impartment sought should work. 
At this, observant still, the English King 

Is fired with hope and spirit new to mark 

The Danish chief’s attention waked, and thus 
Occagion blest arise (induced so well) 

Now to promote high use and presaged good, 479 
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In Guthrun’s sought conversion, one main end 480 
Of such his venturous entrance to this place. 

The Pagan leader’s character he notes, 

Serious, contemplative, and hopes to work 

On such a spirit to a purpose high. 

He deems, if first their honour’d chief be turn’d, 
Such mark’d example may the rest persuade, 

And to their equal change induce the way : 

For still this wish benign pervades his heart, 

That could he make but friends of enemies, 

And after meditated victory 490 
Convert these sons of blood, these fetter’d slaves 
Of superstition, to the dawn of truth, 

To Christian followers, subjects of his own, 
Haply supporters brave and firm allies, 

What blest effects might from such union spring ! 


Pensive, the sovereign ponders and recals 
Thoughts that had erst engaged, enflamed, possess'd 
The minds of elder prophets, heaven-inspired ; 

No less, by studious care, from converse glean’d 
In shades retired of sylvan Athelney, 

With Christian prelates, there alike detain’d, 
Grave Plegmund, head of England’s primal see, 
Deep read in scriptural and antique lore, 503 
Or holy Adulph, meek and good as wise, 

Or from the acute and musing Erigen, 
(Remember’d now and bent to noble use) 

Than from strict reading and conviction’s proof 
His own. And secretly the King his wont 

Now gratulates the more, that it had been 

His habit old with grave religious men 

To hold sweet converse, that by lesson learn’d 
And answer to his questions oft address'd, 

Aided by studies of his own research, 

He may this deign’d occasion aptly seize 514 
Now to advance religion's cause divine, 

And point true learning to a patriot end. 


Glowing with such great purpose, if he now 
Can o’er religion and the truths sublime 
Of Christianity aspire to throw 
The alluring robe and charm of poesy, 
(But human touch in vain assumes to add 
Grace aught to heaven’s simplicity divine) 
Such as with happy dignity may please, 
And willingly remember’d, win assent ‘ 
Of minds, not yet to its conviction gain’d, 525 
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The thoughtful sovereign deems be may in this 
Haply himself no object mean achieve, 

But lasting service to his country yield. 

To such high task proposed the raptured bard 
Prays inly inspiration deign’d from heaven, 
Perception from dim error’s mist to clear, 

And aid meet utterance of the lofty theme : 

Haply not unaccorded to his hope 

By power, whence every perfect gift proceeds. 
Then England’s patriot King (in seeming garb 
Screen’d of a pilgrim minstrel) with brief clue 536 
Thrids the vast system of Christ’s heaven-taught 
In eager converse with the enquiring Dane: (faith, 
From whose voice oft too questions pertinent, 

Or apt remark applied, add interest strange 

To animate the theme they but induce, 

With life and fire in such their pregn’d discourse. 
Thus then, enrapt, the Christian bard unfolds. 


‘‘One Gop eternal, nature’s soul supreme, 
Of all creation preexistent source, 
Its primal cause, preserver, and support, 
In power as wisdom equal, made the worlds, 
The sun, the stars, and all we see around 548 
Throughout this vast and glorious universe, 
From his spontaneous goodness, to diffuse 
Throughout his works unbounded happiness. 
Man on this home of earth he form’d to be 
Happy, while good ; with an immortal soul 
Endued, thereby in God's own image made 
Upright, serene, while in obedience held 
To his Creator: who one test and proof 
Of that obedience ’stablish’d sole in pledge, 
While knowing only good, but evil none, 
And, for its token, small restraint imposed. 
But tempted by the mover prime of evil, 560 
(Satan, arch-enemy of God and man) 
Seduced from his all-good Creator’s will, 
Man breaks his Maker’s sole appointed law, 
Suffering brute appetite to oversway 
The innate mind, resembling Deity. 
From his high form of primal dignity, 
To a degenerate and degraded state 
By his own act man thenceforth falls forewarn’d. 
Such fatal disobedience lost him bliss. 
By his own sin, thenceforward prone to ill, 
In ghastly train, sorrow, and shame, and death, 
Enter the world, his former home of peace, 572 
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Left to his sons in ruin’d heritage. 573 
For sin’s sake is the primal earth accursed. 

To man while on it sojourning, is now 

Toil, pain, and suffering doom’d in just decree ; 
Virtue more difficult and hard, and good 

Sole by man’s care and labour must be won, 

Ere, dust at first, he shall to dust return, 

Ending this body’s troubles in the grave: 

To woman, form’d at first for help of man, 
Subjection, and (continuing man’s fallen race,) 
Pangs, anguish in her travail,—thus assign’d 

To each, affliction in appropriate sphere : 584 
Their life on earth become a troubled scene, 

A pilgrim journey through a vale of tears.” 


At this remarks the Danish sovereign : 


<¢ Novel and strange appears to me this theme ; 
Tracing man’s nature not what erst it was. 
Yet somewhat too, methinks, such clue explains 
The apparent state and ills of earthly life, 
And reconciles with reason wandering thought. 
But how induces this thy Christian creed ? 593 
Yet, minstrel skill’d, the sacred theme pursue.” 


With instant care the conscious bard returns : 


‘«‘ Deign, mighty chief, an ear attent to scan 
The mysteries of o’erruling Providence, 
To sages and to prophets eld reveal’d. 
Even in act of doom does love divine 
Of ‘him, that might the vantage best have took, 
Find out the remedy :’ to reconcile 
Not God to man (since God remains the samc) 
But fallen and sinful man to God: to man 
By plan of heavenly mystery to restore God 
Forfeited happiness, and to redeem 
Back to the pristine state from which he fell; 
Albeit on earth to be enjoy’d no more, 
(Here but in foretaste own’d) yet after death, 
The foredoom’d penalty to justice due, 
His purified immortal part shall gain 
Lost bliss in a superior world of heaven. 
For at man’s very fall, a mystic pledge 
(Which justice may to mercy reconcile) 
Gives promise, that though serpent-sin may wound 
The heel of man, yet shall the woman’s seed 615 
Bruise Satan’s head, and vanquish’d death confound. 
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Such earliest presage too from age to age G17 
Eld prophecy continues and contirms ; 

Predicting still, that in a chosen line, 

Approved as faithful to the one true God, 

Shall yet ‘all nations of the earth be bless‘d.’ 

The sacred oracles, accordant, point 

The same deliverer, and in terms exact 

Foreshow the ‘ man of sorrows,’ ‘ virgin-born,’ 

©‘ Wonderful, Counsellor, the Prince of Peace,’ 
To whose just government shall be no end, 

Nor bound ;—the Saviour, as the sacrifice 

For sinful man :—whose dedicated life, 628 
To death for men’s instruction-sake resign’d, 

But reassumed to be their future Judge, 

Shall all redeem, still mediate, and atone.” 


At such disclose, the observant Guthrun asks : 


‘¢ And where then be such pledge and prophecies 
Reveal’d to men,—that we may learn and own?” 


Thus then the attracted minstrel swift replies : 


‘« The instructed Christian owns a sacred ‘ Book,’ 
In beauty as in grandeur unexcell’d, 637 
Whose elder portion in clear train unfolds 
The outline vast of truths, here singly summ’d.” 


To whom the enquiring Dane: 
“Then, Christian, tell, 
Deem you this elder prophecy fulfill’d, 
Or aught remains it for completion yet?” 


With willing zeal, inspired by eager hope 
Into the attending pagan to infuse 
The seeds of heavenly truth, and thus prepare 646 
His full conviction in more favouring hour, 
The seeming bard (England's graced King )responds. 


‘‘ At last in progress due of lapsing time 

The preordain’d Messiah, sent from God, 

An emanation of Divinity, 

The sacred Word itself, the promised Christ, 

Incarnate, of a spotless virgin born, 

In human nature to men’s sight reveal'd, 

Appears on earth; vouchsafed on mission high 

To teach men virtue by his pattern‘d life, 

In being like their own, and by his law 657 
VOL. V. 5 
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Again to make men happy; to restore 658 
To his first state man, alienate by sin; 

To link in union of new favour back 

Erring mankind to willing Deity ; 

To yield example, as the son of man,— 

Goodness, as ’twere personified, to show 

In loveliest form and image practical, 

That so admiring man might e’en aspire 

To imitate descended Deity. 

Heralding angels at his birth announce 

His embassy august, who hymn from heaven 

Glad tidings of great joy to every race, 669 
* Glory to God in the highest, upon earth 

Peace, and good-will to man, new-reconciled.” 


Then thus remarks the royal Dane: 
“« Myself 
Must own the purpose noble ;—the design 
In nature vast, how fanciful soe’er. 
Then, Christian, let me hear its course explain’d.” 


At this the stranger minstrel straight resumes. 


‘‘ This heaven-sent Being, rear’d through infancy 
And gradual youth, (that he might so partake 479 
Each age and portion of humanity) 

In wisdom as in stature grown, with God 

And man alike in favour, at due hour 
Receiving meek from a forerunner’s hand 

The sign of washing clear from stain of sin, 

In manhood’s ripen’d stage temptations, most 
Assailing men, all-unseduced repels ; 

Enters devoted on his task assign’d, 

Exercised and in human life prepared. 

This divine nature deigns on earth to unfold 
The true religion, which he came to teach, 690 
Breathing celestial comfort to.man’s kind, 
Whose influence, from above derived, is all 

To make him good and happy, fit for heaven; 
By which the new-breathed and regenerate soul 
Receives such change, as it were born anew ; 
Transform’d from natural passions, ill to good, 
Lifted from this base world, redeem’d to God, 
From clayey dross to spirit’s essence pure. 
Christ’s sacred word explains this earthly life 
A transient pilgrimage, a suffering stage 

Of grief and trial through a vale of tears ; 

And bids his follower bend his single care 702 
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To pass this scene, and win the nobler crown 703 
Reserved for virtue in a better world ; 

Fixes no kingdom on this fading earth, 

Where its Lord bad not where to lay his head, 
But this world’s honours, riches, glory, power 
Regards in slight esteem; each thought, each act 
Training to immortality of bliss 

Permanent, in perduring realms above, 

Varying with each bless’d soul’s capacity, 

As each on earth is fitted and prepared. 
O’erlooking earth’s affliction, sufferings, death, 
Like pictured Hope, with eye upraised to heaven, 
(Albeit as yet her anchor rest below,) 715 
His heart, affection, dwell on things sublime ;— 
With consolation that in adverse bour 

Can bear the clear soul to another sphere, 

To happier regions of serenest peace,— 

Where ‘ eye hath seen not, nor hath ear yet heard, 
Nor thought of man yet ventured to conceive 

The joys prepared for all who goodness love.’ 
Christ’s gifted word first opens to mankind 

A revelation from the great Supreme, 

Eternal in its nature, e’en as truth, 

Which vainly unassisted reason sole 726 
Had labour’d to discern; escaping yet 

All former reach of wisest intellect, 

Still owning some divine instructor’s need. 

With human voice Christ speaks instruction plain, 
Suited to all mankind, each rank, sex, age, 

Of influence universal, or (if aught,) 

Chiefest consoling to the humble poor. 

To all it breathes a heaven of happiness, 
Foretasted even in this vale of tears: 

Taught thus to look on troubles of this world 
Serene, prepared ; in humble confidence 

Trusting, with conscience eased for errors past, 
Forgiven, for his gracious sake atoned : 739 
Nay, to regard the King of terrors, Death, 

Sole as the prince, and harbinger of peace, 
Deem’d by the good man but the gate of life.”’ 


To whom the Pagan Guthrun thus adjoin’d, 
In thought much rapt, but unconverted still. 


‘« New truly seems such doctrine, yet withal 
Of beauty not devoid, nor, as meseems, 
(Albeit so widely varying from our faith) 
Wanting high use, were it but practical. 748 
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Its tendency assumes to exalt the soul 749 
Above this earth, and soothes the deathless part: 
Nathless it breathes alone of perfect peace. 

Odin himself, but for a different cause, 

Uplifts brave men to Valhall’s glorious halls 

In future heaven, there chief to aid the gods 

In battle ’gainst their fated enemies.” 


With courteous dignity the bard replies : 


‘Such must be needless, if our faith be true. 
Nor sole the heavenly Teacher deigns disclose 758 
Truths so sublime as these, but kind to men 
Imparts the means heaven's happiness to gain. 

To erring darkling man this light of earth, 

The Sent, the oracle of God himself, 

Reveals the knowledge of his will divine. 

Himself his own authentic voice declares 

The single way, the door of truth, and life. 

This Mediator betwixt God and man, 

Who on himself man’s nature deign’d to take, 
Makes thus atonement for polluting sin, 

And to God’s favour fallen man restores, 
Redeem‘d to all his pristine dignity. 770 
With truth’s simplicity, he deigns expound 

Man’s triune duty on this lower world, 

A system all of Love, delight’s true spring : 

To God, (the author, and great Sire of all,) 

What but due love, and grateful reverence, 
Devout obedience, filial piety ? 

Taught, bid, so vast a Being to approach, 

And to address as by a father’s name: — 

Since men by Christ are made the sons of God, 

If sons, then heirs: the very realms of heaven 
Thro’ Christ’s assign’d desert man’s birthright made : 
To man, a spirit of benevolence, 782 
Teaching us to love others, as ourselves, 

With a regard inferior to that sense 

Of awe and love, which for Divinity 

Its creature needs must feel, but with a love 

As for the creature, brothers all on earth ;— 

To do to others as we would that they 

Should do to us; a simple, changeless rule.” 


At this the paynim sovereign in his look 
Exhibits struck surprise, and to imbibe 
Such precept new with strictest scrutiny. 
But straight, with impulse more, the bard resumed. 
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‘*This heavenly Mediator by his word 794 
Bids imitate the goodness e’en of God, 
Who makes his free impartial sun to shine 
On just and unjust, and with heart sincere 
Bids love our enemies, by such command 
Subduing fierce and angry passions all; 
And sums divinest virtue in one name. 
For Christ inculeates a commandment new, 
To love each other; adding, that by this 
Shall men know his disciples, as by test, 
If to each other they shew constant love. 
Toward self, he bids with native dignity 805 
Man reverence his own abiding spirit, 
To keep the mortal temple in control 
Of its immortal part, its passions all 
Influenced by the dictates of the soul, 
While with meek piety it here aspires 
After perfection and eternal bliss ; 
To check from mixture of degrading sin 
What own’'d from Deity the breath of life, 
And drew from thence its high original : 
Conscious, to do his duty in that state 
Of life to which God call’d bim, he will find 
His dearest blessing and his best reward: 817 
That whosoe’er endeavours to perform 
The acknowledged will of God, he answers well 
The sum of bis creation, and assures 
His Maker’s favour to an end the best. 
Not false ambition, arrogance, and pride, 
Through Christ’s whole life disparaged in regard, 
Such counsel breathes, but, lowly-meek, instils 
Forbearance, and bad passions all controls. 
A disposition ever gentle, kind, 
A meek and quiet spirit he esteems 
An ornament, and rather loves to prize, 
Dear, and of precious rate in sight of heaven, 829 
Which evil soothes, and conquers it by good. 
Obedience most he makes the proof of love, 
Fondly adjuring: ‘ If ye love me, keep 
These my injunctions.—-If ye know these things, 
How happy if yedo them!’ Mildly he, 
With matchless grace and moving tenderness, 
Calls to the sorrowing sufferer: ‘ Come to me, 
Ye that are heavy laden, so to find 
Rest to your souls, while ye shall learn in proof, 
E’en from myself, lowly and meck of heart, 
My yoke is easy and my burden light.’ 
His voice consoles the conscious, humble doubt 811 
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Of erring guilt, that ‘ not on earth be came 842 
To call the good, but sinners, to repent.’ 

He amid this world’s sorrows gently bids 

His steady followers ‘ in their patience still 
Possess their souls,’with calm, heaven-minded peace ; 
Tells, if his follower practise, he shall then 

Know of the doctrine, whether it be true, 

When guided to all truth, he shall discern 

Spirit divine within bim makes abode.” 


Such thoughts attract, affect, the pagan mind. 
The noble Guthrun admiration more 
Feels and expresses: 853 

‘* Such seem well to me 

High thoughts, and capable of grand effect, 
E’en to the lowly, and afflicted most, 
Who form the numerous portion of mankind, 
These most to succour, to console, and save. 
Something in such strange doctrine I discern 
Affecting, tender, soothing, and divine!” 


‘‘ Even so far (the intrepid Christian bard 
Pursues) own’d they, that Jewish audience, 
Who heard the words. These, spite of all their pride, 
Confess’d, Christ spake as never man before. 61 
Yet that he breathed not words impractical, 
His own life evidenced example proves. 
While yet on earth detain’d, himself a man, 
With feelings, wants, and passions like our own, 
Character’d in himself, in proof he draws 
A pattern to his studious followers 
To instance, and to imitate his steps: 
To God, his gracious sire, shews boundless love, 
With resignation blent, and perfect trust: 
To man, with love all-condescending, kind, 
He goes about, exhibiting a scene 875 
Of constant good, and one sole series shews 
Of acts of mercy, gentle tenderness, 
‘A man of sorrows, and with grief acquaint,’ 
Healing diseases all, and woes and pain, 
(Albeit with power miraculous his own) 
Still incident to frail humanity : 
Conquering temptation, and for comfort most 
To them appropriate, assuring still 
Glad tidings of heaven’s kingdom to the poor. 
With noblest personal qualities endued, 
Prudent through dangers, ’midst indignities 
Calm, patient, meck, full often though reviled, s:7 
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Reviling not again, but self-possess’d, 8d8 
A temper he displays, in all divine.” 


Admiringly, the royal Dane exclaims: 


‘«¢ A mind and disposition such indeed 
Appears above this world, and argues well 
Properties that may best beseem a God.” 


‘‘ But yet the crown, the seal, the sum of all, 
(Pursues in ecstasy the stranger-bard) 
Remains to tell. Behold! in splendid proof, 896 
Foreknowing that his death was preordain‘d, 
That so it must be, such his Father's will, 
That he should rouse an envious priesthood’s ire, 
As teaching doctrine strange and morals new, 
(E’en as in Athens Socrates the wise 
They doom’d to death, charged as perverting youth,) 
For man’s loved sake calm he submits to yield 
His life upon the ignominious cross. 
Man to instruct and save, and to lead back 
To truth and virtue, from sunk vice to heal, 
(E’en as his sacred name itself imports) 
To ransom many, he submits to die, 908 
Himself the substituted sacrifice. | 
Oh! test of love supremest! Greater love 
Than this shews no man, for his friend's dear sake 
To lay down life itself. Had he not died, 
That full test of his word’s sincerity 
Were wanting in assurance, and forgot 
So signal a conviction to mankind. 
But lo! a wonder !—After such his death, 
And burial under sentry-watch imposed, 
(His murderers’ guard,) behold! by angel-aid, 
The third day sees him rise to life again! 
By this great act asserting power divine, 920 
And in his resurrection’s victory 
Triumphing over death, to wondering man 
Earnest he gives of immortality. 
Till lingering upon earth awhile, and seen 
By his disciples, as by multitudes, 
At last in glory he ascends to heaven. 
His earthly brothers he conducts to dwell 
Alike in regions of eternal bliss, 
Through habits new-instructed and prepared 
Ere death below ; for now to man ’tis given 
Of their own nature one shall be the Judge.” 931 
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To whom, as struck, the thoughtful Dane rejoins ; 
Of mind sagacious, as deliberative. 


‘* A theme you tell, miraculous as new ; 
That holds the senses in astonishment ! 
Such seems to human power impossible !” 


‘¢ But not to God’s, (intent the bard resumes) 
To will, to power, omnipotent, divine, 
Which, as it first created, could renew. 
Truth sole I speak, albeit I may recal, 
Like utterance erst, the same disclosure made 941 
Of a Christ slain, but risen from death to life, 
(At Athens by the wandering Paul rehearsed) 
Seem’d to the Greeks, too, utter foolishness : 
Nor need I, on such mention’s primal word, © 
Marvel at incredulity in thee.” 


Then thus, as not displeased, the regal Dane 
Anxious enquires: 
‘‘Graced minstrel, then proceed, 
And utter of this faith what else you know.” 


Immediate at his word, the seeming bard — 951 

Eager resumes: 
‘* His doctrines to diffuse 

Throughout the various nations of the world, 
And through descending ages to explain 
Truths to mankind so cheering and sublime, 
After his rise, (ere he return to heaven,) 
The mission’d Christ, his humble followers 
(Most, poor unlearned fishermen, select 
From unprized Syria’s Galilzan lake) 
Disciples, thence apostles stiled, commends, 
Eye-witnesses, companions of his life, 
And promises the sacred Spirit's aid. 963 
Inspired with fiery wisdom, utterance new, 
These, dauntless every where for sake of Truth, 
Vouching alone what they had seen and known, 
Disseminate o'er earth the sacred germ, 
And spread the rays of Truth divine abroad. 
Possessing earthly power, or grandeur, none 
More than their heavenly Master, but in spite 
Of Kings and princes, who their charge oppose, 
Or bigot priests of other fading creeds 
That fly the test of proof, as dark from light, 
These dare all dangers, braving death itself, 
(W ho for a conscious falsehood ventures life ?) 975 


—— = = 
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Inflicted often, and with zeal unbeard 976 
Repeat in every land their Master’s word, 

E’en in the seats of eld philosophy : 

Revealing voluntary to mankind 

The doctrine pure of Christian charity, 

That constellation of all virtues summ’d ; 

Still to career triumphant o’er the clouds 

Of barbarous ignorance, or fabled dreams. 

Of fancy, or of science all the schools,— 

And be preserved for ever on the rock 

Of ages (aided still by power from heaven), 986 
’Gainst which the gates of hell shall not prevail. 
Nor shall they rest (sustain’d in following line, 
Through a succession of learn’d sacred men, 
Sustain'd for general welfare by the state 

And ever cherish’d by the good and wise) 

Till every nation o’er this world of earth, 

United in one common fold, shall own _‘[heaven.” 
One Shepherd, and Christ’s reign grasp earth and 


At this, the half-converted pagan Dane 
Utters admiring sense in this exclaim. 


‘‘ Beautiful! striking! Of things wonderous 
You tell me, whether all be true or no, _—[strange 
And much the subject’s grandeur I admire.” 99 


‘* Believe it true, (the Christian bard replies). 
Where learn we elsewhere of a Deity 
So worthy notions, to a Being fit, 
Whose will and purpose surely it must be, 
As his benign Creator, to reclaim, 
In some way, erring man to happiness ? 
Where find we a religion else, to men 
So applicable too in every state, 
So vast, so universal in its range, 1008 
Diffusive even as the sun’s own light, 
That by its spirit would make earth a heaven ? 
Which e’en the humblest, most unlearn’d of men, 
Can feel, discern, and bail with thankful joy, 
Received as life’s support and dearest hope. 
These sure speak arguments of truth divine, 
With an intrinsic witness, that might sole 
Suffice to prove its own divinity, 
Were prophecy and miracles debarr’d ; 
Opening to man’s perception that Great Mind, 
Which rules its own creation by a law 
Of order, beauteous, uniform, and just.” 1020 
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At this the Dane, a warrior, large of soul, 1021 
Kingly, and thoughtful on the world and man, 
(E’en as Agrippa in eld time address’d 
The inspired captive, pleading at his feet) 
Returns: ‘* Almost thy reasoning would persuade 
Myself to be a Christian.” — 

‘* Would to God! 
(Then too with instant grace the bard replied, 
Remembering well the fervent Paul’s response) 
That not almost, but altogether, thou 
Wert e’enas I. Yet let me hope, in time _1031 
More thought will but induce conviction more.” 


Nor seems offended then the sovereign Dane, 
But as with kinder courtesy impell’d, 
At this, the enquiring Guthrun asks aguin. 


“© Where, tell me, more assurance shall I learn?” 


Stays not the seeming minstrel to reply, 
Delighted beyond measure to observe 
So much his task in progress, and of truth 
The germ implanted in the pagan mind, 
Surpassing expectation’s utmost hope. 1041 


‘¢ In later portion of ‘the Book ’ I named, 
Confirming and completing all its first. 
There shall you learn in ampler history, 
Penn’d by four differing persons, (two themselves 
Eye-witnesses, the rest of means assured) 
Much that the heavenly Saviour taught and did, 
(For he himself wrote nothing, but alone 
Acted and spake; to others left to tell) 
Through ages undisputed kept, with truth 
Yet unimpugn'd, nor eer denial dared. 
There shall you read a life and character, 1052 
Lovely beyond example or compeer, 
In works of kindness, innocence, and peace 
Abundant still, in power miraculous 
Surpassing human, till (as erst foretold) 
Slain on the cross, by fierce and envious foes, 
Then raised from death again to second life. 
Wondrous occurrence, of whose various course 
And circumstance, for me ’twere lung to tell. 
There may your own enquiry mark at full 
A system pure of morals, doctrines taught 
Transcending earth, that lift the soul to heaven, 
And by degrees exalt man back to God. 1064 
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Hereafter may a better spirit guide 1065 
Your search into all truth, that shall, vouchsafed 
To temper tractable, instruct in all 

Whereof my brief note but a glimpse reveals.” 


Adds then the regal Dane, that soon himself 
Will search these writings, and their roll peruse 
With eager curiosity enflamed, 

Furnish’d with present clue, which haply much 
May aid, their import rightly to attain. 


To whom the bard: 1074 
‘* Hereafter will myself 
Supply ‘the Book,’ which more you can revolve, 
Iv fuller hour, when oh! may favouring heaven 
My efforts speed, and bless the happy change; 
Turning your lofty soul from war and blood 
To soft humanity, and gentle peace !” 


Much is the noble Guthrun pleased to glean 
So much already of the Christian ereed, 
Grand, harmless, deem’d,—albeit of spirit new. 
Nor difficult it were, now to discern 
That the bard's words had deep impression wrought, 
And in the Danish bosom sunk the seed 1086 
Which at no distant time (when ampler thought 
Of his reflective mind shall more advance 
This favourite theme, how superstitious still 
Soe’er it pause) may to a beauteous flower 
Bloom, in conversion and with vigour full. 


Nor less the seeming minstrel, overjoy'd 
To mark what shewn impression has the theme 
Forced on the Danish leader, feels new hope, 
The primal root is laid of after-faith, 
As counsel’d by the angel-messenger. 196 


Much with the social bard is Guthrun charm’d, 
Whom part of his own suite, he bids to stay, 
And grace, in special, Odin’s coming feast. 


Nor of the Danish chief fails such delight 
With song and converse of the Christian bard 
Then to inspire too other gentle thoughts. 
Glowing himself with pleasure, he recals 
One io his power whom most he seeks to please ; 
And soon (in bearing of his faithful suite) 
The royal Daue the minstrel thus accosts. 1106 
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‘‘ Such, Christian stranger, is the soothing spell 
Both of your song, as of your rapt discourse, 
Methinks, its gentle influence much would cheer 
A noble female captive, in my train, 

(A Christian too, her faith is like your own) 

Of honour’d birth, unfortunate, as fair ; 

E’en now at hand, since from my neighbouring seat 
Of rural Earl-stoke, hither I have led 

(Escorted in a litter by my side) 

The mourner, soothed by exercise and air, 

For recreation and for various scene, 

To be partaker of a neighbour-tent 1118 
In precincts destined to our sovereign state. 

With meet attendants her I there detain 

In guard, not less from suited care extreme 

Of ber prized person, every danger thence 

To ward away, as known thus safe and near, 

But chief to screen from any rude assault 

Of jealous Oskital, more stern of soul, 

Who joys his captives oft to immolate 

At some propitiated Godhead’s shrine ; 

Or sensual Amund’s loose impertinence, 
Delighting in a numerous train of fair :— 

Course to my temper still congenial least, 1130 
Who rather would to one its choice confine, 

Best answering due rites of the marriage-bed.” 


Listens the minstrel-stranger, in suspense 
Aroused and earnest curiosity, 
For instant thus the sovereign Dane pursues. 


‘‘ Deem it not wrong, graced stranger, if indeed, 
I wish a helpless woman to protect, 
And o’er a captive in my power extend 
Kindness to female beauty in distress. 1189 
Methinks, thy voice will cheer her melancholy ;— 
Song, not before unused, and from thy harp, 
Music, will likeliest soothe her sadden’d spirit, 
Pining for loss of objects once beloved, 
Former connections gone, whom yet myself 
Hope to supply, in husband, father, friend. 
But in time’s progress I indulge the hope 
Her to conciliate, and attach mine own 
In nuptial bond for future dynasty :— 
Haply convert to Odin’s splendid faith. 
Albeit I own, I but admire her more, 
Her tenets since I know, inspiring sole 
Kindness and love, taught e’en to enemies. —1152 
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Through haviour kind, I trust, in due degrees 1153 
Her heart, already gentle, soft, and true, 

To soften more, and yet to gain her love. 

But the fair treasure straight you shall behold.” 


So having frankly said, the royal Dane, 
Attended after by his favour’d suite 
Of Danish chiefs, with many a noble knight 
For faith elect, leads toward a neighbouring tent, 
Rear’d within limit of the camp, where streams 
The Tufa-flag, which marks the sovereign’s pomp. 
Some guards around and station’d sentinels 1163 
Paced, who with eye attent and reverent 
Observed the party entering, as the train 
Of their liege lord, all else by hest severe 
Of their prime leader rigidly denied. 


Come mid the tent, with start of struck surprize 
By pity soften’d, straight the group discerns 
Seated among a waiting female train 
A spectacle of woe, a figure there, 

That seem’d in look another Niobe; 

Heedless herself of all; in thought absorb’d ; 

Of visage wan as death, and mute as that. 1174 
Regal alone in majesty of grief, 

Needed her mien no words to speak, with power 
More eloquent, oppress’d nobility, 

Borne down by deep affliction to the earth. 

The very sight in each spectator’s soul 

Struck a chill awe, ere yet a word was breathed, 
And on view’d misery full compassion drew. 

The living statue, unobservaat, still 

Rose not, and scarce might deign an upward look 
With head declined and eyes that held the ground. 
But now first opes a mystery indeed !— 

A wondrous scene, emotion how intense, 1186 
Unparallel’d !—W hat burning words of bard, 
What painter’s hand, though with creation fraught 
Life-like, shall e’er to fancy’s thought reveal 

The mingled agony, the sudden tide 

Of feeling,— wonder, joy to ecstasy, 

(All scarce by ambient danger then suppress’d) 
Affection, pity, doubt of lost suspense, 

Which then uniting swell’d in Alfred's breast 7— 
Rushing at once impetuous on the soul 

Such tumult near deprived of sense the frame, 
Fix’d in convulsion of surprize, alarm, 

Rapture, pain, sympathy, in varying pang; = 1198 
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When, thus disguised himself, ere yet she spake, 
(Although her features’ beauty grief had worn) 

He here beheld, and knew, his long-lost wife, 

As ’twere to life restored,—the very Queen, 
Erewhile deem’d dead, now present to his view. 
Eager he gazes, but most tenderly, 

Until in proof assured, ’tis she herself 

Who reappears, as from the grave arisen, 
Nathless in scene so wild, of peril such 
Discover’d, captive in the power of foes. 

Albeit it seem’d a vision deign’d of heaven 
Discern’d at such a time, in such a place, 1210 
In circumstance so much exceeding thought, 

Now for himself to own her, though so dear, 
Were instant death to one, perhaps to both. 

What conflict now of interest strange contends 

In Alfred’s breast—affection’s natural power, 
Wing’d with delight, yet check’d by needful fear ! 
Compell’d to silence, scarce can he control . 
The burst of fierce emotion, or restrain 

Feeling’s rapt struggle, which a heart o’erpowers 
Where throbb’d a husband’s tenderness and love, 
Gratitude unreveal’d to ruling heaven,— 
Fervour’s delirium, by compassion quell’d, —1222 
And terror for her sake, nay, e’en his own, 

Lest aught betray to foes event past name. 

These tore his breast at once with rival sway. 
Nought mighthe breathe. Words wereto him denied, 
No less by dread, than choked by passion’s force. 
Language in vain that passion’s sense would paint; 
Imagination singly must supply 

What felt the suffering King in state so new, 

Yet to itself a thousand times more clear 

The truth impart that thrill’d the heart and soul. 
But hark ! she speaks, and thus her sore lament 
Vents faint, appealing to the sovereign Dane. 1234 


‘*‘ Can any pleasure touch a noble heart, 
To witness her (alas! once England’s Queen) 
Prison‘d in heart thus of a martial camp,— 

In tents of her invading enemies ? 

Surrounded but by strangers—to myself 

Left for deliverance now no single friend ! 

My Alfred lost—sole husband of my youth, 
Friend and protector, ever kind and good, 

Sever’d, and never in this world again 
Vouchsafed, the victim prey of certain death, 

To eyes of mine,—in vain a Queen,—a wife, 1243 


BOOK XXX VII. 271 


And only.lingering now to life’s near close. 1246 
‘Tender remembrance in my widowhood 
Is all the worship I to him may yield.” 


She said, but seem’d as nature overpower'd 
Needed a sacred pause to ease a heart, 
Burden’d with woe :—yet hark! again she speaks. 


‘‘Torn thus from all I love, robb’d of my babes, 
E’en as a bird is of her unfledged young, 
All comfort in this world, all hope debarr’d, 
To me denied ever to clasp them more, 1255 
To kiss them and their opening beauty rear ! 
Oh! deign restore my children—me to them 
Send back, disconsolate, who need my aid: 
Or even hither bring them to my sight, 
Left to thy mercy. I can yet protect, 
Albeit their father’s loss, forlorn, I mourn; 
Exiled or slain. Life yet to me is spared; 
Wretched, and poor, and sunk in misery, 
A mother to the helpless babes survives, 
And life’s last throb still for my children beats.” 


She spake, and lowly bung her drooping head 
In supplication’s act and sunk distress, 1267 
Needing in second pause her pang’s relief : 

Till of the sorrowing mother, fallen Queen, 
Again the voice her tender plaint renews. 


‘‘ Though life a burden prove, yet for the sake 
Of my dear infants, if to them restored, 
I will bear all, and kiss the chastening rod. 
Ah! through what labyrinth of trials strange, 
Sorrow, and suffering, for some purpose good 
Providence leads my lot, and yet reserves, 
Tn trouble toss’d, almost too hard to bear. 1277 
But if my children ne’er I may embrace, 
And to behold their faces pine in vain, 
Heaven grant me death! too soon it cannot speed, 
Solace on earth denied ! these met alone 
(If I be worthy) in a happier sphere.” 


Thus spoke the helpless sufferer, and in tone 
Of thrilling tenderness and bumblest prayer 
Utter’d her passion and her sole desjre. 


The noble Danish females all around 
Melting, were touch’d with natural sympathy, 1287 
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And turn’d their faces, wet with graceful tears. 1288 
These first,—but e’en the chiefs, attendant near, 
And most the regal Guthrun, seem’d as moved 
With generous pity, marking woe so sad. 


But how at love’s fond mention, (little deem’d 
O’erheard) both of himself, as children too, 
Was Alfred stirr’d,—the husband, and the sire! 
Feelings, that mock the power of words to tell, 
Pervade his soul, which every nerve and pulse 
Shake with emotion, beyond utterance wild. 1297 
Unknowing scarce, what the strange vision means, 
Whence hither brought—where too his children be, 
Seen but before him set his consort’s self, 
And heard, to credence sure, her very voice, 
Yet daring not unfold his own disguise, 
Insuring thus destruction,—e’en to both, — 
(Howe’er might nature’s force disclosure prompt) 
Nought ventures he discovery, smit with dread, 
That suddenly crept coldly o’er his heart, 
Lest she herself should know him, and some act, 
Some word, in passion’s warm emotion dropp'd, 
Involuntary, should his state betray. 1309 


Pause for a moment intervenes, when kind 
The regal Dane accosts her, and consoles. 


‘‘ Be comforted, graced lady, and believe 
Your children safe,—spared,—and in gentle guard 
Tended, with every correspondent care, 
In the sure castle of a vassal-chief: 
Y ourself from insult saved, through mine own power 
Which none impugns, held o’er the rest supreme ; 
But near our person, still in charge (our choice) 
Of honour’d state, attendant on your beck, 
Watch’d with obeisance glad and homage meet; 
Reserved by us in time for other hopes, 1321 
Accordant better to your former power.” 


So said the chief, but strove to soothe in vain. 
Whose dubious words the latent Alfred yet 
Not understood in all,—aroused to note 
Each tone, look, motion, act ;—in wonder lost. 


But Guthrun thus his gentle aim renews: 


‘«¢ Admit of cheering solace, royal dame, 
And be composed. Trust, all shall yet be well. 
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Behold! a Christian minstrel I have brought, 1330 
A pilgrim stranger, ventured to our camp, 

Who haply with his music best can soothe 

Your fixed sadness,—harbour’d all too much,— 
And charm your spirit with your own sweet airs, 
Such as an English fancy may recal ; 

E’en as ourselves have with his stranger song 

And rapt discourse been pleased, surpassing wont, 
Nor less (so runs his fame) the general camp. 

List to his numbers, while his gentle page 

Accords some ditty on his silver lute.’’ 1340 


He paused as for reply. Yet e’en at this 
The listless sufferer scarce uplifts a look, 
Or raises her bow’d head,—with answer none: 
But mutely sat, absorb’d in sunken woe, 
As on one single object sole intent, 
That her rapt spirit to itself engross’d. 
But hark !—as if intrusion to repel, 
In accents low her voice thus faintly breathes. 


‘* In vain,—no pleasure waits me now in aught, 
Save my lost children only,—from me reft! 
What else may a desponding mother cheer, 1351 
But her poor orphans ?—orphans though they be, 
Her single treasure in this world of woe. 
Give me these back :—no music sounds to me 
Soothing or sweet, unless their darling voice.” 


So spoke the mother,—consort,—desolate, 
And vented agony of grief and pain, 
In tone of plaint that cut the very heart, 
Yet brief; for soon in woe, deprived of words, 
Bound in affection’s reverie, again 
To her first state the mourning Queen relapsed; 
Disconsolate, in sorrow unexpress’d, 1362 
And bow’d, the fixed image of despair. 


She knew not yet her husband, so disguised,— 
If look’d on,—scarce a moment—and with eyes 
Indifferent, or wildly glanced around, 

As if disgusted sole at all they saw. 

Still with kind hope, albeit he more forbears 

His captive to accost, the royal Dane 

Beckons the minstrel-stranger, and commands 

Him tune some pleasing song to charm her grief, 

Such as he first essay’d, whose spell could win 

The general ear of the delighted camp. 1373 
VOL. V. A 
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Press’d thus, and importuned by hest so hgh, 
Whose mandate now he dared not disobey, 
The pilgrim bard to his accordant harp 
’Gins faintly and confusedly to sing. 
In shuddering agitation, see! the harp 
Denies its office to his tremulous hand. 
Such air was to the captive’s ear not strange, 
Oft sung and play’d to her in happier day 
By him, the bard, who now its strain resumes. 


Scarce had the lay begun—all interrupt, 
And faltering—both in voice—and broken lyre, 1354 
Ere at its tone she knew the voice she loved, 
And starts, aroused as by electric touch. 
Oh! answer Love! Truth! Fancy !—Can a wife 
Forget the voice that vibrates through her heart, 
Her love’s—her husband's—dearas life-blood there ? 
No! it awakes each pulse, each dormant throb, 
Infusing sense e’en o’er the dying frame. 
Her eyes, that quickness now assumed unwont, 
She fixes on his features,—in her look 
Of scrutiny expression passing words ,— 
And scans the minstrel-stranger with mute gaze. 
Was aught of wondrous silence eloquent, 1306 
Touching as this ?—-Scarce checks affection’s pause : 
Again his voice, his features, all confirm 
Through such assumed disguise the wondrous truth. 
Instant she knows her husband, whom her grief 
Deem’d lost for ever, and from life removed : 
More when his agitation she discerns, 
And marks he knows her too, albeit his glance 
Convey’d a secret signal to beware. 
What cannot love’s look in a moment speak ?— 
Answering mysterious recognition such, 
Her air bespoke amaze and raptured trance 
Of joy, wrought e’en to suffering; though words 
To her, scarce credulous, were still denied. 1409 
All ashy-pale, and trembling iv extreme 
Of wild emotion, almost thus o’ercome, 
Her form had now in powerless stupor dropp’d, 
Until a sudden start, and shriek, half-check’d, 
Betray’d her nearly,—while the very act 
Drew back the fainting spirits to her heart. 
Imperfectly the unequal Muse may tell 
Sensations newly waked of her, the wife, 
The mother, Queen,—now o’er her soul revived: 
As if, with sudden animation breathed, 
Should start some Grecian statue into life, 1420 
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The pride of art, and beauty’s paragon. 1421 
At last a flood of tears her breast relieved, 

Such as the rush of mingled passion eased, 

While she beholds, as ‘twere to life restored, 

Yet safe, (although in guise and circumstance 

So marvellous,) the consort, sire, and King, 
Fruitlessly sought so long and vainly mourn’d ; 
Reduced indeed to lowly poverty, 

And change of fortune, now confirm’d as seen. 
Albeit of him, the former sovereign, 

The intent in this strange place was yet unknown, 
Nor less his varied life and ventures past, 1432 
At such a moment of awaked alarm, 

Prompted by strong affection (nature’s due) 

On him, her natural guard, a look she fix’d, 
Which oped, as ’twere, the volume of her heart. 
Fancy alone with lightning flash may paint 

The living image, and with magic power 
Outstripping the weak tongue’s attempt, present 
Singly a picture, which vain words must spare. 
Awaken’d to insatiable suspense 

Of curiosity, by terror curb’d, 

Silent he gazes on her, with a look 

Of tenderness, unutterably true ; 1444 
While needed now no language to confess 

From mutual lips, that each the other knew, 

Best loved, long miss’d, or deem‘dto death consign’d, 
Both in this world alive,—deject soe’er. 

Ah! well might then affection’s impulse tempt 
Each toward the other instantly to spring, 
Forgetting at such moment danger all, 

And sure discovery thence, which each had drawn 
To be destruction’s sacrifice ;—at once 

Blasting design, and England’s every hope. 
Forward the matron steps,—in extacy, 

Wonder, alarm, combined ;—yet there restrain’d ; 
For the hid King, more psudent, signal adds, 1457 
With harp bent forward that her course impedes: 
Conscious what care his secret state demands, 
What peril presses, though within his heart 
Passion, and nature’s full affection, there 

Hardly conceal’d, detection’s very verge 

Touch’d of itself, and own’d to stranger eyes. 
Neither may then confess, or dare reveal, 

The willing truth, where silence sole can save: 
Yet what might awful silence not impart, 

E’en while the burst of rapture it repress’d ? 
Instinct, as *twere, of safety, and the claim —1468 
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Self-preservation needed, in such sense 1469 
Of dread dilemma, perilous as strange, 

Impell’d the warrior Alfred, in his garb 

Of minstrel-bard, with presence apt of mind 

E’en amid feeling’s tumult so confused, 

Sudden the finger on his lip to dart, 

Removed as soon, in trepidation raised. (changed, 
Though utterance none explain’d the glance ex- 
The prudent meaning instantly she caught, 

And understood the sign,—approach forbore, 

Or more disclosure. In the hapless Queen 
Nature had likeliest else own’d ample way, 1480 
And both been lost. Haply some single tone, 
Some broken interjection, from herself 

Involuntary breathed, her bosom’s pang 

Vented a moment, yet nought ask’d, or own’d 
Beyond it, ere a sob long-drawn her heart 
Sore-charged, in part relieved :—but weak, o’erborne, 
Nature, with difficulty so confined, 

Endures not such emotion more. She faints,— 
In arms of her attendants near she sinks 

In death-like swoon. Swift to assist her spring 
The ladies of her train in roused alarm. 

Confusion in the whole assemblage reigns, 1492 
Nor without peril to the latent King. 

For the Queen’s start and shriek had waked at first 
Surprize, and spoke emotion more than wont, 

Not now diminish’d by the sequent swoon. 

Nor fails the Danish sovereign to remark 

Of both the agitation strange, and feels 

Alarm alike, yet rushes to assist 

The Queen, a helpless woman in distress. 

E’en too the minstrel-stranger, uncontroll’d, 
(Maugre impending dangers, then forgot) 

To tend her flies, and her recovery 

Not idly aids. Yet sudden paralyzed 1504 
As with conceived alarm, and burden heap’d 

Of various feeling,—wonder, joy, and pain, 
Desists,—recals his state,—and back withdraws : 
Condition, beyond past example strange !— 

But soon the Queen, insensible, is borne 

Thence to an inner chamber of the tent, 

By her attendant ladies, pitying all 

Sorrow so deep, who with their lifted palms 

In signal waft the unwelcome males away, 
Intruding only now on state so sad. 

With pathos touch’d, the women as they lift 

Their burden frail along, thus plaintive breathe: 1516 
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‘‘ Poor dove! how ill she bears captivity ! 1517 
Alfred meanwhile pursues her with his gaze, 
With love and sympathy all unexpress‘d, 
Yet ill the swelling feelings of his heart 
Could then conceal. Of whose deep throbs aware, 
Somewhat suspicion to avert, (if aught 
Might then so humble instrument assist) 
The attendant page his part essays of use, 
And to the regal Dane and suite, aghast, 
Attempts such mark’d emotion to excuse, 
Observing : 

‘‘ Haply in his travel’s course —:1528 
The captive lady may have seen erewhile 
The stranger bard, whose native English lay 
Her note remembers, that perchance recals 
Times past, and thus her sorrow but renews. 
The minstrel too each circumstance affects, 
To feeling apt, wandering fatigued and worn 
Along his country, smit with various change.” 


Thus e’en the careful page, more calm, and less 
With feeling’s tide oppress’d (tho’ strangely moved) 
Meet caution interposes, and awhile . 
Lulls the suspicion, which before had woke —_1539 
The start—the shriek—and haviour strange of both, 
The pilgrim minstrel, and the captured Queen. 


Accosting then the bard, thus Guthrun adds : 


‘‘ Let us withdraw, nor by our presence now 
Alarm or interrupt the fair, disturb’d ; 
Or longer on their privacy intrude. 
Likeliest indeed the harp’s associate lay 
Past reminiscence breathes of former scenes, 
And courtly revelry of happier days, 
When song and music their delights have blent 1549 
In palace halls, and graced fallen England’s state. 
Lost in reflection, and absorb’d in grief, 
She cannot bear it now. Eftsoon ourselves 
Will visit her, with solace of our care, 
And lead her hence to Earl-stoke’s rural seat. 
Haply ere long the minstrel yet again 
May see her there, and charm with serenade 
Her placid bower, by grace of contrast soft 
Soothing her pensive mood, there better borne, 
Than here in sights of war and tented scenes, 
Which her weak spirit seem but to o’erpower.”’ 1560 
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So as the leader said, and turn’d away, 1561 
The train obeisant quit with him the tent. 
Reluctant, last of all, the pilgrim bard, 

Faint, seeming almost as of motion’s power 
Deprived, through sudden press of failing health, 
Parts. His condition, by the suite observed, 
Almost had then the secret truth betray’d ; 

For fix’d amaze and deep anxiety 

Again to see her beyond all most dear 

Yet held the drooping husband and the sire 

In new detention’s chains, howbeit in place 

And season, novel, unconceived as this. 1572 


So as he passes, brooding, he resolves 
With earnest hope, fann’d by love's strong desire, 
Ere long another interview to gain, 
All dangers braved, how terrible soe’er, 
By secret, or whatever means he may, 
Invention tells not yet ;—that from herself 
He may hear all of mystery explain’d, 
W hose course he knows not, but the effect beholds : 
Yet such event to reach, his guess scarce scans. 
Nor intervenes long pause, ere for the Queen 
Uneasy, after the late witness’d scene, 
The Danish sovereign to her tent repairs, 1584 
Alone, this turn, ere to her sleepless couch 
She well may be retired, or claims the hour. 
His purpose is, with reverence to inquire 
And soothe the regal matron’s state forlorn. 
Advancing cautiously within the tent, 
As to avoid intrusion, he discerns 
The royal sufferer to living sense 
Recover’d, seated on her pillow’d chair, 
As seem’d, in agitation drooping still 
Of settled grief, and misery not appeased. 
But now occurs an interview unlook’d, 
Of strangest curiosity, where opes 1596 
The wife’s, the mother’s, character induced, 
And kinder interest in the pagan Dane. 
Beheld in such affliction, he consoles 
His humbled captive, and would fain relieve 
The pangs of absence, meditating thus 
To win her pledged affection and attach. 
Too noble to be base, the royal Dane 
Attempts no violation, nor a thought 
Of foul dishonour stains his lofty mind ; 
But as with homage toward the mournful fair 
Approaching, her with meek respect accosts. 1607 
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‘‘ Hope, royal lady, to perceive your health 1603 
Composed and better leads me anxious back, 
To see you, trusting to none other proof : 
Happier to mark your spirits thus recall’d. 
Soon as your pleasure wills, 1 would myself 
Escort you back to Earl-stoke’s pleasant seat, 
Tending your chariot on my barbed steed : 
Journey, not distant, as you note: at hand, 
Scarce pass’d the Dane’s-head-court, our neighbour 
Choice scene of native beauty and delight. [home, 
There with your honour’d train in native bower 
Retired, where gold-wrought hangings guard your 


You may survey in lustre of the moon [peace, 
The garden’s various pride beneath you spread ; 
Enjoy the stillness of the sylvan scene, 1622 


And watch the lively gambols of the deer 

O’er the park’s lawnds; or from the village wreathe 
Chaplets of flowers to deck its humble fane, 

And list sweet echoes of its vesper bell. 

A captive scarce indeed, though seeming such, 
Royally treated, and with gentlest care 

Tended, almost beset with splendours wont.” 


He said, but scarce she listen’d; inattent, 1630 
Though mute and seeming but to hear. He adds: 


‘* Rest well assured still of protection mine, 
Guarded from insult, every wrong, by me, 
Superior o’er each other lordly chief ; 

Not willing less, than able, to defend 

My regal prize, while in my single charge,, 

Rival, opponent, there admitting none; 

But screen’d in most from cruel Oskital, 

Joying in blood ; or sensual Amund’s grasp. 
Saved you shall live, besure. If slight contine 
Remind you ever of captivity, 1641 
Believe it needful, only best to shield 

Your life and honour, in my hold secure.” 


He said ; majestic still amid her woe, 
With suited reverence he treats the Queen, 
Kind in his mien, and milder than the rest. : 
Till such observance mark’d, wherelook’d for least, 
Wakes in her breast a touch of gratitude, 
While in faint tone, responding, she declines 
The proffer’d solace, and reverts alone 
To the prime objects of her thought and care ; 
For thus she breathes : 1652 
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‘Such kindness, kingly chief, 
To one so wretched deign’d, demands my thanks. 
Unable, faint, and feeble as I am, 
Excuse, if rather I prefer to stay 
Here, in this very tent awhile, till time 
Better compose, restore, my flutter’d spirits. 
In Earl-stoke’s rural beauty I should pine 
Even as here; my husband, children, reft,— 
And feel in place no solace, wanting them.” 
[choice 
She paused, and seem’d resolved. Her sudden 
Somewhat he fancies strange; not erst preferr’d : 
Nor knew what secret hope her bosom’s thought 
Prompted, one most beloved again to see. 1665 
But hark! in tone subdued her voice renews : 


‘‘ If any word of late deliverance 
Might for myself, my children, be vouchsafed, 
Some clue of comfort would be yielded yet, 
Which still might cheer forlorn captivity. 
But all seems yet despair, no beam of hope 
Brightens, save in your regal mercy deign’‘d, 
W hose bounty pledges life and honour safe.” 


She ceased, but with her very sufferings touch’d, 
Persuasive he renews a theme more near, 1675 
And little dreaming in the very camp 
What other sacred claim such suit forbade, 

In tone as gentle as at first he dares, 
Solicits her affection and regard, 
And wooes to marriage as his future spouse. 
Fain would he by such kindness reconcile, 
And hope in time the honour of her love; 
For soft he adds: 
‘* Him, your lost King and lord, 
Deceased and fled, you will behold no more. 1685 
The ruin’d fugitive (if yet he live, 
Which likelihood denies, unheard of long) 
‘You sure can never hope by fate restored. 
Forget the past: put off these mourning weeds. 
In order trim these loose dishevell’d locks, 
And from a wretched widow, be a bride, 
Reserved (believe) for happier destiny.” 


He paused a moment, as by delicacy 
Curb’d somewhat, till his glowing passion’s thought 
Burst forth more plainly, thus in words declared. 
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* If deigning to accept a victor’s hand, 1696 
A throne awaits you, royal lady, yet: 
Of England too, changed but to other sway ; 
In settled dynasty o’er Britain’s isle 
Myself sole reigning in fallen Alfred’s stead. 
Besure that England’s sceptre would be graced, 
Cemented best, by nuptial bond of yours, 
A Queen, possessing worthily the love 
Of England’s subjects, to such state most used : 
Left to no lesser chief, but sole the wife 
Of Denmark’s head,—of England’s conqueror. 
England and Denmark thus made both your own, 
Raised but to loftier rank, and e’en by stress 
Of changed captivity more fortunate, 1709 
Sure happy days shall ever gild your life, 
Soothed by my love, until its glorious close.” 


So venturing to address the captive Queen, 
He by such courtesy, such hopes infused, 
Seeks idly to supply a consort lost, 

Ah! little by such suitor deem’d so near. 


Then Pity’s object,— of his warm appeal 
Innocent victim,—sdeigning to offend, 1717 
Answers but truth, while she rejects his suit 
In meek expostulation, brief, but deep. 


‘‘Tho’ my sole husband has been lost so long, 
And as a widow I have pined his fate, 
Expecting ne'er to see his face again, 

Still beams a hope, that Providence e’en yet 

Will deign my Alfred to restore once more, 

My friend, my consort, saviour, comforter : 

That I may see, and talk with him, as erst, 

May yet partake his heavenly company, 

Faithful as ever, and of troubles clear’d, 1728 
Which have infested happiness, how pure ! 

He will not yet forsake me, but return, 

Through all his trials dread and strange distress.” 


She said, and hid in her uplifted hands, 
That quiver’d as they rose, her tearful face. 
But soon as if with dubious hope inspired, 
Again her heart’s oppression thus she eased, 
Uttering its burden’d fraught in accents low: 


‘To him, to Alfred only, e’er from me 
Can love be deign'd, such as your suit now seeks. 
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Cross’d though it be, to other love than one —_1739 
My soul can ne’er consent, but this reaved heart, 
Till its last throb bear with it to the grave.” 


She paused : the while as if o’erawed he shrunk, 
Deeming it wondrous strange, and seem’d in act 
Speech to reiterate, but soon averse 
Thus with impassion’d air the Queen resumed. 


‘‘Oh! speak not of it: for to object else 
I may not listen, comfort none on earth 
Left; of my Alfred—as my children, reaved ; 
For death prepared, but not for ignominy, 1749 
Forsaking those, by love, by nature dear.” 


So said the matron, and in doubtful words, 
Not all by him who heard yet understood, 
Recall’d the strange events, so late occurr'd ; 
Yet curiosity past bound conceal’d, 
And ill suppress’d, through fear of hazard more, 
In flutter of alarm, still scarce subdued. 
In proof she shew’d female fidelity 
And excellence, through passion tender-true, 
And suffering trial, urged to last extreme. 1759 
She pattern’d sacyed virtue in distress, 
Cheer’d but by inward truth and heaven-born hope, 
Innocence ever ready to defend. 


Kingly in nature, Guthrun e’en the more 
Respects the sorrowing Queen, and melted seems. 
At which, perceiving quickly of his mind 
Incipient tenderness, the hapless Queen 
And mother, to one primal subject soon 
Recurring, for her children’s safety too 
Appellant pleads e’en to the pagan Dane, 

In tone pathetic; and essays to move 1770 
Pity of him, their chiefest enemy, 

(Reduced tostraights of fate, how mournful strange !) 
To spare their lives, more precious than her own. 
Then the keen pangs of absence from her young 
And hapless infants (to a mother’s breast 
Peculiar) she with nature’s vivid force 

Vents, and with interest that herself became 
Changes the theme to one, her heart most near: 
Beguiling from another thought away 

The strict pursuer, even as a bird 

With pious art, by nature’s self instinct, 
Withdraws the fatal fowler from her nest. 1782 
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‘© Wonder not, regal chieftain, but forgive, 
If for those missing jewels of my soul, 
My children, I lament, and anxious pine, 
Incessant in distress ; for lorn of them, 
All vacant seems, their sweet endearment lost. 
Oh! deem can aught the happiness supply, 
Fondling to watch their native innocence, 
To hear their lisping voices, to observe 
Their childish play, and with affection’s kiss 
To press their blooming cheeks, more fair than flowers, 
To rear and cherish with maternal care 179% 
Weakness, that needs such aid its grace to guard ?” 


She paused a moment, for the chieftain seem’d 
Touch’d with so soft demeanour, that bespoke 
With nature’s voice the mother’s dear delight, 
Her sweetest duty as her pleasure too. 

But list! for thus her gentle voice renews: 


‘¢ Alas! once happy in a mother’s name, 
Think, can I e’er forget my darlings’ looks 
That beam’d with fondness on me, and to me_ 1803 
Still for protection flew, with loveliness 
That more a cherub’s than a mortal’s, seem’d; 
By heaven with every native grace adorn’d, 
Suiting expectance of their royal birth ? 
Torn from me now, imprison’d like myself ; 
Than any other parent, other child, 
Both, more depress'd, and surely wretched more. 
Ah! these, as princes tao of England’s blood, 
Hurl’d from the just throne of their heritage, 
Exposed to hideous dangers of their own.” 1813 


She stopp’d, for at such thought a sudden fear 
Seem’d as to seize her, and she shrunk appall’d, 
Sensitive, as it seem’d, in deep alarm: 

While thus her apprehension she express‘d : 


“‘ Why should I feign? Can I not but discern 
Them solely obstacles, most likely held 
Crossing ambition’s haught designs and way, 
Their fall and ruin made the steps to more ? 
Destruction, death, (I know it) is decreed 
To be their doom, at future pleasure done, 
When needful, and to them no safety rests, 
No hold, since of their father’s aid deprived. 1525 
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Although their only fault, their single crime, 1826 
Is to be royal, yet ’tis danger worst : 

Since heirs of England, helpless, and devote. 
Have mercy, save them, my poor children spare ! 
Enough is pledged, if only life awhile 

Be granted them, though them I may not see; 
And to believe them safe (if that be all) 

Must somewhat soothe forlorn captivity. 

"Tis kingly to be generous, and there most 

Royal, for life when royal victims plead. 


So all the mother’s passion’d dread had way, 
Wild, and as if scarce conscious what she said. 
She paused, while he in pity for her grief 1838 
Fond interjects : 

“‘ Lady, have comfort: quell 
Thoughts sad as these, and fraught with unjust fears; 
But entertain due place of hope and joy.” 


Still, not the more consoled, her piteous wail 
Unsatisfied the matron thus renews, 
Involved as in desponding pangs of woe. 


‘* How willingly for them this life of mine 
Would I surrender in a prompt exchange! = 1847 
Ah! for myself alone ‘tis wearisome, 

And valueless, save for their precious sake. 
Beheld of women most unfortunate, 

Scarce now the very shade of what I was, 

A mother once, a Queen, a happy wife, 

Of children, husband, kingdom, home, bereaved, 
Victim to fate of war, whose fortune wrecks 
My ruin'd country, in disorder all 

And scathe; myself compell’d to sue for life 
And safety to a foreign enemy ; 

Hurl’d from a court to sunk captivity ; 1858 
No home, no friend, remaining now to shield, 
No father now, whom I can ask to save 

My shrieking children from fell murder’s fangs, 
Doves in the spareless talons of the hawk.” 


She said, distracted with such terrors waked, 
And paused, as if o’ercome; but mildly soon 
The Danish chieftain, deprecating, adds: 


‘‘ Check, royal dame, such credence: and indulge 
Prospect alone of hope and happier days.” — 1867 


BOOK XXXVII. 285 
Instant the regal matron thus returns : 1868 


*¢ Some little solace it might be, if these 
Myself might visit once, and yet embrace : 
Saved could I know them then, and greet again, 
Perhaps my sorrows I could all endure ; 
But feel my heart droops, trembles, most for them: 
No comfort left me, till I see their face. 
Yet in the absence, want, of other friend 
I can claim no deliverer save yourself, 
You only to appeal, your word, your power. 
See! at your feet implores a captive Queen, 1878 
A child-reft mother, and a wilder’d wife !” 


So in deep tone of pathos that might melt 
The sternest heart, she supplicates, with proof 
Added in eloquence of streaming tears. 
Suddenly, (feeble as she was) she kneels 
With tottering gesture, and her form presents 
Bowed in the humblest attitude of grief, 
Begging for mercy of her victor foe : 
E’en as, surprized within the vulture’s grasp, 1887 
The wounded dove yet screens her fluttering brood. 


Struck with such gestures that enforced her 
And state so desolate, to feeling more _—[prayers, 
Tender’d, he melts: for her high sentiments 
Move him magnanimous but to accord 
Protection ampler to the wretched Queen, 

A captive in his power, and only more 
Awake his admiration and his love : 
Till softly he breathes out this kind response. 


‘¢ Think, royal lady, from this very hour 
Your children safe; their life confirm’d in yours: 
One in extent: for surely I discern, 1899 
(Such is your look,) your life is bound in theirs. 
Be this then for awhile your surest pledge, 
Knowing, how fain your own I would preserve. 
Fain, as your consort, would I also prove 
Their father ; them my foster-children name ; 
Needs, in my care as power. With this sole check, 
That mine own line, not Alfred’s, hence must reign 
O’er England’s kingdom, won by chance of war 
And doom of fate. His issue, fore mine own 
Preferr’d, ’twere vain and idle to expect, 
Then conquering but for them. That may not be. 
Succession barr’d, as hostages detain’d, 1911 
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Promise I yield their lives to save and spare: 

So be it, this can ease your brooded grief, 

And work in time more happy consequence. 

Safe where they are, they live, in charge and guard 
Confided of an English mutual friend, 

The vassal-lord of Windsor’s princely towers. 
There rest they, shelter'd from the sordid grasp 

Of Oskital, or other lordly Dane, 

Haply in temper sterner than ourself. 

Beside too, surely they may prove awhile 

Best clue to future finding of their sire, 

Yet undiscover'd, who (if yet he live) 1923 
Will likeliest follow them, where’er they dwell, 
Made but an earnest thus of sequent use: 

E’en too as antique prophecy declares. 


So utter’d he, thus adding native trait 
OF his own bent, to superstition prone. 


Shuddering anew, alas! the Queen, the wife, 
The mother, but discerns new dangers rise, 
Crowding to thought, yet checks her secret dread, 
Albeit her wild look’s glare bespoke it plain. 
Reminded thus sole of a traitor’s care, 1933 
Such consolation could but soothe in vain. 

She then, as to fresh tenderness dissolved, 
With throes of passion yet adjoins exclaim : 


‘* Call not a traitor e’er a mutual friend, 
For in such custody I sure must deem 
My children most unsafe, in charge of one 
No friend, but who has confidence betray’d, 
Outraged all rites of hospitality, 
And but deluded into basest snares 
An outcast Queen, who on his pity lean’d : 
Trusting all, life, my children, to his care, 1914 
Only to be deliver'd from his hand 
To lured captivity, imprisonment, 
Ah me! most like, murder, and crimes most foul.” 


So said she, unpersuaded ; till convulsed 
In dread alarm, almost she faints again. 
Her settled melancholy much excites 
Tender commiseration in the breast 
E’en of the warrior chief, the victor Dane. 
Again he proffers kindness, for so best 
He hopes to found affection, and to chase 
Tn gradual hour her terror and despair. 
Marking his mien more soften’d, and to her —1936 
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None other hope remaining to befriend, 1957 
Burning with curiosity intense, 

Hid secret in her bosom, (howsoe’er 

Tender and delicate such perill’d theme) 

The faithful wife, the mother, captive Queen, 

To one chief object of her heart recurs, 

There ever fix’d. How dangerous nathless 

For his, her children’s sake, as for her own, 

For England’s too, with fear and trembling now 
She ventures soft to hint another suit, 

While this unlook’d request she first prefers, 

More cautious too, lest question close betray. 1963 


‘* Forgive me, noble warrior, and excuse 
My present prayer, bearing without offence 
Or wonder. Faint and feeble as I am, 
Leave me now, I beseech you; and yet deign 
Bid hither early speed, alone too best, 
That pilgrim minstrel, whom my hope again 
Essays to see. His presence I would strive 
Now to support, and haply could endure 
Now better than at first, to soothe my spirit, 
Hearing his harp, and music of his voice.” —:1978 


So tremulous she utters, nor dares seem 
Vent more than a faint wish, howe’er her heart 
Longs to behold the partner of her soul. 
But hark! such pledged request she meek explains. 


‘“‘ Haply too may such wandering stranger tell 
News of events, that England’s state concerns, 
Mark’d in his travel’s course, and yet impart 
Themes which may interest my heant to hear; 
Which e’en your generous mind must needs excuse.” 


She said, and o’er the fond petition threw — 19s 
A prudent veil, with hazard not of more, 
Lest air too earnest should the truth expose. 


Nor long the noble Guthrun check’d response, 
But to her gentle prayer returns : 
“Tt joys 
My bosom, royal lady, to perceive 
Your spirits more composed, yet needing now, 
Methinks, retirement, early rest, and sleep. 
Evening has waned far on; and I but led 
Hither yourself at first for air, with change 
Of scene, and exercise ; oppress’d most like 
Too much with various memory, and thoughts 2000 
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Waked by the minstrel bard’s remember’d song. 
Leave till tomorrow his affecting lay: 

And after the night's pause has lull’d your frame 
With calm refreshing slumber, coming morn 
Shall see me hail with homage your arise, 
Bringing the pleasing minstrel in my train 

To serenade, and gratulate your health 

With music’s joyance and congenial song.” 


The Queen, almost as with reluctance, bow’d 
With air chastised, assents: but yielding way 2010 
To fond anxiety and waked suspense, [long 
Asks, ‘‘ whence the wandering minstrel came? how 
Resting within the precincts of the camp ?” 

For secretly she wonders, (while she seeks) 
If for her sake such visit haply prove. 


The regal Dane replies : 

“This pilgrim bard 
Is to the camp a casual wanderer sole, 
Delighting all with his melodious strains. 
Nor this bounds all his merit: his discourse, 2020 
Pleasing no less, has summ’d the Christian faith, 
Whose precepts bid ‘ to love our enemies,’ 
(W ould that one Christian such command obey’d !) 
And in my train a welcome guest I hope 
Here to detain him past great Odin’s feast, 
Soon honouring with due rite the vernal time.” 


So said the joyous Dane with meaning air, 
And gave the imparted tenets turn unlook’d. 
Such answer but solicitude the more 
Wakes of the conscious Queen, and interest new : 
Till burning with impatience yet to see 2031 
Her husband, and his converse dear renew, 
To know his fortunes past, his doom’d designs, 
_ Why in these confines in so strange disguise, 
Inquiry, and request too, she repeats, 
Unconscious for awhile, until almost 
Suspicion she excites, of import more. 
Nature’s own tide of feeling on the soul 
So gush’d, that scarcely she could yet forbear 
Earnest entreaty more, albeit its drift 
Danger but heap’d on whom she loved the best, 
Whom, most of all, her wishes would protect. 
For almost now, ‘twould seem, she had approach’d 
Unwarily discovery’s very verge. 
With sudden recollection she abstains. 2045 
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Obeisant, then, the regal leader leaves 2016 
Her presence, and in such heart-moving scence, 
Anxiety unsatisfied as now, 

Entreats the Queen retiring (care how vain !) 
Early address herself to needful sleep. 


Advance night’s duskier shades. The Danish 
Withdraws to rest in his own tent, apart: — [chief 
Yet on his pensive pillow musing long 
With expectation waked and smit surprise, 
Resolves to act his promise on the morn. 2055 


But sleepless, restless still, the lingering Queen 
Remains all agitation, yearning yet 
Again to see her husband, to herself 
Then only known, so closed in ambient guard. 
How to accomplish interview so dear, 
Or the strange errand of his coming learn, 
As yet she knows not, or detection’s self 
E’en in such very interview to scape. 


Not unaware of her disturbed mood, 
Her discomposure passing even wont, 
The ladies of her train, attentive near, 2066 
Fain with her grief would sympathize and soothe ; 
But these her word dismisses, and adjures 
To quit her to herself, to what repose 
May calm her best, and haply may relieve ; 
Themselves withdrawn to slumber undelay’d. 


These, urged,atlengthcomply. Yettoher couch 
Ere after pause prolong'd the Queen retires, 
Her secret prayer with piety unfeign’d, 
Invokes heaven’s bless’d protection and support. 
Nor fail’d then guardian angels, hovering near, 
Her suffering virtue to console and watch, 2077 
Fortitude to infuse amid despair, 
And peace inspire, based on confiding hope 
Yet her loved consort to behold again, 
In spite of every danger, every foe: 
These o’er her starting sleep shed images 
Of purity, and tenderness, and love. 


But now ensue events that may indeed 
Excite, alarm, the heart; for who can deem 
(After such vision of discovery shewn) 
That England’s true King tranquil now can rest? 
Now toward the dead of night, with pallid glare 
The moon illumed the stiller tents afar, 2089 
VOL. V. U 
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While all the warlike scene, in silence hush’d 2090 
And sleep, itself breathed round a sense of awe, 
That warn’d each lated watcher to his couch, 

Save here and there some pacing sentinel 

Whose measured footstep echoed through the air. 
But not induced to slumber, Alfred waked 

And wander’d forth, sole, sleepless, thro’ the camp, 
By various feelings of emotion torn, 

In agony of passion and suspense. 

Pondering on strange occurrents, witness’d late, 
Lonely he muses, full of anxious thought, 
Unknowing what to act, or to attempt, 2101 
So he a second interview may gain 

With her, beyond all other objects dear. 

On this he meditates with deep resolve, 

Feels that he ought to fly, but him now grasps 
Double perplexity ; new chains detain ; 

In uncontrollable affection held. 

Much caution he sees needed, haply else 
Endangering the Queen’s life, nor less his own, 

If him discovery deem a spy disguised. 

Nathless, intent to see his very wife, 

Captive(it seems)where least his thought had dream’d, 
For this he every risk resolves to brave. 2113 
What fancy well can paint the ruin’d King, 

The fearless patriot, thus his precious life 
Exposing first for his dear country’s sake, 

The husband next, for love’s, a consort’s cause, 
Encountering peril, hazard, strange as now ? 

Yet he determines from herself to glean 

Her fate’s dread history, how pines she here, 

And (if they live) where still his children rest ! 
Wrought thus to agitation’s highest pitch, 

These thoughts possess entire his mind on rack, 
Wilder’d in painful tumult, buoy’d by hope: 

Till light he rates the risk to venture life. 2125 
Flee hence he cannot, though a world might tempt. 
Nay, if ’twere possible, he even deems 

Hence to deliver her; and her escape 

(Blent in the very clue to victory,) 

Lead back to his poor refuge, with himself. 

This night he marks the favourable time 
Endangering, as he deems, their flight the least. 


In sight then of the spot which holds his love, 
Near to her tent he wanders, in the jaws 
Of near alarm, drawn as to peril's edge. 
Beside, he notes the very sentinels 2136 
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Who eyed his passage in the leader’s train. — 2187 
These cautious to avoid, or to deceive, 

To lull suspicion, some sweet air he plays, 
(Resting at distance as with meet respect) 

That seem'd as singly chanted to the moon, 

And breathing o’er the camp a serenade, 

That softly echoed through the silvery air. 


Still wake, the lonely Queen o’erhears the sound, 
Whose long-remember’d strain erst charm’d her ear. 
She knows the signal. Instant from her couch 
She starts, in rapt emotion; listening still 
Alive with curiosity intense. : 2148 
Nor long the pause, ere a new wonder breaks. 
Behold ! the grated window of the tent 
Internally she draws with gentle touch, 

Leaving its passage open, as for air. 

Visible then her own fair countenance 

Glanced for a moment, instant back withdrawn, 
Touch’d with the beamy lustre of the moon, 

As peeps Aurora through the twilight clouds. 
Who shall describe the trepidation’s throb, 

The awe that palpitates in either breast! 

In spite of ambient peril, as of dread, 2159 
The King, at this, more near would have advanced, 
And dared the question of the neighbour watch, 
Challenge in such dilemma venturing all. 

But see! springs now a greater wonder still. 
What image new, terrific, horrible, 

Behold! with sable shadow darks the scene! 
E’en as predicted late by Guthrun’s self, 
Expected ere the morning’s dawn, lo! here, 

With clatter loud of horses’ hoofs, and noise 

Of voices, that disturb this stilly hour, 

The traitor base, Hianfrid, with a train 

Of bravos following, at this dead of night, 2171 
Seeks back the Danishcamp. Whose sudden view 
Observing in amaze, the starting King, 

Himself disguised, knows instant at a glance. 
Sudden the King withdraws, and slinks aside 
Behind a tent, haply himself uomark’d, 

So rapid was his start; yet swift the pace 

Of him the traitor too, on selfish thought 

Intent, nor dreaming there of such a prey. 

In dreadful agitation and alarm 

Lingers the King, conceal’d; and though so late, 
He marks the traitor toward the regal tent 
(Known by the Tufa standard, fluttering near) 2183 
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Ride of his Danish master, as if bent 2184 
There to report the progress of his quest. 

But learning there the leader now reposed, 

The King retired to rest, ere long himself 

The vassal recreant to a tent superb, 

(Reserved to him, as wont, in precincts near, 
Through partial favour of the royal Dane) 

As if reluctant, though fatigued, retires : 

E’en next the apartment of the minstrel bard. 
With dawn’s first beam the traitor slave intends 
To seek the high pavilion of the Dane, 

With full relation, and for deep consult. 2195 


Whether to lated slumber he withdraws, 
The trembling minstrel knows not, but discerns 
Himself in added dangers compass’d round, 
Now e’en in contact of his direst bane : 
Not only foreign foes, but treason too 
Abroad, at hand, ensnarement (of the twain 
More formidable) threatening certain death, 
As with his very person best acquaint. 
Novel alarm wakes interest intense, 
And in the gulf of peril every way 
Alfred environ’d seems, beyond escape. 2206 
But expectation to behold his spouse, 
Yet with her to hold converse, fix’d resolve 
(If this prove possible by mean soe’er) 
In the strong bond of nature’s self impels 
The husband to this scene, and lures him on, 
Risking detection, death, at every turn. 
He dares amid the camp e’en yet to stay, 
In breathless expectation and suspense, 
To seize what favouring chance may still ensue. 


Yet to evade, or lull, the pacing watch, 2216 
How, where, or when, he scans in vain, now stops, 
Now wanders round, with flush’d anxiety. 
Imagination to itself must speak 
(For language fails to tell) his bosom’s fraught 
Of mingled feeling, pity, love, alarm, 

Heroic boldness, roused by ardent hope, 

Yet check’d as instantly by dark despair; 

Imaged endearment with his faithful wife; 

To learn his children yet alive on earth; 

These rushing o’er his soul in conflict strange 
Prompt, and yet scarce admit, the secret prayer, 
Not all unmark’d, besure, of powers above, 
Watchful, whatever direr dangers rise. 2229 
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Synop o the infernal powers, for the purpose of adding super- 
natural aid to the measures already in progress for the detection 
and death of Alfred.. They prompt Hianfrid to propose to 
Guthrun to visit the weird sisters, who are instructed in the 
part they are to act, by the demons. Conjurations, and spectral 
apparitions, tn presence of the Dane and his proselyte, in which 
Hela, queen of death, mysteriously foretels Hianfrid’s fortunes. 
He, buoyed up with hopes of regal state, perceives not the ambi- 
guity of her predictions. Suspecting, from the words of the evil 
spirits, and from the reports in the camp, that the minstrel is 
an English spy, or perhaps Alfred himself, he determines to 
seize him while asleep. Alfred meanwhile succeeds in obtaining 
an interview with his Queen at midnight, when he learns the 
past events concerning herself and their children, now in Windsor 
castle, whence he pledges himself to rescue them. He is followed 
thither by Hianfrid, and narrowly escapes with life, but is pur- 
sued by the traitor, and traced to the Isle of Athelney. 
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OR now not only hideous treason adds 
Her fatal presence to war’s ruthless toils, 

Embrew’d to render mortal mischief full, 
But supernatural aid, new instruments, 
The Demon-race, black tempters of the night, 
Aggravate peril with their horrid art. 
These fearing human means alone may fail 
To work the sought detection, hoped so long, 
Bring deadliest spells and magic’s power at hand, 
And their foul agency of ill combine. 
Lo! now the wicked spirits, who discern 
The English monarch in the Danish camp, 12 
Eyeing him unsuspected wandering there, 
His deadliest foe, Hianfrid, too return’d, 
Who knows his person, of the event aware 
And such advantaged season prompt to seize, 
To wreak the ruin of whom most they hate, 
The Christian King, their chiefest enemy, 
. Him to yield captive to the hostile grasp 
These powers, intent op purposes so dire, 
Assemble, congregated in mid air. 
There, lowering like a cloud, with sullen glance 
Upon the camp beneath, deliberate, 
Uttering conception of his hellish plot, 24 
Satan, their head, his synod thus address’d. 


‘‘ See we not now, (indignant though we feel, 
Incensed at such his boldness), where now dares 
With venturous arrogance almost unbeard 
Alfred, the rash intruder, penetrate 
The paynim’s very camp, resolved (it seems) 
Soon to surprize the Dane, his secrets learn, 
And push surprize to wrested victory ; 

Seeking meanwhile, ere he the host destroy, 

The royal chieftain, Guthrun, to corrupt, 
Converting to the dastard faith of Christ? 

Deluded soul! who treats his deadliest foe 36 
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With favour, and admits him to his breast ! 37 
Ne’er may we such occasion hope again 

(Now likeliest short) to the suspectless Dane 

In full discovery to expose the spy, 

And instant bring to punishment condign ; 

That too, by very fraud and wiles of ours: 
Through his own wife, the captive Queen herself, 
To make e’en her a lure, through means of whom 
Alfred may linger in the hostile camp 

Till seized by our device, to make him fall 
Through love itself into the grasp of foes, 

Were sure a task, worthy of us, and hell ! 48 
Such must our amplest thirst of vengeance please.” 


He paused an instant; for the assembly seem’d 
All with the thought enrapt, and rang applause : 
But Satan straight pursued : 

‘Such happy chance 
Tis ours then to improve, and turn to use 
Upon the instant, swift, as claims the time. 
But how to act the deed? Not ours, to kill, 
Direct by murder human life to assail 
Is not to us permitted, for a power, 
Superior to ourselves, forbids in that. 59 
Though shut from violence, yet every wile 
Of fraud, of guile, and overglozed deceit 
Our province is; but human means allow’d 
To tempt, and to employ, as instruments 
Charged to our aid, on every dark design. 
Witchery, magic, may be brought in play, 
Delusions of prophetic mystery, 
Agency supernatural, to serve 
So high occasion, and our ends secure. 
Through aid circuitous of man we may 
E’en circumvent his life, o’erta’en through quest 
Apt of destruction’s mortal instruments. 71 
Then for such fitting object look we round. 
See we not, for this purpose, to the camp 
Return’d but now, Hianfrid, to his rest 
Scarcely retired? an English chief, who kuows 
From habit the King’s features, long about 
His court and person in companion-trust 
And former friendship held, agent most fit: 
Long too of Alfred’s subject-people one, 
But turn'd now his inveterate enemy.” 


He paused, for at such foul suggestion, joy, 
Enflamed by pride of malice and revenge, $2 
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Gnash’d from their lips a sound of fierce applause: 
But counsel instant their fell King resumes. 


‘¢ Spurr’d and set on already through rewards, 
Promised by kingly Guthrun, (who has fired 
His haught ambition with aspiring hopes 
Of future lucre, puissance, throne, and realm) 
Him little it requires to tempt yet more. 
Him let us summon instant, with our call 
His slumbers interrupting; and inflate 
His swoln ambition and blown arrogance 
Of pride to vastness ; urge him into snares 93 
(As now at hand) of Alfred’s very death : 
Means surest of his own immediate rise, 
Already based on capture of the King. 
But for this end we must inspire him first, 
With royal Guthrun, by his side adjured, 
Straight to consult the wéird sisters three, 
Who shall reveal his brooded destiny, 
Disclosed through bovering prompture of ourselves, 
And all inform that now concerns his act. 
We will uplift his hope to loftiest pitch, 
And make him all our fated charge achieve. 
Warring "gainst that religion which we hate, _—105 
Let not ourselves delay too, ere to these 
We baste with notice of the chief's approach, 
Bid them prepare their spells, and use their gifts, 
Of semblant Frea, erst assign’d their own 
In glorious apparition, framed of us, 
Never to nobler end employ’d than now ; 
Mysteriously possess them, where the spy 
Lurks likeliest now, and most about the Queen.” 


So as he bade, the assembly vanish all, 
Obeisant, parting on their task obscure. 115 


Scarce had they fled, ere in a shape exchanged 
Of blear illusion (while the Demon tribe 
Hover in shades invisible around) 
To the three gifted sisters, in their cell 
By the camp’s verge shunniug the haunts of men, 
Frea appears, goddess of magic spells, 
The Queen of earth as heaven, and by her side 
Her herald Gna, and waiting Valkyries. 
But hark! for straight the imperial mistress speaks. 


‘¢ List, favourites ! the noon of night esteem 
Apt for your gifted work as clearest day. 126 
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Prepare your spells, and ransack memory 127 
To ope the doom of mystic prophecy. 

A chieftain comes his destiny to ask, 

The friend of Guthrun, haply with him too : 
Reveal to him the future yet unroll’d, 

Fulfill’d in part e’en now, and fates disclose, 
Reminding, and enlarging, visions past. 

Evoke the spirits, subject to your hest, 

Omitting not dread Hela, death's fell Queen. 

Nor deem, but I in secret will be there, 

Teaching you by strange signs, and by our art, 
Aiding the mighty work; no less design’d 138 
Than prompt destruction of the British King 

In snares immediate, undiscover’d yet ; 

Haply detection too of all his crew: 

Summing in proof of your prophetic powers 
Wonders at hand, more blood, and vengeance full.” 


So seem’d the goddess to express in terms 
Oracular her mystic purpose dark, 
While as the vision spake, she scatter’d charms, 
Aided by hands of her attendant sprites, 
Peculiar to herself, and only known 
To these her own selected votaries. 149 


Thus said, and vanish’d swift, the apparent Queen. 
The sisters, awed, their magic spells prepare, 
Obedient instant to their ruler’s voice. 

Scarce had she spoke ere brooding with fierce ire 
And deadly hate, (passions beseeming hell) 
Spirits malignant haunt the slumbering doze 

Of the foul traitor, scarce as yet composed 

To primal sleep, though with fatigue o’erworn 

Of his late journey; to whom quiet rest 

E’en in the dead of night they not permit. 

But him, on future capture of the King 160 
Dreaming, inflated with the promised meed 
Pledged to his hope in earlier prophecy, 

Assured by word too of the sovereign Dane, 

On his lone pillow stretch’d, they straight approach 
In vision of a phantom strange conceal’d, 

An apparition hovering on his couch. 

Whether ’twere Mara’s hideous shape, that foul 
Demon of night, or Nicka, ghastly fiend, 

Or Managarmer, the dire wolf of war, 

Known as the fated messenger of death, 

Attendant on him all by witchery’s hest, 

Certain the eye permitted not to scan 172 
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Through the dim covert of surrounding shades. 178 
Whate’er it were, the spectre had a voice 

That roused attention, waked in shuddering dread. 
Hark! the dire image speaks in hollow tone, 

As from a sepulchre, and tempts the bad. 


“I am thy waiting spirit, to thy need 
Promised in gifted vision, as thou know’st. 
Awake, arise, to royal Guthrun haste. 

Occasion calls without: portentous time, 
Pregnant with consequence of import vast, 182 
Which thine own fortune’s progress most concerns, 
Nor less the sovereign Dane’s, who o’er this isle 
Aspires to found victorious monarchy. 

Burst the night’s call of sleep, for never more 
Shall sucb occasion to thy hand occur. 

Danger now lurks within the very camp. 

Instant consult the fated sisters three 

(The daughters of dead Regner, warrior King) 
Nor dread with these nocturnal interview. 

Take thou the daring Gutbrun by thy side, 
Roused from his sleep, as by a spirit’s hest. 

Delay not; for no hour is to be lost. 

Nearer than ever now (most strange to deem) 195 
Hovers thy long-sought prize, and in thy reach 
Beckons thy fortune’s crown: full flows in course 
Destiny’s prone career: that fortune seek 

From the Weird three, already now prepared 

To satisfy thee with expectant spells. 

These gifted beings will the future ope, 

Immediate means of aggrandizement new. 

These shall impart thy need with helpful arts, 
Shall point to present seizure glory’s prize, 

The quarry won, now, at one instant swoop : 

No less importing in its mighty task, 

Than sure discovery of the English King, 207 
Thy prey of right, and rooted enemy.” 


Thus the dread vision instigates a soul, 
Apt to foul deeds already, and alarms 
The wicked traitor in the dead of night. 
Starting, he rises, prompted, and obeys 
The spirit’s summons clear; from wakeful sense 
Assured ’tis no illusion of a dream. 
Big with that fatal summons, and inspired 
As to some destined purpose, yet unknown, 
But half explain’d, as fraught with grandeur vast, 
He hastens straight to Guthrun’s royal tent, 218 
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And with rapidity that suits the time 219 
In earnest importunity, which now 

Almost discards beseeming ceremony, 

(Admitted by the wondering sentinels) 

Announces to the startled chief the tale, 

All as the brooded vision had declared. 


The Danish chief, amazed, almost at first 
Reluctant, scarce believing, but o’erjoy’d 
To mark return’d Hianfrid, (now become 
A favourite prime) and tidings so to hear 
Of Alfred’s hoped detection, or what news 229 
Concerns the urgent pressure of the time, 
Arises from his dreamy couch; and roused, 
Adds to the hurried herald question strict, 
‘If Alfred has been seen? or where the prize ?” 


The flutter’d vassal such success as yet 
Disclaims, as with chagrin. Retorts the Dane, 
Eager, with superstitious hope inflamed. 


‘* But haply now vision miraculous 
Deign’d by the prophetesses (e’en as wills 
The wondrous phantom’s voice) shall all disclose, 
With augury full to our obeisant haste. 240 
Say, are the royal children safe, and still 
In guard of thine?” The vassal chief replies : 
‘‘They are,” and satisfies his pagan lord, 
For straight the dynast tells, ‘‘ he hopes ere long 
A royal bride, and issue of his own 
To supersede claim else, and o’er the land 
Stablish succession in imperial sway. 
' Besure, (he adds) true friend, if you but find 
England's fled King, whose person best you know, 
Rewards from me will all be held too weak. 
Yours shall be destined the vice-regal crown 251 
(Realm, where late England’s sovereign held his 
Of Wessex, e’en as Kenwulph in depute —_[court) 
Holds Mercia’s now; but if he be not true, 
And constant to our side, then, him amoved, 
Yours shall be given the sway of Mercia too.” 


Scarce had he utter’d, ere with swift despatch 
Through deepest shadows of the middle night, 
On fate intent, they seek the lonely cell 
Of the Weird sisters, the prophetic three, 
From them to gather counsel, and mature 
Fortunes together, warn'd impending near. 262 
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Beyond the outskirts of the tented camp, 263 
O’er wasty heaths below the peaked hills, 

Along a hollow glen through tangled woods 

To a sunk chasm obscure, whose yawning depth 
Few scan, almost unknowing where they be, 

Led, as it seem’d, by some strange meteor-glare 
Through the dim covert of the moon-touch’d shades, 
With drawn swords, guarding peril, (such their awe) 
They come, where duskly stretching groves conceal 
The cavern’d hovel, or whate’er of shield 
Enshrouds the brooders of mysterious spells 

And gifts surpassing mortal power, erst deign’d 274 
By Frea’s self to their dark ministry. 

These they find ready with suchcharms, forewarn‘. 
A magic light illumed the chosen spot, 

Where from the frequent tracks of man apart 
In"solitudes, far past the Dane’s-head-court, 

The artificers of magic,—votaries 

Of Frea, empress-Queen of either sphere, 

The weavers of Fate’s token’d web, endued 

With wondrous scope, surpassing mortal might, 
Consulted still by bending chiefs and Kings, 

In mystic signs reveal futurity. 2h5 


A sudden peal of thunder, in the dark 
Of silent night more awful, seem’d to announce 
The chiefs’ approach,—from conscious powers above. 
Hianfrid, coward in his nature still, 
Encouraged somewhat as with safety’s sense 
By Guthrun’s presence,—to the wondrous faith 
Of Odin but of late a convert turn’d, 
Apostate,—waits the bidden conference. 


In presence of the potent beings come, 

Where veil’d, as if in mist, they gleam’d thro’ shades, 
Delays not pause, ere the consulting pair, 206 
By Guthrun’s voice explicit, to the dim 
Mysterious sybils, harbingers of doom, 

Relate their order’d errand, as impell’d 

By hest superior, in their nightly sleep : 

Nor can they rest till Fate’s will’d course they know, 
Which Guthrun from their vow’d response adjures. 


“To a King’s voice, summon’d to ask the will 
Of embryon fate, in midnight’s unwont hour 
Answering, impart your burden’d oracle. 

Resolve the secret mystery, of all 
Importing us the most,—and in accord 307 
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Tell to enquirers who here haunt your cell, 308 
What destined fortune either chief awaits. 

Say, where is Alfred? What of him you may? 
Shall we o’ertake ere long his latent flight ? 

How, when, and where ?—To what high consequence 
Shall his discovery lead ?—Shall I root out 

My vanquish’d rival, and o’er Britain’s isle, 
Without impeachment of won empire, reign? 
Serve us with your prophetic aid to find 

The lurking fugitive, and to myself 

Haste, if ye may, a bride for England’s throne, 
Pledged to myself by doom of destiny.” 319 


Instant responding, sorcery’s agents tell 
In boding language, that themselves, forewarn’d 
By previous vision, are e’en now prepared 
The expected chiefs to satisfy in all. 
Sudden they ask, in voice as of behest, 
That struck a shuddering terror in its tone: 


“ How will ye learn it ?’—Answer: shall we call 
New spirits of destruction to reveal 
More wonders, potent to impart, as lead, 
Fresh deeds of loftier aim and grandeur new.” 229 


They spoke, and paused :—-but scarce a moment 
check’d 

Their question strange, ere Guthrun, royal Dane, 
Unterrified, though with low voice of awe, 
(Whate’er of unwont dread then shook bis mate) 
Responded : 

‘* Call of powers whate’er ye will, 
And spirits through all nature’s round dispersed, 
If gifted to unfold Fate’s hidden doom 
And to our rapt enquiry all explain.” - 


At this, the mystic sisters, to such hest 339 
Obeisant, in brief silence, on the earth 
Trace wide a magic circle with turn’d wands, 
And o’er the misty atmosphere infuse 
The secret potency of unknown spells: 
Sleights they employ of agency profound, 
And Runic charms, the gift of Frea’s self, 
Een as instructed by the goddess erst 
In former presence to her favourites deign’d : 
Following in this her will, who can dispose 
Events of earth and heaven, and all o’errules. 
In tone of awe they breathe: 

‘* Shadows, arise, 351 
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And by your presence, death's fell ministers, 352 
Best answer this occasion vast, that waits 
With import on the chiefs who seek your aid.” 


Scarce had they utter’d their commanding voice, 
Ere, as if answering to their call of power, 
Low underneath the ground an eartbquake shakes 
With chasms the rocking base whereon they stand ; 
While subterraneous thunder rolls afar, 
Pealing witb horrid roar, then gradual fades : 
Which ceased, strange howling, as from dogs of hell, 
Or hideous wolfish monsters prison’d there, —_362 
(Still gnashing over coward carcasses,) 
Alarm’d the scared ear with unearthly sound. 
Through rush of tempests that appal the soul 
Themselves with dire unwont sublimity, 
Lo! sole by these announced, yet wild disclosed 
Through mists sulphureous, ghosts from lower worlds 
Risen off empoison’d rivers where they float, 
Groaning, ascend: heralds of terror more. 
For open’d as to hearing, e’en to sense 
Of mortal man, through dim abyss of air, 
Shrieks, and wild yells, as of the damn’d, arise ; 
Mock’d but at times by savage scoffs that seem 374 
Echoed from Loke’s, or Fenris’ horrid throat, 
There fated prisoners till time’s lated end. 
All these, and more which impious ’twere to name 
(With horror such embued) confess’d the charm 
And ruling spells of Frea’s votaries, 
Who destiny of every man controls: 
All but ambassadors of presence new. 
For lo! in apparition, beyond all 
Terrific and astonishing to sight, 
Obeisant comes from her ninefold abodes 
Of Nifelheimer, and waste worlds of gloom, 
In very vision on this upper earth, 356 
E’en Hela’s self, imperious Queen of death. 
Around her from the venom’d floods of hell 
Hung hoary foam, that much her view obscured, 
And by her side her vow’d attendants flew 
(Discern’d at times sole by pale lightning’s flash) 
Forth of her lurid palace, Anguish named : 
Whose door is Precipice, Leanness, her bed : 
Famine, her table: her cup-bearer, Grief; 
Her handmaids, Expectation and Delay. 
There the Night- Mara too, of horrent frame, 
And pallid Nicka, the grim water-sprite, 
Wafted their livid length to sight through air, 398 
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*Mong winged shapes: night-ravens, or the bird 
That shrieks the death-knell, fluttering spectral by. 
Visible too with these in train so dire 

Flitted behind, around Death’s hideous Queen, 

As in impatient motion for her hest, 

Hell’s blood-hound, bandog of its passage dark, 
Whose office sucks the breath of dying men, 
Image itself of reckless cruelty, 

Fell Managarmer ; that foul wolf-like shape 

The monstrous Incubus, of Loke begot 

The sire of evil (most his father like) 

On Angerbode, witch-messenger of ill, A10 
Nursed by his dam in Jarnvid’s woods of iron, 
The minister of murder; he who tears 

The shrinking moon in eclipse, and o’erawes 
Fenris, and Midgard, serpent of the sea. 

While in such train too summon’d Valkyries, 
Gudur and Rosta, and the youngest-born 

Shulda, the Future of the dismal Fates, 

Waited the mission of their ghastly Queen. 


Awaze beyond all measure seem’d to seize 
The awed beholders; and as if dismay'd 
At their own potent art, (though secret power 421 
These, it might seem, supported and inspired) 
E’en the Weird-sisters, then to sight appear’d 
Touch’d as with sudden terror, and to quake. 
But most of all Hianfrid shrinks, appall’d ; 
While wonder more, blent with a secret joy, 
Inflames the Danish monarch to discern 
Beings so mighty to assistance come, 
Though in his look expectance wildly glares. 


Ere long the sisters with a hollow voice 
Address the novel beings, and enjoin 
The messengers of fate in words like these, 432 
Mysterious, suited to no mortal ears. 


<< Listen, tremendous spirits, and obey. 
We, servants of high Frea, goddess sole, 
Whose power extends o’er earth, heaven, air'sabyss, 
And even controls the grisly climes of hell, 
Command ye answer, and to task of ours 
Bend e’en the grim ambassadors of death, 
Bid by herself. By spells thus tempest-raised, 
Impart your aid and guidance to detect 
England’s fallen King, a fugitive where’er, 442 
And shew these chiefs his swift discovery ’s means.” 
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Invoked, as with transcendent knowledge too 
Endued of things transacted on earth’s sphere, 
Hela, dread Queen of death, through busied dark 
Upraised her livid features more in sight, 

Terrific in aspect, and with a voice 
Reminding of the tomb, response return’d, 
Unfolding things in folds of embryon time, 
As if expectant of a victim-prey. 


*¢ Why call ye me from night’s nine worlds to earth? 
Shew not two prophecies e’en now fulfill’d, 
By Angerbode, ill’s herald witch, foretold ? 454 
A Queen’s discovery with her royal brood, 
Perils, and conflict from a rebel band 
By abbey, cliffs, and caves, scaped all in turn? 
Follow’d not next a camp, for place of act ? 
A minstrel stranger there, perceived, pursued ? 
Remember, and recal, the fated course, 
Yet all to hap, of coming destiny.” 


Flash’d on the listening Guthrun’s mind at this 
Infused suspicion, prompted by surprize 
Nor less result of burden’d memory. 
But hark! again the horrid phantom opes 465 
With ghostly voice instruction of her own. 


‘“‘ Destruction’s chosen instrument, to work 
Fate’s doom mysterious, yet must singly be 
The chosen chief, Hianfrid, pledged in faith. 
Such instant quest be his alone, reserved, 
As knowing best the features of his prize, 
Sudden begun within the very camp. 
Follows not less in clue of order clear 
The perfect course of full-fraught destiny. 474 


Thus spake the spectral vision, while at pledge 
So proud, nathless so awful, in the breast 
Of the vain traitor, haught ambition swell’d. 
Which mark’d, the griesly image next address’d 
Himself direct, and thus in words appeal’d. 


‘¢ Hark ! chief of England, and thy hest receive. 
She who was England's Queen is in the camp. 
Her but esteem a lure, and a decoy, 

First step and earnest, to a King the next. 

Search by her tent. Is it not likeliest there, 

(Bethink thee well,) his haunts may hovering cling? 

O’erlook not chance, improbable howe’er. 486 
VOL. V. x 


306 KING ALFRED. 


There haply may a spy lurk in disguise. 487 
Be watchful, seek there first, around, abroad. 
Who knows what vast events may thence ensue, 
Sprung e’en from unexpected source as this? 

A seeming bard may be the very King, 

The arch-foe, invading scenes of all most strange !” 


She utter’d, and monition such of quest 
Urges, enforced; main object of her call. 
Amazement seem’d to hold the awe-dash’d chiefs, 
Till at such hest aroused, in spite of dread, 
Hianfrid, (while he trembled,) whisper'd thus 497 
To Guthrun’s ear: 

‘‘To me, ‘twas prophesied 

Truly before, that mine the charge should be 
To find the King; and all, as erst presaged, 
Seems now arrived in near accomplishment.” 


The noble Guthrun, although warn’d alike 
By supernatural voice of Death’s high Queen, 
Scarce yet believes chance so unlikely deem’d : 
But labouring more in thought, himself would rush 
Instant to ward, (if so he might,) assault 
Caution’d of any latent enemy. 508 
But hark ! his single mission Hela’s voice 
Restrains, renewing thus advisement warn’d. 


‘‘ Be such pursuit Hianfrid’s clearer task, 
Instructed best by knowledge, as by doom ; 
Nor rest he, till he find the destined prey. 
Attendant spirits of our own, believe, 
This Managarmer, war-wolf, hound of hell, 
Of Loke and Angerbode incestuous brood, 
Mara and Nicka both, sprites versed in death, 
Shall hover near, and guide the vow’d emprize ; 
Tracking thy steps, converted to our faith, 519 
To see all done, as prophecy unfolds.” 


So spake Death’s horrid Queen, and seem’d in act 
Turning as to depart; but at such sign 
Observed, as if with curiosity 
Fired more than satisfied, (dastard howe’er) 
Roused in suspense now uncontrollable, 
Hianfrid’s voice thus further question dares. 


‘‘ Destiny's arbiter, a moment stay. 
If a foreshadow’d minstrel to a King 
Lead, as the victim-prize whom first we seck, 520 
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Ope, if ye may, all glory’s sequent course. 530 
My hope excited yet Fate all would know.” 


He stopp’d, while terror seem’d to choke his voice. 

Swift Hela’s hest replies: 
‘*‘ Haste to thy task. 

Search must be source and origin of all, 
Commenced, continued, in the very camp ; 
Nor sole, if need be, to its bounds confined, 
Till full discovery crown ere long thy chase. 
Owners of Frea’s spells, dismiss me back 539 
To realms of darkness, and wide worlds mine own.” 


She said, in tone as eager to evade. 
But as embolden’d by Death’s oracle 
So to himself appeal’d, with lifted hand 
Hianfrid calls the phantom yet to stay 
And answer, adding : 

‘« Part not, ere ye sum 

Destiny’s hidden end, recall’d, it seems, 
Somewhat e’en as to me was pledged at first.” 


Waved by the sisters’ wands upraised, again 
The ghastly phantom, as with breath enforced, 550 
Thus growl’d obeisant, with a look that glared 
Withering destruction, on Hianfrid bent, 

E’en as it utter’d: 
‘‘Why should I recal 
Fortunes, erst shadow’d on the web of fate? 
List only this! Follow, until thou find’st. 
Look to detect the King, with instant search, 
E’en as thy former quest o’ertook a Queen : 
Most too, as likeliest sure, where’er she dwells. 
Still, undespairing, urge the strict pursuit, 
Until in ampler progress thou mayst find 
Princes, and nobles, fugitive, conceal’d 562 
In the dim screen of unsuspected woods, 
Where all the nest of vipers may be snared 
In fatal meshes of a net thine own. 
Come, where the Danish Reafen yet is hid, 
The prize, in former luckless fight bereaved, 
In the dark precincts of a woody isle, . 
Where plots are hatch’d, where deep conspirers hide. 
There pouncing sudden on the venom’d crew, 
Then shall thy fortune be consummated, 
Fate’s crisis, and full tide of thy career, 
Fulfill’d with consequence of high event, 
All, as in wondrous vision erst was shown.” 574 
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So spake the dreadful image, and in words 575 
Of dubious import tempted deeds of hell. 
The spectre still made signal to recede, 
But meditations of a wicked mind 
Prompted Hiantrid on; forecast of doom 
Suggested now, in reverie revolved, 
Like a fraught trance, o'erhaunts his memory. 
A thrill of wonder and suspense invades 
His bosom, while cold shudders o’er bim creep. 
Start forth bis eyes; his hair with motion stirs ; 
His flesh, as in compression, shrinks congeal’d. 
Until predominating over fear 5SG 
Intense ambition, rooted in his heart, 
Impels again this awful colloquy. 


‘** Stay, I conjure ye yet; and to my ear 
Impart, all knowing minister of Fate, 
Wondrously thus disclosed to man on earth, 
What shall I further do, that may attain 
Dominion, throne, a kingdom, promised, pledged, 
And unimpeded in long life possess ? 

Of that acquest assure me above all, 
Whereon my mind some chilling doubt o’erpowers.’ 


At this, with look askance, Hela return’d. 597 


“‘ Chiefs’ castles are thine own. In prospect on 
Expect a kingdom, throne, and masterdom ; 
But mists hang o’er this progress of thy rise. 
Yet with more care the royal children guard. 
Recall’st thou not too former counsel past, 
Disclosed by fated messengers of mine ? 
Recal the needful Jeague :—‘ ‘To Kenwulph go, 
For ’tis his hand must strike the fatal blow.” 
Start not at this, nor shrink from deeds of blood. 
Spare not e’en him, if he be in the way; 607 
Be wise, and wary; quick resolve, and act. 
Blood may be in thy path: I see it is: 
But ere the sum, that chance must be o’erstept, 
Ere Fate have scope, destruction, full revenge. 
Check not the sword, if wishful to be high. 
Skirmish, and shrieks, and fright, and ambush, dare. 
Believe me still at hand, ready to seize 
My destined victim in appropriate time, 
W hen doom’s dread work shall all thine own act prove. 
Faint not, nor fear, nor pause from coming strife, 
Never deceived, till Rayner springs to life.” 618 
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So said she, while scarce scann’d the traitor yet 
The purport full of her ambiguous words ; 
But buoy’d with swelling hopes of regal state, 
Most, since the strange contingence, added last 
As Fate’s sole bar, (thus o’er his conscience brought 
In secret sign) he deems impossible. - 
Thus vow’d the Queen of death, and, vanishing, 
No longer question stay’d of mortal man, 
Sunk sudden as in open’d gulf below, 
Quitting to vacuous solitude the scene. 


Swoln in imagination, terror new 629 
Usurps the vain Hianfrid’s mind, still more 
Infused with Odin’s wild an! wondrous faith, 

And strange illusion of such vision sped ; 

Of ardour full, stung to emotion high 

Of instant action at such oracle. 

Insatiable amaze, harrow’d resolve, 

And fury now ungovernable, fired 

By taught suspicion, to surprise the foe 
Presaged now lurking in the camp’s confine, 
Madden both hearers :—both inflate by hope 
And splendid prospects shewn of royalty, G40 
Wealth, puissance, following in successive train: 
One through vain glory and ambition’s glare, 
One through religious, but mistaken, zeal. 
Lapp’d each in chains of fatalism, o’erawed 
They quit the cavern’d cell, and haste away 
Intent with stimulated quest to prowl 

Amid the tents and seize the destined prey, 

The Christian minstrel,—now reveal'd a spy,— 
An unknown stranger,—e’en in bonds of sleep. 
To whom, hoped thus in danger’s toils enclosed, 
Destruction seems inevitably raught: 

New dangers, now by supernatural means 
Tenfold more multiplied than e’er before. 653 


Meanwhile, in interval of time so sped, 
Alfred,—intrepid hero,—patriot King,— 
The husband, father,—prudent, cautious still, 
Albeit now daring with resolve impell’d 
Beyond wont pitch of manhood,—(his great soul 
Rising in action with occasion’s claim) 
Seems but on innocent employ engaged, 
Indulging but a midnight serenade 
In minstrel garb,—hailing (as ’twere) the moon 
With music, through the soft and vernal air. 
Now e’en the sentinels themselves, beguiled, 664 
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Might seem to welcome too the sounds that creep 
Along the calm and balmy breeze of night. 

The female train, attendant on the Queen, 
Wearied, had on their pillows sunk to rest; 

And sole the Queen, awake, expectant, stay’d, 
Sleepless alike, deeming her long-lost spouse, 

By signal known, would see her; nor delay. 


The watchful Alfred, now of every breath, 
Of every motion conscious, gazing round, 
While all is hush’d in silence of the night ; 
Nor light now gleam’d save of the faded moon, 675 
Shadowy declining, and few dubious stars 
Responding fitly with the solemn scene: 
When died the music of his slumbrous harp, 
Or seem’d surcease, with oft suspended pause 
Thatlull’dto sleepthe guards, surcharged with mead, 
He, vigilant of every favouring chance, 
Steals near his consort’s dome, intent to see 
Her, ’fore all other beings loved the most. 
Yet, ere he move, Turgar he sets on watch, 
His faithful page, intelligent of all. 
Through the oped casement had the watchful Queen 
Observed her consort, and at token’d sign 687 
Opes gently the tent’s door, admitting scarce 
To its first vestibule her long-lost spouse, 
Where sole she meets him, trembling, hush’d,—the 
Her ladies in their inner chamber slept. [while 
Dreading discovery, whispers could alone 
Then utter welcome, fervent howsoe’er 
And due of nature’s self, in accents faint. 
Oh! what sensations now oppress’d each heart, 
In so unwonted interview attain’d ; 
Rapture so high of unthought interest woke 
And long expectance !—when its tenderness 
O’ermatch’d subduing terror ;—and beyond 609 
Example all or earlier parallel, 
Pathos arose, to melt, to rend the heart: 
While every moment was with danger pregn’d, 
Sudden, as ’twere by stealth, was every breath 
Surcharged as if with emphasis, and cast 
O’er the strange meeting, meaning all as strange. 
For here, in situation of alarm 
And peril passing thought, affection’s power, 
Conjugal as parental, was display'd 
With gush of truth; and full-fraught sympathy 
In virtuous bosoms, capable to own 
That heavenly feeling, amid such distress 71 
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Seem’d but sublimed; by troubles stirr’d the more. 
So wills great Nature’s law, with those we love. 


Joy at recovery of her consort first, 
And ecstasy unbreathed, her soul absorbs, 
Mocking all language. Mute into his arms 
She rushes instant, and in that embrace 
Long lingers with endearment; words how scant! 
These were denied. For strong emotion check’d 
Utterance of both. Imagination sole, 
With ampler power than language of the bard, 
Or limner’s pencil, as with beam of light, 722 
May image best such scene :—impart the sense 
Of either heart,—affection’s sacred kiss, 
Dared by the doating busband, and the sire, 
The wife, the mother, faithful each to each, 
Clasp’d long in silence o’er each other's neck. 
In place so dread, by prudence’ self restrain’d, 
Strong was the conflict still, at season such, 
Of various passion,—in incessant strife 
Alternating through wild vicissitude ; 
Joy with alarm, o’er terror ecstasy ; 
Wonder and agitation unconceived 
O’erpower’d by fond emotion, and subdued 734 
By all-controlling love; affection’s truth, 
And sensibility, dissolved in tears, 
Tears of delight,—while anguish wrung the heart. 


First, these few broken accents, from the Queen 

Faint utter’d, fell: 

‘¢ After imagined dead, 
Exiled or slain, (no tidings could I learn) 
To own my husband strangely thus restored, 
Now of thy love, thy truth, this proof indeed 
Of deep affection, past belief pursued, _ 
Witness’d, to know thy precious life yet spared, 745 
Faithful, through every fortune, place, and time”— 


She paused, as if unable to express 
Waked feeling more, yet soon the unfinish’d words 
Resumed, while thus her whisper fondly breathed : 


‘© Oh! wheresoe’er thou art, that place is heaven ! 
How hast thou found me? Surelove’s blessed power 
The affectionate through every trial bears 
Triumphant; and the consciousness by thee 
To be beloved, as ever, now disarms 
Death of its terror. Happy.can I die 755 
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This moment for thee, if need he, since life 756 
Of ages brings no higher bliss than now.” 


So vents the Queen, in scarce coherent strain 
Of sentence, tenderness ineffable, [heart. 
Which then engross’d, o’erpower'd, her throbbing 


But hark ! in turn the husband, and the sire, 
Answers, and with kind accents meet return 
To love so gentle and affectionate, 
Conjugal in his passion, breathes alike 
In whisper, still subdued : 765 

‘¢ My love,—my life,— 

Prime treasure of my soul,—found thus again 
Through trials, how severe! oh! deem indeed 
Devotion strengthen’d by calamity, 
And thee but dearer made for sufferings past. 
At thy condition admiration new, 
Pity for thy afflictions, dread indeed, 
Awake and bind (if that were possible) 
My fond attachment and respect the more ; 
E’en as, deem’d dead, the memory of thee 
Exalted thee o’er all that lived on earth.” 776 


But after such affection’s primal burst 
Pause long ensues not, ere enquiry kind 
Of the fond female,—consort, mother, Queen,— 
Breaks forth in utterance ;—recollecting straight, 
F’en mid such joy, their situation strange 
And perils dire which then encompass’d both. 
For the full tide of ecstasy is check’d 
Incontinent by woman’s native fear, 
Shewn in this exclamation of the Queen, 
Soon in bush’d tone convey’d : 

‘* But whither leads 

Fidelity and love express’d, like thine, 728 
Indulging but a moment nature’s claim ?— 
Where are we 7—Look around !—remember, love, 
My being’s life, to what wild dangers here 
Both are exposed. Beware! and oh! with haste 
Satisfy my suspense, that knows no bound: 
W hat brings thee tothis place? Whence hither come ? 
Why in this garb and strange disguise conceal’d ? 
What fate has press’d thy life, and fortunes past ? 
Auswertoo,— Know’st thou? Live my children safe? 
Ob! tell me, and with instant balm allay 
The impatient tremors of a bursting heart.” 799 
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So ask’d the wife, and mother, and with care sv0 
To nature true, yet tender, delicate, 
And feeling all her own, her question urged, 
Apt to the moment of the endearing scene: 
With added proof of her unbounded love. 


At this, in swift compliance, her request 
He honours, and albeit in wonder lost 
(Of his own state, too, sensible alike) 
Tells in half-whisper to her eager ear. 808 


With outline swift his voice inform’d o’erruns 
The chanced occurrents of his former life, 
Since last they parted; of the chance of war 
Tells, and of Exham’s battle infortune 
And dismal consequence ; his friends’ despair, 
The host’s dispersion and the flight of all: 

How thus deserted, after search in vain 
Pursued at Anselm’s castle for herself 

There in surprise believed o’erta’en, or slain, 
His own state widow’d, and of children reaved ; 
First to an ancient neatherd’s lonely cot 
Himself had fled, where from his humble host, 
A former servant, he had kindly met 821 
Protection and support ; to whom, nor less 

To his old spouse, and one, in secret there 
Rear’d as their daughter, ever must bis heart 
Retain its debt of endless gratitude. 


At this, to his amaze, the listening Queen 
Tells, that herself can bear him news of these, 
Captives, alas! as well, in Windsor’s towers ; 
Yet adds: ‘‘ Not yet :—delay not, but unfold 
Instant what more imports thy dearest self.” 


At once to her enquiry urged, the King, 831 
"Ware of the moment, rapidly relates 
His thence secession to the woody isle 
And close retreat of unlook’d Athelney, 
(So named of noble friends, still there conceal'd,) 
With hope ere long fallen England yet to save: 
Though there beset with snares of ambient foes, 
Not foreign sole, but treason’s deadliest net, 
Beat off as yet in ventures wildly strange; 
Most from Hianfrid’s self, the traitor base, 
Usurping castles near and power not his: 
Chief wrested from the loyal Rayner’s right, 
Somerset’s earl beloved, exiled or slain, 843 
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(So rumour tells) since of his fate none knows. 844 


Instant at this the Queen, to fresh surprise, 
(Astonishment in the King’s look express’d,) 
Tells that herself of noble Rayner’s fate, 

His capture, doom to sudden death, o’erheard 

By her own ears, at base Hianfrid’s hest, 

Too sadly knows, and yet can all explain: 

‘* But on—oh! tell, what brings thy presence here ?” 


“‘ Intended victory, (the King returns 
In whisper brief) and to the dared attack 853 
Meet surely was it, that myself should know 
(If leading to such fight a gallant host) ~ 
All guards, and state, and passes of the camp. 
These only by an ocular survey 
Best could I learn :—and in what surer mode 
Than as a minstrel, garb’d in this disguise, 
With scant attendance of one single page 
Screen'd by protection of the sacred harp ; 
So best admitted, and suspected least? 
This purpose leads me hither : little first 
Deeming to meet e’en here my long-lost wife ! 
But since thou thus art found, discern’d alive 865 
To add new bliss to earth, new motives spring 
To animate resolve: in thy defence 
Fresh courage fires my soul, and spirit new.” 


He said; yet still but satisfied in part 
Her boundless curiosity on rack. 
Hope of deliverance by her husband first 
Flash’d on her mind, nor nature’s law alone, 
Self-preservation prime, but thought to fly 
Back to her children’s succour and relief 
E’en through the gulf of death, then all o’erlook’d. 
But recollecting soon the watch, the guards, $76 
Set near herself, as through the tented camp, 
Female timidity prevails again, 
And care for her loved consort's precious life. 
Instant she warns, what dangers imminent 
Press near, and bids him for himself beware, 
If sudden capture should alas! surprise 
Even this stolen interview, prolong’d. 
Thus she displays the power of female love, 
That single fount of union, which, heaven-sprung, 
imperishable, in affection’s course 
Sole deepens, widens, in its spread advance 
To the vast ocean of eternity. 888 
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Deeply affected with her tender love 859 
And worth evinced, involuntary then 
He breaks into this passionate exclaim, 
Check’d still to tone subdued : 

‘* Believe, this hour 

Scarce would I change for bliss of paradise, 
By sorrow but to extacy endear’d ! 
For sure in heap’d distress kind heaven unlocks 
Sensations new of happiness, to reave 
Afiliction’s sting, and light grief’s dreariest gloom. 
Thy love, thy goodness, suffering all repays 
With meed, a thousand times o’errating woe.” 9u0 


Instant adverting to a theme most near, 
Himself in turn with earnest prayer intreats 
That her own fortune’s fate she will impart 
In brief,—how hither borne ?—and why detain’d, 
Reft of her children,—as he sadly sees? 


‘* And oh! resolve me, (fondly he adjures) 
Where now are these ?—Safely survive they still? 
Methinks, I sure o’erheard thee, all unthought, 
Implore the sovereign Dane to spare their lives, 
As in his power,—oh ! answer, where they be ? 
And with swift utterance ease my breaking heart.” 


So urged the anxious husband, and the sire, 
Questions importing most his burden’d breast. 


Nor she delays, but instant with forced breath 
First answers, that their children late she left 
In Windsor’s towers alive. —‘‘ Thank God! (the sire 
With interruption swift exclaims, and lifts 
His clasped palms to heaven) —But on—my soul 
All thine own varied fortune burns to know.”’ 
Then swift, in interview so hazardous, | 920 
Mid scene,—occasion such,—the wife, the Queen, 
Relation opes, that interest might enchain, 
E’en of the humblest human sufferer told. 


She adds: ‘‘ Were long the full unravell’d tale !” 
But straight her fortune’s history sums in brief 
Since their last parting ,—breathed as ’twere by fits; 
While he, all ear, drank in the startling theme. 
That after Anselm’s castle storm’d by foes, 

She with her princely babes, and single friend, 
The good Fidelia, as by miracle 930 
From slaughter,—while its inmates sank in death,— 
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Escaped :—but here abrupt the clue she breaks : 
‘¢ What fate thy honour’d sister, Mercia’s Queen, 
(Alike assign’d too our companion there) 

Befel, alas! I know not !”—*< Still she lives, 
(Instant the King adjoins) safe, and conceal’d, 
Comforting me within my lone retreat.” 


‘‘Oh! happiness !—(the Queen o’erjoy’d returns, 
But, press’d, resumes at once the story’s train) 
Ourselves long wandering in alarm’d distress, 
Scarce saving life, with raiment scant, and food 
Bege’d fearfully from door to door, in vain 912 
Sought for thyself, wherever likeliest deem’d, 
Until no tidings glean’d or of thy fate 
Or even life, worst dread oppress’d my soul 
Feeble, forlorn. I reason’d thee exiled, 

Or slain by savage and o’erpowering foes. 

Myself I deem'd a widow, wretched, poor, 
Outcast, without a home, nor daring breathe 
Scarce to one trusted friend our real state. 

When seem’d but memory to survive of thee, 

O’er thy love-gifts I wept and orphan babes, 

With many a tear,—then all my comfort left, 953 
Breathing some hope through worst of miscries. 
Knowing my honour'd parents dead, their lands 
And home confiscate,—not to Gainesbro’s seat 

I fled for shelter, (as thought first inclined) 

But turn’d toward ruin’d W oodstock, once my home, 
Scene of so many happy hours witb thee. 

There likeliest, deem’d I, haply that thyself 
Sometime wouldst venture to return, if yet 
Escaped with life, nor from the kingdom fled :— 
To shelter in a spot thou knew’st so well, 

In dells once loved, and forest-haunts embower’d, 
Sequester’d, and remote from haunts of men. 

Long in this hope 1 linger’d there, in guard 966 
Of an old forester, who brought us food, 

And at night shielded in his lonely cell.” 


At this the King: ‘‘ How such a refuge then 
Camest thou to quit, nor there conceal’d abide?” 


Instant, with bursting sighs, the Queen resumed. 


‘* Alas! there, somewhat soothed, I could have 
But thence by treason were we lured away, [lived, 
E’en by Hianfrid, secret-questing there, 

(Chief who had led us erst to Anselm’s towers) 
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With pledge of safer home in Windsor's fort 976 
Under his friendly guard! Ah! how betray’d 
Then was allegiance, hospitality, 

By him, believed our faithful host in vain, 

Our jailor sole :— ourselves but prisoners there ! 
While, as at seeming liberty, nor aught 

Discern’d of purposed wrong, I fond supposed 
(When friend none else to succour me remain’d, 
Nor knew I whither with last hope to turn) 

A kind asylum deign’d, and deem’d so good 

Him my apparent friend and best defence, 

Sent for my orphan-babes a foster sire, O87 
And o’er us outcast females screen bestow'd 

From scorn and insult of the ruthless world. 

Alas! what horror did our souls o’erwhelm 

To find ourselves at last deceived, betray’d, 

Where most we trusted, cherish’d hopes a dream, 
Treated thus kindly but for ill design, 

Victims alone of fatal treachery, 

Disloyal treason, and ambition foul, 

Nor safety left us any where on earth. 

Well might our state, discover’'d unawares 

With certainty, appal the stoutest heart, 998 
Much more, poor helpless females like ourselves.” 


With interrupted breath of added scorn 
And indignation at so dark deceit, 
At this again the sovereign broke the tale, 
Albeit as yet its scope he heard not all. 
For straight as torn with eagerest suspense, [change ? 
He asks: ‘‘ How chanced this? whence occurr’d the 
How learn’d? and what fraud did the traitor act ? 
Oh! haste, and swift my pangs of doubt allay !” 


Instant she answers, and in flutter’d haste 1008 

Renews: 
‘¢ Most strange to tell! while he abroad 

(Likeliest on deadly prowl, e’en for thyself) 
Remain’d awhile, discovery strange evened 
Of other prisoners, captive in his grasp, 
Confined apart in Windsor’s circling tower, 
There from our sight long hid in surer guard, 
Since (as it seem’d) his true intents they knew : 
The very cottagers, who to thyself 
Had yielded shelter; an old man, his wife, [traced: 
And beauteons daughter, whom past quest had 
There too the noble Rayner, (honour’d lord 
Of Somerset,) Fidelia’s long-lost spouse, 1021 
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Here strangely in such terror found at last!” 1022 


W onder and indignation swell’d anew 
The sovereign’s breast. ‘* What tidings must I hear? 
(He cries, with sudden start) friends such, so true, 
In treason’s talons snared! But oh! proceed 
With full result.” Scarce might a moment’s pause 
The theme impede, ere thus the Queen resumes. 


‘* Reluctant, after accident unlook’d, 
Shewn all (the cruel tyrant deem’d away) 
E’en by our pitying keepers, seeming still 1031 
As our attendant train, in interview 
Stolen with these captives, but in converse brief, 
From them we learn’d the hireling traitor’s acts 
And genuine character : his feign’d deceit, 
And our own dread condition oped at full. 
How the base slave, seceded to the Dane, 
Was bribed with lure of pelf and high reward 
Pledged to his vassal and deputed hand, 
To yield his service ’gainst his country, King,— 
Now on hot task engaged to search for thee 
In every likeliest haunt, in cots, in woods, 
With price proclaim’d on thy devoted head.” 1043 


She paused, as if unable to pursue 
(So strong emotion heaved her labouring breast) 
This thought, or such her story. But, all rapt 
In wild amazement, he to interest more 
Excited, breathless, still what else ensued 
Adjures to know. His consort swift resumes. 


‘In such strict questings had the villain found 
The cottage, where he glean'd thyself had hid, 
Protected in disguise with shelter kind, 1052 
Tho’ fled from thence, it seem’d, he knew not where, 
Nor could he wrest. Its habitants he seized, 

(So these reported) burnt their humble home, 
And them, as captives, bore to Windsor’s fort, 
Prison’d in durance there, with hope to wring 
Still the sought secret of thy last retreat.” 


She stopp’d, an instant on her husband gazed 
With new endearment, as she would her sight 
Of truth assure, then fondly thus recurs. 


‘*Such tidings when I learn’d that thou wert late 
’ Alive, albeit disguised, in lot so strange 1063 
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And low soe’er, not from the kingdom fled, 1064 
What rush of joy first thrill’d my sorrow’d heart! 
Alas! soon dash’d again by wont despair ! 

For such hoped secret these could not reveal 

E’en to myself, much to the traitor less 

On threaten’d torture, (so they told) nor knew 

Or whither thou hadst fled, or if alive.” 


‘* Most strange is this relation ! (to her ear 
Utters the pilgrim-King). What follow’d more?” 


Instant the Queen returns: 1073 
‘‘ The course we heard 

Alike of noble Rayner seized, his state 
Confiscate and usurp’d, his treasures all 
Assign’d to treason, as his capture’s price, 
Himself a lonely prisoner, wasted, pined, 
All, all disclosed at full, to wonder’s daze. 
But sudden bursting on this interview, 
Return’d all strangely in the shades of night, 
(Found all discover’d and his true state known) 
The felon, more incensed, to closer hold 
Consign’d the helpless cottagers; despatch’d 1084 
The upbraiding Rayner to quick doom of death, 
Straight by obeisant ruffians borne away 
E’en in the presence of his shrieking wife, 
The kind Fidelia, my long-bonour’d friend, 
Before my own eyes pleading all in vain !” 


She paused an instant, as with sympathy; 
Nor at such fearful tale, the shuddering King 
Forbears too interruption, though it seein’d 
Her narrative a moment to impede, 
Nor checks the bursting shock of grief, that waits 
Such mention of the noble Rayner’s fate. 
In pause of throbbing sorrow held awhile, 1096 
While o’er his raised eye sprung a starting tear, 
He breathes that sense in word of deep lament. 


“Oh! friend ! true ever to thy country’s cause, 
Rayner beloved, still prompt in peril’s hour, 
From whose strong puissance I had hoped so much, 
Lost to my aid, lost too in fate so sad!” 


He stopp’d, as if oppress’d, but straight resumed : 
‘What of Fidelia still?” The Queen relates: 


‘* Ah! what must be that lady’s feelings now, 


320 KING ALFRED. 


E’en in that very fortress still immured !” 1106 
Fails not the conscious sovereign to recal 

With pity’s sense and indignation keen 

On her condition, or with equal pang 

To fix in memory his preservers’ fate, 

Those generous cottagers; and borne in mind, 

(Albeit such secret he not now reveals) 

Her as that daughter named, of nobler birth, 

Kenwulph’s fled offspring, generous Rohand’s kin, 

Lost Rayner’s and Fidelia’s niece beloved. 

Held for a while in chains of dread suspense, 1116 

His roused abhorrence looks to punish yet. 


But sudden he recurs. ‘* Thy wondrous tale 
Renew, complete. Tell, how thyself art here.” 


She paused, as if unable to take up 
Again the sadder theme, while nature’s self 
Recoil’d in hesitation, and a sense 
Too deep of woe, though but in memory. 


Besought, from her bewilder’d thought the Queen 
Binds her strange fortune’s clue, and thus imparts. 


‘* Nor bounded this the traitor’s cruelty. —-1126 
But oh! how shall I tell, nor sink o’erpower’d? 
Next was myself, a mother then in vain, 

E’en sever'd from my children, in despite 

Of tears, of prayers, of terror’s wild appeal. 

Torn from my darling innocents, myself 

Hither was dragg’d along, a wretch forlorn, 
Disconsolate, in midst of enemies, 

To this the very camp and scene of war 

And for a purpose own’d, too base to name. 
Brought (as was said) at regal Guthrun’s hest 
To be the consort of the sovereign Dane, 1137 
Wean’d (if a hope so vain could e’er be dream'd) 
By absence from my children, heirs no more 

Of England's throne, but left in guard of one, 
So faithless to their mother, and their sire.” 


She ceased: amazement at the piteous tale 
Petrified, as it seem’d, the silent King, 
For fix'd he stood, as if of sense deprived. 
All seems discover’d now, all mystery clear’d 
On both sides. Such deep secrets of the soul, 
Reveal’d in stolen silence of the night, 1147 
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Wake strange commiseration, sympathy, 1143 
How sacred, and how dear! But soon the King, 
By such disclosure e’en to tremor moved, 

As if in anxious terror thus enquired. 


«¢ Alas! how then entreats the victor Dane 
Thyself, here closed, a captive in his power ” 
What horror next will it be mine to know ? 
More of thy precious self,—oh ! tell me all; 
Resolve my bursting heart, nor aught conceal.” 


So ask’d the doating husband of herself, =—-1157 
Dear as his life, and prime in all his thoughts. 
Instant she tells : 

“‘ More kindly does the foe 
Comport himself, than my roused fears had deem‘d : 
With honour too, with reverent homage still 
Approaching me, yet seeking me for wife. 
How vainly! Thought revolts, and shrinks my soul, 
My heart at such idea rebel starts ! 
Could I forget thyself? my children too? 
All claims of love, of nature and of God ? 
If e’er should force assail, a dagger hid 
I wear ensheathed, nor courage want to die; 1169 
To guard my honour, and my duty, safe.” 


She ceased a moment, but at such a thought 
Turn’d her flush’d face away, as if with shame ; 
For o’er its pale hue rose a sudden blush, 
Which so averted she essay’d to hide. 

Silent in matron majesty she stood, 
As roused but to superior dignity. 


Delighted admiration but the more 
Exalted in the monarch-husband’s breast 
His noblest consort in his soul’s esteem. 1179 


Then adds she too, with seeming gratitude, 
That from the grasp of harsher Oskital, 
Or Amund, (chieftains both more dangerous famed) 
Guthrun’s protection shelters her and saves, 
Albeit himself still seeking her for bride, 
With policy to reign as England’s King 
In dynasty his due, a conqueror’s right. 
Yet sighs she, since her husband she has seen, 
From knowledge, memory such she shall be nerved 
Sorrows, exertions, sufferings yet to bear, 
Which mortal nature else might scarce sustain, 
VOL. V. Y 
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Horror-struck, lost in wonder, all intent, 1191 
Exclaims the King: ‘“* Most wonderful the tale ! 
Yet for deliverance—” 

Stopp’d his word: for hark ! 

What knock is that, which in night's stillest hour, 
(Albeit it seem’d but as by fingers press‘d 
On the tent’s portal,) chains the startled ear ? 
Fixing surprised attention in alarm, 
The sudden interruption toward the spot 
Impels the King, who for more caution bars 
Such entrance, if a moment’s pause it gain, 
While darts the Queen toward her apartment back, 
Terrified ; when a hurried whisper, breathed 1203 
Through the key’s passage from without reveal'’d 
Presence of Turgar, faithful page on watch, 
Who wams: 

‘* Be brief: the guards now waking seem, 
Inebriate though they be, and drench’d with mead.” 


Conscious the King in mode alike returns. 


“Oh! yet awhile, dear boy, their sleep detain : 
More have I yet to ask.” The page insists: 
“* My liege! what shall I do?” ‘* Touch faint thy 
(His master bids) as with night serenade, [tute, 
Or seeming aught that may suspect elude, 
To soothe the camp or any wakeful ear, 
Lulling to sweeter rest, to deeper dream.” 


‘* My liege, I will, (returns the loyal page) 
And gently knock, when sleep my charm obeys.” 


His consort (somewhat from her terror still’d) 
Hastes to her former station at his side, 
While with a father’s feeling to a theme 
Next to his heart he turns, and fond enquires : 1222 


‘* Our children, were these too in Windsor’s fort 

Detain’d ?” 
She answers: ‘ Last they there were left, 

Charged by myself to kind Fidelia’s care, 
My constant friend, widow’d alas! herself, 
If still they live. But (e’en as Rayner’s life 
In rage fell sacrifice) ah! who can tell, 
W hat sudden doom too may such charge assail, 
Whose lives might seem each hour in Jeopardy ! 
Alas! I fear he will extirpate all, 
As ire, ambition, or Caprice, may sway: 1233 
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Imprisonment the least of what I dread.”’ 1234 


So said the hapless mother in alarm: 
But yielding way to natural female fears, 
At image of her children’s loss aroused 
She tender’d; sole, in peril more endear’d ; 
And memory of past maternal love 
Recalling, thus with heighten’d passion adds. 


“¢Oh! maddening thought! to feel, as still I do, 
Their sad condition! and myself to live! 
For when I think of former happiness, 1243 
With them, with thee, how flew the evening hours, 
What time their lisping prattle, harmless play, 
We both have witness’d with delighted smiles, 
While with endearment meet we have caress’d 
Each fondling in our arms alternately, 
Indulging each a parent’s virtuous pride, 
And blent our hopes, prayers, for their future weal, 
Till common joy unspeakable of both 
Found mute relief best in delicious tears, 
Wonder absorbs me that I yet survive ! 
The contrast of the present with the past 
In fatal agony o’erwhelms my soul, 1255 
And bows down life e’en to the verge of death.” 


Such thoughts recall'd soon in the father’s heart 
Tenderness new infused: ‘* Have comfort still, 
My wife, my children’s mother, (fond he said, 
With soothing tone) and for deliverance look, 
How late soe’er!” 

But she, yet unconsoled, 
Continues deep lament, her feeling’s pang 
Uttering in words that harrow more the soul, 
As thus she yet more tenderly deplores. 1265 


‘¢ Ah! me! what see I our condition now! 
My children in a cruel traitor’s grasp, 
Robb’d from myself, from all parental care 
Sever'd, and oh! I fear not long to live ! 
Horror, too dire to think of or to bear! 
Ourselves in fortune shipwreck’d, all quite lost, 
Hurl’d from a throne to deepest misery, 
To ruin, to captivity, like this! 
In heart of the foe’s camp, no friends, nor kin, 
No hope, no solace, left to me, save thou: 
Victims alike, meseems, to certain death 
E’en as betides at hand my darling babes. 1277 
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How canst thou e’er encounter, e’er subdue, 1278 
Dangers, o'erpassing valour even thine ? 
How through such heap’ddistress, escaping, save ?” 


Thus the sad mother, consort, Queen, disclosed 
Her sense, and yielded to alarm forced way, 
Which then oppress’d her weak and femate breast. 
Already bow’d to earth in suffering woe, 

Unequal more to bear, she all in tears 
Suffused, her passion’s agony relieved. 


Fain would he comfort her, the husband-King, 
Parent alike; and with expressions fond, 1288 
He, mingling with her own a tender tear 
O’er words so deeply sad, nathless so true, 
Utters: 

‘* Earth’s joys we live alike to prove 
Transient at best, yet hope for all restored !”” 


So he essay'd, but she from her despair 
Not easily diverted, once entrain’d, 
Still vented her dejected bosom’s truth; 
A mother’s sorrow to her consort’s ear, 
There pledged for solace, and relief, the best. 1298 


‘‘Can mine be comfort, absent, lost, my babes? 
Alas ! though reft my darling offspring be, 
Their ever constant memory haunts me still, 
And seems to feed life’s else expiring flame. 
In sleep their image vivid present springs. 
Each graceful action but repeated seems, 
When blest I gloried in a mother’s name. 
I seem to watch their looks, their play : their voice, 
Their shout exultant, echoes in my ears. 
I clasp them, rushing to my arms alarm’d, 
To save: their living kiss I seem to share, —_—1309 
And press'd upon my pillow, seem to bend 
My cheek to theirs: their infant touch I feel, 
And draw their breath, till very Fancy grows 
To actual life in unsubstantial dream. 
I wake in sudden start, and find alas! 
While throbs my bosom, all is vacancy : 
Then weep, in sad reality, the night. 
Health I feel fled, and joy, and taste of food ; 
For void of what to me might bring all these, 
My perish’d babes, I daily, hourly pine.” 


She paused an instant, yet in tone of awe —1320 
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E’en more profound, that thrill’d the heart, renews. 


‘*T know not fate, or fortune, that remains. 
But oh! I feel, if soon be not restored 
My children, death for me is near at hand. 
My own captivity I well could bear, 
And trust to mine own hand my honour’s guard ; 
But my poor infants’ state, their menaced doom, 
Kills me with daily pang, protracted death. 
Oh! with what willingness, what raptured joy, 
To save their lives would I exchange mine own !” 


She paused, dissolved in female tenderness, 1331 
And sank upon his bosom, overpower’d. 
Yielding to fraught affection fullest way, 
A flood of tears might somewhat seem to ease 
Her unheard woe. Silent both stood awhile, 
For he, more melted, all his heart aroused, 
Spoke not, whate’er his throbbing bosom felt, 
Endear’d, it seem’d, anew in pain itself ; 
But kiss’d the drops of feeling from her cheek, 
As fast they fell from eyes, that erst were used 
To beam with azure radiance, now o’ercast, 1341 
As weeps the purpled eve through glistening showers. 
Fondly he soothes with some half whisper’d word 
His mournful consort, needing all his aid, 
In tenderest pathos held, that then might well 
In hour extreme each heart alike o’erpower, 
And breathes : 

‘‘Have comfort yet, my dearest love, 

Chasing from thy pure breast so lorn despair.” 


But straight the hapless mother yet impleads. 


‘‘ Forgive me, oh! my husband : parent too 
Alike: for not excessive is my grief, 1352 
Justified sure by such a treasure’s loss, 

If I lament o’er innocence and grace, 

Unequall’d on this earth, and live on thoughts 
Of my babes’ cherub beauty, that surpass’d 

All mortal excellence beyond compare. 

Should vain indulgence grant me to possess 
More, haply, than a prisoner well might claim, 
Tried to be soothed in Eart-Stoke’s rural bowers, 
With peace that might captivity beguile, 

While Guthrun strove to quell despairing woe, 
Yet thought none else would fill my fearful soul. 
The groves would warble, waters murmuring flow, 
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Unheeded ; all unconscious, not on them 1363 
My eye would dwell, or in my guarded walks, 

If urged a moment on my vacant gaze, 

Nature would vainly smile in robe of green, 

And to my darkling vision all appear 

Clothed but in gloom, as with one funeral pall, 
And teem alone with images of death. 

E’en as fire changes all things to itself, 

One thought all other to my brain transforms. 

Oh! while to me their fate uncertain rests, 

All breathes but horror to my shuddering soul.” 1375 


Thus the sad mother of her children plains, 
Thro’ anguish press’d: till by strong fancy wrought, 
Maternal, from the pangs of poignant woe, 

Wildly she raves, and thus in forced exclaim 
Appeals her children, e’en as present here. 


‘‘Oh! Edward! Ethelward! my sons, my sons! 
My own, my lovely boys, my princely gems: 
And thou, my daughter, tender opening rose, 
Sweet Ethelfleda, beauty’s paragon, 
In very look beseeming royalty, 
Graced all by heaven, as worthy love on earth, 1386 
Your bereaved mother mourns your fatal loss. 
Tu Windsor’s towers she sees your sepulchre. 
Oh! that with you I could have staid to die 
There, and have own’d with you my tomb alike! 
Yet death not waits me long. My fainting heart 
Tells me with sense, that every doubt dispels, 
Brief is my life, unless I know you safe. 
Your restoration sole can satisfy ; 
All else of balm, of earthly solace, fails 
My bosom’s want, nor this droop’d frame can heal. 
My husband strangely I regain: not all 
E’en that supplies: a mother’s loss remains.” 1398 


So the deep burst of agony had way, 
Though but by starts and interrupted throes, 
Follow’d by sobs, whose utterance almost led 
To fear’d discovery, while for support 
Upon her husband’s neck again she leans. 
But he, sole cautious, her emotion check’d 
And soothed her sorrow, though himself subdued. 
Strangely now wrought upon, the husband, sire, 
While soften’d to profoundest sympathy, 
To daring of supernal fortitude, 
Is by the frenzied matron’s mourning fired. 1409 
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The piteous sight of so much wretchedness, 1410 
Of goodness proved so tender and so dear, 

A mother pleading her reft children’s doom, 

Their lot, thus strongly imaged to his view, 
Inflames the latent purpose of his soul. 

He feels inspired resolve his bosom swell: 

Again he kiss’d the tear-drops from her cheek, 
With promise pledged to her scarce credent ear. 


‘* Believe me, love, my earliest task shall be 
Our captive babes to rescue and to save, 
Entangled in a spotted traitor’s grasp, 1420 
In Windsor’s fort, in province once call’d ours. 
Favours the very time; nor need I fear 
In such attempt, bent to secure their lives, 

Albeit with scathe, to forfeit thus mine own. 
Some happy providence will yet protect, 

(So prompts my bosom, as if heaven-inspired) 
Some yet unthought device will work the way, 
And such essay’d deliverance only turn 

To nobler use, our country’s ampler good. 

Nor by this act (it bodes) shall I delay 
England’s salvation, but advance the more. _—1481 
In victory’s road this my first deed shall prove ; 
This with prime presage England’s glory lead, 
Her royal line protect, her peace assure.” 


She starts, as if incredulous at first, 

But he renews: 
‘¢ From such a venture, due 

To thine own worth and tenderness, nor less 
Our children’s right, believe me, dearest love, 
No power of earth shall hinder, or deter. 
But if I live, our infants I will save, 
And early tidings to thyself will send, 1442 
To tell my speed: though not the means I know 
As yet; hereafter to be thought; yet sure. 
Nor deem that in this hazard I forget 
(Commingled in mishap of fate, of place) 
Thy friend, Fidelia, guardian of our babes, 
Or my old kind preservers, there confined. 
These my deliverance and just aid shall share, 
Who now my due protection claim in turn. 
Nor for their safety’s sake will I esteem 
Brief-needed interval or misemploy’d, 
Venture ill risk’d, or any toil too great: 
Tending but more (meseems) to purpose high. 
Hope therefore, love, to clasp thy children yet, 
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Revive thy drooping soul, and check despair. 1456 
Life, vigour fresh, seems to new-nerve my frame: 
Deem, in apt hour I shall recover all, 

And our afflicted country yet uphold.” 


So as he spoke, at such enlivening thought, 
Sprung from his royal and heroic breast, 
(Stirred, as it seem’d, by her own mournful plaint) 
Struck with his noble bearing and pledged act, 
The mother, and the wife, at last, believes. 
Vivid delight beams in her alter’d look ; 
Joy lights her countenance instant, as infused 
With sudden life, and bloom ; her agony 1467 
Seems in a moment fled, despair transform’d. 
Confidence in her husband, as in heaven, 
Reigns in her bosom; and while on himself 
She gazes, and observes his steadfast look, 
New trust, new fondness wakes, till in her eyes 
He seems a guardian angel deign’d of heaven. 
Celestial hope gleams, issued from his word, 
Ever to human kind by heaven’s decree 
At hand, and ready in this world of pain 
To comfort, and to raise, the sorrowing heart. 
Her fervent gratitude in utterance scarce 1478 
Breaks forth, (sensations such o’erpower’d her soul) 
Yet breathes she thus her piety unfeign’d, 
While blessing him, with palms uplift to heaven. 


‘‘ Thank God, who sends me a protector yet, 
Not sole my husband thus regain’d; in him, 
Of all the surest, best, a saviour too 
Of my lost darlings : for my prophet heart 
Tells me, from his pledge, they shall yet be spared. 
Though I, a helpless prisoner, nought can aid, 
And them I never more may see again, 
Yet in their father’s, in my Alfred’s care, 1489 
I feel, the precious innocents are safe. 
Believe me, love, my lighten’d soul divines 
Some providence will from this venture spring, 
Some good and ominous event, the more 
‘Tending to England’s benefit, and yet 
Prospering with fortune new a nation’s weal.” 


She utter’d, and the bold adventure’s pledge 
Encouraged, all she dared, albeit in terms 
Delicate, while her fluttering heart forethought 
W hat peril great her consort must surmount, 
Brave as beloved. The mother still prevails, 1500 


BOOK XXXVIII. 329 


And fondly she such perill’d task incites ; 1501 
By him with manly valour not declined. 

While waked affection to himself the more 
Sublimes her admiration, to discern 

Such proofs of love, of virtue to herself 

And daring for her brood: his own alike. 

Firmly she stood in fortitude assumed, 

Till meeken’d resignation yielded way 

To female tears: tears but of ecstasy, 

While gazing on her husband faint she adds. 


‘‘ Trust me, my husband, in thy look, thy port, 
I see my very children breathe again, 1512 
As if I mark’d them now before me set, 
And yet in hope I live, for them, for thee!” 


Melted alike, the husband, father, King, 
Retains his purpose (from his noble air 
And gallant bearing so the Queen discerns) 
As with descended courage from above : 
Yet blends his mutual tear; in secret trust 
Mingling his fervent orison to heaven, 
Whose favour fondly to herself he bodes, 
With firm reliance, though the means be hid. 1522 


Cold surely must the bosom be, and dead 
To touch of sympathy, which then unmoved, 
Nor inly charm’d, were slow to love, admire, 
Such proofs evinced of virtue’s power divine. 
Nor fail’d then hovering angels to observe 
The exalting scene, with triumph, as with shield. 


But hark ! another signal! Intervenes 
On the tent’s portal a more meaning knock, 
Whose interruption some new chance bespoke, 
To his liege lord pledged by the watchful page. 
Swiftly advances to its call the King, 1533 
And breathes, ‘‘ What tidings ?” To whose ready ear 
Whispers the page, with caution flutter’d more. 


‘¢ Hush’d are the guards in sleep; but from afar, 
As on the outer confines of the camp, 
Some noise proceeds, as if of stirring feet, 
Echoed distinctly through the moonlight air.” 


‘«‘ Be watchful a brief while, (the sovereign tells) 
Till fade the sound away, or nearer swell, 
That from this spot we may escape unseen,” 1642 
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So counsell’d the warn’d King, not unalarm‘d. 


Turns then his memory to another theme, 
Till now o’erlook’d, ere yet each heart’s suspense, 
And boundless curiosity there waked, 
Had somewhat been appeased. Forstraightthe King 
Breathes in his consort’s ear, (who at the news 
With sudden terror starts,) that even now, 
He knows the traitor base of whom they spoke, 
Hianfrid dangerous more than foreign toes, 
Has to the very camp this night arrived, 
Brief time by-past seen enter with a train 1558 
Of horsemen, sped as from some journey’s toil. 
‘‘ Befits it that my stay be henceforth brief: 
Needs from these perill’d borders must I fly, 
Else will his knowledge my disguise detect, 
And all my preconcerted aims o’erwhelm. 
Such was the rapture of this heavenly hour, 
That in thy presence was all else forgot.” 


‘* Alas! (she instant tells) such traitor slave 
Visits these precincts oft, with brought report 
Of tiger quest for thee, his prize and prey: 
So bribed, and thirsting for thy very blood. 1564 
What more, I may not guess, yet learn so much.” 


She paused a moment, but soon wild resumed. 


‘‘ Surely alarm’d presentiment my mind 
Feels, shuddering, of the oppressor’s swift approach, 
Or of his bravo spies, perhaps abroad, 
That scarce a moment to thyself remains, 
Benetted thus, to save thy precious life 
From danger imminent, and capture clear. 
Fly instant hence. Oh! I conjure thee, fly, 
Fast as thy feet can bear thee far away, 1574 
Wherever any refuge yet remains, 
While now the dark of night favours escape, 
Ere cruel enemies thyself detect, 
And scan thy features in the dawn of day.” 


So urged she fervent, for her husband’s sake 
Keenly perturb’d, and points sole safety’s means, 
Howe'er affection else desired his stay, 

Bow'd now to hest of stern necessity. 

Emotion agitates her frame anew ; 

Dread, check’d in vain by fondness; over love 
And rapturous tenderness preponderant 1535 
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Terror new waked; for every instant now 1586 
She deems the ruthless traitor on fell prowl 
Haunting this spot ; destruction e’en at hand. 


‘‘ Begone, my love, away, (she adds aghast,) 
Alas! how wanes the night? Is it not sped 
Near dawn? Sure now | list far stirring feet ! 

Is not yon glimpse the twilight? not the moon’s? 
Oh! hurry hence, my husband, I implore. 

Heaven guard thy fleeting steps, and save a life, 
To England, to thy wife, thy babes, most dear!” 


So breathed she, in confusion; while him too 
A trembling sensibility o’ercame, 1597 
Finding the need arrived that he must part: 
Faltering, he utters : 

‘‘ Duty, honour, call 

My hasting hence, what fate soe’er betide, 
Our hapless country to defend and save. 
But what for thee remains ? Cannot thyself 
With me escape alike, and perils brave 
Terrible, which beset ? none worse than now !” 


He answer’d thus, and mainly thought of her 
Dear more than lifetohim. She swift returns : 1607 


“Oh! dropthat dangerous thought which all would 
And deem impossible such dared essay. [mar, 
Myself, and thou too with me, sure would be 
Discover’d thus; no less by watches set 
Beside this tent, but station’d round the camp. 
This would suspicion wake, now somewhat lull’d 
By thy first seeming, and assumed disguise ; 
When certain death would be the doom of both, 
And every hope, conceived, must all expire. 
Without me, and before thyself art yet 1617 
Suspected, haply thou mayst now escape, 

Alone: but instant ere waked eyes discern. 
Therefore fly hence, my dearest lord, ere rise 

The traitor slave, refresh’d with slumber brief, 
Early on foul ambition’s work employ'd. 
Necessity still dooms, that in this place 

Myself must stay, but from a husband's arm 

I wait deliverance, not to his lorn wife 

Vow’'d singly : pledged too for his helpless babes.” 


So urged the wife, the mother; and assumed 
Fortitude not her own; with settled trust 1628 
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In all her consort’s word. Now calm she seem'd 
More than her wont; though agitated, sooth’d. 
E’en as the weaker and more timid sex 

In scenes of dread alarm, by influence moved 

Of heaven-born love, with constancy inspired 
And heroism unsubdued, can then surprise 

And hold example to man’s sterner breast. 


Such sight but in the watchful husband woke 
Like feeling, and new stimulus inspired 
In the King’s bosom to undaunted act, 
E’en from a woman’s bearing while he caught 1639 
Virtue’s sublimest flame, impell'd (it seem’d) 
To highest daring by affection’s self. 
Till from his heart, o’erswelling with its fraught, 
This burst of admiration could but break. 


“Oh! noblest woman, pattern sure of all 
Most excellent on earth! How can I prove 
Worthy of such a wife, and thy desert 
Answer by act of mine! Thy spirit makes 
Victory certain, and as sprung from thee. 
To free thyself, our babes, but adds new force 
To all exertion, which our country claims ; 1650 
Where my whole thought shall be, to shew myself 
A husband, shaming not our England’s Queen. 
I go, and to thy counsel, true as kind, 
Yield, (how reluctantly, my bosom tells) 
Seeing, thyself in this lorn plight I leave.” 


He said, and seem’d as he would instant part ; 
Which heard, whate’er of courage, hope, was late 
By his sad consort for awhile aroused, 

Now melted, soon relapsing at such word. 
All is to female tenderness dissolved. 
Who deems not, that the noble wife, the Queen, 
Saw, in his bosom how affection’s pang 1662 
Struggled with patriot sense, and duty’s claim, 
And of such generous feeling too partook ? 
Yet fond she whispers : 

“Stay, love, quit not yet: 
Behoves it sure, I take one dear farewell ; 
Haply ’twill be my last, for oh! thou goest 
To save our country, with no friend but thee 
To shield her and redeem, nor less to snatch 
From death, our captive infants, last e’en me. 
What, if essaying enterprize so vast, 
If chance I lose thee, my sole hope and stay ?” 1673 
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So spake the regal prisoner, and yet more 1674 
Had wish’d to add, but left to say, for grief 
Withheld her utterance, if to breathe adieu, 

In voice forborne: when in such struggle sole 
Silence (then more expressive far than words,) 
Own’d the heart’s pang, while to the bosom press'd, 
Each o’er the other’s neck awhile declined 
In speechless sorrow. Fancy must reveal, 
How much of tenderness, of agony, 
Of deep affection crowded and condensed 
A life’s events into a moment’s space. 
For he to feelings of a husband, sire, 1685 
Yields, till the patriot’s seem (as ’twere) forgot, 
Or else subdued, while nature all prevails. 
Still, scarce in words he breathed such last farewell, 
That not admitted language: yet did truth 
Speak all, in gesture, with expression fraught, 
Pathetic, powerful, as affectionate. 
But quit he cannot, menace whatsoe’er 
Of danger, close at hand, may press; v’erlook’d, 
While scarce he adds faint cheer : 

‘* Assure thee, love, 
Our babes myself will rescue, if I live. 
Yet by what mean, I knoW not: time must tell. 
But oh! if echoing thy sad augury, 1698 
Worst fate untimely waits me, and decree 
That in our country’s service I must fall, 
Death sure I must deliberate prefer 
To our lost England’s ruin, nor e’er shame 
The glory of my royal ancestry. 
If dying, it be mine no more on earth 
Thee to behold, yet to have seen thee once 
E’en thus, as ’twere from death to life restored, 
That sure is bliss, surpassing this world’s joy. 
Then, with that precious sense, I here bequeath 
To care, to shield, of gracious Providence 1709 
Which guards the good, thyself, our orphan bahes, 
With hope to clasp ye all again, in heaven. 
_ Thou feel’st, our heart’s affection ends not there.” 


He said, and while such tender mention woke 
For a brief moment images so sad, 
Recall’d as with presentiment of truth, 
Albeit involuntary, as unthought, 
Nought she responded, melted, moved howe’er. 
She told not woe, too big for utterance, 
But folding him, with one held kiss impress’d, 
Bedew’d his wan cheek with a flood of tears. 1720 
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Until at last, herself in brief, scarce heard, 1721 
Prayers for her husband o’er him, bended, pours, 
And breathes this tenderest blessing on his head, 
With a wife’s fondness vouch’d, a mother’s love, 
Yet check’d with many a throe, and faltering stop. 


‘¢God guard thee, oh! my husband ! for the sake 
Of ruin’d England, of its princely brood, 
Prison’d, destruction lowering but to strike ! 
Good angels, hovering, watch thy venturous steps ! 
For me, my patience doubt not. Think, my love, 
I too can die, if need arise, so thou 173 
Scape, live, and rescue lives, how precious-dear ! 
With that assurance from thee, heaven may yet 
Grant me composure, till I yield my breath, 
Soft as in slumber smiles the cradled babe. 
My truth and innocence preserved, when stops 
This pulse, till never more can throb the heart, 
Though none may kneel beside my sever'd couch, 
Nor friend be near to close my dying eyes, 
Yet will I think of thee, till being cease, 
Believe thee near me, for thy welfare look, 17a 
And in that thought resign my soul in peace.” 


Hearing the afflicted matron’s fervent words, 
Glisten’d from his eyes too fast-dropping tears. 
Fond to his heart he clasp’d her still, and shared 
Contagion soft of woman’s tenderness. 

Recalling what strange ills, what chances dire, 
Herself must suffer yet in such extreme, 
Ere he can see her more; this summ’d in thought, 
To state how wretched she is left exposed, 
Such sole idea to ber ear he plains ; 
But instant she implores : 

‘Oh! mind not me! 
Think of thyself, our country’s saviour, King, 1754 
Amid heap'd peril, ruin, venturing all. 
Remember, love! sure every moment now 
Is precious: fly. Ob! tear thyself away 
With lightning-speed; lest even in this spot 
Detection reach thee, and ourselves surprize. 
Yet, yet, kind heaven will its protection deign, 
And high success, all as thy soul has deem’d. 
Hope sole rests on thee, succour, victory.” 


She spoke, and from herself strange solace urged 
That e’en inspired with cheer the hero-King. 1764 
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‘« Model of love, as of nobility, 1765 
(He cried, while he would rend himself away, 
Yet as in act to flee, a moment still 
Turn’d toward her, lingering fond) that even thou 
Canst breathe me comfort, wanting it thyself, 

W hat adoration and exalted love 

Must I bear hence, and feel expand my soul. 
Farewell, farewell! may heaven thy life protect, 
Granting me soon in arms of victory 

To welcome thee, our triumph’s height to share !” 


He said, and seem’d to tear himself apart, 1775 
But lock’d, the wife clung to him, overcome, 
A wretched burden, on his bosom bent. 
Nature’s last effort then too weak to brave, 
Against her own monition, and as ’twere 
Powerless almost, with interrupted sobs, 
That shook with deepest reach the heaving heart, 
Impeding feeble breath, she sighing said : 


‘Oh! stay: stay yet a moment, while the paug 
To part, for come it must, I learn to bear. 
Sole hope, sole refuge, of what life here beats, 
If I resign thee, een to death itself, 1786 
Due to a nation’s safety, (as thou say’st) 
England’s deliverance, our dear infants’ life, 
Thyself for these the willing sacrifice—”’ 


She stopp’d: then mustering fortitude, scarce adds: 


‘Be careful, dearest love! and oh! thy life 
Guard for that country’s, for those children’s sake. 
And if thou rescuest these, (1 know thou wilt) 
Oh! bear them each from me one pledge of love, 
A mother’s kiss, given even by their sire ; 
Each bearing thine own image in its look, 

For England’s princes mark’d by nature’s self; 
Although I never more their face may see, 
Yet happy, when I know my darlings sate.” 


1.99 


She said, and gazing on him, as her last, 
Still tenderness ineffable express d, 
As from a death-bed gleams the speechless look, 
Fix’d from the glazing eye on those best loved. 
Her pallid visage, that her sunk heart told, 
Shew’d, how she needed solace late bestow’d. 
Which soon observing, with new-summon’d strength, 
Her spouse the generous comforter assumes 1807 
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In turn, and calmer adds, in gentlest tone: 1808 


“Oh! dearest heart! remembering in what stress 
Of horror, sorrow, and captivity 
I leave thyself, thy sufferings will but prove 
Incentive more to needful enterprize, 
And with our England too, thyself to save ; 
But first, as glory’s pledge, our ravish’d babes. 
All from destruction will I wrest, or die. 

[breaks 

Scarce thus he breathed, ere hark! a sound, that 

With fading echo the hush’d moonlight air. —_1817 


Listens with fearful interruption each 
Relinquent of night's sleep ; uncertain both, 
If prove the tone some far-off sentinel’s, 
Pacing his stated round, with call exchanged 
Of the night’s signal to his watchful mate; 

Or be the low growl of the haggard wolf, 
To the camp’s borders from his cavern’d lair 
Lured by the strange scent of expected blood. 


Alarum such, whate’er its sign portend, 
Forbids, (it well may seem) the King’s retreat, 1827 
Or instant issue from the screening tent: 

Howbeit may nearer peril lurk within. 


Closed, and compell’d some space as yet to pause, 
Not dread increased of either, such delay 
Regrets, or seeks to end; brief interval 
More they console each other; that alarms 
Of death are in their mutual presence heal’d. 
Each, as it seem'd, prompted by nature’s self, 
Somewhat had else to add, nor took adieu. 
Feminine plaint to soothe, and grief allay, 
(Himself, though needing aid) recalling yet 
Heroic fortitude and energy 1839 
Magnanimous, the soldier-monarch roused, 
Forgets extraneous peril, pressing round, 
Seizes the occasion, and few moments more 
Of added interview (so precious-dear !) 
Employs to comfort one, beloved as life, 
Thus whispering to her memory charge of cheer. 


‘* Yet ere I flee, brief counsel let me urge. 
Hope yet, my dearest love, for peace on earth, 
Some late repose and comfort, deign’d besure 
Amid assign’d afflictions known to few. 1849 
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All present pangs, believe, we shall surmount. 1350 
Whate’er thy anguish now, still look, my love, 
For dawn, yet deign’d, of happiness below. 
Though link’d to me, to so much misery, 

Source to thy luckless self of single grief, 

One fateful series of calamity, 

Throughout my reign of hardships, suited ill 

To thy own delicate and tender frame, 

Used erst to all of courtly elegance, 

Thence harder sure to miss in fortune’s change, 
While e’en thy very virtues wrought thee woe”— 


The unfinish’d words, with woman’s gentleness 
And feeling all her own, the faithful wife 
Fond interrupts, and soft bids thus forbear: 


‘‘ Not so, my soul, (she cries): whene’er with thee, 
Sure reign’d joy, happiness, whatever storms 
Of fortune raged without, or shook our peace. 
Thy absence sole, to be of thee deprived, 
As my reaved infants, has been all the woe, 
Throughout our union, my sunk heart has known. 
All else seem’d accident, and loss searce felt.”’ 


Smit with such matron dignity and truth, 1871 
Again the generous King fresh cheer address’d : 


‘* Look, that our efforts yet shall all redeem, 
Nor will we rest, contemning dangers, pain, 
Shocks of misfortune, opposition new, 

But pluck from ruin’s self bright victory. 
Believe yet full prosperity reserved, 

Not all distress and suffering, — well I know 
Too much for thy weak female strength to bear, 
Were it not that thy goodness unsurpass’d, 
Through fortitude angelic, gives thee power 188! 
To dure, and to be cheerful amid all, 

And me to charm with comfort, when thyself 
So needst its balm! Only to me too kind, 
Paragon of affection, how or when 

Can it be mine thy goodness to requite ?” 


This said, he sought to raise his drooping spouse, 
While e’en himself, in tears too, stops, oppress’d. 
The wretched Queen, herself o’ercome as well, 
Fond adds but this: ‘‘Oh! cease;” and to her breast 
Presses her parting consort, while her head 
Droops o’er his neck in silent tenderness. 

Yet sweet were love’s endearing charities, 1893 
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Amidst such suffering’s most thrilling pang; 1894 
Till breathes she thus: 

‘**Oh! trust me, generous love, 
My sorrows I will bear. ’Tis comfort sure 
To know thee living, to have thus beheld. 
Till I again can meet thee, every breeze 
That wafts the vital air will seem o’erfraught 
With tidings wild, but all be full of thee. 
Meanwhile on memory’s image I must live, 
Strong in my soul, and muse upon thyself, 
Our babes, all dearer for afflictions past.” 1904 


At such her words, the husband and the sire 
Recals his wife, his infants, captive still, 
Sadden’d, and scarce a labouring sob suppress’d. 


Butlist! whatsound? Struckas withsteely tongue, 
The camp’s bell, noting the waned lapse of hours, 
Swings its deep toll athwart the waste of gloom, 
And warns night-wandering spirits to their rest. 
Hark! yet again. For by that sound disturb’d, 
Within the interior tent, whose hung confine 
Enufolds the chamber of the attendant dames, 
Screening in privacy their curtain’d sleep, 

Creaks (as it seems) some stir, be’t of the couch, 
Or of some secret door that skirts repose. 1917 


Alarm restrains all motion, all remark. 
What means it? Is it but some dreamy moan, 
Or turn upon the bed of restless sleep ? 
Gradual it dies away, and all seems hush’d. 
Silence her rule resumes: ’less such to scare 
From his dusk station in the village trees, 
Uneath, and ominous of peril nigh, 
The raven utters hoarse a fatal croak, 
Or shrieks the kite, wheeling his flight aloft. 1996 
On spectre wing, borne past the casement’s pane, 
Forth from his hollow covert of the oak 
Where it has left its seat of croning doze, 
On prowl for prey, floats the nocturnal owl 
With whispering plumes, amid such stillness loud; 
Then daunts the dumb night with wild-shivering hoot, 
That bodes to fancy’s thought the knell of death. 
Surceased the frightful cry, while from afar 
The conscious bandog stopp’d his answering howl. 


Starting, the leaguer’d pair, amid the tent 
Wake at that timeless hour, restrain their breath, 
Alarm’d at every sound. The stealthy rat, 1938 
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First by his faint and feeble squeal betray’d, 1939 
As hearkening, checks abrupt his flittering feet, 
Conscious of some unwonted presence near. 

Alike too, quick of ear, and sensitive, 

Sudden the shy and solitary mole, 

Whose fleet descent approach of danger shuns, 
Quitting the heap’d work of his palmy grasp, 

Has to blind darkness in his labyrinth 

Subterrene slunk, and safe his velvet form 

Lodged, closely lurking mid his burrow’d nest, 
There listening every murmur, every tread. 

A fly not buzz’d, nor e’en a cricket chirp’d, —_ 1950 
But all was breathless vigil mute as death, 

Till fraught with terror seem’d e’en Silence self. 


Trembled the conscious Queen, as if again 
Seized with unquell’d emotion and affright ; 
Chill shivers shook her limbs ; and by the stream 
Of light, through the pavilion’s lattice shot 
Full on her visage, ghastly pale she look’d 
As nigh to death, while her faint tottering frame 
Seem’d in her husband’s arms almost to swoon. 
He held her, firm, whate’er his feebler strength, 
Torn with emotion, might; her countenance 1961 
Watching meanwhile with interest intense, 
Her every gesture, that might aught bespeak 
Recover’d spirit, while his whisper’d breath 
Infused consolement bland and kindly care. 


Soon as recruited nature summon’d sense, 
And on his face with answering love she gazed, 
Himself endeavours manly constancy, 
And fondly adds : 
‘‘ Tremble not, dearest life, 
Take courage.’’ At his words she seems revived ; 
Which marking, yet he soothes in gentlest tone: 


‘“< Innocent victim of calamity, 
Recal thy soul: believe, that e’en from this 
Distress unparallel’d, this depth of woe, 
And press of peril, all shall be relieved, 
(As something in my breast divines it will) 
To safety, order, love, and happiness. 
My part of duty I will act, and leave 
The rest to heaven, whose over-ruling care 
Will sure make all together work for good. 
Years yet of peace shall compensate thy life 
For all thy torment and afflictions past, 1983 
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And new joys brighten trouble’s dreariest gloom.” 


‘ Alas! what relics yet of wasted joy 
(Sadly the Queen retorts) remain for me, 
Who fortune’s cup have to its dregs partook ?” 


Swift, unchastised, the bolder King essays 
Instant to calm his consort’s thrilling fears 
Adducing dear parental images, 

And charms her tranced attention with a theme, 
Fondest, and cheering best a mother’s ear. 


‘‘ Deem, we will rear our children, and behold 
Them rise in beauty, tranquil, and serene, 1994 
To better fortune than has e’er been yet 
Their parents’ lot, and joy to educate 
Their minds with good and worthy qualities, 
Domestic, amiable; their desert, 

Their noblest portion for their country’s weal. 
Thus as ourselves decline in waning days, 

We, ere we die, perhaps may see their race 

And rear their little infants on our knees, 

E’en as like grace bless’d Joseph’s lap of old. 

Till among these grown aged, feeble, worn, 

We will repose together, not forgot, 

Or by our dear loved country all unbless’d, — 2006 
For sorrows we have suffer’d in her cause.” 


He ceased an instant, yet recovering heart, 
After some struggling pause, he brief renews : 


‘‘ And after death, with heaven’s good favour, 
Unending happiness, unsever’d love [there 
Shall wait our last departure, which thy deeds 
Well merit; whatsoe’er my humbler claim. 

Let this thought calm our worst of miseries, 
Though our last hope on earth may blasted seem, 
Though from us every friend forsaking fly.” 2016 


He said, yet left her not, for still it seem’d 
Ere he could quit, as somewhat more remain’d ; 
Nor spite of gather’d terror threatening round 
At trial’s moment come could either part. 
Yet hasten’d now: for hark! another knock 
Calls (it would seem) the lingering stranger hence, 
While, through the portal whisper’d low, the voice 
Of the set page on watch new caution breathes : 


‘* Faded, it seem’d, awhile far trampling feet, 
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Yet hither if in circuit still they creep, 2026 
Clearly I know not, but more near they sound. 
Fly, fly, my liege, sure pressing danger warns.” 


What shall be done? let love, let fancy, speak. 
Can he resign her? No! though hell itself 
Had gaped destruction, at such moment sure 
Instant to fly were vain, impossible, 
In such strong trance of sympathy foregone. 
Held in excited feeling that awoke 
Dear images of esperance and joy, 
A husband’s aspirations sole he own’d, 2036 
While each a parent’s longing care exchanged. 
Such sudden call the Queen’s fright wakes anew, 
Who breathes : 

“Ob! fly, my husband; though as now 

Forgetting all but thee, I to thy voice 
Could listen ever, soothed with thee, as wont 
Feeling my soul enrapt with views sublime.” 


New hope seems then as in her heart inspired, 
Or by his words, or aid of watchful heaven 
When scarce she adds a mother’s latest charge, 
Impress’d before : 2017 
‘* Remember, love, our babes : 
Thy promise pledged, wherein dwells life, and hope : 
If yet they live, in a foul traitor’s grasp.” 


So urged she, and though but a woman weak, 
Timid, dejected, seem’d as sole on him 
Relying; on her husband lean’d for all ; 

Bow’d in consummate reverence and love. 

His generous bravery, his gallant truth, 
Promptly as aptly she discerns, and sole 
Forebodes what chances may await hin yet. 
Till as he breaks asunder, her faint heart, 2058 
Reluctant still to lose him, while it feels 
Agony keener, passing all, recals 

Wildest surmise of perils as at hand, 

And in renew’d alarm, so seeming left, 

Yields terror way, and thus with nature’s voice 
Utters her dread, by courage check’d in vain. 


“Oh! my loved lord, my soldier as my King, 
How shall my heart endure the dire suspense 
Ere my blest vision can regreet thee more ? 
How pass the dismal interval, the gulf, 
As if from death to life, that parts us twain, 
Until thy words engaged be all achieved ? 2070 
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Ere fortune grant to hail thy welcomed self —_2071 
And yet to clasp my sunder’d children more?” 


So said the mourning captive, and again 
Her face upon her consort’s bosom hid, 
Dissolved in fears and female tenderness. 
Such doubts of nature still he seeks to appease 
Encouraging, and pledges : 

<*T will send, 

Believe me, dear, to thee, e’en here again. 
How, or by whom, I know not yet: what wile, 
What daring hand, must act such embassy : 
And of our children’s safety, as mine own, = 2082 
Can bear thee thus some tidings ere we meet.” 


Instant, at this, as with new spirit fired, 
With eagerness the Queen plucks from her hand 
A signet-ring, and adds: 

‘¢ If send thou shouldst, 

Oh! let thy messenger this token bring, 
Guised in what garb soe’er, for by its sign 
So shall I truly know him, and thy care 
Admit, though written letter none thou darest.” 


Glad he receives the pledge, and tells: 2092 
‘* Tf chance 
Deign me to send, verbal the news shall be, 
But by this sign confirm’d ; the which mean time 
Myself will wear, a guide and talisman 
To lead me boldlier on to daring act, 
E’en as thou bidd’st, and to thyself too vow’d.” 


Then her to heaven he solemnly commends, 
In deepen’d fancy’s melancholy strain, 
With holiest prayer, and sadly breathes farewell. 


Seem’d as would wane the night in converse fond 
At interview so strange, as if whate’er 
Love said, yet linger’d something left to tell. 


But hark ! another tap: he knows the sign, 
And to the portal darts, from which a breath 
Issues, acknowledged: that ‘‘ feet nearer come, 
Distinct through moonlight silence, with a sound 
As if of voices, floating on the breeze.” 


Warn, ere he quite depart, scarce torn away 
From the tent door, gently unbarr'd with gaze 
©’er the camp’s scene, lit in the lunar beams, 2112 


BOOK XXXVIII. 343 


In hurry of alarm, a moment’s space 2113 
Spite of impending danger (such the need) 
Turgar, the page on watch, he calls within, 

And swift admitted, to the Queen presents 
Lincoln’s young earl, who instant at her feet 
Kneels with meet homage, and instructed lifts 

His graceful features to her tear-dew’'d eyes, 

That she may know hin, if hereafter he 

The chosen future messenger may prove 

On charge his mistress’ sight again to claim. 

She to the faithful boy extends her hand, 

Pleased, (for herself had earlier known his sire) 
Which duteous to his lips he instant press’d. 2125 
She bids him carefully his master tend, 

To guard his precious life; his own as well, 

And to herself soon happy tidings bear. 


Broke from the tent’s confine, with pause no more, 
The seeming minstrel, and his sequent page, 
Impell’d by urgency to swifter flight, [pace 
Glide through the shadowy moon-beams, with fleet 
Eluding, still on sleep, the inebriate guards, [mead. 
Drugg’d all with slumberous draughts of honey’d 


So with hair-breadth escape, they wind along 
Beyond the outer borders of the camp, 2136 
Still undetected ; in such flight perchance 
In secret e’en of angels not unwatch’d 
And spirits, officed still to shield the good. 

The flying King attains the outer hill 

Beyond the village of the Dane’s- Head-Court, 
Within whose sunken dell through route untrod, 
Along a hollow of the peaked mount, 

Then o’er its ridge, by unfrequented paths, 
Sudden he lapses on the trackless downs. 
Studious he shuns high Bratton’s forted camp, 
Left far a-right, (deeming its site he kens) 2147 
And thence away by marks obscure proceeds. 
Likeliest his precious life, through such dread risk 
And scape so near, celestial guardians screen’d. 


*Twas fortunate : for scarce he thus had fled, 
Urging his passage from the Danish tents, 
Ere by the fierce Hianfrid, more enflamed 
And of his augur’d vision’s omens full, 
He is pursued, with escort seized of guard 
Waked quickly for such prowl, and all alert. 
Well knows he the King’s features, and the prey 
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Encounters thus with likeliest certainty, 2158 
To which fell capture, by ambition first 

And lucre prompted, now wild prophecies 

Inflate with deadly lure the traitor-slave, 

That in his thought this sole idea reigns. 


Guthrun at first his steps accompanies 
Toward regal precincts of his own abode, 
Where deems he that the minstrel sleeps, his guest, 
Whom, with aroused surprise, they find hence fled : 
His couch a vacancy; in mystery all. 
Nor stop they there, but toward the tent, assign’d 
The apartment of the captive-Queen, they haste, 
Deeming the fictious minstrel sole some spy, 2170 
Some chief disguised, or e’en the King himself, 
On treason dared within the very camp. 


The Queen they find but late to rest withdrawn, 
Scarce yet upon her chamber’s couch reposed, 
Who answers in confusion and alarm, 

Flutter’d as with new terror and distress : 
Yet nought from her response the twain detect. 


By Guthrun bid, Hianfrid straight assumes 
His part and task, as knowing best his prize. 
Scouts the fell slave dispatches many a way, 

As hounds at fault, to speed the strict pursuit. 
Himself, with few attendants, hurries forth 2182 
On equipage of swiftly-mounted steeds 

Beyond the camp of champain Edington 

O’er the ope road, below high Bratton’s hill, 

Past Westbury’s vill oblique, and onward thence 
Sped toward the town of neighbour’d Warminster, 
Thus urging through the night strict quest in vain ; 
For scarce a straggling wanderer meets his eye 
In that deep season of congenial sleep. 

Stops he not there, but eager speeds his search 
Toward the suspected haunts but lately left ; 

For the perfidious craven deems that these 
Likeliest will lure the pilgrim-stranger back. 


Meanwhile, indeed, urging their hidden flight 
Mostly through hollows o’er the sloping downs, 
With scarce a clue, save some lone shepherd-hut 
Or ruts before observed, their path to guide, 
Obscurely traced through the dull moonlight-rays, 
The minstrel pair had sped their journey far, 
Reaching the linked hills’ exterior verge, 2201 
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Till where the broader road leftward withdraws 
Toward peopled Warminster, they turn aside 

_ Thence devious toward thescreen of Norridge woods, 
Where awhile rest they, shelter'd, and recruit 
Their scatter’d spirits after hurried speed. 

Yet scant repose they yield, but soon resume 
Eager retreat, avoiding fear'd pursuit. 

Again they glide away mid Longleat’s park 

And bowery glades, thence hasting cautious on, 
Apart, whate’er they may, from glance of men, 
Through rural Crockerton’s still shady lanes 2212 
Toward Deverill’s downs and hilly range retired, 
O’er these by bye-tracks, late in memory charged, 
To Brixton’s cells, and Egbert’s signal-stone : 
Soon passing thence across the pastured turf 

Past sites remember'd, careful westering on 

To forest-dells, where springs Stour’s fountain-head. 
In Stourton’s soothing vill brief while they pause 
For needful snatch’d refreshment, then recede 
(Met but some casual peasants in their course) 
O’er the Hard-way and long-descending hill 
Down the wide country spread thro’ Bruton’s vale, 
Past Castle-Carey’s fort, and earnest urged 
Beyond the gleamy towers of Somerton, 2225 
Benttoward the moory tracts, mong which conceal’d 
Lurks the low sylvan islet, Athelney. 


Yet not in progress of their fearful way 
Unpress’d by constant danger imminent: 
For fleeting too past Longleat’s outer pale, 
Sole by another and more beaten road 
Through closing hills, past Maiden-Bradley’s knoll, 
Its manor-home antique and turret-fane, 
By Brewham’s vill, thence toward the Hard-way 
The fell pursuer, e’en Hianfrid’s self, [track, 
With a diminish’d train of chosen spies 2236 
Speeds, unfatigued, reaching the self-same route, 
Sought of the flying pair. Onward he roams 
O’er Bruton’s valley-plain, and champain tracts : 
Nathless the traitor to the public ways 
Confines not sole enquiry, but where’er 
He ranges all around, his various search 
Iterates instant, with unceasing toil : 
Oft too from early swains, at peep of dawn 
Seeking their works a-field, strict question plies, 
If vagrant minstrels twain their path have cross’d. 
Consuming thus the time, and sped the hours 
In fruitless aim, wasting the wearied day 2248 
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F’en past the twilight-eve, and till the moon = 2219 
Illumed the landscape wide, yet further urged 
Impatient, and by firm suspicion stung, 

Amid the sylvan wilds of Somerset, 

Toward haunts before surmised, his fury drives 
Sateless pursuit, continued (yet in vain) 
Toward Glaston’s abbey-town, in every spot 
Pressing enquiry, that may aught avail 

To find the fated objects of his chase ; 
Gleaning too, as he deems, at times some clue 
To point this very way his hope’s belief. 


At last by skirts of dark morasses wild, 2260 
Even near borders of the watery moors, 
In whose depth lurks the unsuspected isle, 
(The very station of the King’s retreat,) 
He hovers, and along the country’s range, 
By plashy swamps that seem impassable 
He scours full many a way; with rage enflamed, 
Insisting still intreaty, whensoe’er 
Passenger meets his eye: perhaps impell’d 
By fatal agents to these dreary wastes. 
Until ere long, near Aller’s hillock green 
Some rumour faint strikes his delighted ear, 
Of pilgrims such, seen hovering near these bounds, 
In point exact of simultaneous time. 2273 
Whose guided steps directed, at a place 
‘Where scarce, it seem’d, might pass the foot of man, 
On glance, far cast, he watches; for himself 
Could but at distance, aught of path discern. 
Forced, he dismounts, with his own steps to thread 
The quagmire-track from which his steed recoils : 
Nor now admits he follow e’en his train, 
Dismiss’d to upward and securer site. 
So narrow was the route, that one by one 
None else, save singly, o'er it might advance. 
Intent to scan where goes the expected prey, 2284 
Hope fires him now, discovery is achieved. 
Though qualms of fear forbade advance too far, 
Himself unseen, the dastard craven marks 
Such dubious passage, pick’d with care along 
By them, the very twain, a minstrel pair, 
Answering description’s portraiture at full: 
The mantled bard, the young harp-bearing page. 


Conceal’d himself behind few stunted trees, 
Rear’d among bushes, or the thicket screen 
Of alder coverts and rude fenny carre, 2294 
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He marks the very features of the King, 2295 
Whom at a glimpse he knows: sure so he deems. 
Yet, coward, he not then could dare attack, 
Alone; but still observes, continuing on 

His wonted usage of a secret spy, 

Assuming even perfidy more dire, 

From subtle hope the King’s sought haunts to learn, 
And (as insidious thought then prompts to scan) 
The lurking place of all his comrade train, 
Ensnared at once in one involving net. 

In such concealment, at no distant space, 

He tracks the unconscious pair, and, unobserved, 
Beholds them wind below the mounded fort, 2307 
Across the plashy shallows, o’er a brook 

Spann’d by the scant bridge of one fallen tree, 
Toward a low rising isle, beside whose verge 

He eyes full many a shadowy person come 

With greeting strange, and hail their met approach, 
(Himself as yet in hiddance, undiscern’d) 

Whose faces, witness’d in the moonlight beam, 
Memory recals, as chiefs whom erst he knew, 

In pristine camps, comrades of earlier fields: 

The stately Devon, and him too beside, 

The noble Osmund, with his gallant son, 2318 
The faithful Athelard; nor absent there, 

Aylwin of Wilts, and him of Vecta’s isle, 

With others, whom his glance yet scarce assures. 


Not sole the King he counts detected now, 
But all the banded friends who form his train. 
Strange triumph and emotion shake his frame. 
Elate past measure, satisfied, he now 
Feels on the quested quarry he has dropp’d, 

All here occurring, e’en as prophesied. 

The scene, the persons, thus cohering each, 

All seems a miracle; to prize so rich 2829 
Led sure by more than mortal agency. 

Transport inflates him. Such discovery 

Too grand event he deems, to fix at once 

How best to act. His train too scant he fears 
(Such numbers seen) to venture now attack, 

The rather since the dastard’s courage fail’d, 
Nor highest circumstance could make him brave: 
Recalling too his late encounter’s chance, 

From anguish of his scarce recover'd wound, 


Which throbb’d with impulse of new added pain. 


Ware too, he dreads some sudden ambush near, 
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E’en where he lurks; the scene he marks around, 
Each token’d sign, each tree, the fort, the way, 
And danger fears, since every note confirms 

The spot, o’ertaken, is the King’s abode. 


Stagger’d at haught ambition’s oped extent, 
Still he deliberates what course to choose 
In such emergence, whose achievement meet 
Shall all accomplish, and consummate best 
The crisis of his fortune, judged at hand. 
With instant memory he recals the doom 2350 
Of presaged augury :—‘‘ To Kenwulph go, 
For 'tis his hand must strike the fatal blow.” 
Danger on others, on himself to cast 
Sole benefit, most strikes his musing mind. 
He looks, such proud desires inflame his soul, 
That if (as late declared) scared Kenwulph fail 
Allegiance, or by chance, or else by guile, 
To reign sole Mercia’s sovereign in his stead. 


Thus pondering in his brain, the event to turn 
All to his own advantage, of aught else 
Reckless, by no ties held of faith, but sole —.2361 
To aggrandizement and self-interest true; 
Or tempted, treacherous even to the Dane; 
Such sequent act, he deems, whate’er fate claims, 
(Now that the sure discern'd retreat he knows) 
He can in his own Windsor’s towers mature 
At leisure most, and best adapt his means. 
Result so ominous to ponder there, 
His sudden choice prefers; there to arrange 
All the grand seizure’s scheme: scarce safe he deems 
Enmore’s contiguous mansion, late beset, 
Or e’en won Somerton’s endanger’d fort. 
Yet, by what mode soe’er, he looks full soon 
All to encompass in one general net, 2374 
And hopes, by ambush close, he all the group 
With power sufficient can waylay; the nest 
Surprise, all captive at one single swoop ; 
Of all the chieftains the confiscate lands 
To seize in spoil, and so secure his own. 


No longer safe he deems it here to stay, 
But hurries back, in silence of the night, 
With his scant train, toward Windsor’s castled seat; 
Scarce in his own unsettled mind as vet 
Divining, what strange consequence shall tend 
Disclosure, so unlook’d for, passing hope. 2385 
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Hianerip, having discorered the King’s retreat, hastens to 
his seat at Windsor, to arrange his plans for the capture of 
Alfred and the nobles secreted with him at Athelney. Scenes at 
Windsor between Hianfrid and his captires. Emma is driven, 
by hearing his designs against Kentculph, to confess herself his 
daughter. Agitation and compunction of the traitor’s mind: 
as he lics at midnight revolving his schemes, the spirit of Edred 
again appears to him, and warns him against prosecuting his 
evil machinutions further. Hianfrid, though horror-struck at 
the apparition, recovers himself, and persists in his undertaking. 
Being still inflated by the prophetic omens deceitfully presented 
by the demons, he proceeds to Warwick castle, there to engage 
Kenculph in his plot of ambush and assassination, in which he 
with difficulty succeeds; and they sct off together towards 
Athelney on their enterprise. 
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OR stops delay: for shunn’d with instant haste 
Danger’s vicinity, Hianfrid soon 
Attains remoter Windsor’s towers superb, 
Chosen to his meditation most adapt. 
Here ‘mong his hired retainers, with meet pomp 
He is attended, as a puissant lord. 
Still, in imagination’s trance enrapt, 
Puft’d, elevated above wisdom’s curb, 
He muses on the lately chanced events. 
No bounds restrain his brooded visions new 
Of splendour, power, and passion’d royalty. 
Sole harbours he bad thoughts, and in his mind 12 
Impregn’d with ill, resolves his guileful plot, 
Debating plans of future destiny, 
Foster'd most likely too by spirits evil. 
Fully assured now of discovery 
Both of the King and all his noble train, 
Quested so long in vain, at last surprized 
All in one eyry far beyond his hope, 
Struck with amaze no less than joy, he now 
Ponders the grand result; sees all in view 
Magnified in his thought, the more he deems. 
His fortune’s crisis he esteems arrived, 
Glory at hand, all e’en as prophesied. 24 
He muses, in excited restlessness, 
On the destruction of his quarried prey, 
At least their capture at a single blow ; 
To gratify ambition’s proudest scope, 
Royalty his sole aim, and for his own 
To grasp, confiscate, their possessions all, 
Their state, their puissance, in one hand combined. 
Whate’er is needful to this end he weighs, 
Bending design to this sole consequence. 
For his own act he deems the attempt too vast, 
Nor to himself will such attack confine, 
In secret felt too coward, if alone 
That motive might deter his deep-fraught mind. 37 
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Aids he deems necessary to effect 
Such purpose, and entire success ensure: 
Revolving, whether best those aids may come 


Or from the Dane, or from some English friend. 
The last his preference chooses, since he deems 


If the Danes share his enterprize, they soon 
May next supplant himself, and for their owo 


Claim its achievement, and the pledged reward. 


But if its actors be his native band, 

His must the merit, as the meed, remain. 
Kenwulph, he deems, associate to this end 
To blend in league (jealous of whom howe’er) 
Where at his seat, in Warwick’s castle old, 
Or Repton’s court, he keeps his royal state ; 
Him to apprize of King, of nobles, found ; 
These in an ambush’d snare at once to seize, 
Assassin’d, if need be; if captive, spared ; 
Him nominally to bespeak a friend, 


Pointed by voice of doom :—‘‘ To Kenwulph go, 


For ’tis bis hand must strike the fatal blow.” 
A fatalist become, he now propounds, 

A sceptre waits acquirement sole by that, 

Till all pride’s phantoms float before him clear, 
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Nay more; he deems, that Kenwulph he can lure 


Thus to impell’d destruction, undermined, 
Enmesh’d in sudden ruin, ere aware. 
For, yielding should he go, in such affray 
TTe shall be forced on danger, chief exposed ; 
Since thus the maddening traitor to himself 
Breathes in soliloquy: 

‘* What? can I not 
In struggle and confusion of assault, 
(After the fatal blow, and quarry won, 
Even as the fated augury foretels) 
Instruct my bravoes, at some foredoom’d sign, 
To strike himself? Suddenly thus cut off, 
Ended, and from his lofty station hurl'd, 
No longer then a barrier in my way, 
And stumbling-block to single sovereignty ” 
Care first ensured, such act is cast from me, 
The guilt; nathless the profit all mine own.” 


He paused an instant, starting, as o’erjoy’d 
At new discovery, yet abash’d in part 
At conscious treachery, until a smile 
Play’d o’er his features, as he thus renew’d : 
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¢ Yet grant not this; nay, if, for meed, we be 
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Joint Kings awhile, of Mercia he the head s4 
As I of Wessex, and the estates we share 

In rich division of the nobles seized, 

Their provinces, their castles, made our prize, 
Soon in watch’d time I Kenwulph can supplant, 
Resting (whate’er he dream) on dubious ground, 
Impeach’d, when all T can pussess for mine, 

Till I reign singly with unrivall’d sway. 

But if the importing mission he refuse 

On this emergency and proffer’d league, 

The shrinking recreant straight I will denounce, 
Impugning his integrity and truth 95 
To the stern Dane, who then will sacrifice 

The offending deputy, whereon myself 

Mercia’s supplanted throne shall wrest in pledge, 
Winning, with Wessex too, a double crown. 
Either course works my vantage, as meseems. 
Courage then! and good fortune crown the emprize !” 


So plots the selfish traitor, false in all, 
Dubious, but reconciles the fated scheme. 
For (as of vice is still the wonted course, 
From great to greater evil onward urged) 
Not e’en contented with a viceroy’s name, 106 
The villain deems, if Alfred be destroy’d, 
And he of Wessex first reign tribute King, 
Afterward too of Mercia’s ample realm, 
A stepping stone to glory’s loftiest reach, 
What shall impede from general sovereignty ? 
England’s chief puissance centering in himself, 
(Now in haught fancy seeming at his beck,) 
Soon to be crown’d sole King in Alfred’s room. 
A prize so high tempts his aspiring pride. 
Alfred amoved, then Kenwulph, Guthrun next 
Shall follow in destruction’s fated train, 117 
By means he knows not yet; but of the Danes 
Rid in due season, treacherous e’en to them. 


Such themes in roused imagination float, 
From bad to worse of treason hurried on ; 
Nor dreams he aught to overshoot the goal, 
But sole in all he broods, sees triumph wait. 
Thus by inflated visions borne away 
Of vain ambition, grandeur, regal power, 
Which now before him in full prospect beam, 
Fix’d he determines Warwick's princely towers 
Eager to visit, where (his fancy deems) 
The stately Kenwulph holds his Mercian court. 129 
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Him to consult, and in deep league engage 130 
To form the needful ambush, in whose snare 
Shall England’s King and gather’d nobles fall, 
Fulfilling thus the prompted prophecy. 
He strives to smooth his visage, while he fain 
Would cheer intents so foul, and to himself 
Sole breathes : 

<¢T must about this deed with care: 
For mischief still with mischief must be veil’d. 
Needs must I with me take an ample band, 
To act the purpose sure; though Fate reveals 
That of the murther, yet but fantasy, 141 
The presaged ‘ fatal blow,’ whome’er that strike 
With doom of blood, Kenwulph must actor be.” 


So having settled in his pregnant soul 
The horrid purpose, and with guile prepense 
Impatient to effect the deep-laid plot, 
Madly he rushes on it, and intends 
Not here, in Windsor’s lofty towers, to rest 
More than the passing night, whose space may well 
Seem needful to recruit his strength, his train, 
Worn with the past fatigue : but with new bands, 
Chosen from the trustiest of his vassal-troops, 152 
Fiercest and daring most, to his command 
Obeisant, nor aught scrupling to effect 
(Whate’er its purport prove,) his utter’d will, 
At earliest dawn to seek famed Warwick’s fort. 


Restless, immediate, he proceeds to choose 
An escort of his martial followers 
Whom he deems aptest to the dark emprize, 
Instructed on his journey’s main intent, 
All pledged his hope’s fell project to achieve. 
Yet in that moment (such his craven fear) 
For safety ta’en so numerous is the band, 168 
That Windsor’s towers almost in hasty choice 
His voice of guards evacuates : nathless, 
Rodolph, his warder still his word forbears, 
To him the guardianship of Windsor’s fort 
Continuing, still confided ; yet with charge 
(Absent the wonted train for period brief) 
To watch with stricter eye the prisoners left, 
To hold with added care the trusted keys, 
Remembering the discarded Urra’s fate. 


Rodolph he even secretly aside : 
(Deem’d faithful, since devoted Rayner’s doom) 
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Draws a few moments, and with swelling boast 175 
Of amplest power at hand, his recent scheme 
Imparts, with motives of such train withdrawn 
But for a season and for noblest aim, 
Such as shall fortune’s proudest presage crown. 
First too of Rodolph’s self he strict enquires, 
Both of the royal infants’ health and state, 
And their attendant, Rayner’s widow’d spouse. 
Trembling, he breathes that word, for at such thought, 
Seem’d, as compunction smote his heart, that sank 
Remembering her abstracted consort’s loss, 
E’en in her very presence dragg’d to doom 186 
By his own hest, incensed : 

‘* Yet of his end 
(The traitor breathes) I ask not, nor exact 
How, where, ‘twas done; with thy reply content, 
That of the insulter I should hear no more.” 


So whisper’d the destroyer, and might seem 
To shrink from, or not deign, enquiry more; 
Assuming his severe command obey’d, 
Nor doubting disobedience aught in that. 
Rodolph, as struck, mysterious strange reserve 
Seems to oppress, who silence deep maintains, 197 
Or scarce brief answer yields; ‘“ that one sole word 
Utter’d, might rack yet more his burden’d heart.” 
The royal brood, Fidelia’s mourning self, 
His question’d voice reports, living and safe. 
Next of the cottagers, their daughter fair, 
(Of him so deem’d) the imperious lord enquires, 
How fare all these, albeit of their restraint 
Seems now no need, since late discovery 
Through his own means, without aid aught of theirs, 
Of the grand secret, long hoped best from them 
To be extracted, is at last achieved. 
Yet still another lurking motive stays 209 
These humbler captives in their guarded state. 
For still the captor, oft repulsed, would aim 
To win at last that beauteous maid’s regard, 
In season due, to share his lawless bed : 
No holier passion fired his selfish breast. 
Of them too safe, in health, the tyrant learns. 


Nor yet is Windsor's dark suspicious chief 
Satisfied all with Rodolph’s sole report. 
For personal certainty, assurance more, 
Forthwith himself proceeds, by proof of sight, 
His captives’ safety and their actual state 220 
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To scan and ascertain; more jealous grown 221 
Since the discover'd Urra’s yielding fault. 

First speeds he to behold the charge most prized, 
The royal infants, in his hold detain’d, 

No less for surety, than large ransom hoped, 
Either for England’s nation, or more meed, 

If the Danes’ hest should doom the race extinct, 
To be hereafter at such word perform’d. 

His selfish mercenary mind esteems, 

A guerdon vast in any way whate’er 

Follows his custody of prize so high. 

Sudden he comes, where in the circling tower, 232 
On whose high top the white-horse standard floats, 
The piteous ruins of fallen England's grace, 

Her prison’d princes, he attended finds 

By Rayner’s mourning relict, to her care 

Late by their sever'd mother’s charge bequeath’d. 


Soon as the cruel tyrant is discern d, 
With shrieks of childhood (nature’s voice of dread) 
Rushing in terror to Fidelia’s arms, 
Here their sole mother now, the princely babes, 
After a brief while courage more assumed, 
Filial accost to his stern ear appeal, 243 
Piercingly utter’d in this brief exclaim: 


‘‘ Where is our mother? Oh! yet yield her back 
Or us alike take, wheresoe’er she pines.” 


Scarce moved, the lordly chieftain no response 
Deigns, silent, or offended it may seem, 
Such his stern look: next on Fidelia bent, 
Who plaint too mingles, or more wildly hurls 
Deepest ejaculations of despair, 
While to her sorrow horror adds more power: 252 


‘Oh! traitor, murderer of my honour’d lord, 
My noblest husband, Rayner, seen removed 
E’en in my presence by thy hest to doom! 
How canst thou bear to face myself again ? 
Avaunt! and if one spark of mercy yet 
Live in thy bosom, spare my starting sight; 
Quit too for shame these shuddering babes: by thee 
Are we of consort, mother, friend, bereaved. 
My husband, guardian spirit, (though on earth 
Oh! never, never more to bless our sight,) 
Look down, still hover o’er us, and protect!” 263 
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So as, upbraiding, she her passion vents, 264 
The intense reproach grates on his sullen ear. 
But hark! for after nature’s frenzied burst 
So utter’d, and wild agony of grief, 
Still she impleads. He, having now beheld 
The royal children safe, seem’d studious sole 
To quit a presence that but waked anew 
Heighten’d remembrance in his burden’d soul 
Of acts, whereon scared conscience fear’d to dwell. 
But kind Fidelia, roused to eloquence, 
By fond affection’s, friendship’s, waken’d flame, 
With force that more her loyal truth endear'd, 275 
Pleads for the princely babes, her trusted charge, 
And as the foster parent, pours her prayer 
Almost maternal, (wanting now such aid) 
With adjuration for their harmless lives, 
Such as might well each heart to pity melt, 
(Save sole ambition’s) and in thrall engage. 
Then too, with meeken’d accent, of the Queen, 
Her friend and mistress, her enquiry seeks, 
Compassion for whose many woes she craves. 
Adding the charming tribute of her praise 
To virtues, meriting far other doom, 
Bow’d, she implores some human duty’s care, 287 
1f now the ruin’d Alfred, England’s King, 
The sire, the husband, breathe on earth no more. 


Confused, alarm’d, at such wild interview 
And outcries, brief soe’er; by proof convinced ; 
Seen now enough to harass and appal 
The stoutest heart, e’en in so transient glimpse, 
He deems short stay too much. Avs if in haste, 
(Driven by those piteous clamours of rebuke) 
He starts away, unanswering; or disturb’d, 
Sole pondering more upon the dread design, 297 
Now harbour’d ’gainst the sovereign, consort, sire, 
Whom he discover’'d knows. But not to these 
Confesses he so much, nor dares disclose 
The event mysterious, or his own intents, 
Brooding ensnarement of that precious life, 
Which inwardly his haunted bosom shake. 


Scarce moved to pity, half incensed to ire, 
He holds to them reserve, nor aggravates 
Sorrow, too deep already, since himself 
He would but shew more hateful; but speeds hence 
On errand (as he deems) complacent more. 
Passing their lonely chamber of the tower, 309 
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Scarce stays he there, save singly to behold =—310 
The prison’d peasants little worthy deem’d 

Now of his further care, which chanced events 
Of the King’s late discovery supersede, 

Or sole make needful guard to check their tongue. 
But, as in triumph, he to Emma hastes 

(His primal object still) for interview 

Now from another motive, and inspired 

With hope to recommend himself yet more 

By prospect oped of grandeur new at hand. 

Smit with her beauty, stung by her disdain, 

Yet not with honourable thoughts impress'd, 321 
Swift to the lovely maiden’s separate cell 

He glides, more calm become and self-possess'd. 
Here with exulting boast, and prompt address, 
Apt to his state which canaot joy conceal, 

He tells, he needs not from the cottage mates 
Who harbour’d late the King, their further clue, 
To wrest the secret, long perversely hid, 

Where lurks the royal fugitive; since now 
(Impell’d by Danish prophecy and aids 
Surpassing mortal, supernatural power ) 

His own keen search has found the dim retreat 
Both of the King, and nobles of his train, 338 
Alive, and lingering in concealment strange 

Of a low marshy isle, in groves embower’d, 
Recluse from view, all as Weird fate foretold. 
Though her own clue and guide be sought no more, 
Yet other ties detain ber, dearer care: 

Admiring love still cannot with her part, 

But fosters hope, as worthier her regard, 
Following fresh aggrandizement ; full success 
Nearer approach’d, ambition’s goal achieved, 
Even a crown’s acquest in high career. 

With thought to kindle her ambition too 

And on that faithless base her yielded love, 345 
(Flatter’d by notice of a suit so proud) 

Swoln with weak vanity, he so dilates 

And more unfolds his bosom’s dire intents, 
Dreaming (how idly !) by such lure to engage 
Respect and favour: for with contrast new 

To the last interview, so sadly held 

With reaved Fidelia and the royal flock, 
Banishing now reserve, he frank avows 

What fate (he deems) awaits his victim prize, 
Soon all to fall in vow'd destruction’s toils. 


‘ Prediction swells in sure accomplishment. 346 
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Berks’ ample province, Windsor’s stately towers, 
Somerset’s forfeit vales, its forts assign’d, 
Already own his sway; and all the realm 

Of Wessex soon, pledged by the favouring Dane, 
With a deputed sceptre, shall confess 

His puissance ; if he bring, alive or dead, 

The captured King, past doubt discover’d now.’ 


So wooes he her hoped love, and vainly deems 
Her admiration she will hence concede 
To him, as with superior greatness soon 
Invested, (his chief dream) so honour’d more, 367 
Albeit by arts of treason basely won. 


Buthark! whatnew announcement shocks herear! 
‘ Mercia’s deputed sovereign, his colleague, 
Kenwulph (he tells) must be the instrument 
Of deadly Fate, whose hand Weird-prophecy 
Reveals must solely strike the fatal blow. 


“« By destiny that charge is from myself 
Amoved, nor stands it on the web of doom, 
That I must singly prove so deep in blood. 
That enterprise by others must be shared $77 
With me, albeit the guerdon be mine own. 
From hence to Kenwulph, where he holds bis state 
At castled Warwick, with the coming dawn 
My journey speeds, prompt to his ear to breathe 
Discovery made ; with him to form a league 
Assured more strongly to the Danish side, 
Blending our expedition to waylay 
In sudden ambush and at once surprise 
The King with his companions, all secured 
In what involvement Fate intends, be’t death, 
Capture, or wounds, of whom, I know not yet: 
For destiny o’er this has hung its veil. $89 
Power adequate from hence nathless I take, 
Nor doubt that Kenwulph too will blend bis own, 
Compassing a large escort, brave as true.” 


With braggart vaunt thus to a woman's ear 
The dastard traitor puffs his coming state 
And haught designs, looking to forward more 
His passion base, nor dreaming of effect 
All contrary to that it works in truth. 
Vainly he deems, his boasted views can tempt 
Her, yet unknown, whom such his words appeal. 
Amazed beyond conception, or belief, 400 
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Or the tongue’s weak expression, the pale fair 401 

Shudders to hear breathed from a traitor's lips 

Design’d assassination of the King, 

Of Engtand’s nobles, in a scheme so dire 

Of general havoc and concocted snares : 

By her own father too, to be engaged 

Accomplice in such plot’s atrocious train. 

Shock’d from the treasonous spy she starting turns 

With strong repulse. Compassion, deep regret, 

Strange interest, and distress that cloud her mien, 

Contending labour in her breast: not all, Al] 

Or ill suppress'd. Confusion her alarm 

Augments, almost betrays; while such dread 
thoughts, 

Suggested, sudden image to her soul 

Her hapless sire in league so foul embroil'd. 

Yet anxious treason’s progress to prevent, 

Or, in the least, employ of one so dear 

On such vile purpose of disloyalty, 

Herself, e’en to Hiantrid’s startled ear, 

Ventures to urge remonstrance, and implores 

Him to seduce not any English heart, 

Nor aught the Mercian sovereign, whom she knows, 

(Howe'er forgetful, still an English chief) 423 

In plan so dread, and guilty business blend 

Of dark assassination ; nor him seek 

Companion, to embrue his hands in blood, 

Assailing lives so precious and beloved 

As England’s King, and nobles, firm in faith : 


‘‘ Thy King, thy friends too; (so her voice appeals) 
Oh! let not Kenwulph prove, nor be thyself, 
A murderer, on embassy, hell-sprung : 
But list even my adjuring, and relent. 
Go not to Warwick, nor seductive tempt 
One there, already sunk too deep in woes. 434 
Remember Rayner, him, the noble chief 
Thy captive once, hence by thy doom amoved. 
Oh! let that deed wreak on thy soul remorse, 
Aud satisfy thy amplest thought with crime. 
Recal too all the misery heap’d on her, 
Widow’d Fidelia, Rayner’s peerless spouse, 
The sever’d Queen, the prison’d royal brood, 
Nor charge with guilt a measure now too full.” 


Thus blending prayer, reproach, she would dis- 
In language of emotion, that recals [suade 
Darkly remembrance of her honour’d kin, ads 
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Anxiety depicted in her mien 4:16 
Surpassing common, yet full soon restrain’d 

On recollection: for with quick revulse, 

Dread of her own discovery, and alarm 

Raised of her own betrayal to the Dane, 

Haply delivery to her recreant sire, 

Checks, as by instinct, word or look that more 
Might to so near-involving net approach : 

She knows her ruthless captor and refrains. 


Appeal so utter’d much his wonder moves. 
Most strange he deems it, somewhat e’en suspects: 
Some mystery (he scans) the maid o’erhangs, 457 
Remark’d before; in her behaviour still 
Somewhat of grace more than her state implies, 
Befitting scarce a lowly cottager. 

Its import he unravels not. Surprized 

Far more than wont, her favour he not finds 
Conceded yet, but that she scorns him still: 
Astonish’d too, that interest so deep 

She shews for Kenwulph, one, above her sphere 
By birth so much. Amaze absorbs him all. 


Scarce hides she clear disgust, or smothers scorn; 
Nathless discovery of her real state 468 
(Almost e’en now evinced) her struggle guards. 
She shrinks at such disclosure’s consequence, 
Thence dreading restoration to her sire, 

And hated nuptials to the Dane renew’d, 

Averse, still alien to her heart and mind, 

True, kind, nor swerving aught from loyalty ; 

Did not another tender passion there, 

Of admiration and affection sprung 

For one alas! now absent, strangely lost, 

In silence cherish’d, animate her breast. 

Still as the seeming cottager she looks 479 
Here to remain in her first humble guise. 


But even amaze Hianfrid not restrains. 
For now in scene more unexpected still, 
To climax of effrontery rising more, 
With exultation, (ah! how misapplied) 
’Gainst Kenwulph’s self his envy waked assures 
Disparagement, whom now he designates 
A stumbling-block, a serpent in his path, 
Yet soon to fall, nor such continue long : 
Supplanted by his own address and skill, 
Redounding to advantage, either way. 400 
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For thus the traitor sums bis brooded gain: 4g 


‘¢ Should Kenwulph prove not faithful to the Dane, 
Whom I suspect he hates, what then remains 
For me but his reluctance to reveal ? 
Soon then amoved, and by the foreign foe 
(Whom, as I deem, unwillingly he serves, 
Torn with remorse and foolish melancholy) 
Cut off, without conjunction aught of mine. 
If he prove true, he will but be the means 
And stepping-stone my further rise to aid. 
Should he accompany the doom’d emprize, 501 
Haply amid that ambush’d struggle struck, 
Himself may sudden come unto his end. 
But if he scape, and that near risk survive, 
Shall I let Kenwulph’s obstacle intrude ?” 


He paused a moment, while he labouring seem’d 
With some conception, from which utterance shrank. 
Yet the vainglorious boaster soon resumed : 


‘‘ When I am King, no rival must compete. 
For after Wessex’ crown, spy I not more ? 
Not Wessex’ sceptre sole, but Mercia’s too 611 
Must grace my hand, e’en now by promise pledged. 
From that height springs ascent to England s throne. 
Is’t strange, that I to loftiest seat aspire, 
As her sole King achieving royalty, 
Which (as I deem) my country’s good demands ? 
For to that dignity, believe, I look 
In sure progression all through track foreseen, 
Discern’d as now already in my grasp.” 


So as the traitor own’d, the observant maid 
Seem’d as if struck with fresh conceived alarm, 
More aggravated, as he thus pursues: 522 


‘¢ What? are not England's princes in my power? 
Discover’d, almost seized, their ruin’d sire? 
In glory’s course not Kenwulph’s fall must check, 
If that be needful, wrought by mean soe’er, 
Be it by secret snare, or force more plain. 
For every barrier sure I must o’erturn 
That interposes hindrance to my rule. 
Short is the space and interval between 
A King’s displeasure, and his victim’s end. 
Think then, what greatness now yourself awaits, 
The chosen fair, prime favourite of a King ! 533 
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Does not a throne in prospect stir your blood, 634 
And a crown’s radiance thrill each pulse with joy ?” 


So hinted he, in terms ambiguous still, 
E’en Kenwulph’s murder, needful if it prove, 
Deeply already in his thought impress’d. 
Such purposed crime to hear conceived, declared, 
Remote however, to a common mind 
Less sensitive than was a daughter’s note, 
Well might suffice to make the hearer’s soul 
Abhor the utterer of a plot so vile. 
But yet he dreams not, what unlikely course 544 
His suit adopts her favour to attain, 
Sought by the purposed murderer of her sire. 
What feelings then that daughter’s breast pervade ! 


Affected, horror-stricken more at this, 
And beyond measure shock’d to hear avow’d 
Destruction plotted ’gainst her very sire, 
By her own captor to herself announced, 
(Unwittingly howe’er) new terror shakes 
Her frame, while strongly shudders every limb. 
Though still unknown, yet when her father’s life 
Itself is threaten’d by a traitor’s snares, 535 
Nature, all uncontrollable, prevails. 
With impulse of the moment’s need, she yearns 
After her sire, and his dear life to save, 
Behold! a wonder: for discovery strange 
Breaks out in self-betrayal, while escapes 
At last the secret, by herself confess’d. 
In agony from her o’erburden’d heart 
Bursts forth exclaim; of consequences all 
Unmindful, or what hazard may ensue, 
Sole as by filial duty strangely moved, 
For his sake venturing e’en this last resource. 566 


‘Oh! horror! (she shrieks forth) what hear I now? 
Murder my father! Monster! deadly fiend! 
That Kenwulph is my sire. Ob! spare his life! 
Let me implore e’en of thyself that boon. 
Would but myself were free, that with a voice 
As of a trumpet I could blazon forth 
This plot of blackest mischief o’er the world, 
And make thee quail before exposing truth. 
Help! help! Alas! none answers to my cry.” 


Thus with appeal'd remonstrance she impleads 
Forbearance, and with wildness in her look, — 477 
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Disdain e’en more, starts from his shunn’d approach. 


Petritied almost as with cold amaze : 
Mix’d with alarm, the craven cowers at this, 
And in low tone breathes out astonishment. 


“ What word is this, irrevocable? How! 
Kenwulph her father, said she? What surprise 
Have now drank in my scarce-believing ears! 
This is indeed most wonderful! Meseems, 

New miracles break round me every hour. 

Now is the mystery solved, which but agrees 587 
With past surmises and emotion strange, 

Shown at his name: all now at once explain’d: 
My former woke suspicions clear'd at last!” 


Still, as absorb’d in brooding thought, he stands. 
But hark ! confused, she breathes: 
‘* What have I said ? 
Alas! ‘tis now too late. What consequence 
Ensues, I know not; fraught with awe, most sure.” 


‘« Yet how (his scrutinizing question seeks,) 
Came you, graced fair, in cottage low conceal’d, 597 
There by its tenants as their daughter rear’d ? 
Though sure, with such solemnity reveal’d, 

I must esteem you Kenwulph’s daughter now.” 


Perceiving hesitation now in vain, 
Fear she discards, confessing still with truth: 


‘* Tam his daughter: spare his precious life. 
Let e’en myself extort that granted suit. 
Nor from this bended posture will I rise, 
Friendless, beset, endanger’d as I am, 606 
Till thine own voice that promised pledge concede.” 


So as she utter d, at his feet she kneel’d, 
And bow’d her pallid beauty to the ground. 


Unpromising, he with extended hands 
Uplifts the sunk implorer from the earth, 
And to her ear his question urged renews: 
W hereto, compell’d, she owns: 

‘* My mother dear, 

What time the kingdom was in uproar all, 
Order o’erwhelm’d; my sire, seduced, confused, 
Gone over to the foreign foe; myself 617 
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Pledged in detested nuptials to the Dane, GIS 
All ’gainst her mind, still loyal, firm, and true —” 


Paused for awhile the voice, by feeling check'd ; 
Till tremblingly again the maid pursues: 


‘* She, with kind care, to save her daughter’s shaine, 
Hid me with those low cottagers she knew; 
Gave out my rumour'd death: alas! too soon 
Preceding but her own, from vengeful ire. 
The faithful pair their trusted charge perform’d ; 
Me, as their foster daughter, nurtured fond, —627 
Loved as their own; nor till the kingdom's peace, 
And all, as erst, to comfort be restored, 
Wish I those dear protectors e’er to leave. 
Yet oh! my father,—spare, nor tempt, his life ; 
Be thou protector to him, and a friend, 
Not an assassin, nor let him prove such. 
To me a wretched captive in thy power, 
Oh! hark; and let a real daughter plead.” 


Lost in amaze, as doubting what to do, 
Yet swiftly settling in his coward mind, 
For personal safety and the object prime 638 
Fix’d in his thoughts, (soaring ambition’s height) 
At once the traitor sees necessity 
Of her detention and concealment more. 
Instant he adds : 

‘“‘ Discovery strange as this, 

Besure, as little in expectance mine 
As e’en of Kenwulph’s self, who least can dream 
Of his own daughter in my hands confined, 
Deem’d dead, lamented long (I know) as such, 
Seals but the doom of your captivity, 
And of the cottagers, for both alike 
Must surer rest in guard, and in my power 650 
More strictly prison’d : closed as death itself. 
If either were released, ye would expuse 
My thoughts, my actions, only to my hurt. 
Not e’en to Kenwulph’s self dare I reveal 
The dangerous secret, and discovery strange. 
How would he boil with fury ’gainst myself, 
Learning my purpose harbour’d ’gainst his state ! 
How would he then indignant from me break ! 
All would be then o’erthrown, his league foregone, 
Prophecy’s course defeated : all, all lost : 
Haply myself be in my turn assail’d, 
My fortune stopp’d: in ruin all involved.” 6U2 
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He paused an instant, with suspicious look, 663 
While whispering, to himself he breathed aside. 


‘This may not ever be. Nor can I now 
Kenwulph henceforth within this castle’s gates 
Safely admit, working by any chance 
Deliverance, to me of cost so deep, 

Come e’er within his long-lost daughter’s range ; 
Or haply gleaning tidings of a friend, 

A kinsman, (by himself how loved, I know) 
Somerset’s earl, dead Rayner, hence amoved.”” 672 


So as he broods, new reasons on his soul, 
Springing from jeopardy and selfish fear, 
Flash for removing, as from danger'’s power, 
Devoted Kenwulph, at time opportune. 
Perturb’d, and as aroused to stranger awe 
Or new alarm at this discovery, 

Since now at every step confusion fresh 
Seems to involve him, (as if guilt had snares 
Inextricable) sole he conscious adds. 


‘ Rivals for glory seem Kenwulph and I: 
All friendship this disclosure blasts, and bars 683 
All intercourse, save that I baste myself 
To Warwick’s castle, by ambition buoy’d 
On the full swell of fated prophecy.” 


Terrible is the frighted maid’s distress, 
The acknowledged daughter, who in vain restraius. 
Her agony nathless scarce heeds he now, 
But from her presence (guarding, as he goes) 
He breaks abrupt, and leaves her unrelieved. 


After rebuke and failure thus sustain’d 
Sunk e’en and lessen’d in his own esteem, 693 
Scarce takes he brief refreshment, or aught heeds 
Attendance round of pomp and state's ostent 
Wasted on him in vain. With brooding soul, 
Full of the mighty project ‘fore him set, 
Determining with earliest blush of dawn 
Toward Warwick’s Mercian fort to speed his way, 
There Kenwulph in fate’s destined work to lure, 
(More cautious since discovery last evened) 
Soon he retires to rest, when shades of night 
Close round, and from his chamber, which o’erlooks 
His castle’s terrace high and landscape vast 
Cross’d by the curves of silver-streaming Thames, 
He gazes forth upon the moonlit scene: 706 
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Reminded of the wealth, and vast domains, 707 
Once noble Edric’s own, his foster-sire, 

Succeeded now in beritage usurp’d 

After unkindness, that their former lord 

Had stung and hasten’d to a death obscure. 

Such view’s magnificence (albeit a soul 

By memory harrass’d less, it well might charm) 
Sole to the traitor, in self’s spite, recall’d 
Theacquirement’s means; such puissance ill attain’d. 
For on his sleepless pillow, maugre all 

Of power, of grandeur, and terrestrial gain, 717 
Of all that worldly bliss might seem to induce, 
(Alas! how vain and futile to such end) 
Possess'd in present, yet so basely won 

By treachery and past ingratitude, 

Despite too of the future’s prospects high 

Opening in vast idea to his gaze, 

He is not happy, (since what happiness 

On earth to guilt is deign'd ?) but misery 

Seems still to haunt his couch, where conscience, yet 
Unstifled by vain pomp, his state upbraids. 

Here his past acts, as spectres, seem to rise 

In dread succession to his burden’d thoughts. 729 
Compunction wrings him, while in secret mood 

Of meditation, haply half express'd 

In murmur’d words, thus sadly to himself, 

Nor of alarm devoid, through toss’d unrest, 

He sums remembrance of the past, the more 
Vividly now presented to his soul. 

He ponders o’er the progress of his rise, 

What deeds bave given him sway o’er Windsor’s 
What, o’er the forts of subject Somerset: [state : 
Recals the Queen’s discovery, wretched, lorn, 
His trusted hospitality betray’d, 

Herself a prisoner in the Danish camp, 741 
Through act of his, in sorrow pining there : 

Her children sever’d, that heart-rending scene ; 
Rayner, by sudden wrath consign’d to doom ; 
Widow’d Fidelia’s woe, its sad result : 

Nor can it hush his breast’s alarm to deem, 

Such hest was dealt in rage, provoked, defied. 


‘‘ That deed’s dread vision seems to haunt me still, 
(So whisper'd the dark traitor to himself) 
And late, through Windsor’s forest as I rode, 
Soon as these conscious towers arose in sight, 
Through the still moonlight air, his groan, his voice, 
Seem’d, as if burden’d on the moaning breeze. 753 
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Such they arose to my suspicious ear, 754 
Though but excited fancy’s wild surmise, 
While tremors, all unwonted, shook my frame.” 


Then broods he, tossing, o’er yet other acts : 
The cottagers, who screen’d the flying King, 
Still kept his prisoners, burnt their home, the prey 
Of grief; and her, their seeming daughter, now 
Wond’rously learnt to be of nobler birth, 
All in strict thraldom prudently detain’d, 
‘Lest they should blast my fame with cruelty, 763 
If e’er released.” Such musings on the past, 
Fraught with remorse, disturb his fretted soul ; 
Nor sees he aught in by-gone memory 
To solace, or to cheer him for the won; 
Or feels, that any loves him, (state forlorn !) 
But still, to his surprise, where hoped, most scorn‘d. 


‘* Which way soe’er I gaze, (he yet pursues) 
I feel reproach, silent to all but me. 
If I look out, forth of these stately towers, 
Upon the princely landscape stretch’d below, 
All but of Edric speaks, my foster-sire, 774 
Who kindness ever heap’d on me from youth, 
Yet driven by me from his own gates away, 
To die unheeded in a humble cot, 
Press’d down by want, more by ingratitude, 
Nor yet among his ancestors inhumed. 
All to upbraid me joins; and in my soul 
Fearful I see ‘ such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave their tinct,’”’ 
Trembling, he turns, 
And fain would now address himself to sleep, 
But sudden starts again, as if aroused 
In more alarm, while from the past withdrawn, 786 
He in the progress of uneasy thought 
Anticipates the future, and the deeds 
Of fell destruction, vast in consequence, 
Held yet in embryon fate, e’en now at hand. 
While still all-wakeful conscience, to his soul 
Whispers with ‘still, small voice,” but ‘‘ trumpet 
tongued.” 


‘‘ If from the past such fears assail me now, 
What more will scare the horror and the dread, 
When coming, added deeds, as dire as new, 

Just on their verge, (the doom of prophecy,) 
Perform’d, shall further cloud my compass’d sout! 
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When acted murder, (now but fantasy,) 798 

Of Alfred, and his nobles bound in faith, 

Shall with its hideous memory fright my sleep !” 
Shuddering, he shrinks a moment, while in thought 

Darkly he thus revolves his last design, 

The purposed ambush, and its pledged events. 

Ere long the traitor to himself resumes : 


«Yet let bethink me, so is it contrived, 
The deed of death is from my hand relieved, 
But sole to Kenwulph’s part assign’d by fate. 


9 


807 


Thus with a frail excuse of sophistry, 
His omen’d fears the dastard would appease. 
Yet is awaked remorse still unsubdued, 
And still the rising tumult of his soul, 
(Disturb’d, it seem’d, in insurrection’s strife, ) 
Prompts him to breathe wicked suggestion new. 


‘« At last e’en him, victim hiinself, to foil, 
To lure unthought into destruction’s snares, 
(If after all foredoom’d my act to prove,) 
Will not this too more swell my misery ? 817 
Awful anticipation! dread purview !” 


Ao instant sinks he, in mistrusting doubt. 
But the plann’d enterprize recalling more, 
First of self-love and haught ambition sprung, 
These by degrees prevail, while all unmark’d ~ 
Save of unearthly spirits, to himself, 

As if assuming courage, thus he breathes. 


‘¢ But shall I stop? foolish indeed were that. 
To quail now, worse than had I ne’er begun. 
When the crown’s golden round is fore my grasp, 
To lose it, fearing to stretch forth my hand 25 
Only to reach it, this were mockery 
No! all must be achieved, and with fair fame. 
To-morrow’s dawn must my great task begin, 
Bearing me hence to Kenwulph’s domicile, 

To ply him and his augur’d aid engage. 
Hence must I brave all chances, and endure 
Whatever follows, sped in such a cause, 

Nor check the sail, full-swell’d in its career.” 


Deliberate thus, he fixes in his soul 
His journey’s prime intent, on object vast B3R 
VOL. V. BB 
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Of bis dark cogitations; and sedate, $39 
Concludes to sin with knowledge, while the rein 
He yields to mad ambition and false pride; 
Conscience, remorse, he stifles, all too weak 

To strive with potent passions, long indulged. 


So still, so awful, was the time, the scene, 
Seem’d as if nature’s self alarm’d gave place 
To solitude, and dread obscurity. 
The faded moon shone out with ghastly gleam, 
Tilumining the vast expanse below. 
From the high watch-tower of his guarded rest 849 
Across the embattled rampire’s parapet 
And terrace, whose projecting crest surmounts 
The dangerous precipice and deep-sunk fosse, 
His glance o’er the subjacent region sweeps, 
Itself a little kingdom, now his own, 
(Fis benefactor’s late,) beyond where Thames 
Winds bright thro’ valley-meads and spotted plains, 
Past woody Stoke, till the dim prospect fades 
In glimmering distance ’mong the horizon hills. 
Tato the nightly landscape far along 
The moonbeams through the dusk and silvery air 
From the prone cliffs o'er the earth’s surface threw 
Shadows immense, obliquely lengthen’d on, _—862 
Imaging the huge towers and bastion shapes, 
Extoll’d in forted grandeur to the sky. 


Then as with swelling pride his eye surveys 
Nature's magnificence, that well responds 
To lordly state of these commanding towers, 
He marshals in his thought the northward road, (seat, 
Which morning’s dawa shall point toward Warwick’s 
Where now, he deems, the regal Kenwulph bides. 
Impatient for advance of early day, 
Yet of his deadly errand while he thinks, 872 
And his black purpose fixes in his soul, 
Involuntary tremors shake his frame ; 
Which as with natural presentiment 
Warn for some fearful vision to prepare. 


Thro’ transient clouds few stars appear'd to glimpse 
At varied height o’er heaven's wide vault dispersed, 
By starts, and silence o’er the deep of air 
Reign’d sole, till e’en the very stillness seem’'d 
Needing no sound to prompt to conscious sense 
The noon of darkness, and the night’s dead hour. 
Ere long the castle’s solitary bell 883 
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Toll’d one, in signal to her dragon car, B84 
Whose undulating tone o’er ether’s breath 

Swung, and with fresh awe aggravates the gloom. 
While o’er the stony platform, as if cross’d, 

The stealthy footsteps of the sentinels, 

Pacing on guard below the lofty towers, 

With echoed clink of arms was heard to blend. 
Haply at times the single watch-word seem’d 
Exchanged, ere yet with harsh distinguish’d grate 
The warder’s key made safety yet more sure. 
Silence again prevail'd, which with such fear 

Sank on the soul, that every throb became 
Audible, every whisper, every sigh. 896 
Fain in such season would the traitor doze 

In brief oblivion, wooing niggard sleep : 

But howls the nightly bandog, in his kind 
Prognostic (as ‘tis said) of coming death, 

Sensible of some vision’d presence near, 

Event, or change, surpassing human ken. 

Amid such witching pause, that in itself 

To expectation token’d some approach 

Of dire portent, occurrence strange and wild, 
Behold! an apparition, (not of hope 

Or comfort, as to innocence is deign’d) 907 
A ghostly phantom, and mysterious spirit, 

With action that its nature well might suit, 

A figure, grand as dread, which smote the soul 
With veneration at its very look, 

(Such majesty the spectre’s form induced,) 

Stalk’d o’er the rampart through the moon-sick haze. 
Then mid the chamber the unsubstantial shape 
Appear’d to glide, till with imperious step 

At feet of the ray’d couch the being stood. 

Not clearly could the startled gazer’s ken 

Discern its form. An image ’fore his eyes 
Gleam’d, yet whose lineaments he could not all 
Assure, or trace through veil’d obscurity. 920 
As of an aged man the vision look’d : | 
All ashy-pale its countenance, shrouded half 

As in a cowl; or if a casque it were, 

Not yet from weight deposed, such ill had girt 
The hoary locks, that o'er its visage stream’d, 
Meteorous. Still other armour none 

Encased the form, but with more harrowing awe 
And chiller terror, robes and signs of death 

In their aspect own’d past mortality. 

As if in cerecloth closed, e’en such a shroud 

As folds the corpse, wrapt in funereal tire, 931 


372 KING ALFRED. 


(Lowly and humble when the sepulture) 932 
Yet did its gesture, as the features too, 

More in the midnight’s opening glimpse reveal’d, 
Bespeak a spirit of the noble dead, 

The chief, the patriot, to command long used. 
Albeit in mute solemnity it stood, 

To the up-starting proditor the sight 

Recall’d a form, by him most fear’d of all. 

A clay-cold shudder paralysed the limbs 

Of its sole witness on his quivering couch: 
Bristled his hair, chill froze his curdled blood, 
While livid drops oozed from his marbled brows. 943 
All courage from the coward fled, aghast, 

Pale as the ghost itself. More thrill’d such dread, 
When yet more near advanced with stride and gait 
Of stateliest dignity, the spirit seem’d 

O’er him to bend, and in its speechless look 
Awful rebuke more show’d, than harsh reproach. 
Nought said it, yet with speaking act upraised 

By lifted arm the flowing pall, whose waved 

And flitting mantle screen’d a robe within, 

Noting by tissued edge nobility. 

Pointing with signal as it would accost, 

Slow raised as if in air, the spectre stay’d. 955 
Still it delay’d. Torn with uncertain doubt, 
Almost benumb’d by terror and dismay, 

While o’er his bones his shrunk flesh seem’d to creep, 
At last Hianfrid ventured faltering voice, 

And to the vision thus in few appeal’d: 


‘“* What art thou? real is thy vision’d shape, 
Mysterious shadow, risen, as it seems, 
From the damp grave, whose likeness would remind 
One in his bed of rest who lowly sleeps. 
Dimly I know thee, fiction though thou be 
Past nature's scope, improbable and wild: 966 
Since he whose look thou bear’st has long deceased, 
Whom yet I dare notname. Thou seem’st a power 
Not of this world. Yet though I wake, and sure 
Not fancy be this sight, scarce credence still 
Possesses me, until some sound J hear, 
And from thee (if thy message I could bear) 
Assurance more some other sense confirms.” 


The phantom seem’d to gaze around. At last 
A hollow voice, as from the sepulchre, 
In accents of the dead, that well might rive 
The stoniest heart, somewhat withdraws reserve, 977 
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Imperfect clearing awed uncertainty. 978 


‘* I am the spirit of thy foster-sire, 
Once Edric, of these towers august the lord, 
Now but a semblance of that corporal mould, 
Which once his soul on this low earth inform’d, 
Ere from its fleshy tenement released. 
Forth from the infinite obscure, and worlds 
Beyond the grave the immortal soul can peer, 
Clothed though in shadowy shape to sense of clay. 
From confines now I come, not yet for thee 
To know permitted, till death’s awful gate 988 
Has first been pass’d; doom’d by Omnipotence 
To high departed spirits, but for wise end 
Hid by his awful will in clouds and dark, 
Impenetrable yet of mortal eye. 
Whate’er of space throughout this universe 
Such beings range, verging on heaven or hell, 
If by the high Creator’s license deign’d, 
Unthought of thee, I may society 
Hold in allotted region with a race 
(Albeit thine earthly nature far above) 
There suited, who, in due gradation’s scale 
Prepared with gifted powers and exercised, 1000 
Ascending numberless from human make 
Up toward divine perfection, people space ; 
Moving throughout the boundless infinite, 
Diversified in endless chain of change, 
As thou below discern’st creation rise 
E’en from the meanest insect on to man.” 


Ensued a pause of wonder: for appall’d 
With fix’d observance of the vision’d sprite, 
More in imagination at its words 
Which bore on wing the wrested thought away 
To supernatural essences and spheres 1011 
Beyond the low scope of sublunar earth, 

No breath escaped Hianfrid, all enrapt 

In cogitation, reverence, and amaze. 

Voice was denied; but even more aroused 
Attention hung, while with augmented awe 
Still the tremendous image thus pursued : 


‘‘ Purposely is such wondrous mystery veil’d 
From earth's frail pilgrims, and yet cloked in night, 
Ineffable to ears of ashy dust, 

Nor oped, save sole to immortality. 
Albeit the solemn secrets of the dead 1022 
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I may not breathe to one of corporal dross, —1023 
Yet on occasion which the task imports, 

On some grave errand of high embassy, 

Celestial mercy may permission yield 

E’en to the disembodied spirit, again 

In vesture semblant to its former mould 

(Its temple once terrene and case of clay,) 

To own communion with inferior things, 

To visit scenes and persons, once beloved 

Ere from this worldly stage the spirit fled ; 
Quitting the body’s coil and curb of time 

For other state, such as receives me now. 1034 
Nature’s o’erruling Author grants benign 

To his own creature man e’en there to feel 
Sympathy and concern for what was known 

In earlier being, nor then all forget 

Transient mortality, but after death 

To spirits’ sense recal humanity.” 


But stopp’d the spectre’s voice, as if it check'd 
Utterance, that of dread secrets spake too near. 
With look more haggard pale, and overcome 
With expectation and surprise, that bade 
His very eyes as from their sockets start, 1045 
Embolden’d, it might seem, by rack’d suspense, 
Thus of the sprite the gasping traitor asks : 


“Why dostthoucome? Whathastthoutoimpart? 
Tell! why forsaking spheres and worlds so strange, 
As pass conception of unburied man ? 

Speak! what dread embassy, what fated charge 
Can bring thine unsubstantial spirit down, 
Apparent in so wild sublimity, 

From purlieus, far transcending mortal ken? 

On what dark operation moves thy doom 

To pry again on earth’s abandon’d orb?” 1056 


He paused, but silence deep deign’d no reply, 
That might the spectre’s piercing gaze explain: 
Aghast, Hianfrid scarce accost renews: 


‘* Oh! if design’d a messenger to me, 
Declare thine errand, why thou haunt’st this place 
From thy own element and nature now 
Alien most sure, since past this earthy bound 
I feel thine air, thoughts, language, soar away. 
Tell, I adjure thee, what supernal call 
Evokes thine intellectual essence, loosed 1066 
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From its burst prison of encumbering flesh, 1067 
Back to its former home? What is’t to bode?” 


Still mute (while paused the faltering questioner,) 
The spirit stood: again with bated voice 
The wonder-struck beholder vents appeal. 


“* What horrible resolve in dread suspense 
Compels in terror shrink the harrow’d soul ? 
Uareal might I well thine image deem, 

Shadowy responding to illusive night, 

That breaks in vision upon dreamy sleep 

In dim attire and death’s habiliments, 1077 
But that (’tis told) in every nation, age, 

Tradition hands instinctive credence down 

To testify of beings, like to thee. 

So must bewilder’d sense thy witness own.” 


As if by adjuration so intense 
Constrain’d, the ghastly spectre, hovering still 
Obscurely in the flicker’d lunar glimpse 
That pierced on wane the flaggy atmosphere, 
Extending slow its pointed shadowy hand, 
Enchains attention, ere at last a voice 1087 
Of hollow depth, with added terror fraught, 
Whose every word thrill’d through the shuddering 
Majestical, breathes thus its strange response. (heart, 


‘“‘ Hark, then! From regions of drear vast, brought 
By strong affection to this lower world, [back 
To thee, regarded erst as child mine own, 

Dear on this earth’s past stage, nor still foregone, 
Though blasted be as yet my fondest hopes, 

My special mission is: to warn, to aid 

Expiring conscience in its struggling gasp, 

With more than human counsel to conjure, 1098 
And if it yet be possible, reclaim: 

A herald, ’twixt this mortal universe 

And the near verge of dark eternity. 

All, all thine acts I have observed, and know; 
Discern’d by what aid spirits sole may tell, 
Surpassing faculties of cumber’d clay. 

Long (e’en past death) has my afflicted soul 
Deplored thy dark offence. Before this time 

In the dim vigils of concealing night, 

Holding my earnest watch in wonted haunt, 
Unlook’d of thee, drawn back through deeds of thine, 
These scenes I have revisited, with pangs 1130 
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That in the grave disturb’d its deep repose.” 1111 


At the ghost’s words so dread, and by its mien 
Of so terrific grandeur all congeal’d, 
Seem’d of Hianfrid reaved each sense, and power, 
And motion’s self suspended for a time. 
Hush’d was the phantom. Still with wonder new 
Scann’d more intently by Hianfrid’s gaze, 
Ideal might the shapeless vision seem, 
(From common apprehension so removed) 
But that again its action, with waved palm, —_‘1120 
And lifted brow, where glared twin eyes profound, 
Tokening to heaven’s own note some mystic sign, 
Own’d passion, feeling, in the misty shape, 
Which proved a presence capable, assured. 
Then the choked tenant of the pillow’d couch 
Ejaculated scarce this brief exclaim : 


‘* Wond’rous albeit thy dread confession be, 
Such my suspect and prescience but confirms. 
What, restless spirit, call’st thou me to do?” 


Instant, with voice of awe, yet blent as ’twere 
With tone of grief, the sprite its plaint resumed : 


‘*Deem’st thou, that with no horror’s sense infused, 
Regrets which e’en must penetrate the grave, 
I could behold, by no impatience roused, 
When Windsor’s stately heights and castled seat 
(Place fit alone for England’s monarchy, 
Destined hereafter of her Kings the home) 
Heir’d from eld ages by mine ancestors, 
Lords of loved Berks, nor unallied of old 
To England’s crown, still consecrate by them, 
As the abode of honour, virtue, truth, 
Nursery of princes, such as yet I hope 1142 
Providence will renew to times eterne,— 
That this august resort should e’er become 
The profaned prize of treason, and usurp’d 
By guilty hands for purposes of hate, 
In treacherous service of a foreign foe, 
Invaders of this land, dear England’s soil, 
To prison innocence, to be the lair 
Of felon ire, and foul disloyalty !” 


Stopp’d the dread voice, and all imperfect left 
The unfinish’d utterance, as if from sense 
Of shame and grief unable all to tell. 1153 
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Meanwhile with closed pall its countenance 1154 
The phantom hid. Hhanfrid’s self might seem 
Raught with strange touch of fleeting sympathy, 
So awful smote the heart that forced appeal. 

But nought he spake, dumb with suspense, distress, 
While pallor, as of death, his chill declared. 

Till thus the spectre iterates anew 

Expostulation, in afflicted tone. 


‘¢ Such sight so rends my spirit, e’en in death, 
That not in peace can rest the tortured mind : 
But, moved with tribulation, seeks again 1164 
Earth’s passions, loves, attachments, not deposed. 
Tarnish’d is Windsor’s splendour, and renown. 
What! shall it be, that from my airy range 
When over my paternal towers I look, 
(How deeply mourn’d to be polluted thus !) 
Above the lofty keep’s broad circling crest 
Not England’s standard floats, but in mid sky 
The Danish raven o’er these ramparts streams, 
Flaunting aloft with victor insolence, 
While cowers our England’s argent steed beneath ? 
Oh! everlasting shame must brand such sign, 
And, must I add too? this induced by thee, 1176 
Resisted not, but courted and allow’d, 
Nay, even with mistaken pride enjoy’d 
In idle pomp and hollow treachery, 
Vassal subservient to despising lords !” 


Fain would Hianfrid some faint word adjoin, 
Be it or of remonstrance, or response, 
For his wrung bosom felt so poignant words. 
But hark! the spectre, unappeased, breaks out 
With past affection in this fond exclaim: 


‘©Oh! scenes of earth unmatch’d, in grace as love ! 
Descended country, my unrivall’d home ! 1187 
Oh! hills, and towers, in grandeur unexcell’d ! 

Ye valleys, woods, and meads ! thou, regal stream, 
Sacred by nature but to peace and joy, : 
What fate should e’er be yours, save with just power 
Loyalty, right, and valour to defend ! 

But now foul deeds your ancient glory stain; 
Deeds which no place should own, this least of all.” 


To which, with more accumulated awe, 
The conscience-smitten traitor thus return’d. 1196 
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‘¢W hat deeds so hideous, dire,and black with crime, 
As thy dread accents breathe, need to myself 
Send back on earth a spirit from the dead?” 


Sudden the ghost, in tone of deep portent 
Such as might waken the most harden’d soul 
To shame and penitence, nathless in strain 
More of regret than of severe rebuke, 
Nay, e’en that seem’d with touch of pity blent, 
Softening the terror of such colloquy, 
Aroused the healthful sting of dull’d remorse. 1206 


‘* Of thy past acts deem nought from me conceal’d, 
The present’s purpose, or thy sum of guilt. 
Albeit I, wandering on permitted watch 
Have mark’d thy course and hover’d o’er thy dreams, 
Thee ne'er have I address’d with speech till now, 
Nor broken the closed silence of the grave. 
But now the measure of thy crimes replete 
Evokes myself back from the dead to hold 
With thee heard utterance and intelligence. 
Lo! Nature, swerving from her fixed law, 
Deals toward thee now, as ’twere, in miracle, 
To wake repentance, by ambition sear’d, 1218 
Deaden’d as is a wound by scath of iron, 
And stop (if yet I may) thy prone career. 
But since thy blinded selfishness impairs 
Thy fault's extent, or sdeigns it to discern, 
Awake reflection, while thy deeds I scan: 
Witness myself of all, in life, as death.” 


So spake the unbodied spirit, and restrain’d 
Impatience, if it shrank, that fain had quell’d 
Further recal of memory; but still, 

Unsatisfied, the phantom probed yet more 
Transgression, and reproved ingratitude, 1229 
Reminding thus of its own cruel wrongs. 


‘*¢ My country I too served in hardier youth, 
Until imbecile worn, in childless age, 
Reduced, and of my race successor none 
Given to inherit these my lineal towers, 
These champains, forests, and eld Windsor’s pass 
I look’d to leave to one, in life esteem’d 
As worthy my paternal heritage. 
Thee [ adopted as one son; with thee 
The youthful Harold should my heir have been: 
But he died nobly in the battle’s clash, 1240 
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Saved haply, if were lent thy timely aid : 1241 
Yet from his side thy frighted presence fled.” 


It paused, and on the ghastly listener cast 
A look, that chid askance, as if it sdeign’d 
Further communion: but yet, turn’d, resumed. 


‘¢ This act o’erlook’d, as fail of skilless youth, 
Then to thyself (the next in my regard 
As my adoption,) would have fallen my lands, 
Heir'd as my gift through fond o’erfavouring love, 
Assured in lapse of nature’s course mature, = 1250 
With need of timeless usurpation sone. 
Yet in its progress proved thy first default 
An index of thy mind and after acts. 
This castled seat, seized by the victor Dane 
In dire reverses of distressful war, 
Wrested from me its lord, e’en in my life, 
(By me ard mine still held with spotless faith,) 
Confiscate, thy mean treachery not disdain’d 
To hold, accepted in deputed trust, 
With false infringement of my rightful power, 
In base obedience to a foreign foe.” 1261 


The phantom ceased a moment, for it seem'd 
In its own nature (darkly understood) 
Troubled, and suffering pain of deep regret ; 
Until in sound this burst of bitterer pang, 
Breathed from the dead, constrain’d reluctant ears. 


‘¢ Ah! had my better love and loyalty 
Given my possessions (as by choice I might) 
To England’s crown, and made good Alfred heir 
Of Windsor’s regal seat, the peerless pride 
Of his own province, of his native Berks, 
Heights, once commanding baffled Czsar’s pass, 
This old imperial home, of ancient Kings 1273 
Loved and possess’d, where British Arthur erst 
(The Christian sovefeign, dear to eld renown) 
Founded its noble tower, and stately walls, 
Who his round table here beheld enclosed, 
The early scene of chivalry and fame, 
Where sequent princes too with palace courts, 
Growing in splendour and magnificence, 
Still joy’d to decorate the ‘‘ Winding shore,” 
And with successive honour’d trophies hung, 
The debts of virtue and nobility !”— 1288 
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An instant stopp’d the plaintive voice, as if 1284 
Stifled by sad remembrance, till again 
Its hollow tone deep-wounded grief express’d, 
Mingled (it seem’d) with hallow’d prophecy. 


‘‘ Had I to royal Alfred’s guardian care 
Confided in committed heritage, 
This the descended earldom of my sires, 
Which should be ever honour’s chief abode, 
Worthy the grandeur of a realm supreme, 
Destined by dignity’s investiture 
Preeminence in valour to conserve, 1294 
As to unite in high fraternity 
Kings, princes, nobles, heroes, statesmen true, 
Of loftiest name, illustrious less by birth 
Than by their acts and magnanimity, 
Champions of truth, religion, loyalty, 
Vying in emulation sole in these, 
Binding the brave and good in every age 
To pass the glory of their ancestors, 
Heiring alike immortal memory, 
Sole prizing honour founded on desert, 
To make their country rise invincible, 
Ah! had I best assured due cares like these, 1806 
How different had been then of this my home 
The grace, the destiny, where treason now 
Lifts its black crest,—then for long ages doom’d 
Through Alfred’s line and loved posterity 
In just descent to guard our England’s crown ; 
Preserving of his name and glorious acts 
In duteous right eternal memory ! 
But past is that awhile, till happier fate 
May in his person all at last restore, 
If his most precious life can yet be spared 
All to regain in final victory, 
Aod wrest a nation’s late deliverance.” 1318 


Surceased this break of passion and lament, 
Wrung from the summon’d dead, yet in its theme 
Fraught with a spirit’s far-seen hoped presage. 
New wonder seized Windsor’s unworthy lord : 
For thoughts, and language, of such majesty, 
Exalted e’en his baseness to a sense 
Of a superior being, deign’d below ; 

Till after silent pause, again the ghost 

Conjured the object of its suit, and breathed 
Words of accusing purport and reproof, 

Whose every sound might seem to pierce afresh 
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The listener's bosom with a deepening wound : 1330 
While it pursued its tale of woe and wrong. 


‘* After such usurpation of my state, 
Then did thyself me, once the rightful lord 
Of these proud towers, to whom thou owedst but love, 
Destitute, lorn, reduced to begegary, 
My very life endanger’d and proclaim’d, 
From mine own gates expulse by cruel hest, 
What time I sought thy sheltering hand and shield 
From pinching want, from the bare elements ; 
Banish’d with insults of indignity, 1340 
Exposed and outcast to the common air 
To roam amid the harsh and homeless world, 
Deign’d uo respect, no honour to mine age, 
No pity to fallen greatness in distress ; 
Granting no spot whereon to lay my head; 
Sent for a home to herd with lowest hinds, 
Or with the beasts that my green forests ranged, 
With roof none else save heaven’s blue canopy ; 
Denying aidance all, (as rumour told) 
Through apprehension for thyself death-doom’d, 
Should thy care guard a life, denounced, proscribed.” 


Still’d was the voice, as tho’ the ghost would watch 
With fixed aspect its sad words’ effect. 
Their palsied victim seem’d to writhe beneath 
Torture of stern rebuke, and to endure 
The sting of conscious memory: more when still 
The spectral image its reproach pursues, 
Bent ne’ertheless on charge to shame, to save. 


‘* Chased from the door of my paternal halls, 
With shock’d broke heart, yet less by poverty 
Bow’d down, than hurts of base ingratitude, 

In fear and exile, and forsook by all, 1362 
Yea! by thyself, where most I lean’d for love, 
With grief and disappointment unexpress’d, 
Somewhat sustain’d e’en then by inward sense 

Of no dishonour, of no righteous shame 

That could impugn and blur my name with guilt, 
Still faithful to my country and my King ; 

Then from thy spurning presence mute I fled, 

And sought the spot where the known ‘ Almoner’s- 
In Thorpe’s obscure and lowly vale had erst [barns’ 
Dispensed its constant charitable alms 

To all the neighbouring poor and low distress’d. 
There from an outer stranger’s pitying care, 1374 
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A verderor in the forest’s ‘ Back-shoot’ range, 

The ‘ Weapon-shooter’ of the arrow’d bow, 

Tenderly was I cherish’d and received, 

And in his screening cottage nursed awhile, 

Until withdrawn by death from worldly woe: 

There suffer’d by thyself to pine and die, 

Without one kindred hand to close mine eyes, 

Of lands, wealth, birthright, titles, honour, shorn, 

While thine haught grasp assumed my home and 

[state.” 

The phantom check’d pain’d utterance for awhile, 

For at such chastisement, remorse might seem 

To tear with pangs the shivering hearer’s heart, 

Before smit conscience opening its default. 1387 

But hark! again the potent voice inveighs 

Its burden’d instance in this dread recal. 


‘< Nor e’en did then thy last compassion yield 
My corpse, unwatch’d, unknell’d, unsought, un- 
Of thee, the covert of a sepulchre [mourn’d 
’Mong hallow’d relics of the mighty dead 
In the hoar chapel of mine ancestors, 

Where long so many of their lineage sleep 

Safe from the tumult of relinquish’d earth : 

No pyramid, no monumental sign, 

No little tablet of recording brass, 1398 
To hand the name and memory of me 

To some regret, some future human sigh; 

No solemn hymn, no burial-requiem deign’d, 

No chant at intervals of holy dirge, 

To soothe my spirit on death's dreary road, 

No censer o’er my clay-cold body waved 

Beside the altar where I oft have knelt 

?Mong mine own people in bow’'d orison, 

Glowing my father’s honours not to shame, 
Through ages past for good deeds loved and praised 
For worth, for valour, as for alms renown’d.” 1409 


Suddenly mid the broke recital stopp’d 
The ghost, and turn’d its visage, as to weep, 
Or shed, unseen, such drops as sense of pain 
Can from a spirit wring. 
Alarm’d, aroused, 
Past mute endurance, lo! the traitor’s self 
Ventures appeal : 
‘‘Oh! say, grieved spirit, then 
Causes thy coming thus such suffer’d wrong ? 
Haply that sorrow I can yet repair.” 1419 
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‘‘ Listen ! (again the supernatural voice 1420 
As from the tomb adjured), not that alone 
Brings me to interrupt thy pillow’d rest —_—[pangs, 
With moan that sole might wake scared conscience’ 
But to unfold thy deeds in fit degree, 
And call thy stain’d life back to penitence. 
Recal, that of my vassal-followers, 
Beloved, as faithful, no fond weeping train 
In seemly state interr'd my last remains, 
By thee restrain’d, nor from the rood-loft’s height 
Trophy, or banner'd hatchment o'er me hung, 
With kindly rite of ceremonial love ; 1431 
But with unnatural haste my aged limbs, 
Almost of winding shroud or cerecloth bare, 
Scarce coffin’d, naked to the worms of earth, 
Were shuffled, toss’d in a mean rustic grave, 
Dug in scant hole amid the open field; 
Yet with such care as a poor village-hind 
Ia charitable pity could bestow, 
When Chertsey’s train religious all had fled, 
Scared by the fierce foe from their abbey near.” 


Terror again, or agony endured 
Both from the spectre’s vision and its words, 1442 
Might seem to paralyze Hianfrid’s frame, 
Which shook to marvel, while astound retain’d 
All utterance dumb. Till after some brief pause 
With change of voice and gesture that appear'd 
To fancy even with compassion fraught, 
(Nathless which awe not lessen’d but increased,) 
The spirit thus in tone more mild pursued. 


‘‘ More could I say, but heaven-taught charity 
Forbids me from the patience of the grave 
For private injury, grievous howsoe’er, 
To heap more condemnation on thy head. 1458 
Rather my love to thee would I extend 
E’en yet, in death, and from its shadow’d vale 
Continue care and hope, though undeserved ! 
All mine own past deep wrongs I could forgive, 
(Albeit afflictive to humanity) 
O’erlook’d in suffering silence, left to time 
And thought of thine; nor for this single cause 
Had I retraced death's barrier into life, 
Bursting confine, as the pale comet glares, 
Frightfully crossing nature’s starry round. 
These all, though but commencing dread and woe, 
I in compare deem slight. But fouler deeds, 1465 
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More monstrous, guilty-shocking, than foregone; 

Such as to desperation drive thy soul, 

Awake monition and complaint, that well 

May with remorse confound thy startled ear. 

Nor need st thou wonder, when their. crime thou 
weigh’st, 

That their dark purport calls me from the dead, 

To peer, apparent in terrestrial air.” 1172 


To whom, as more amazed and sternlier stung, 
Faltering, the traitor urged this wild address : 


‘sWhat then of more? What dire enormities, 
Thus hurl’d and heap’d on my defenceless head, 
Beyond thine own afiictions, can aggrieve 
Thy parted shade, with potence that prevails 
To draw thy spirit from drear worlds of death ?” 


Disturb’d in aspect, as it seem’d, again 
In sad and stifled sound, the vision’d shape 
Aggravates home its awful monishment, 
Whose every accent seem’d to work effect, 
As thus its tenor rivetted the ear: 1494 

| [stirr’d, 

‘‘ Deem’st thou not, that with conscious horror 
Piercing the barr’d bounds of my hoped repose, 
I mark what hideous plots from Windsor’s seat 
Emanate, erst the fount of loyalty, 
From thee, asserting now to be its lord ; 
Not to myself confined, but in their scope 
Importing much a nation’s happiness ? 
Was it not thy part in stern chance of war, 
Through struggles of distress, the kingdom's fall, 
Still to have rallied by thy country’s side? 
With England’s King, her nobles liege and true, 
Blending thy counsel, cheer, and company, 
Comrades and friends in sacred brotherhood, 1497 
Firm, undismay’d, for every change prepared, 
In hour of danger more aroused, inflamed, 
To work her restoration, when o’erthrown ? 
Grew it not then thy happy privilege, 
In dear attendance on thy sovereign, 
Foremost in bold and hazardous exploit 
Still to have combated against his foes ? 
On the red field with princes to have bled, 
Nor shrunk in virtue’s, and in glory’s cause ? 
Then honour’d memory had deck’d thy name 
Bequeath’d to earth with an undying praise, 
Earnest of an eternal palm in heaven ! 1509 
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Not ’gainst thy friends and country to have turn’d, 
A serpent in her very bosom hatch’d! 

Bursting the bonds of union, amity ; 

By civil discord, and seditious lures, 

Coward defection, nay, by active hate 

Seeking to undermine, o’erthrow whate’er 

Nobility and valour might achieve !” 


The spirit paused an instant; for it seem'd 
As harrow’d memory in Hianfrid woke 1518 
Penitence, or distress, that blanch‘d his cheek, 
And on his quivering couch he backward dropp'd, 
While scarce his faltering tongue could with forced 
Utter in few: ‘‘ Oh! cease rebuke so keen.” [breath 


But, unrepell’d, the spectre’s dreaded voice 
In tone of loftier passion yet renews, 
While as from regions, passing earth’s low bounds, 
Thus it inculcates duty, virtue, truth, 
Eternal, prized above, and there approved. 


‘* Did it beseem a generous Englishman, 
A Christian knight, to slink to heathen foes ? 
Was it not thine with life’s last drop to prove 1530 
The patron soldier of Christ’s heavenly faith 
’Gainst all assault of pagan infidels? 
Was it for thee, (alas! once ward of mine!) 
Thyself to have impugn’d heaven’s sacred law, 
To quit religion of thine ancestry, 
The light of truth for dark apostacy ? 
Exampling to perpetuate in its stead 
That dreadful faith, (child of the fictious North) 
Whose martial superstitions, bloody, fierce, 
Menace to overrun fair Christendom ? 
Shouldst thou not still have rear’d the red-cross flag 
Unmix'd, with Danish ravens undefiled, 1542 
Not now, as floating over Windsor’s towers ? 
Ought’st thou not to have died, ere quailing, shrunk 
From service of thy God and of thy King? 
Was it a man’s part e’er to crush the weak, 
To ruin the defenceless? to oppress 
Thy fallen sovereign at his utmost need, 
By thee unpitied in distress extreme ?” 


Started the spirit, as incensed; nor more 

Able to utter than induction slight 

Of actions, that its nature seem’d to shock. 

It turn’d away, this interjection brief 1553 
VOL. V. cc 
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Breathing apart, nor deign’d a look direct: — 1554 
Oh! shame! foul treason scarce by act repair’d!” 


At utterance such, the spectre waved the head, 
And from beneath its misty robe slow raised 
The unsubstantial hand, with awful mien, 
With a dim mantle covering its face, 
As ’twere in tears, (if spirits aught can weep) 
Tears of regret, with indignation blent. 


New awe, new feeling, in Hianfrid’s breast 
Wrung pain’d reflection, as he ’gan discern —1563 
The mission’d spirit’s aim; more wan, more cold, 
He shook, while conscience plied its enter’d knife ; 
But still the phantom urged the stern reproach 
In poignant terms that search’d his bosoms core. 


“Yet what! (must I recount it?) oh! reflect, 
W hat base, unfilial treasons, wrought of thee 
Have persecuted long the very King? 

Whose exile, miseries, and life proclaim’d, 
Duty, allegiance, call’d on thee to shield, 
Not to assail and snare! But long thy quest 


With fellest zeal has his retreat pursued, 1574 
Where’er conceal'd; nay, e’en with bloodhounds 
Hunted to deadly ruin, unforborne. [down 


Think, in that horrid search, what series foul, 
What train of cruelty, crime heap’d on crime, 
What ruthless treachery hatch’d, what drear results, 
Have stain’d the progress of thy dark career? 
First, the fled monarch’s kind protectors seized, 
Prison’d as traitors and perfidious spies, 

E’en for their generous truth and loyalty, 

Their cottage home too sack’d by spareless fires ! 
The noble Rayner, Somerset's liege chief, 
Captured by thee, bis lands and state usurp d, 1586 
(Confiscate for his spotless fealty, ) 

Held now in service of a foreign foe! 

Next, (even worse) the wandering, outcast Queen, 
The very rose and pride of England's throne, 
Entrapp’d, decoy’d, from Woodstock’s sheltering 
By thee, as a protector fondly hail‘d, [bowers, 
Deceived, betray'd, sole as a prisoner held 

In thy deceptive guard, amid false peace 

Of Windsor’s towers profaned: by her, poor saint, 
Trusted, believed, esteem’d as good and true, 

Till e’en by thee (oh! act, too foul to name) 
Torn, sever’d from her children, and sole borne 1598 
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(Outraged faith, pity, hospitality) 1599 
E’en to the camp of pagan enemies ! 

Left in thy power those children, captives still, 
England's blood-royal, in these Windsor-cells, 
Poor helpless infants, perill'd, unredeem’d, 

With only death in view, whenever need 

Of policy commands to seal their doom! 
Somerset’s chief from Windsor’s donjon-hold 

Then sever'd too, the husband from the wife ! 

She still, sad prisoner, in thy grasp detain‘d, 
Pining her consort’s loss, nor less the fate 

Of her reft Queen and mistress; yet herself 1610 
Seeming as ’twere by heaven there left to fill 

A mother’s place to England’s orphan’d brood ! 
But oh! the worst remains: advancing on 

In course from bad to worse, the sum, the crown 
Almost accomplish’d of thy treacherous guilt 

Yet in terrific climax rests to tell.” 


It paused, in silence held. Or ere its voice 
The phantom could restore, it strangely shook 
With tremor, that its shadowy limbs convulsed 
With signal pangs, (if pain may spirits feel) 

Nor could it yet the fearful tale disclose, 1621 
Or then its purposed conference pursue 
With sounds, as if from oped eternity. 


To desperation urged, with ghastly stare 
Fix’d on the spectre, as in agony . 
(Such fear oppress’d his conscience-stricken soul) 
The traitor, lest the burden’d phantasm breathe 
- To the hush’d air the dark and smother’d truth, 
Whereof he seems aware, ere yet express d, 
Accosts the wanderer of the sepulchre: 
‘s What means thine errand?” And a moment seems 
Yielding to passion’d sting of deep remorse. 1632 


With aggravated earnest, as impell’d 
To so strange midnight colloquy, proceeds 
The ghostly herald in low tone, that chain’d 
Attention in more awed solemnity. 


‘Think not unkoown thy bad mind’s guile pre- 
Deeds purposed, though not executed yet. [pense, 
Know the tremendous secret all observed 
K’en by scared spirits in dark realms of death, 
(By mode whate’er our loftier knowledge come,) 
Repose disturbing even of the grave. 1642 
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Mark’d is the mystery and ‘ damued plot,’ 1613 
Prepared in dire intent ’gainst God and man. 
Since now thy fatal and portentous quest, 

Impell’d by demons, by ambition spurr'd, 

Has the fallen King doge’d to his lorn retreat, 
And found the noble train, there with him leagued, 
Projecting still the realm’s deliverance, 

Now does thy more envenom'd fury move 

To consummation of thy cruel act. 

Conscience notchecks thee: but thou wouldst involve 
In one sole net of dire envelopment, 

(Be it in capture or unsparing death,) 1654 
The generous band, now England’s last defence. 
Thou contemplatest now in fated league 

With Kenwulph to accomplish as at hand 

By course of guile and ambush'd stratagem 

(Not resting with the Mercian viceroy’s fall) 

Even the very murder of the King: 

In foul assassination wouldst uplift 

The traitor’s dagger 'gainst thy liege and lord: 
Harbouring designs of envious selfishness, 

For lucre’s sake and thine own impious rise, 
Thyself aspiring to the regal chair. 

What! must good Alfred, England’s guardian King, 
Fall by the poniard of his countryman? 1667 
Shall weapon of mine own adopted child 

Ever be crimson’d in his sovereign’s blood ? 
Revolts my spirit at the hideous thought.” 


Hush’d was the voice an instant: for appear’d 
The spectre-shade deterr’d by shock’d disdain. 
Seem’d as if nature’s self participant 
Shrank at such name: the moon her glimpse obscured, 
As if she sought the screen of veiling clouds. 
Ensued a pause, while wrought compunction strove, 
Quailing the listener on his tremulous bed, 1677 
Who darted on the ghost a single look, 

As smote and riven by its deep appeal : 
Till these faint words scaped from his gasping tongue. 


‘*Why are my acts, my thoughts, from shrouding 
Array’d against me thus in dreadful front, [dark, 
Exaggerate to view, with summ’d offence ?”’ 


Instant the phantom lifted up the head, 
And on the gazer fix’d its stony eyes, 
While this response intently it address’d. 1686 


BOOK XXXIX. 389 


‘* Most horrible, most heinous, passing words, 1687 
Is the «dire business which thy thought employs, 
Whose black enormity and deep of guilt 
Yet to avert, my disembodied spirit 
Appears again on earth, evoked, appall’d ; 
Or (shall 1 dare reveal to mortal ear ?) 
If through good angels’ instant urgency, 
Haply by gracious Providence allow’d, 
Breaking wont nature’s course, perchance I come 
With hope such crime, my sight, my voice, may stay. 
Since goodness infinite of power divine 
Is aye on watch and wishful still to save. 1698 
‘Oh! think! more joy in heaven bright angels there 
Partake, one wandering spirit to restore, 
Than hails the just who no reclaiming need.” 


It ceased an instant; but then answer none, 
Powerless, Hianfrid made, in silence press’d, 
Yet with more wilder’d hesitation torn. 
While in alarming tone the sprite resumed, 
As if with deep commiseration moved. 1706 


“Oh! think! if royal Alfred, England’s shield, 
Be by thine arts made captive, seized, destroy’d, 
How were the prostrate nation’s hope anaull'd ! 
Fix’d then for ever foreign chains and sway ! 

Yet on the dreadful consequence reflect 

Of this thy purposed act, and ’fore thy soul, 
While yet thou mayst, the dismal picture raise 

Of ruin that besets the general realm: 

What millions yet unborn shall rue thy deed, 
Whose perpetration took a peerless life, 

Nor spared the sacred head, by Providence 

Else for the kingdom’s restoration deign’d! 

To pall’d imagination must arise 

Sole images of havoc, and of woe, 1720 
Destruction, and confusion, and dismay, 
Religion’s altars undermined, o’erthrown, 

Crush’d, rased, Christ’s holy faith of peace and love, 
And Pagan, bloody doctrines firm’d instead ; 
Following in train, (haply unthought of thee) 

Blind rage of thine ambition personal.” 


Horror at such perspective seem’d to usurp 
The fated traitor, whose cold breast was stirr'd 
With touch of penitence: his head he hung 
As if in cogitation rapt, or shamed, 
Till haply might its awful witness deem 1731 
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Check interposed to stay his prone career. 1732 
Such salutary terror seem'd to stop 

Utterance of answer aught, but held abash’d 
Treason, as then confused in speechless awe. 
Observing which, and auguring happy sign 

Of wrought repentance, thus the shade pursued. 


‘“‘Oh! yet if aught of just, though late, alarm 
Pervade thy bosom, let me cherish it, 
And fan the first spark to ‘8 generous flame. 
Ponder on blind ambition’s course, and think 
Of what avail were power, pomp, sceptre, crown, 
Albeit the monarchy of earth’s whole orb 1743 
By injury and baseness were usurp’d, 
Won the heap’d lucre of a world, made gold! 
Since how brief time could such possession dure! 
A few short years must all make fade, as mist, 
Fleeting as thine own breath, and this poor span 
Of number’d hours must meet eternity ! 
Then to the soul what endless misery 
Were thine hereafter in perduring doom ! 
What penal terrors, unrepeal’d for aye, 
Await injustice and audacity !” 1758 


It paused, while on the throbbing aaditor 
The unearthly visitant a glance bent down 
Of scrutiny to scan those words’ effect, 
Whichstrangely seem’d the shudder’d heart tomove, 
Yet still no faint ejaculation drew. [sound 
But straight with thought pursued, whose utter’d 
Carried the rapt soul on sublimest wing 
From this world’s sphere into the dread unknown, 
And regions new of dark infinity, 
The spirit thus this awful burst appeal’d. 


‘“‘ Imagine, what will thy condition be 1764 
When this low earth’s possession all must cease, 
When death, that but unbars the gates of life, 
Shall close thy temporal wealth, and soon thyself 
Be e’en as [! this transient pilgrimage 
Vanish’d, recall’d but as a troubled dream! 

After the imperishable soul has past 

The barrier which divides this mortal stage 

And left its fragile tenement of clay, 

Wandering itself to worlds‘of bliss or pain, 

Amid the boundless and unoped abyss 

To bide the blasts of never quenched fires, 

To pine in everlasting woe, uncheer’d, 1776 
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In still unceasing sufferance to sink, 777 
And in confineless deeps to groan beneath 

The thundering surges of a sea of gloom, 

Shut out from realms of light and happiness, 
*Mong spirits evil in unpictured worlds 

Where all is wonderful, and wild, and vast, 
Peopled with visions worst of darkness, fear, 
Silence, or shrieks and wail of hopeless grief, 
Shadows of death, and pallid agony ! ” 


It paused, for here the accosted interrupts, 1786 
W hile seem’d his breast to gasp with labour’d throes : 
‘‘Ob! check, dread spirit, e’en for mercy’s sake, 
Image, of mortal frame insufferable ! ” 


But solemn still the mission’d sprite renews : 
“ What, if in chaos, or some drear of space, 
Prisoning the guilty spirit past escape, 
(Where ‘tis not mine to tell, but sole to warn) 
Whether in earth, or air, or fload, or fame, 
To ask in vain annihilating death, 
Mountains to cover from perpetual shame ! 
The worm of conscience preying on itself 
With never-dying sting of deep remorse, 1798 
Itself its own scourge and sufficing hell 
To wound with rack of wakeful tyranoy ! 
Thus under curse unchanged, self-judged, to waste 
The sulphurous, unreprieved, eternity. 
Perhaps where torment none by penitence 
Is purged away, or mitigated e’er 
By mercy softening aught justice divine ! 
Decrees inscrutable I may not pierce, 
Or dare to mortal ear on earth reveal 
Scenes, which not e’en a spirit’s thought, or voice, 
Promulges, nor can fancy’s scope surmise, 
Faint all, and scant of sure reality, 1810 
Reserved for unrepented guilt to feel !” 


Such utterance, ghostly wild, disclosed in tone 
Of thrilling dread, more hush’d, the spirit spake, 
Veiling the while its wan and shivering form 
Closer from perfect vision in its shroud. 

Through the dumb auditor, as if collapsed, 

The chill flesh creeps upon his palsied bones : 
Cold drops gush sudden from his marble brows: 
His eyes glare from their sockets in affright : 
Starts up his stirr’d hair, as instinct with life: 
Bursts a faint shriek of terror, scarce repress’d, 
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Ere these few words fall from his ashy lips: 1822 
‘¢WhatmustI do? What wouldstthou have me act?” 


‘To pause, retrace thy steps, (with eager sound 
Instant the ghost return’d) relent, forbear. 
Oh! I implore, conjure thee, yet return 
To paths of duty and of loyalty. 
Be yet reclaim’d to virtue, happiness. 
Go not to Warwick, Kenwulph’s Mercian seat : 
Shield noble Alfred’s life (for ever dear) 
And as thou hast discover’d, haste to save. 
Fly rather yet to aid, but not destroy 1832 
England’s last hope and guard, her peerless King. 
Rescue, and to her family restore 
The captive Queen: the scyons of the throne, 
Poor prison’d princes, Britain’s royal blood, 
Extirp not, held within thy mercy’s power, 
But spare and save, from cruel wrong defend. 
Oh! make not, I beseech thee, Windsor’s towers, 
Faithful till now, longer the foul abode 
Of treason, murder, lust, and tyranny. 
The second mother of that infant brood 
(Else orphan’d now) oh ! honour and protect, 
Hapless Fidelia, and with pity cheer ; 1844 
The poor preservers of the homeless King, 
Forced by thyself from their razed cottage-hone, 
And in thy ruthless capture lingering still, 
Oh! comfort, and from dungeon-gloom relieve. 
This sum of act may prove thy penitence. 


Follow’d a pause of silence, for it seem'd 
(Whate’er of deep remorse might shake his frame) 
As if Hianfrid yet in doubt’s suspense 
Throbb’d, and amaze; or unpersuaded still 
( Already in his course advanced so far,) 

From his career, ere acted, to retire. 1845 
Marking scarce soften’d yet his flinty breast, 
The ghost, expostulating, fresh implored. 


‘‘ Hearken, while yet thou mayst, my warning 
Repent, repent, ere it be yet too late. [words ; 
Attend, obey adjurement yet of one 
Who nurtured, loved, and favonr’d thee on earth, 
There as thou never canst be prized again. 

With aching, anguish’d tears have I bewail’d 

Thy dread default, and thy dark treachery’s scope. 
Oh! may I still thy guardian spirit prove 

From imminent perdition thee to save! 1866 
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Tarry, € charge thee, nor on plot of death 1867 
Further proceed, and treason’s murderous league. 
Room yet for penitence remains: the door 

To mercy, on contrition, is not closed ; 

And to that power who yet can all forgive 

1 offer interceding orisons : 

So shall my troubled spirit rest appeased.” 


Thus with appeal affectionate, albeit 
With voice of one as from the tomb exhumed, 
The sprite address’d remonstrance, tender-true, 
O’erfraught with breath of heavenly charity, — 1877 
Nathless through rooted pride not all applied. 
Whereat the spirit, with unearthly tone 
And gesture of commanding majesty, 
Unfolds its charged and dreadful prophecy. 


‘* If not, nor to restrain the sight avail 
And voice of one, e’en from the dead arisen, 
If myself fail, and by thy hardihood 
Counsel be now repell'd, in miracle 
(Surpassing nature’s ordinary bound) 
Vouchsafed to thee, this warning is thy last. 
At hand, at hand, advancing I foresee 1588 
Thy desperate fall. Example terrible 
Of punishment condign awaits thy crime. 
On to thy ruin goest thou: for with sure, 
Though tardy foot, shall retribution’s scourge 
In justice train o’ertake thy wicked speed, 
Cut off impenitent in timeless aid. 
Ere yet shall unavoided death withdraw 
The imperishable spirit, e’en on earth 
Shame must involve thee : there shall all the good, 
The true, abjure thee, and uphold thy acts ° 
A spectacle of hate and general scorn, 
Perish’d and sunk in ignomy obscure, 1900 
Branding thy name with deathless infamy ; 
A moral lesson founding in thyself.” 


Pain’d seem’d the ghost with such its augur’d woe, 
While shrank the hearer smit with deep dismay : 
More, as with call’d resolve it still pursued. 


‘*« Evaded not, but hovering o’er thine head 
I mark prophetic doom, presentments clear, 
And through the perplex d web of fortune’s roll 
Singly discern foreshadow’d blood and death. 
Through crowded scenes of purposed massacre, 1910 
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Does Providence upon thyself decree 1911 
In righteous judgment vengeance terrible. 

By means to thee unknown, as unforeseen, 

Who deems, but out of evil ruling heaven 

Can still work good? still making all thou dost 
Serve but to hasten on thine own fit end. 

The goal approaches: marvellous events, 
Unravell’d in their course by ways as strange, 
Impel thy fate in pangs of rack’d despair, 

To awful grave, unpitied as unsaved.” 


Though horror-struck at prophecy so dire 1921 
The traitor seem’d, yet answer gave he none, 
By word or sign, what purpose sway’d his mind. 
Yet while the pale moon a mysterious glimpse 
Cast o’er his couch, and shew’d his haggard mien, 
So look’d he to rapt fancy, as if still 
Possess’d by thoughts of former presaged fate, 
Still fix’d on so strange harbinger of woe. 
Conscious at once, and such infused deceit 
Bent to extirp, with air of truth supreme, 
(In motive how benign !) the ghost conjured. 


‘* Trust not illusions false, and visions framed 
By demon powers, on superstition based, 1933 
(Potent and strange howe’er) still fictions vain, 
Riddled deceits, and Pagan sorceries, 

Wearing truth’s semblance only to betray. 
Though to thy sense shown through strange magic arts 
By deep consulted ministers of evil ; 

(Sole trusted and believed by ready souls, 

Bred thus, or led in weak apostacy,) 

My mission now is deign’d to counteract 
Deceptions, else for human sense too strong !” 


As if recalling courage at the tone, 1943 
Briefly the dark conspirer breathed: ‘‘ Oh heaven! 
What mystery then of future fate remains !” 


Sudden the solemn phantom thus returo’d : 
‘‘ Know, erring creature of mortality, 
Thy doom is scaped sole by repentance now, 
Which through heaven’s mercy yet may expiate all, 
Else seal’d for ever is thy destiny. 
Soon to retreat must all exertion fail ; 
Ere long in dark inextricable toils 
Entangled, in confusion past retrieve ; 
For ages in ensample clear to show 1954 
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Pride's folly, aud ambition’s worthless glare: 1955 
Not sole on earth misery’s victim hurl’d, 

But in the life unknown beyond the grave 

(Less sparing mercy sole be deign’d to thee) 
Banish’d, believe, from heaven’s blessed light, 
Condemn’d to darkness and unending pain 

In torments of unoped eternity, 

Whereof distracted fancy dares not deem ; 

Never from henceforth to know peace again, 
Which sole on conscious innocence attends. 

Canst thou sole contravene immortal truth, 

Which speaks, that heaven has by its fixed law 
Comfort and bliss deign’d only to the good? 1906 
Oh! may its pardon, safety, yet be thine!” 


So breathed the voice, in tone of pathos deep, 
Blent with a sacred and astounding awe. 


Ceased the dread sounds, for lo! with sudden turn 
Glided the ghost aside, and seem’d to gaze 
Outward, while glanced its eager ken around: 
When thus the startled spectre told forewarn’d. 


‘‘ But I must hence away: my hour is up. 
Lo! through the glimmer of the sinking moon 
The shade of these huge imaged battlements, 
I mark, is verging on my meted bounds, 1977 
Obliquely stretch’d along the dimmer earth,. 
And toward the middle landscape pointing far. 
See too! the paler light that yonder flares 
O’er the sick planet by the horizon’s verge 
Tokens the leaden dawn, while each waned star 
Withdraws his eye and shuts his faded lamp. 
Yet seems not heaven involved in swarter shades, 
But robed in broader light, and the sharp east 
Breathes on my spirittwilight’s gushing breeze, [feet. 
While steal from broke clouds the day’s whispering 
Lo! too where yonder from the vapoury Thames 
Hoar mists ’gin creep along the muffled meads.” 


Hush’d was the voice an instant, for the sprite 
Seem’d on the gleamy landscape to look forth, 
With interest woke: then suddenly reminds. 


‘“‘ The drizzling sleet foretels cool A pril-drops. 
Hark! where in yonder forest-woods the wolf, 
That lately bay’d the moon, restrains his howl, 
From his night prowl seeking again his lair. 

The bloodhound lulls -his yell, nor inly growls: 
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But silence seems to soothe the placid air, 1998 
While all things wake from nature’s golden sleep. 
Slow borne upon the blast, methinks, I hear 

With fainter shriek back from her thievish flight 
The owlet sail to her accustom’d nook ; 

And o’er the ramparts down yon precipice 

In lower air the waken’d raven croaks, 

From dull doze clamouring for his earliest prey. 
While from yon bastion’s overhanging eaves 
Mark! past the casement where the shadowy bat 
Flits ghastly by. Myself must follow too, 
Vanishing from this haunted spot to air. 2009 
Whither thou know’st not, but scared back (besure,) 
To other awful and mysterious place, 

Whate’er abode the wandering spirit holds 
Assign’d mine own beyond earth’s humble bound, 
There holding shut existence in its state 
Impenetrable to mortality, 

Till the great day ensue of general doom. 
Farewell! farewell! ne’er in this world again 

By me to be besought, if heard not now! 2018 
Yet oh! may happy change my prayer attend !” 


So as the shade those parting words address’d, 
It seem’d to wave the dimly pointing hand, 
Uplifting by that act its covert pall, 

Which for a moment show’d a lucent robe, 

And plainer too, within that quivering grasp 

A palmy sceptre gleam’d, as if of heaven. 

Its hoary head it turn’d, with bended look 

That seem’d to beam benign, with gentlest sense 
And tenderness which scarce of earth could spring, 
- With indignation less than pity fraught; 

Which e’en in injury still cherish’d love 2030 
Such as celestial natures sole assume. 

Yet pensive and pathetic howsoe’er 

Such was its awe, it still was terrible. 

Then in pale brightness through the illumined haze 
Ere the dazed eye could well its track discern, 
The shadow vanish’d, as with giant-step 

The strange supernal presence swept away, 
Absorb’d and bosom’d in the vaulty air 

Mid grandeur, that enchain’d astonishment; 
Whither, discover’d not, for all was left 

In silent vacancy and murkier gloom, 

Which from the very change horrific grew. 2042 


As one by thunder smote, less live than dead, 
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On his gold-curtain’d couch Hianfrid fell, 2044 
Horrent with dumb affright; nor e’en a shriek 
Could from his choked breath its stay’d passage leave. 
Appall’d, and for awhile subdued, (whate’er 
Haught hopes of gain, power, pomp, and royalty 
Predominate in his inflated soul,) 

Solely the dreadful apparition seem’d 

Rivetting every power of memory, 

In consternation fix’d and whelming awe, 

Enrapt, as ’twere, almost from out this world. 
Terror and shame so presa’d him for a time, 2054 
Until disorder’d fancy from itself 

Relapsing by degrees, (the vision fled,) 
Incredulous, he doubts if *twere a dream, 

Or some distemper'd working of the mind! 

How glad would self-delusion deem it such! 

But truth besets him, waking, palpable. 

With agitation torn, his chamber’s bell 

He violently draws, and to his side 

Rodolph, deem’d faithful, (late of Windsor’s towers 
Deputed warden,) calls; who comes with haste, 
But to his presence silence for awhile 2065 
Could nought explain. Still such alarm prevail’d. 


Rodolph himself too trembles, soon alike 
Enrapt in shudder of amaze, while scarce 
His lord the unearthly apparition’s sight 
Unfolds, its colloquy, its parture hence, 
Presenting image e’en of Edric’s self, 
Repeal’d, enshrouded, from his obscure grave. 
Owns the pale chief, such terror overpowers 
His heart, as well may e’en Fate’s progress stay : 
Then breathes : 

“Oh! friend, to my afflicted soul 

Utter some soothing comfort, since I feel, 2077 
Purposed conception of the needful act 
(While nature thus contends with mission’d spirits) 
Worse in affright than e’en the deadly deed. 
Can conscience thus disturb my haunted bed ? 
Sure I may deem, fresh fear and misery 
Keep their pace too with my advancing steps.” 


Rodolph, oppress’d as with reluctant dread, 
Sole silent stands, or even seems to augment 
Gloom, peril, o’er involving mystery, 

Ere yet his Jord still breathes in asking trust 
Utter’d confession to his single ear. 2088 
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«‘ Thou knowest my purpose, Rodolph: but I own, 
So in my soul with midnight phantoms scared, 
Dreamy remorse at times so racks my heart, 

That willingly almost would I give back 
Splendour, and power, and sway, could I recal 
Dead Edric into life! doom’d Rayner too! 

Of their possessions seized if this prove sole 

The dire result, futile and vain discern’d 

For happiness, ill changed for barter’d peace; 
While I find sleep itself, (balm deign’d to all) 
Which should console, brings but more agony, 
Vivid remembrances, upbraidings new !” 2100 


So opes he, faltering, the forced truth to one 
(Vassal albeit he were) esteem’d as true; 
But instant yet, as in compare, enquires : 


‘«« Answer me, Rodolph. Fares thy bosom thus, 
Somewhat enacting too behests of mine?” 


With dark response, as screen’d in mystery, 

The obeisant vassal utters : 
‘Not so rack’d: 
Alarm at times may fright, but not so deep = 2109 
As now appals the night.” 
Hianfrid thus 

More to compunction wrought, or e’en beyond 
Wont bound of prudence borne, in words renews. 


«Not singly spectres haunt my restless couch 
Or in my sleep I scan the vision’d dead, 
But late through Windsor’s forest as I past 
Benighted, in my very waking paths, 
Methought I heard dead Rayner's voice of moan 
Terribly burden’d on the pregnant breeze.”’ = 2119 


The affrighted Rodolph starts, with look aghast, 
But nothing adds. The fear-struck lord pursues: 


“« Nay, ever since the sever'd Queen's remove 
Conscious alarm so tracks me and assails, 
Methinks, I list the reft Fidelia’s wail 
Rending the air, nor hush’d the children’s cries, 
In vain committed to her guardian charge, 
Lamenting their lost parent, unsupplied.’” 


So vents he secret terror, and awhile 
In vain expects reply. Again he breathes. 2129 
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“« Distress, so wrought to verge of agony, 2130 
Might tempt my quailing resolution’s pause 
To shrink from act, whate’er high hopes allure ; 
And almost might I in mazed wonder stand, 
At mine own state, borne in career so far 
Of lucre and ambition, urged along 
Unconsciously almost, by swollen flood 
Of passion, till beyond retraction’s power. 
Plaints of the living haply might be scorn’d, 
But awful are the chidings of the dead.” 2139 


Whate’er his thought, the startled vassal tries 
Briefly to soothe Windsor’s imperious lord ; 
Warning, that likeliest such his state disturb d 
May spring from heated fantasy, induced 
Through late excitement of o’erwrought fatigue 
From his swift journey’s travail, such as breeds 
Oppressions crude, engendering frightful dreams, 
Tilusions mocking truth, and shapes of air. 


“‘ Let not, then, empty visions vex thy peace. 
Can the dead rise to life, and take again 
A corporal frame to hurt, or dispossess ? 2150 
Mere ghostlike shades are these that mar your rest.” 


Hianfrid eyes his slave; but unconsoled, 
Thanks still his service for so faint essay, 
Clouded, it seem’d, by some mysterious veil, 
Clearer express’d, when at his master’s beck 
The warder from his presence now retires. 


Departed scarce, he murmurs to himself : 
‘‘Tho' Windsor’s towers, wealth, splendour, all be 
So seems avenging fate o’er all to hang, [thine, 
Excluding so the tortured soul from rest, 2160 
Not for such boon would I change states with thee; 
Known by myself too better than thou think’st. 
For worse were e’en thy reckless cruelty, 
Had not its course been by my hand restrain’d.”’ 


So utters he aside, and brooding seems 
With some oblivious secret, yet unbreathed. 


Hianfrid, left in vacant solitude, 
(Marking dispell’d the late so dreaded sight 
And all from such annoy now safe again,) 
Feels by degrees the panic of his breast 
Sink to composure more, and slide away, 2171 
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Aided by solace sought. Though his own heart 
Still in self-conflict would upbraid him vile, . 
Sullen the struggling combat he withstands. 


Suggestions ill again assault bis soul, 
(Whether his own, or by bad spirits urged, ) 
Tempting a heart, to evil passions prone, 

Pride, haught ambition, and indulgence vain; 
Confirm’d too more by fated auguries, 

Seen by apostate Fancy, and believed. 

Haply these hover near, and still goad on, 

With idle glitter of a fancied crown, 2182 
(Erst to imagination’s hope foreshewn) 

Designs, known in his bosom harbour’d deep. 
Such might observant watch bis state yet deem, 
While exclamation brief escapes his lips: 


‘‘Though spirits from the dead arise, and breathe 
Truths, which o’erawe and shake the soul’s resolve, 
Can I recede from work so far achieved ; 

Drop all, and sink back to my former pass ? 

On that relapse, loss, insult, penury, 

Shame, degradation, and e’en death, await: 

This too ’gainst course of fated prophecy, 2193 
Which yet has all proved true? So still it will. 
My task I must work on; my state maintain, 
E’en thro’ reproach and pain. Now back to trace 


” 


Steps so advanced were vain,—impossible ! 


Ambition thus prevails. Self-govern’d pride, 
By habit into second nature grown, 
Still prompts him on, predominates, inflames. 
While thus he ruminates conflicting thoughts, 
He stifles conscience, and with sophistry 
Thus would he reconcile his fatal choice: 2208 


‘* But what? for after all, my act accused 
May not prove murder; or if such arrive, 
Not mine, but sole imposed on other hands. 
How runs the doom? Surely, ‘To Kenwulph go, 
For ’tis bis hand must strike the fatal blow !’ 
Taken thus from me, and made his single guilt. 
If his the deed, be his the penalty. 
Whencethen these fears? Sure on myself misplaced. 
But what to me the sum? a presaged crown.” 


So by bad argument his dark offence 
(Inflated erst by spells and witchery’s lures) 2214 
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His purpose he would palliate to himself, 2215 
And bends to inclination, pamper’d long. 


Albeit in restless agitation held, 
As if anticipating dire events, 
Unoknowing where their course will rush or end, 
(Not e’en in Kenwulph’s death, his distant thought) 
He screws up courage to the last resolve. 
Again before remembering fancy pass 
In busied train scenes deeply there infix’d, 
The Weird sisters’ cave, their vision’d spells, 
Fate’s web reveal’d; attendant spirits’ aid, 2225 
Risen from the world of Hela, Death’s dread Queen: 
All fresh and vivid, as in present sight. 


Instant he utters in aroused exclaim. 
‘‘ Meseems, in tranced imagination now 
I see all done. Ere thrice may dawn the day, 
I reap the glory, and shall all achieve, 
Maugre presentiment, or counsel’s check. 
All lifts me higher, even though it seem 
To summit of more dangerous precipice. 
Death e’en occurring, ‘tis but part of Fate.” 2235 


Waxes he thus from fancy desperate. 
How awful spectacle! in instance clear 
Upholding lesson and exampled proof, 
With fallacy how much of frail resolve 
Inordinate ambition, uncontroll’d, 
Can yield to bad temptation, warn’d howe’er ; 
Blind dazzled conscience, harden reckless guilt, 
While singly breathless Expectation waits, 
To what career of ruin crime must tend. 


The dawn advanced ; and as unfolding day 
Dispreads the sun-light o’er the saffron fields, 2216 
Dark terror more fled from his troubled couch. 
Straight from his pillow’s reverie profound 
Hianfrid rises, as the twittering lark 
Calls from their nests the birds to join in quire. 
Fix'd on bis instant journey, he again 
Summons the wakeful Rodolph to his side, 

To whom, ere he departs, he charge repeats 

(While absent on his enterprize he stays) 

To tend the prisoners in yet stricter guard, 

The princely infants, with Fidelia too, 

(Their second mother) Rayner’s widow’d spouse, 

Mourning, e’en more incensed, her husband's doom ; 
VOL. V. DD 
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The cottagers, the King’s preservers, both 2259 
Ready, he deems, to fly and to betray ; 

Nor least, the lovely maid, their daughter deem’d, 
O’er whom (he hints) yet some strange mystery hangs, 
Hereafter to be told, which open’d now, 
Discovery would but ruin swift induce. 


Nor more: but with the assembled vassal-train, 
Chosen for the task, used all to deeds of blood, 
(Instructed in his ambush’d enterprize 
To seize the nobles, and in chief the King, 

Nor in the dangerous conflict life to spare,) 2269 
Early caparison’d on neighing steeds, 

Hence on his journey’s course he rushes forth 
Toward Warwick's stately towers, where (as he 
The Mercian viceroy bides ; nor heeds again [deems) 
The trepidation, that still chides his track, 

He knows not why ; terribly sallying on, 
Uncheck’d, tho’ rocks may wreck bis ventured bark. 


Nor stops delay, for eager hurrying on, 
They urge the journey with unwonted haste 
Through sylvan thickets, and long alleys green, 
O’er chalky hills, and past the beauteous vale, 2280 
Where winds the irriguous Thames its stream amid 
A hollow amphitheatre of woods ; 
Nor rest till reaching Warwick’s lordly site. 


Approach’d its lofty heights o’er Avon’s brink, 
From the top-turret of its forted towers 
The steel-bright guard on watch with trumpet’s call 
Demands the comer’s purpose, and his name. 
Which answer’d, crossing soon the moated fosse 
O’er its huge bridge, down-dropp’d, the strangers 
The ivied entrance of the portal-gate, [reach 
Where the strict janitor, recalling soon 2291 
The visitant’s remember’d face and suite, 
At sign the ponderous cullis slowly rears, 
Admitting all within the central court ; 
Within whose area the throng’d stranger train 
Is in array disposed, the while their lord, 
Ascending sole the ramparts’ flighted steps, 
Enters, announced, the fortress’ spacious hall, 
There shewn to wait the viceroy’s warn’d approach. 


Here as he paces the vast room along, 
He marks, admiring, its eld walls o'erhung 
With various armour, helmets, shields, and spears, 
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Falchions, and leathern coats, or steely mail, 2303 
With hunting trophies blent, stags’ branching horns, 
While fires on antique bars were o’er the floor 
Dispersed diverse, piled with huge logs of wood, 
To ward off April’s chill, fore which were spread 
Wolves’ hairy skins, and hides from beasts of chase. 
All spoke the manners of a mighty chief, 

Seated in grandeur and baronial state. 

Forth from the middle window’s height embay’d 
He gazes down on Avon’s passing stream, 

And lists its constant murmur, whence its fall 
Dashes with current stay'd the appended mill. 2314 
In front diffused, the green and sloping park © 
Even to envy draws his ravish’d eye. 


Not instant welcomed, soon he deems such sign 
Surely denotes reception, loth and cold. 


At length appears Mercia’s viceregal chief, 
Who with grave air half checks bis guest’s advance. 
To whom Hianfrid opes his pregnant news, 

The purport of his mission’d haste, at full; 

After devoted quest so long pursued, 

The grand discovery of the king’s retreat 2324 
With many banded nobles in his traiu. 

Nor has event so wondrous been achieved 
Unaided by strange prophecies, disclosed 
Through awful charms of Danish witchery : 

The time, mode, place, Hianfrid all unfolds, 


“< Now has the great occasion sprung (he tells) 
When secret ambush, easily prepared 
Near the mark’d islet’s entrance, can surprize 
Ta one sure net the whole surrender’d troop. 
Selected vassals with me now I bring 
And claim alone your presence, to combine = 2335 
Not hazardous emprize; impell’d to seek 
Your league and aidance by the voice of doom.” 


Such high impartment in sad Kenwulph’s breast 
Strange interest rouses, raught suspense, alarm : 
Who answers: ‘“ Great, mysterious news indeed 
You tell!” Yet sudden hush’d, not utters more 
Which may his own conclusion aught explain. 


Whereat, impatient, his inflated thought 
Hianfrid more discloses, and dilates 
What vast effect on such discovery flows, 2345 
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Results, to both magnificent in chief: 2316 
The monarch, nobles, all within their grasp 

Held captive, or removed at will, by means 

Of choice whate’er, as policy demands : 

‘ First to himself (with stress he adds) attain’d 
Glory of Wessex’ kingdom, pledged for meed 

By Guthrun’s promise, and evinced by voice 

Of Fate, foreknown in mystic auguries : 

To Kenwulph too assured a stable reign, 
Confirm’d in favour, with new settled power. 

Since spells and Danish oracles declare 

Kenwulph the chosen instrument of all ; 2357 
Whence league with him is counsell’d, by his hand 
Sole to accomplish such prediction’s sum.’ 


So as he said, the subtle traitor marks 
With earnest watch his guileful words’ effect. 
Swift he discerns Kenwulph reluctant, chill, 
Enrapt, as wont, in melancholy mood, 
Nor answering to his wish the dark design. 
Occasion prompts, should now the viceroy swerve, 
Him to denounce immediate to the Dane, 
Winning his forfeit power, or if he yield, 
Involve and crush in unsuspected snare. 2368 


Truly did Kenwulpb’s heart (ere yet he spake) 
At prompted thought of such destruction start, 
Shock’d at plann’d capture to so vast extent, 
Whose consequence, but crossing, frights his mind. 


Silent awhile, he hesitates reply, 
Yet knowing somewhat of his treacherous guest, 
Whose faith he well suspects, and inly fears, 
Cautious forbears: nathless his burden’d breast 
In vain would curb this burst of deep lament, 
Confess’d almost as to himself aside. 2378 


‘* Alas! that e’er it should be my sad lot 
To prove the object of this dire appeal ! 
Lifted to state so high, yet sunk so low ! 
Revolted from the loyal and the true, 
Besought my former sovereign, my past friends 
To snare, and to destroy! to have become 
From my lost country’s service thus estranged ! 
Hated, despised, excluded by the good, 
With these in shame, in never-cured disgrace! 
Bound sole in service of a foreign foe, 
My country more to ruin, and oppress, 2389 
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Entangled, chain’d, choice gone, escape none left !” 


So utter’d he bis brooded penitence, 
And seem’d in meditative gloom enrapt : 
Whom still with earnest air Hianfrid plies. 


‘‘Do you refuse then? and with fail avow’d 
Turn from the Danish service, now appeal’d 
On enterprize, by Fate itself forecast, 
Destined to you in all-important league ? 
Beware, lest such denial reach their ear, 
And e’en yourself in sudden ruin whelm.” 2399 


Smit with recall’d alarm at this, in few, 
(Wary, lest thus entrapp’d and straight denounced ) 
The Mercian chief returns: ‘‘ Be not so swift. 
I must reflect, must fuller understand, 
And with the general scope be satisfied. 
Not yet I ken, what course may prove the best.” 


Observant, swift the stranger chief at once 
Adjoins: ‘Sole springs advancement from the Dane, 
By our own countrymen, be sure, denied. 

"Tis plain, for us remains no hope from them, 2409 
But singly from the course my errand seeks. 
Thence all advantage to our prospect opes. 

Joint Kings Fate destines us; at first to rule 

In blent viceregal power, with sway depute, 
Obeisant to the Dane. But who may deem 

That there ambition satisfied can rest, 

Or power begun stop in that bond confined ?” 


He paused an instant, as in doubt, if then 
All to express his thought: yet having mark’d 
The bent and tendency of Kenwulph’s mind, 
(In sly intent more confidence to gain) 2.120 
With added subtlety he seems his heart 
To open more, and frankness new pretends : 
Nor then assumes himself to love the Dane, 
Or bear subservience constant, but to aim 
At loftier range, and dream of sovereign rule : 
Thus uttering : ‘‘ Truly I must deem myself 
Not valued to my rate by our stern lords, 
But slighted and disdain’d, and as their slave 
Curb'd more than well I brook, whate’er of shew 
Necessity at present may compel. 
Haply in time the Danish yoke, ourselves 
May yet, by our united power, depose.” 2422 
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‘¢ Deem you this possible?” the Mercian chief 
Sudden replies. Hianfrid swift responds. 


‘¢ Who, save ourselves, are able to make head ? 
What from a grateful nation shall impede 
Continuance pledged of royalty to us? 

Are not the princes, England’s royal brood, 
Captives already in my power? the Queen 

In Guthrun’s hold, all helpless? banish’d both, 
Ethelbert’s princes, ‘ rascals, runaways ?’ 

The King a fugitive, soon through our task, 

With all the nobles listed to his side, 2443 
Detected, seized, disabled at a blow, 

(Be’t by confinement, or an end more sure) 

Their wealth, their power, their castles made our own? 
What arm then for the country rests but ours, 

To save, to rule, with merited command, 

And to our aggrandizement all convert? 

Now is the time: now rolls the swelling flood, 
That bears us on to fortune’s golden shore.” 


So the conspirator his foul plot vents, 
‘* Baited by reasons not unplausible,” 
That sink into the musing Mercian’s soul. 2154 
Nor fails he cunning to remark, such hope | 
Of service to the country (howsoe’er 
Remote it seem) casts over Kenwulph’s brow 
A gleam of pleasure, which his face illumes, 
Albeit impartment none his silence yields. 
For though he listen’d to seducing wiles 
Of one, so mainly seen by selfish aims 
Sole actuated, could not in his breast 
A patriot wish (not there quite lost) allow 
The sought assent. But in its stead (to dash 
The stranger’s expectation) faint response, 2465 
Least to his hope, thus spoke the viceroy’s heart. 


‘*‘ Alas! how piteous must our state be deem’d! 
That now no other means, or choice, are left, 
Prospect of weal, of safety, rescue, none, 

No latent chance, oppression aught to quell, 

To serve our country’s cause none other path, 
Save that our former friends we must supplant, 

By treasons more, hideous defections new ! 

Nor that it rests for us with comrades past 

Ever to return to trust, to friendship more ! 

Such dire reward ill-wrought ambition waits !” 2476 
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So utter’d he, and seem’d in sadness sunk. 2477 
Abash’d, as if repell’d, Hianfrid turns, 
Yet with an air of stung displeasure asks. 


‘* Am I to go then, baffled in my suit, 
And deem my league solicited, denied ; 
Reporting so to the controlling Dane ?” 


Thus by the restless traitor press’d again, 
The Mercian parries instant urgency, 
And adds with soften’d, hospitable air. 2485 


‘* Let be awhile. Grant for considerance time: 
Further deliberation must mature 
All to best end. Meanwhile remain my guest, 
For full debate, and let the brief repast 
Refresh your spirits, worn with haste’s fatigue.” 


Scarce bad be said, ere to an inner room 
He drew the stranger, where he bade prepare 
For the worn guest, as for his train select, 
(The last for closer conference was declined) 
Suited regale. Rich viands graced the board, 
Of which the wearied traveller partook. 2.196 
But nought of such repast could Warwick's lord 
Himself share too, for cheerless melancholy 
His spirits seem’d to sicken and oppress. 
Which soon remark’d, and by the wondering guest 
Ask’d of his stately host, what secret grief 
O'erhangs his health, and palls fresh appetite, , 
(Surrounded, as he seems, by all of good) 
No answer satisfies such wrung address, 
Vouchsafed of courtesy; but rather soon 
Waking renew’d surprise, as sole the guest 
His own sharp hunger eased, he watch’d a tear 
Trickling o’er manly cheeks, (swift turn'd from view) 
The labouring weakness of his host betray. 2500 


Startled, the stranger would intreat the cause 
Of such emotion. Silence still forbore 
Of utterance aught, till press’d, at last the host 
In bursting words his bosom’s fraught declared. 


‘*Once in this very room, where now I loathe 
(Widow’d, of family, of kin, bereaved,) 
My solitary meal, a wife beloved, 
A daughter, fair as good, wont grace my board: 
Alas! both now through my defection lost! 2518 
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The one by cruel death, from Danish hands, 2519 
(Say! can I love them then ?) the last in flight, 
To scape worse doom; thence in uncertain fate. 
Of nature’s solace by my fail deprived, | 

Now sole remorse, repentance, haunts my home. 
Appetite flies my table, sleep my bed, 

And bere sole reigns domestic misery !” 


So as he mourn’d, a paler tinge o’erspread 

His faded cheek, that only more bespoke 
Tenderness waked ; when, of the rankling theme 
Not all unconscious from observance past, 2529 
The unwelcome guest conjures his host: 

“« Control 
Sorrow, which needs in time must waste the heart: 
Now yield to happier thoughts congenial place.” 


But still, at this, the suffering chief renews : 
‘* How ill is pomp and state exchanged for peace ! 
Now all my sunny hours are dimm’d with gloom. 
The loyal, good, and noble, once my friends, 
Flee from my company, as from a pest; 
Knowing my part assign’d, to exercise 
Lordly dominion here, to entertain 2540 
Foreign invaders; or if countrymen, 
Deem’d but conspirers ’gainst our country’s weal, 
Leagued in new plots against compatriots old.” 


He paused, as if expression he would check, 
Yet sole relapsed the more to self-reproof. 


‘* But why lament thus vainly? All is past. 
It is too late. I merit well it all. 
It is my doom, and righteous beaven in this 
Decrees my punishment, in toils involved 
Of guilt inextricable: plied so far, 2550 
That never backward steps I may retrace, 
But still my heart must bleed in ceaseless pangs. 
How gladly pomp, wealth, power would I resign, 
Could my lost wife—my daughter, be restored, 
Or from my former friends I yet could hope 
Forgiveness, reconcilement, of the past 
Oblivion! but none rises from the dead 
At mortal’s prayer, or will! Nor e’er can time 
My basest guilt expunge from memory !” 


In such lament so eased his burden’d beart 
Mercia’s viceregal lord; not then (it seem’d) 2561 
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F’en by the dubious stranger's presence curb’d, 
From whose betrayal danger might ensue 

Of sudden vengeance on his penitence: 

Yet at that moment careless (it appear’d) 

Of consequence, though urged to death itself. 


He said, and turn’d aside his woe-worn face, 
Uplifting to his brow his covering palm, 
To wipe the fresh tear, started to his eye. 


More touch’d, Hianfrid shrank, and almost seem’d 
Stung with emotion such, that from the board 2571 
He would secede. Reserve and mystery 
O’erhang his sullen mien, still by his host 
Not understood : for nought the traitor hints, 
Which leads the brooded secret to divine, 

But hides, in pressure of his flutter'd heart, 

(There with alarm and jealous guard more closed,) 
The wondrous truth, that now in his own power, 
In Windsor’s hold, that deep-mourn’d daughter pines, 
Late such acknowledged from her very lips. 

Nor he relieves the grieving father’s heart, 

Lest the told secret should his guilt expose, 

And all his meditated plots o’erwhelm. 2583 
Little does then that wretched sire surmise, 

His offspring (gem more prized than aught on earth) 
Lives, lingering, hid in the false traitor’s grasp. 
Nor scans he then of ruling Providence 

The purpose wise, inscrutable, that all 

Makes work for good. Else to what sudden flame 
Of rage, joy, wonder, had his passion blazed ! 


To screen bis own disturbance and evade 
Suspicion all, changing the perilous theme, 
With air at once disguised, nor less to soothe 
The settled gloom of his unhappy host, 2594 
(Buoy’d too by secret hope him soon to wind 
Into the fatal league, prescribed by Fate, 
Whose means shall sole induce the presaged crown) 
Hianfrid now a cheerful walk abroad 
Proposes, to inhale the vernal air : 
And mark the beauties of the far-famed place. 


Kenwulph accedes, and to the inner court 
Descending straight, (whence Warwick’s lord invites 
Within his walls Hianfrid’s following train) 
Thence the struck eye discerns diffused around 
The fortress’ fabric vast, and aspect grand; — 2605 
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Where parapets and platiorms, each o'er each, 2606 
By open range of steps, ascending stretch 
To turret battlements and rampart steeps. 


With wonder meet the stranger guest admires 
The spectacle magnific, ere as yet 
Their westering feet pace past a native mound, 
Haply by some discerning patriot hand 
(To England’s latent King not unallied,) 
Hereafter more to be with art extoll’d, 
So crown’d in future with a donjon keep ; 
Whence cedars vast and lofty pines o’erhang, 2616 
With yews and ivied ashes intertwined, 
The aspiring gaze. Then by the fortress walls 
They cross an outer terrace, stretch’d along 
The southward front, that scales the native steeps, 
Whose precipice abrupt with added guard 
Surmounts the depths of Avon’s subject flood. 
O’er its smooth breast, with the scene’s majesty 
Commingling nature’s grace, here mark they pleased 
White swans disporting lave their silvery wings. 
Passing which range, they eye the lofty tower, 
Pondrously rear'd on its enormous base, 
That climbs august above the beetling rock. 2628 
Below whose angle pausing, each admires 
The bulk stupendous, o’er whose summit waves 
The flag, that marks its chieftain’s residence ; 
While Warwick’s lord to his enquiring guest 
Answering bespeaks this eld and massive tower 
Founded by care of British Cymbeline, 
(Nurtured, ’tis famed, e’en in Augustus’ court) 
Of Roman pride, and long named Cwsar’s tower. 
Well might the hold’s enduring structure brave 
Perennial havoc of corroding time. 
Lo! where above its jutting coignes appear 
From its high top arm’d warriors looking down, 2640 
Or who from narrow laopholes ply their watch, 
Champions in glittering mail, that with strict glance 
May seem to challenge every stirring foot. 


While upward gaze the chieftains, even here 
Above the high embattled portal’s porch, 
Where its huge wall conjoins the coupled tower, 
From the green mantling ivy birds of spring 
Sport in the sunny air, and in his bill 
The busied starling carries to his nest 
Selected straws: that o’er the martial scene 
Such sight diffuses a sweet air of peace; 2651 
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From neighbour trees caw too the clamorous rouks, 
Welcoming, on like task, the vernal time. 


In contrast with so hallow’d quietude, 
Within the portal’s vestibule, ere yet 
To the bigh turret’s top the pair ascend, 
They note a caldron vast, of antique frame, 
Capacious both to feed a garrison, 
Nor less too, whose deep-sounding metal, smote 
By stroke of mallet, forms the castle bell, 
Heard through the quivering ether from afar: 
The flesh fork buge, the giant tilting spear, 2662 
They witness; trophies eld, helm, sword, and targe. 


Soon the proud beightthey mount, by winding stairs 
Where air-oped slits, pierced through the solid stone, 
Admit at times a gleam of feeble light, 

And still ascend, mark’d of the sentry band, 
Till from the topmost turret, which aloft 
Emerges o’er the landscape in mid air, 

Their sudden glance rests on the prospect round. 


From such commanding height, the astomish’d eye 
Surveys the scene on every side dispread, 2672 
Shadow’d at times in April’s passing clouds, 
Which scarcely could the noon’s rich sunshine hide ; 
Yet as they flew, shed their own images 
O’er golden verdure of far-opening vales. 


Warwick's usurpant lord to bis new guest 
(Who all admires, in strange delight entranced) 
Explaining, points the prospect’s outlines vast : 
And first below, reposing at their feet, 

Shows, boastful, Warwick’s fair and pleasing town, 
Where, Kenwulph tells, erst with frequented wont 
In ancient guild and mart of pillar’d halls 2683 
Its staple merchants met, while unopposed, 
Bartering the rural wealth of Mercia’s realm: 
Fearful of pillage now, from Danish hest. 


Wings then the eye progressive o'er the meads 
Where curving Avon winds, till in yon groves 
Embower’d, the famed romantic cliff ascends - 
Where late Earl Roband’s patron'd steward dwelt, 
Gerald, the merchant-sire of gallant Guy. 


But northward more, the fairy river glides 
Open’d in wide expanse with lingering stay — 2693 
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Through Stoneleigh’s antique park and sylvan grace, 
Devious, past loveliest spots, and granges, homes 
Of modest worth and hush’d tranquillity. 


Beside whose neighbour tracts and sheltering woods 
Kenilworth’s fortress peers by Avon’s brink, 
In still pride station’d on Holme’s ancient hill 
To guard the eld domains of Mercia's crown. 
Scenes worthy well, where England’s princely blood 
May hold its state and regal revelry : 
Of late alas! sule by the assailing Dane 2703 
Despoil’d and torn, since Burthred’s troubled reign. 


Still northward, mark! where o’er yon fainter hills, 
Visible in the horizon’s distance, gleam 
Conventry’s spires, and stretching thence aright 
Dunsmore’s wild heathy wastes; beyond whose range 
Bends the far-winding Avon’s earlier flood, 

And washes there the irriguous meads and banks 
Upon whose eminence calm Rugby rears 

Its healthful vill and fair impending streets, 

Fit seat of learning and of studious peace, 
Design’d by nature sacred to the Muse. 2714 


Neighbouring which, Bilton hides its modest fane, 
Whose antique pile and walks of garden shades 
To future ages sure may well beseem 
Retirement meet of classic piety. 


Then turn’d reverse, Warwick’s imperious chief 
Remarks, where southward the meridian sun 
GildsFulbrook’s pale, andCharlecote’s midland hills; 
Or onward, undiscern’d, where lapsing waves 
Float by his native Stratford’s placid home: 
Under whose churchyard limes (he tells) himself 
Was wont so oft to breathe its hallow'd air, 2725 
And spent his earliest, as his happiest, hours. 


Thence, westering on, past where yonskiey verge 
O’ertops the glimmering heights, his finger notes 
The sylvan tracts, where Arden’s forest spreads 
In vast expanse beneath the setting sun, 

With varied face of valley, dale, and hill; 
Or where the champain country far extends, 
‘Teeming with richest foison, till the green 
In sunlight softens into airy blue. 


The gorgeous scene Hianfrid’s fancy strikes, 2735 
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Who rapt exclaims : 2736 
‘‘This view’s magnificence, 

Domains so princely and superb, respond 

With native grandeur to the embattled pile 

That rules their site with antique state, and claims 

Choice residence of eld nobility. 

Well may these charm devouring melancholy !” 


Soon with a deep-heaved sigh dues Warwick’s lord 

Answer that pledged appeal, and breathes: 
‘¢ Alas! 

They but remind, that all these proud demesnes 
Were noble Rohand’s once, their banish’d earl ; 
Fled none knows whither, widow’d, and with few 
Of his large household, or reduced to be 
The sole protector of his daughter fair, 
Far-famed Felicia, as his only child, 
His first and single treasure of the world, 
Flying with him alike! ah, me! what fate 
Through my defect such ill-sped flight attends ! 
Here erst he dwelt, equal in love as power. 
Once alt the loyal men from these wide tracts 
Forth from their homes would at his summons start 
To serve their country, honouring their chief, 2758 
Whose loss all these in secret still deplore !” 


‘« All now is yours: (Hianfrid swift replies), 
You are his substitute, nor sole you own 
His puissance and possessions, but is yours 
Viceregal sway o’er all vast Mercia’s realm: 
Here habiting in fort impregnable 
One palace of your reign, whose sceptre curbs 
A proud and mighty nation at your will; 
"Less you exchange at times your varying bome 
For Repton’s regal seat, or stately towers 
Of Nottingham, or Alban’s sainted rest, 2769 
Chester’s old walls, or London’s distant port. 
Yours is assign’d the far-extending reign 
That from the Mersey’s, and proud Humber's flood, 
Washing the Cestrian vales, as precincts eld 
Of York’s vast province, o’er the region bends 
Down-southering to smooth Thames and Severn’s 

waves ; 

And from the marches of unconquer’d Wales, 
Curb’d on the west, stretches expansive on 
To borders of the wide East-Anglian realm. 
A mighty princedom ! in its unmatch’d range 
Passing ambition’s hope, or e’en belief!” 2780 
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He paused a moment, as in thought he summ'd 
Such sway’s extent, with fancy smit, and thus 
Vented new admiration : 

‘¢ Sure meseems, 

Such bounds the interior provinces enclose 
Not Cestria’s, Derby’s, Lincoln’s tields alone, 
The shires of Warwick, Leicester, Northern Hants, 
RichW orcester’s garden tracts, and Rutland’s vales, 
And meads of Huntingdon, but where on west 
In Salop’s margent Ludlow's castled state, 
With Hereford’s and Monmouth’s arm, confines 
The British Wales, that fronts the setting sun, 2792 
Onward past Gloucester’s, Oxon’s hills and downs, 
Buckingham’s valleys green, thro’ Hertford’s dales, 
Upward o’er Bedford's rivers and the streams 
That sever kingly Guthrun’s favour’d clime, 
Whose eastward waters front the Saxon shore : 
Scenes that eld Needwood’s forest-tracts embrace, 
Woods of spread name, and Belvoir’s champain- 

lawnds, 
Trent's, Dove’s, internal streams, and rivers fair, 
With ships to regal ports on either hand. 
All these the Mercian sovereign’s sceptre own. 
Puissance how grand! what may not sway so vast, 
(As needs must admiration hold amazed, ) 2604 
On whate’er side engaged with choice of aid, 
Preponderate, turn, and influence victory ! 
With mine united, bound in friendly league, 
Bending to point assign’d in bappy time 
Against the common foe, we must ensure 
Our aggrandizement’s rise to voice of doom !” 

So urges he bad motive, and dilates 
Ambitious projects, deem’d in swelling course. 
Scarce to his haught, inflated guest’s advance 
And proud display, (ill answering to his hope) 2314 
The Mercian viceroy’s humbler voice responds. 


“Truly most ample is my power, my rule 
Vast in comprize; but what avails it me, 
That I control so many to my beck ? 
If bow’d beneath compulsion’s galling chain 
At tyranny’s behest, the slave of foes, 
Larger capacity I but retain 
To pill and to oppress, and to enact 
With greater power the greater injury ? 
Nought to our country’s good I may convert ; 
Though all be mine, to its possessor all 2825 
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Confers no happiness, constrain’d to pierce =. 2826 
My country’s bosom: from her veins to feed 
Gorged avarice of sateless Oskital, 

Ever exacting tribute at my hands, 

Threatening my life, or of pledged hostages, 
(Dear as mine own) if answering not demand : 

At mandate of the pagan impious Danes, 

By foul extortion, hideous sacrilege, 

Forced to profane, to plunder churches, shrines, 
The hoarded treasures of rich abbey fanes, 
Persecute hoary priests, religion’s sons, 

To extirpation, exile, death itself: 

E’en as the shrieking abbot, Theodore, 2833 
(Oh! damned deed !) by Oskital’s own hand 

At Croyland’s altar in his robes was slain, 

What time was rifled sainted Guthlac’s tomb: 

To pillage city merchants, marts of trade, 

Sack helpless vills, despoil poor peasant hinds, 
Assail my scatter’d countrymen, and sole 

Spread havoc, loss, and ruin o’er the land !” 


So plains the Mercian viceroy in a strain, 
Peculiar to his griefs, and vents his breast. 2817 


‘<'Y etsome there be, (he owns) few Mercian peers, 
Fled from their homes and birthright, in disdain 
Of such fell yoke, abhorring acts so dire ! 

The noble Oxford, Gloucester, Monmouth’s lords, 
Join’d to brave Aylwin’s banner, Wilts’ bold chief, 
Mingling their aid with bands of Southern Wales. 
Ah! that my power had first been link’d with theirs ! 
How do I envy still their loyalty, 
Preferring far their conduct ’fore mine own, 
Till I disdain this power so ill acquired ! 
Ah! bow much happier was my pristine state, 
When at my rural Stratford’s youthful home, 2459 
By Avon’s marge, where her fane’s stately spire 
Crowns its green willow’d bank in hallow’d peace, 
I have sat musing o’er the lucid stream, [watch’d 
Pluck’d the spring’s whitethorn blossoms, or have 
The rooks build nests in the high churchyard elms. 
Oh! what were then those hours, when conscience 
knew 
No backward thoughts, save those of innocence! 
When the gay village bells, whene’er they chimed, 
Saw me but happier every rising morn 
In health, love, confidence of kindred, friends, 
When not a face could on me look reproach ! 2870 
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When had I miss’d at night my bedside prayer 
Thro’ haste, or chance, sleep my scared pillow fled!” 


So as he utter’d, and of times bypast, 
In memory cherish’d, tenderly recall’d 
Contrasted hours of former innocence, 
He turn’d his face, and sudden dash’d away 
A falling tear, that o’er his wan cheek slid. 
Silent he stood, in pensive mood enrapt, 2878 
Or as if stifled feeling choked his voice. 


Touch’d somewhat by his grief, Hianfrid strove 
Those thoughts to dissipate, and thus exclaim’d. 


‘¢ Banish such recollections: think how much 
Fortune since then has your first state improved ! 
To what advancement and what gradual power 
Have you moved on, till gracing Mercia’s throne !” 


Struck at such words, yet (as the traitor hoped) 
Averted not, sole to remembrance more 
Of lost connections, to his heart still dear, 
The Mercian sovereign turn’d, and vented still 
In burst of deep lament his bosom’s fraught. 


‘¢ Raised then to favour, as a minister 2891 
Of the good Burthred, Mercia’s honour’d King, 
Ever my worthy master and liege lord, 

Who had our royal Alfred’s sister spoused, 

(Ah! my lost mistress, exiled, widow’d Queen !) 
Each heaping favours on my worthless head, 
Alas! in after time ingrate to both ! 

Not then usurper and false King myself, 

Joyous their court attending, wheresoe er 

Their pleasure sped, I visited at times 

Their palace halls in Repton’s regal town ; 

Or, with them, else at stately Nottingham 
Alfred’s own nuptials witness'd, when himself, 

As a young warrior, at our Mercian court 2004 
Shone the just pride, fighting in Burthred’s wars, 
And from the won hearts of our vying fair 

Chose the sweet daughter of Gaines’ honour’d earl.” 


Hianfrid interrupted : 
‘‘ Why thus brood 


With vain regrets still o’er the past! Oh! think 
On the proud present, and new hopes indulge 
Yet on the future, fraught with grandeur more?” 


Uncheck'd at this, the Mercian viceroy still 
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Sad reminiscence urges, and might seem 2914 
A pleasing solace e’en to draw from pain, 
While with affecting fondness he recals : 


‘* Oft, with myself attendant in their train, 
Hither alike earl Rohand’s Mercian home 
(Lord of this stately fort) their kingly pomp 
Would deign in turn to visit, and admire 
Not less the far-famed grandeur of the place 
Than hail mid feasts of hospitality 
The flower, the jewel of his house and line, 
Lovely Felicia, then in beauty’s pride, 2924 
(My Emma’s early friend and kin aftined) 
Then in vain courted by the humble Guy, 
Not to herself averse, but to her sire. 
Here Rohand’s sister, graced Fidelia, own’d 
Love's softer flame, and with her hand repaid 
Kind Rayner’s suit, the lord of Somerset, 
(Still by myself esteem’d as best of friends) 
Oft gracing with his presence Warwick’s board: 
Hither too leading his own sister loved, 
Whose beauty soon caught my adoring eyc, 
Nor less the graces of her mind enchain’d, 
And me in time a happy husband made : 
Soon too the mother of our only child, 2937 
The darling Emma. Oh! can I endure 
To think on what sad contrast wraps me now ! 
That sainted consort slain by barbarous rage, 
My angel-daughter reft in fatal flight! 
Oh! double loss! pangs, passing heart to bear !” 


Surceased the Mercian chieftain, as if grief, 
Too deep for utterance, wrung his burden’d breast ; 
Till bid in vain such brooded woes to leave, 

Spite of restraint, his sorrow forced its way, 
While still his heart’s confession he renew’d. 2947 


‘* How graced, how happy was my state, ere yet 
I to defection fell from duty's paths, 
From truth, from loyalty ! when trusted, loved, 
Rewarded, past my merits, both with lands, 
Authority, and honour, such fair seeds 
Alas! corrupted but the unworthy soil. 
Power but inflated me with bad effect, 
And nurtured treason ‘gainst the fostering hand, 
Till on my benefactor’s fall I rose.” 


Again Hianfrid, with new stress, adjures. 2957 
VOL. V. EE 
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‘¢ Forbear these memories, I beseech you, sire, 
Afflicting but your soul with useless plaint. 
Be solaced, and to happier prospects turn.” 


« Alas! past happiness, remember'd times, 
(So, ill-consoled, the Mercian chief replies) 
Sole aggravate the present’s misery : 
All now deprived, all vanish’d as a dream. 
That generous sovereign, Burthred, my liege lord, 
Descended of a line of Mercian Kings, 
By me supplanted and forsook ! his power 
Usurp’d! his kingdom by invading Daneg —2068 
Assail’d, and in his very home profaned ! 
Pillaged bis capital ! deposed, dethroned, 
Flying in ruin to a foreign land : 
There ending life in exile and despair, 
Not with his sires in Repton’s shrines inhumed, 
(The mausoléum of our Mercia’s Kings) 
But lowly buried in Rome’s Saxon-street : 
His widow, (Alfred’s gracious sister) late 
Mercia’s fair Queen and boast, in perill’d flight 
Scarce scaped to fate unknown, (if yet alive) 
Haply too, like her consort, fled the land.” — 2979 


Averse, impatient, interrupts the guest 
Strain so unwelcome to his anxious ear. 


‘‘ Cease, cease, I pray you, these laments :—no 
Of use, or purpose, such revivals bring ; [end 
Or sole impeding Fortune’s current high 
That rolls along (so will we,) to success.” 


Still lingering on his harbour’d theme, yet proves 
By vented passion Mercia’s chief, how deep 
Sorrow’s fresh memory lives within his heart, 
Vivid as ever, nor by absence chill'd. 2989 


‘‘ This castle’s rightful lord too, Rohand fled! 
With him, his daughter: scarce a needful train : 
His home, lands, seized, usurp’d, assign’d to me! 
His sister,—and her spouse, (my friend, my kin,) 
The noble Rayner, ah! both fled alike, 
Homeless and friendless : each to me lost too ! 
What sad regrets must on these names attend !”’ 


The viceroy stopp’d, and o’er his sadden’d brows 
Held his fix’d hand in silence. At such view, 
Baffling, (it seem’d,) expectance else conceived, 
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Hianfrid turn’d, offended, yet rejoin’d 3000 
With words dissuasive : 

‘‘ Think not of these things, 
I warn you, so despondingly, but court 
Solace, and entertain a cheerful mind. 
Be happy, as you may, with livelier hope.” 


At so swift pressing, as if sudden thought 
Impell’d important question, Kenwulph straight 
Accosts his guest : 

‘‘ But, friend, oh ! let me ask, 
What news of noble Rayner? spoke you not, 3010 
In former interview, him (lost so long) 
Found in your wandering quest, and in your power? 
Answer me, how imports his valued health? 
Be kind to him, and shield with suited care 
Him, dearest friend, by marriage links affined.” 


A pause of silence might induce suspect. 
But urged more closely by the Mercian chief, 
Hianfrid, flutter’d, with reluctant air 
And bated voice, slow owns: ‘‘ Rayner is dead!” 
But how, he tells not: more his guile conceals, 
Nor owns such doom, by his own hest decreed. 


Shock’d at the new impartment, deeplier pain’d, 
Yet ignorant, the tyrant at whose word 
That friend has vanish’d, now before him stands, 
Sudden at this, for his lost friend and kin 
The mourning Kenwulph breathes sad sympathy, 
As o’er misfortune new and added grief, ” 
Rating it judgment on his own default, 
Which fail’d of old his friends to join and save. 


Such plaint more racks Hianfrid’s memory 
In secret, with alarm disturb’d and torn 3031 
At death recall’d through mandate of his own. 
‘s What of Fidelia, then, his widow’d mate ?” 
Kenwulph adjoins. He learns, that she still lives, 
In guard attendant on the princely brood, 
Captive in Windsor’s towers, still vainly there 
Pining for their own sever'd mother’s loss, 
Which yet Fidelia’s presence well supplies. 


‘‘Qh! shield them all,” (the startled Kenwulph 
Nor these let any ruthless hand assail, [adds) 
But guard their lives: poor, helpless innocents, 
Like lambs, at feet, at mercy of the wolf. 3042 
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Let not meet pity scant their just appeal!” — 3043 


Horror, compunction, for the moment freeze 
Hianfrid’s sinking heart: confused, he stands, 
Nor dares he of such subject venture more. 


But tenderly the Mercian sovereign dwells 
On Rayner’s memory, Somerset’s lost pride, 
And fond bis valour’s, virtue’s, praise recounts : 


‘‘Oh! now no more beheld! but to the grave 
Following dead Burthred, all my kin, my friends ! 
And I, thus justly punish’d in my blood, 3052 
Singly, of all my race, on earth survive. 

Oh! to their tombs that I had follow’d too! 
Since never can relations, friendships past 

Be in this world restored. Vanish’d is peace. 
All is too late. Sorrow, repentance vain. 

Till all the present one black pageant seems, 


q» 


And hope of future joy a mocking dream ! 


Thus only to a traitor, direr still, 
(Eager before him on another aim,) 
The unhappy Mercian breathes his penitence, 3062 
In language of emotion, strong, as true :— 
Then mutely seems abandon’d to despair, 
As conscious of entanglement by guilt 
In snares unbroke, inextricable woe. 


So speaks sad conscience, worn by misery, 
Haply least look’d for, yet exhibiting 
Some magnanimity, some tenderness 
Of past affection : still lost virtue’s love : 
Still hallow’d with regret fair fame’s regard - 
The example e’en might wake compassion’s touch, 
Forgiveness of default, attachment, hope. 3073 


The disappointed proditor discerns 
All his full swelling and predicted aims 
Baffled. By such reception not repell’d, 
Hianfrid, wary, marking of his host 
The gloom and melancholy more increased 
By recollections roused, that but obstruct 
His journey’s suit and purpose, to divert 
The theme with change of scene, proposes now 
Excursive visit to the country near, 
Soliciting to see the far-famed cliff, 
Late home and station of the youthful Guy, — 3033 
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‘< Mount we our steeds ;_ the vernal air will soothe 
Your spirits, and infuse more cheer’d resolves. 
Dissipate sorrow : fitlier entertain 
My mission’s urgent motive, (as meseems) 


Now solely parried by desponding doubts.” 


The Mercian viceroy yields, and soon equipp‘d, 
The pair, attended by brief state, ride forth 
Where a long avenue of stately pines 
And arching elms leads to a rural seat ; 

A mansion, rear’d above a ruddy cliff, 

Precipitate o’er Avon’s stream below, 3094 
Crown’d with a neighbouring chapel oratory 

And cells diverse, carved in the solid rock. 
Admiring much the site, their downward steps 
Descend the cliffs prone verge, and at its base 
Beside the river's curving lapse, they mark 

Under an arch, in the steep side excaved, 

A fountain-spring of water issuing clear 

Into a stony basin’s well, that shames 

Crystal, and lined with moss of velvet green. 

The Mercian chief admires, and lingering tells, 
That here the gallant and romantic Guy, 
(Enamour’d erst of Warwick’s peerless flower) 3006 
In musing meditation oft was wont 

To sip cool draughts, and named his native spring 
O’er Avon’s wave, ‘The English Helicon ;” 
Haply hereafter famed (so poesy 

May grace its fairy banks) as e’er in Greece 
Renown shall prize Parnassian Hippocrene. 


Perchance of this too would Earl Rohand taste, 
Hot from the chase, or straying with her sire, 
In evening walk might e’en Felicia deign 
Quaff its pure lymph, not shaming lips so fair. 8116 


Hianfrid shrinks from such reverted theme, 
And mindful of his purpose to distract, 
Withdraws his over curious host aside 
Along smooth Avon’s brink, until they reach 
The cloister’d caves, scoop’d in the hollow’d cliff 
Where (as ’tis famed) an hermit eld had dwelt 
In guise of palmer poor, and sought unseen 
Retirement apt to so devoted place. 
Their pace diverges thence up the slope cliff, 
(Round which curved Avon winds in beauty’ ease,) 
Whose rough abutting front, as slow they climb, 
They mark diversified with nature’s grace, 3128 
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Clothed with green ferny copse, or topp’d with trees, 
Cedars, yews, ashes, blent in willing grove, 

Or ivied antique oaks that overhang 

Umbrageous arms above the jutted crags, 

Whose grots faint echo Avon’s murmuring lapse. 
Such twined tracks gently lead to softer shades 
And garden solitudes, by opening lawnds 

Where primroses and vernal flowerets peep, 

In studded glow, or wilding cherries bud : 

Haunts, seeming still congenial to the Muse. 3138 
Perchance where erst, (as pausing Kenwulph notes, 
That neighbour peasants point,) Felicia walk’d: 
Scenes, dear to Fancy: ’fore whose oped expanse 
Avon in prospect spreads his widen’d breast, 

And steals past islets from yon whispering mill ; 
In front presenting Wooton’s park and fane, 

And verdurous slopes, grazed o’er by nibbling sheep 
Or pasturing herds; or leftward heathy hills, 

By Blacklow’s rocky eminence o’erpeer’d. 


‘* Observe too (fond the Mercian chief adjoins) 
Invested with what strange mysterious charm 
This spot sole wakes delicious images, 
Sacred to quiet, tenderness, and love.” 3151 


To whom Hianfrid eagerly responds : 
‘‘ Does not indeed this seat of pleasantness 
Delight, console you? and so answer well 
Our visit’s object, to dispel sad gloom?” 


“ Truly these scenes so might, (the Mercian host 
Faintly replies) but when I deem, how now 
Their hallow’d peace is wrested and profaned, 
Their rights usurp’d, remorseful sorrow stings. 
How may I but reflect, what dismal change 
Contrasts the happier time, when o’er this site 3161 
My lost loved daughter Emma, with her friend 
The graced Felicia, (Rohand’s jewel prized) 
By bonds of close affinity endear’d, 
Would stray in sweet companionship, and breathe 
In maiden confidence imparted loves. 
When too, at times, in moonlight secrecy 
Felicia’s youthful lover, gallant Guy, 
Would from the shades of his paternal cliff 
Glide in lone pinnace down dusk Avon's wave 
Beneath proud Warwick’s terrace, and with lay 
Of pastoral flute enchant her virgin ear.” $172 
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Averse, Hianfrid turn’d, as if he felt 3173 
New disappointment, marking brooded thought 
Diverted not, but even more revived, 

As thus sad Kenwulph open’d memory’s fraught. 


‘“* Alas! both honour’d Gerald (sire of Guy) 
Who own’d so late these charming scenes in peace, 
(Erst steward of Earl Rohand’s tower and town) 
Together with his young chivalric son, 

After, a venturous merchant traveller, 

Fitted with ship to visit foreign climes, 
(Following great Alfred’s patriotic law) 3183 
And soon there full renown’d in lists of fame, 

Are fled alike. After the sire deceased, 

(Whom barbarous Danes of his possessions reft, 
Confiscate all, and to my hold assign’d, ) 

Lost his paternal heritage, the son 

Follow’d, ’tis famed, in what disguise soe’er, 

Earl Rohand’s fallen fortunes, fled away 

Whither no voice explains: yet haply more 

(So ’tis surmised) with champion love to serve 
Adored Felicia, howsoe’er repell’d 

By her stern sire, as far above his sphere. 

Ah! bow is now this home of happiness $195 
Vacant of its once masters, miss’d and gone ! 
Forlorn, reduced to what dilemma strange, 

Or where, I know not: but regret in vain.” 


‘‘ Truly (Hianfrid answers) of all these 
I too have heard, but yet have ne’er beheld. 
Yet leave, I pray you, o’er such themes to brood.” 


‘‘¢Ah! would that their fate I had shared alike, 
(Kenwulph replies) ere cursed ambition’s snares 
And treason gave me to be Mercia’s lord. 

Then still had I a daughter, consort, own’d, 3205 
Though in distress, e’en as good Rohand now, 
Where’er he wanders, served by gallant Guy.” 


To his surprize and with increased chagrin 
Hianfrid marks, that e’en this scene of peace 
Not to his wish inclines, but sole recals 
Past recollections, opposite to hope. 
Whence ’ware he calls his host a way diverse, 
Hoping at least a change by varied course, 
Solicitous to wean desponding thought, 
As southward turning by the springs and stream 
Of Leam’s fair rivulet, excursion bends 3216 


42-4 KING ALFRED. 


Past purfled meads, gay with the pride of spring ; 
While pointing oft their grace, pleased Kenwalph 
That haply in this genial site may rise [bodes 
Some future vill, where health may fix her seat, 
And charm the spirits of some after age. 


So on by Emscote’s rural haunts they wind, 
Soothed by the freshening air, whose every gale 
Comes dancing, pregn’d with breath of A pril flowers; 
Haply oft stopping by the brooklet’s banks, 
Where chance at future day in favour'd walk 
The British fair may rival with their grace 3227 
The sweetest blossoms of the opening year. 

Here nodding lurk spring’s earliest datfodils ; 
Scarce through the green grass azure violets peep, 
Or, silver white, the wood anemoné, 

Or quivers in the breeze the harebell blue, 

Or yellow palm-buds in the season’s prime 

First bend reflected o’cr the glassy pool. 

By some bright islet where young cygnets brood, 
They pause delighted, or remark at ease, 

Where, shy, the wild duck guides her callow train; 
Or if they pass the pleached hedge, as yet $238 
Scarce thick with leaves, with pleasure new they eye 
Closures, where down the dark brown furrow strides 
The yoked team, and close at hand behind 

The husbandman with even paces slow 

Casts from his girdled pouch the dusty corn, 
While follows, drawn, the harrow and the roll. 
Yet touch’d with sadden’d presage at the sight, 
Too soon (as Kenwulph bodes) shall cruel hands 
Rob the poor peasant of his toil’s reward. 


So, passing, come they where the modest fane 
And burial site, as eld tradition tells, 
(Once Offa’s palace-seat, Mercia’s dead King) 3250 
Present calm shelter mid embowering groves, 
Not worthless of a regal residence ; 
And by the margent of the quiet Leam 
Tracing the beauties of the sylvan park, 
Rapt they observe, where mid the fragrant air 
The patriarch chesnut spreads his arms immense, 
Breathing remembrances of elder time. 
Yet o’er the soothing scenery as they gaze, 
E’en here disturb’d, the musing Kenwulph plains, 
Thus uttering mid that sacred solitude. 


‘* Albeit this subject seat too owns my power, 
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Seeming indeed withdrawn in hallow’d peace, 3262 
Alas! such stillness may alone recal 

Its former master’s (kingly Offa’s) doom, 

Not differing from mine own: famed howsoe’er 
For royal works, dykes, fosses, abbeys rear'd, 
Yet hapless in his house, losing his son, 
Lamented Fremund, after murderous death 
Through treason, finding here a filial tomb: 
Myself (as treachery’s due) a daughter lose : 
Both parents, reft of dearest ties, must wail 
Our penalty, in wretched fate the same.” 


So, as in clouded melancholy held, 3273 
Seems he to find but food of new lament, 
Where’er he strays, sooth’d by no change of scene. 


Still foil’d in his design, Hianfrid marks 
Solace induced in vain, aor care amoved 
By tried attempt, where settled sorrow harps 
' Sole on her brooded theme, and every spot 
Tinges alike with melancholy gloom. 


Evening drew on. The ruddier sun declined 
In the west sky, and overhung with clouds, 3282 
Glow’d like a ball of gold, while flickering beams 
Gracefully o’er the soften’d landscape play’d. 
Hianfrid’s voice infers their home return, 
Warning the vesper season bids retire. 


Easily led, Warwick’s unhappy lord 
Complies, and soon they reach his castled seat ; 
Where, when the formal supper ill had cheer'd 
With tasteless meal its master’s pensive mood, 
Hianfrid at the lonely board still plies 
His mission’s arguments: enforcing new. 
Temptation on his haught ambition’s aim 3293 
He urges more, and iterates, by strong 
Appeal: the wondrous opportunity 
Reminds, of monarch, nobles, all ensnared : 
Its sure result: high fortune in their grasp, 
Predestinate : crown, puissance, made their own, 
In regal sway divided, while remains 
None other course of service, or of rise. 
But when, nought else impeding power’s full scope, 
All shall to splendid royalty be wrought, 
Whose influence must command all policy, 
What shall prevent, that England through their care 
Emancipated from her other foes, 3305 
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Shall yet prove free and happy? ‘‘ Courage then: 
Be cheer’d, (Hianfrid adds) dispel the griefs, 

Which now press down your soul. Things deem’d at 
Must mend, and all yet tend to future good.” [worst 


So pleads the specious traitor, in his breast 
Hiding the deep design, as time proceeds, 
E’en Kenwulph to supplant, and from his head 
Amoving Mercia’s diadem, become 
By guile, or whatsoe’er of act, sole King. 
But loth the Mercian viceroy still declines 
Seduction’s lure, on purpose told so fell 3316 
Which shocks his soul. Yet flashes o’er his brain 
(Sprung of the last persuasion) some faint hope 
By means whate’er, he knows not, still to aid, 
To serve his country, sunk in last distress. 
Sole to this thought he clings with bended ear : 
But lightly heeds, as with delusive breath 
The traitor would, industrious, fan to flame 
Amid its dying embers the faint spark 
Of eld ambition, spent of former rage. 


‘‘Urge me no more at present, (Kenwulph cries) 
But let me ponder o’er your dread request 3327 
On my lone pillow for the single night.” 


At this Hianfrid, half-incensed, assumes 
The threatener, and with bolder tongue infers 
The Danes’ indignant anger ; fury most 
Of never-glutted Oskital : 

‘¢ Who, sure, 

When he shall hear the proffer’d league refused, 
Counsell’d by magic Fates, which at one blow 
Might fortune’s destined mysteries achieve, 
Since I must needs report my errand’s sum, 
(So hints the wily proditor), will hurl $338 
Dire vengeance on your head; with ready power 
O’errun your king'om, richest and most large 
Of all this isle, whereon he still hath held 
A jealous eye; yourself already watch’d, 
Suspected, savagely depose ; hand o’er 
To sateless ruin, ignominy, death : 
Sunk lower then in depths of misery, 
Than ever favour raised you yet to high. 
Discern you not your life thus in my power, 
Should I your plain reluctance e’er betray ? 
But every claim of cogency makes need, 
We should be friends: all now at our sole will. 
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String resolution then to its due point, 3351 
Which must fulfil the doom of destiny, 
Such as, without our stop, will hold its way.” 


So as the traitor urged, the Mercian chief 
Discerns his fatal drift, and to himself 
Danger, should such breathed menace hold effect, 
And disappointment to betrayal turn. 
But reckless almost e’en of this result, 
(Such passion stung him then of choked remorse) 
Alarm aroused, which glanced across despair, 
Avail’d not yet to wrest the sought consent. 3361 


Advanced the night: and careless tho’ were both 
Of sleep, impatient one, and borne away 
Confounded, dazzled by ambition’s glare ; 

Droop’d in reluctance, penitent, disturb’d 
The host with horror, grief, alarm; fatigued, 
(Like sense from differing causes) both retire, 
And seek the pillow of belated rest. 


Toss’d during night upon his wakeful couch, 
In discontented anguish, Kenwulph starts. 
In miserable struggle with herself 3371 
Conscience debates, torn with unutter’d pangs, 
Or if in faint words breathed at times, such seem’d 
To ear of darkness singly to reveal 
How sore the sufferer’s bosom was distraught ; 
While, hush’d at intervals, scaped accents there, 
Ponder’d by fits: 

“Alas! myself scarce scan, 

How treasonous revolt has made me grow 
Thus wicked, by infatuate folly press’d 
To lowest depths of dark depravity ! 
From notice, love, and favour of good men 
Degraded, sunk, to be the pander vile 3383 
And instrument of Murder’s bloody hand, 
To project moved yet blacker than mine own. 
If I refuse, destruction dogs my steps, 
Instant by jealous treachery denounced. 
Nor if my death could expiate my fault, 
Were it unwelcome met, or ill applied. 
But e’en my life may to some purpose tend, 
Some little good, in my lost country’s cause, 
If when compell’d I pillage, and assail 
My hapless countrymen, I somewhat too 
Protect them, though by these undeem’d, unfelt ; 
Haply at such hour softening harsher rage.” — 3395 
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So he revolves, and on the rack of thought 3396 
Is riven again, sway'd with distressful doubts, 
That with strange conflict press his labouring soul : 
More ere his bosom’s tumult breath unfolds. 


‘* But though subservience must be still my part, 
Though reconcilement to the good be now 
Impossible, since honourable trust 
They never can to me continue more, 

Never o’erlook remember’d turpitude, 

Nor fondest hope dares feign that distant dream ; 
Since still the loyal and the true must prove 311.6 
My enemies, not friends, and guilt assigns 
Traitors, assassins, as my fittest mates, 

Involved in toils of crime inextricable, 

Plunged past redemption in perdition’s gulf; 

Yet perchance, slightly howsoe’er, I may 

In some way serve my country still: misplaced 
Though in so lost, perverted track ;—so shrunk 
From duty and allegiance ;—wilder’d thus ! 

Oh! let me work some aid :—if not too late, 

In desperation’s spite. Haply e’en yet 

Mid execution of the horrid plot 

My interposing arm may help to save 3418 
Some valued life, the King’s, some former friend's, 
My shout may spare, my bidding may appease, 
And bridle savage uproar’s loose career. 

I may blunt murder’s meditated stroke, — 

And shield, by capture sole, lives forfeit else, 
Enforcing o’er them pity and remorse. 

Until, of these possess’d, from future harm 

_ Cut off, from personal annoy, our guard 

May turn to cherish’d care, with equal hope, 

And yield asylum which their peril wants. 

T go then, victim of what chance soe’er.”’ 3429 


So adds he, starting upward in aftright, 
E’en at himself: terror, dash’d yet by hope, 
Albeit in gleam imperfect scarce discern’d. 


With such compunctious visitings repose 
Of the revolted Kenwulph (Mercia’s chief) 
Was chequer’d, and perturhb’d. His latest thought 
Preponderates, the more ‘tis weigh’d, and seems 
In part to palliate his oppressive pangs, 
Until the purpose in his brooding mind 
Ts fix’d. New awe, new interest makes his heart 
Throb strongly, while on theme so pregnant, he 
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Guilty before, to fresh temptation yields : 3141 
Spectacle, whereon Fancy shrinks to dwell. 


Morn dawns: each, hasting from his troubled bed, 
Meets either, early risen. Albeit not all | 
His labouring breast’s hid purpose Kenwulph tells, 
(Suspicious inly of his traitorous guest, 

Nor trusting with it whom he hates and fears,) 
Yet so much owns the Mercian chief, as swells 
Hianfrid’s heart with pride, when thus he yields. 


‘ Sway’d by the night’s reflections, to your suit 
So much I bend, as grants to ’company 3451 
Your instant journey on the plann’d emprize ; 
Ending in what dread acts, Fate sole must prove.” 


Elate past common joy, Hianfrid marks 
In secret Mercia’s viceroy, as ’twould seem, 
(Dragg’d mid the plot unwillingly howe’er) 
_Pledged fast beyond retraction. ’Fore flush’d hope 
Of its prime mover, to his granted wish 
All floats in fated vision, as at hand, 
England’s King, nobles, Kenwulph too, ensnared : 
After ‘‘ his hand has struck the fatal blow,” 3161 
In progress of remember’d prophecy, 
Haply himself dispatch’d in strife the last. 
Yet such his heart’s last image close he hides, 
And sole to Kenwulph’s strict enquiry shews 
Prompt issue of the coming enterprize: 
Where, in what mode, link’d ambush may be set, — 
Which all shall grasp most easily, most sure. 
Hasting to marshes of known Somerset, 
Where lonely Parret meets the creeping Thone, 
At entrance of their mark’d retreat, assault 
Shall mesh them all, seize the whole cluster’d troop, 
At eve, or night, when all are hush’d in sleep, 3473 
Nor shall escape to one prove possible. 
‘* Wrest we the wreaths of fortune at one blow : 
Let lapse no time, ere thither I will guide.” 


So ’suades the inflated traitor, and prevails. 
More conscious of dread peril as it nears, 
Kenwulph hints mercy’s need, to watch, to spare. 
Hianfrid sole responds, his vassals all 
Will act their duty : so of Kenwulph’s too 
Ele hopes ; till every aim be made secure. 


At this the Mercian chief impell’d, selects 3183 
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Guards and associates of his own to joia 3184 
The destined expedition: among these 

The faithful Bernulph, officer depute, 

Beloved of old: yet owns not all the intent. 

The rest a long retinue from the train 

Of Warwick’s castled seat; vassals before 

Of their old master, Rohand, or some held 

In Burthred’s service, Mercia’s former King, 

Or of his gracious spouse, its widow'd Queen. 


Thus the commanding twain unite their bands. 
Well arm‘d were all; though on design untold, 
Equipp’d as for some dangerous enterprize. 3495 


So to each other link’d in dubious faith, 
(What stableness may wicked friendship hold ?) 
The treasonous pair, by differing motives led, 
One sole by selfish aims, one haply stirr’d 
By touch of mercy in his fallen kind, 

Pausing not, with expedient haste begin 

Their dreadful journey, with concerted fate 

Big, and alarming perils, hatch’d unseen 

To England’s better hopes; her latest shield: 
Now by intestine plots (alas! more dire 3505 
Than foreign arms) of traitors foul assail’d. 


Both burden’d hearts throbb’d high : one singly bent 
On dark destruction: one with shut regrets 
Pang’d, while hope clung to succour, and to save; 
Nor can of each, roused fancy on the stretch 
Discern, what strange events shall hence ensue. 
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ARGUMENT OF BOOK XL. 


On the King's return to Athelney, he communicates his dis- 
coreries to his chiefs, and plans an expedition to Windsor, for 
the purpose of rescuing his children from the hands of Hianfrid, 
in conformity wilh his promise lo the Queen. He proposes alsu, 
during this excursion, to complete his observations, and appoint 
the place of meeting for the gathered forces of England. He 
sets out with a full train of nobles. Their journey described. 
On the borders of Windsor forest, they gain from an ancient 
woodsman of the King, intelligence of Hianfrid’s proceedings ; 
they are also guided by him through the intricacies of the forest, 
on their advance to the castle. In a dreary recess of the wood, 
they discover Rayner, Earl of Somerset, confined in a hut, 
whither he has been secretly conreyed by a vassal of Hianfrid, 
when that trattor, who belieres him dead, ordered his assazsi- 
nation. They tale the castle of Windsor by surprize, and libe- 
rate the royal children and other captives. Joyful recognitions 
of Rayner and his wife Fidelia, Edgar and Kenwulph's daughter. 
From the height of Windsor's turrets, the King alone surveys 
the country. Description of the scene, and his reflections upon 
it; he resolves that Windsor shall become a royal residence. 
They set out upon their return lo Alhelney: on the way, the 
King appoints Selwood forest as the rendezvous for the southern 
counties, and fixes to ratse his standurd on King’s-Scttle hill: 
as they approach the Isle, he and his band fall into the umbush 
set for them. Discoveries in consequence, and results contrary 
to Hianfrid’s expectations. ‘The fall of treason. 
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BOOK XL. 


EAN W HILEwhen Alfred, patriot sovereign, 
Escaping from the Danish camp, had now 

Regain’d the sylvan isle of Athelney, 
(Himself unconscious what discovery dire 
By subtle treason has his steps pursued) 
High gratulation ’mong his banded friends, 
Princes, nobility, the learn’d, the fair, 
Compatriots sharing here his exiled state, 
Welcomes with fondest joy his home return. 


Forthwith to these, assembling in swift train 
With eager expectation to o’erhear I 
His chanced adventures told, he nothing loth 
To answer curiosity awaked, 

Relates in one emphatic summary 
All of chief interest to their glowing hope. 


First what the nation’s welfare most imports, 
Her task’d deliverance: how the careless Danes, 
Secure in unresisted victory, 

Happily (as he deems) can be surprized : 

Since, spite of danger, in assumed disguise 

Their camp he has explored, and witness’d there 
Disorder reigning, riot, confidence, 22 
Exchanged their trench’d hills for the guardless plains: 
Himself (he adds) with strictest watch has eyed 
Their numbers, posture, passes; where ’twere best 
To dare the attack; how triumph to ensure: 
Traced too apt line of march, where safely troops, 
From many a quarter on one summons met, 

On their advance may hide, and steal unseen 

E’en to the borders of the hostile tents. 

All, ali he has discera’d, and truly knows. 


So tells the monarch-general, and assumes 
That glory’s certain prospect beams at hand. 33 
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Answering delight animates all to hear, 34 
And wakes to act the loyal and the brave. 
Roused is their generous spirit. Valour fires 
The blood of England’s noblest ancestry, 

Her realm’s estates here met, prompt still to shield 
Her rights, her liberties, her happiness, 

At cost of life, whene’er occasion calls. 

All burn to be led on, to dare the assault, 

Soon as far gather’d aids can back their power. 


But hark ! as means to this unfolded end, 
And prelude to its act, the sovereign’s voice = 44 
Evolves yet wonder new, in theme of more 
Ventures, yet all in way to victory ; 
While with pathetic mention he relates 
(Amazement laps the listening train to hear !) 
Impartment strange of his lost spouse, the Queen, 
Discover'd, living, captive to the foe: 
All he from her has glean’d by her recount 
In stolen interview at night, as strange 
As full as danger: all that opes in brief 
Hianfrid’s cruelty and treason’s acts 
Of tyranny discover’d, and disclosed : 
How thither was the Queen from Windsor’s towers 
Torn, where (believed in hospitable guard) 57 
The false usurper her had prisoner held, 
Until, abused her ill placed confidence, 
Himself betray’d her to the hostile camp ; 
A traitor proved in service of the foe: 
Spite of her agony and lorn despair, 
From her own children sever'd, Alfred’s too: 
England’s blood royal, princes, pining yet 
Captive in Windsor’s cells, bereaved, alarm’d, 
In danger’s fangs, and terror of despair. 


So tells the King, the husband, and the sire; 67 
While new astonishment, suspense uneased, 
With indignation blent, excites, absorbs 
The noble band, nor least the Mercian Queen ; 
Awakes the sense of pity, sympathy, 
With interest intense of sorrow’d love. 
Till following nature’s burst affectionate, 
His nobles’ eager questions he resolves, 
And swift renews, with added agony : 
That there the princely infants, orphan’d now, 
Linger, consigned to kind Fidelia’s care, 
(Rohand’s graced sister,) there a captive too, 
Become their second mother: ah! herself 79 
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Widow'd alike! since Rayner, her brave spouse, 
(Once Somerset's loved earl,) has cruel doom 
From false Hianfrid’s voice of life bereft. 

Nor fails the general tongue to ask, how sped 
Event, so much lamented, and so dire, 

Pregnant with loss so deep to England's cause. 
When straight the King repeats the captive Queen’s 
Report, that noble Rayner, prison’d long 

In Windsor’s cells, (there by strange fortune found) 
Expostulating in his Queen’s defence, 

E’en in his consort’s presence was resign’d 

To vengeful death ; whom now the general tear at 
Must to his native province mourn as lost, 

While revels proud in his confiscate state 

Hianfrid sole, Somerset’s recreant lord. 


Blend his compatriot friends in such lament 
For Rayner’s fate, and grieve to wunt his aid. 
Him chief, with waked alarm and interest strong, 
No less the sovereign, knowing his desert, 

Than noble Rohand, with the Mercian Queen, 
The generous Aylwin, and the midland peers, 
Gloucester and Oxford, and the gallant Guy, 
Plain, as they mingle sad amaze, and tell, 102 
‘‘ How even would revolted Kenwulph grieve 

His kin, bereaved, still in his crime beloved !” 


But hark! again breaks forth anew the strain 
Of wounded gratitude, while adds the King 
Fresh theme, (late from his captive consort learn’d) 
Of his preservers, the poor cottage pair, 
Prison'd alike in Windsor’s hold; with her 
Rear’d as their daughter, yet no vulgar flower. 


Soon as of her the generous Edgar hears, 
(In shelter of the secret cot disclosed 112 
To his admiring self, as to the King, 
No offspring of a cottager in truth, 
But sprung of a revolted enemy, 
Now wanting to his country’s utmost need) 
How glows his breast for her deliverance ! 
Strangely excited, since his labouring thought 
Had deem’d her lost, but now her fate discerns. 
Scarce can his bosom bide the agony 
Of suffering valour, as he bends to hear. 


New interest thus the monarch’s tale attends, 
Which but augments, and in its scope affects 123 
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More bosoms, as its binding spell proceeds, = 124 
And to waked fancy sounds preparing note. 

For mid such ardour scarce to due regrets 

Could virtuous indignation yield its place, 

Ere opes the monarch his conceived design 
(Pledged, as he tells, to the beseeching Queen) 
His infant brood to rescue and to save, 

Instant, while (as he deems) is Windsor’s lord 
Absent, conspiring, in the Danish camp. 

For little scans he now, on what intent 

That subtle traitor roams, and speeds on quest 
To leaguer Athelney’s discover'd isle. 135 
Opportune crisis this the King regards, 

And such fuir augur’d venture (as he hopes) 
Pregnant with import, blest of Providence ; 

Of consequence itself black treason’s aim 

To crush and frustrate, while the traitor’s fort 
They suddenly assail by bold surprize, 

Its hindering machinations to defeat, 

In face of perils, hazardous howe’er, 

Freeing the princes from the tiger’s grasp: 

By loyal and affectionate emprize 

Thus in intrepid movement to begin 

England’s deliverance with earnest clear : 147 
With courage so inspiring bravest hearts 

To win new succours, and delighted aid. 
Therefore he prompts the immediate enterprize, 
Daring, as in its open’d prospect vast. 

Tells he too, that the journey will afford 

Occasion for himself by ocular proof 

To point the place of meeting, where ere long 

The nobles shall their gather’d forces lead, 
Thence sallying, screen’d, to dare the battle’s clash. 


In strange enthusiasm held, new wonder fires 
The listeners, while his thought the King unfolds, 
Nor less of zeal, yielded with burst of joy. 159 
All burn the glorious effort to partake, 

Prelude, alike they trust, to loftiest end. 


‘* Nor decm (the monarch adds) but that to this 
High task I feel my heart divinely led ; 
Since ceasing not on its vow’d pledge to muse, 
(Promised to her who nought may sue in vain) 
Whether by day, or in night’s pillow’d hour, 
An angel-vision seem’d to bless my sense, 
Which counsell’d its attempt, and deign’d to applaud, 
As but precursor ruled to great events, 169 
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Design’d by Providence in secret clue; 170 
Such as our country shall with rapture hail. 

Slight we not then the strong presentiment, 

Or hold as vain the heavenly prophecy, 

Should hence results, whose sequence we not know, 
Splendid as unexpected, crown our deed : 
Likcliest to swell the numbers of our host, 

Needful to victory, in mode unthought. 

Fearless then let us act the heaven-urged charge, 
Nor scan in vain its ways inscrutable. 

Treason o’erthrown, after, with ampler trust 

Shall we collect, uncheck’d, our loyal powers, 181 
So sallying on sure wing to proud success.” 


Elate, the noble comrades, all alert 
For action, on the vow’d emprize resolve, 
Nor doubt achievement, with the King their guide. 
Each deems at hand some mighty chance, albeit 
As yet not fully known, till eagerness 
Scarce less enflames the adventurers to begin 
Their settled expedition, than might late 
’Gainst them impel their dreadful enemy, 190 
Secretly sped from Warwick's startled towers. 


The sire, no less than sovereign, thus intent 
His children to deliver and to save, 
Hopes to subvert too treason’s dark designs. 
The adopted enterprize when all his train, 
Equipp‘d, prepare to act, and from their. isle, 
Prompt at his word, to hazard sally new, 
Might seem the noble band, as rushing on 
Into the jaws of danger, e’en more dread 
From arts intestine than from foreign foes. [home 
Ere thus they part, nought deem they their own 
Discern’d, and by invasive steps assail’d. 
Alarm usurps the timorous fair: the course 203 
To them seems fraught with peril, while distress 
Wakes in their fluttering bosoms anxious care. 
What tender benisons elicit then 
Affection’s tokens o’er the fix'd emprize, 
Each to the best beloved! the Mercian Queen 
For her prized brother, and his princely flock, 
(Eler kindred too) then pouring fondest prayers, 
As for her friend, Fidelia, (Rayner’s spouse) 
Their second mother now; then (breathed aside) 
Kind wishes for the faithful Athelard, 
As next in her regard. Hants’ gallant chief, 
The noble Edgar, glows to see again 215 
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Her, Kenwulph’s daughter, (found a cottage maid) 
And hail once more the object of his heart. 

High hope each breast presages, what events 
Wait in the mystic web of embryon time. 


Wanes purpling eve. Soon as the apparent moon 
High o’er the horizon shews her demi-orb, 
The gallant and selected band begin 
Their order'd expedition’s dusky way ; 
Whose list combines no less the princely pair, 
/Edelm, and Athelwold, than bound alike 
The noble Osmund, and his loyal son, 226 
Devon's haught peer, with scion of his line, 
Kinwith’s graced hero; Wilts’ impetuous chief; 
Then, active Edgar, with those eastern peers, 
Kent, Surrey, Sussex, and their noble youths : 
Brave Essex too, count of the Saxon shore ; 
The three Demetian, as those Mercian, peers, 
Not yet seceded to fallen Kenwulph’s sway ; 
Alike earl Rohand, with the gallant Guy, 
A bold and noble, as a numerous train. 


Fired at whose view, the thoughtful King infers 
E’en from this very journey’s augur’d course 237 
Much use to England; to their main design. 

Not less to mark, conjunct, their meeting place 
Than speed alike their coming march at hand. 
Since (as he deems) observance needs must cross 
Chief space and scope of Wessex’ southern realm : 
First, tracts of Somerset, whose race (though now 
Rayner be lost, their true lamented lord, 

And sole brave Rohand’s substituted force 
Sallies at times, scorning with cordial hate 
Hianfrid’s rule usurp’d) may thence imbibe, 
Through counsels trusted to a faithful few, 
Tidings importing most to loyal ears: 249 
No less than prompt assemblage of their host. 
Then io the precincts past of warlike Wilts 

From noble Aylwin’s presence (though disguised) 
To spread like hope, and rouse an equal flame : 
After, in Hauts’ sped province, from the sight 

Of active Edgar, their long-missing lord, 
Discern’d alive, restored, to ripe the hour 

Of action, glowing in his country’s cause : 

Nor least in Berks, soon visited, where yct 

Its people mourn the noble Edric lost 

And spurn alike usurping tyranny, 

Haply the King may o’er his native vales, 261 
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Whose White-horse sign his triumph still recals, 
Courage diffuse, inspiring ready hearts. 

Such hoped results in prospect every breast 

To the plann’d enterprize impel the more. 


Led by the opening glimpses of the moon, 
So on they haste beyond the stiH repose 
Of Somerton, past Castle-Carey’s site, 
©’er Brue’s wide vale, beside its peopled town, 
With wary heed; oft to some loyal friends 
Discover’d, who the importing theme may spread 
O’er the glad region of the general rise, 272 
At hour soon opportune : till thus their steps 
Reach Selwood’s forest borders, through whose skirts 
Mounting the Hardway’s tracts, their toil attains 
The long hill’s summit, where the King explains 
His fix’d intent hereafter with mark'd sign 
To plant his standard on “ King’s Settle” height. 
Whence gliding down the sylvan slopes and wilds, 
Mid which Stour’s head exudes his six well’d springs, 
They wind, ere yet the dim moon quite had sunk ; 
Slinking, uneyed, toward those eld Pits of Pen, 
Latent beneath Pen Selwood’s antique fane. 
There trust they safely for the dangerous day 284 
To lurk: where too the conscious King unfolds 
To his struck chiefs apt place of chosen retire, 
Screen‘d near the forest verge with needful means 
Of war, by cells of unsuspected Zeals ; 
While meets the gather’d host from parts diverse 
To smite the Pagan by unlook’d surprise. 


So trace they the lone site, till eve again, 
O’erlit from twilight by the lunar glimpse, 
Allures on course renew’d their safer way. 

The scene of future march with curious quest 
Observing thus, to Stourton’s shelter’d vill 205 
They steal, ere yet its rustic residents 

Have sought their early rest; and here, induced, 
Aylwin, Wilts’ noble earl, to faithful swains 
Erst known, confides the nobles’ summ’d design, 
Led by the sovereign’s self to dare assault 

Soon on the incautious foe, aud bids them warn 
The willing country for his speedy call. 

With ravish'd joy the peasant ear receives 

The tidings, pledging straight respondent care : 
Earnest of patriot ardour wide diffused. 


Thence thro’ the southern verge of spacious Wilts 
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They urge their course along, with eager haste, 307 
Past Mere’s bush’d vill, and Hindon’'s rural mart, 
Or Fonthill’s shelter’d peace, or quarried cells 

Of Teffont, and by Nadder’s devious stream 

(Low creeping from the near foe’s upward track) 
Past Wilton’s homes, and Salisbury’s spiry town. 
Where still the generous Aylwin, peer beloved, 
(As thus the mission’d comrades speed along) 
Trusts tosome long-proved friends his close disguise, 
With the fix’d purpose at time soon mature 

To call to battle Wilts’ collective power. 

On wings of ecstasy the tidings fleet. 313 
Nor halts the noble train their course, but bastes 
On, past the borders of contiguous Hants, 

Beyond where Andes’ fair stream and ferried pass 
Leads by its shepherd town and trenched hills, 
Thro’ Whitchurch homes, and Basings peopled Stoke; 
Cheer'd too alike on such their untired way 

By many a gallant heart, whom here, recall’d, 
Hants’ loyal chief, brave Edgar, hailing greets, 
And fires with spirit of new aims disclosed ; 
Reclaim’d to fealty, that glad responds 

To love not less than for his honour’d sires. 329 


Now eastward speeding, stretch their steps away 
Toward Surrey's valley dales, and soon approach 
Blackwater’s river vill; still press’d across 
The wastes and woodlands by the ‘* Backshoot” 
(Olden domains of England’s royal crown) [range 
On outer verge of Windsor’s forest pale ; 

Where erst the youthful King had joy’d to own 

A sylvan lodge, meet for the park and chase : 
Fond of the courted sport, and e’en in this 
Excelling the graced nobles of the time: 

Nor such possession sole, but lands, dispersed 

In farm and grange extending amply on 3.41 
Far as the shelter’d bounds of rural ‘Thorpe. 


Thence Windsor’s forest on its south extreme 
Still nearing more, ere long, their footsteps come 
Where winding through the sylvan scenery 
Forth of the park, in natural cascade, 

Through a sunk vale the falling waters meet 

And blend their streams, whose gurgling rivulet, 
Bridged by an arch that strides the public track, 
Flows devious down toward Chertsey’s holy leas 
Wash'd by the pilgrim wave of whispering Thames. 
Alarm here strikes the guiding sovereign 352 
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OF peril imminent, lest sentnies set 353 
To guard this pale through watches of the night 
Intrusive wauderers may assail and seize. 

Here then he enters not the endanger’d site, 

But marking need of more experienced guide 
Through tangled mazes of the forest glades, 
Bethinks him of a faithful forester, 

‘Known hereabouts in earlier day) who kens 

Each track and ‘alley of these bosky bournes,” 
From youth his haunts and native neighbourhood ; 
A swain, in his own service once engaged, 

Of kindliest care, and fellow huntsman too, 364 
Reginald named, skill’d how to strike the deer, 
As ‘‘ Weapon shooter” of the arrow'd bow, [tongue. 
Hence ‘“ Wepshott ” term'd by the brief rustics’ 
Now memory pleased recals him, mid these scenes 
Still likeliest lodged on a near farm, the King’s, 
There scarce for care less prized than fealty. 

tlim to bespeak as aptest guide and guard, 

Fhe King resolves, with features too acquaint, 

So likely peril safest to evade 

And best elude the strict regarders’ eye ; 

Or if o’ertaken in assumed disguise, 

To give the seeming of some forest friends, 376 
in scenes where long his rural sires have dwelt 

As vassal hinds upon the peaceful grange, 

A ppended fair to Chertsey’s abbey cells, 

In the low hamlet of sequester’d Thorpe. 


So turn the thoughtful wanderers thence aricht, 
Avoiding haunted tracks whate’er they may, 
Led by the sovereign over heathy downs, 
And furzy wilds, where folded sheep at times 
Bleat for the care of cottars, scant dispersed, 
In slope descent by groves and level lawnds, 386 
Whether “ Thorpe’s green,” or of the hallow’d “‘ line,” 
Confused not, tho’ bewildering points may cross, 
Eldbury’s dusky mount still kept in view, 
Till through the hush’d peace of a shady lane 
Border’d by ivied trees, scann’d of the King, 
With circumspective quest at last they come 
Where sunk in hollow of Thorpe’s bottom glade, 
Therustic grange, eld named “The Almoner’s barns,” 
Among flat meads by a poor brooklet’s side, 
Uplifts its quaint and antique pinnacles, 
With pastoral grace; whose spacious granaries 
From olden time, at the kind sovereign’s will, 
Had to the waiting poor dispensed his alms. — 399 
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Here soon with cautious glance explored, they find 
The sylvan hind, the object of their quest, 

The darter of the shaft, or loaded sling, 

Clad in wont green, yet graced with tufted plume ; 
Whom mild the King accosts, and to dispel 

W onder of such encounter, soon reveals 

His train, why coming in so strange disguise, 
With all the purpose of their errand told : 

That needing guide of faithful Reginald, 

Him as their chosen conductor they bespeak 

The forest’s dangerous purlieus hence to cross, 
And lead to Windsor’s fort usurp'd the way, 411 
Dark treason’s machinations to o’erthrow, 

And watching entrance there by force, or art, 
Rescue the princes, and friends, captive held, 
Preliminary sole to loftiest acts, 

Full subjugation of the banded foe. 


What gratulation mid emprize so bold 
Welcomes the King discover’d with his troop ! 
Deem’d by the observant Reginald at first 
A pilgrim band to Chertsey’s neighbour cells. 
Both host and guests affect now equal joy. 

Invited mid the grange’s rafter’d hall, 422 
They mark its walls with shafts and crossbows hung, 
Quivers and arrows, hunting-poles, and bolts, 
Low-bells, the skins of deer, or branching horns : 
All tokening purlieus of the forest-chase. 

Within, a grey-hair’d and decrepit man 

Sat near the chimney’s nook, close-crouch’d beside 
A tottering female, bent alike with years ; 

As Reginald’s eld parents soon disclosed, 

Now ou his care dependent for support. 

Prompt to relieve the travell’d troop’s fatigue, 
Their host before them sets his simple fare, 
Humble and scant, yet hospitably dealt 434 
With generous loyalty and frankness kind. 
Welcome refreshment thus the wanderers share 
And answer greeting, as the rustic meal 

They relish, pastoral, or of hunter guise, 

Whose very contrast makes such board more sweet. 
How throbs each bosom then with interest new, 
Scarce with alarm unblent, when from the lips 

Of trusty Reginald, (who so recounts 

Eager besought) they hear impartment made 

Of tidings, which this dangerous neighbourhood 
Import, and their projected enterprize 

Seem to involve alike in ambient snares, 446 
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While rousing, curiosity, he tells : 417 
How since full victory of the Pagan Danes, 

E’er since the long-lost sovereign’s exiled flight 

In chanced misfortunes of distressful war, 

(His former master, still in vain deplored, 

With whom oft o’er the forest ‘“‘ Backshoot” range, 
Site of his sylvan lodge and wide domains, 

He wont to hunt and drive the vagrant deer, 

From youth delighting in the joyous chase,) 

Such happy days had fled: for since that time 

All was confusion; over all these bounds 

Reigns but one scene of danger and alarm, 458 
Of plunder, murder, tyranny, and woe. 

No rural pleasures (as of yore) allure 

The English nobles, and the country’s sons 
Enliven, by the lordly Danes oppress’d, 

Or with worse insult, while afflictive scourge 

Of treasonous usurpation scares the land. 

Then tells he, how from his wont hunter-lodge 
Forth of the upper tracts himself was driven, 

Not trusted as a guardian forester, 

Sole to the former sovereign deem’d too true; 
While the King’s forest-seat was seized, new lords 
Its haunts possessing, whence with relics few, 470 
Or if subsistence or attire preserved, 

Its former tenants scarce with life could scape : 

Or with suspicious hate pursued afar, 

Known as disliking rule of masters new. 

>Mong these, discarded from such dear employ, 
Since had he fled to this obscurer spot _—[grange, 
‘©The Almoner’s barns,” late his loved master's 
Farther from purlieus of the guarded chase, 
Where, as its elder tenant, long had dwelt 

His honour’d sire, in shades of rural Thorpe, 
Thinking to aid in such sunk nook obscure 

His helpless parents, with his younger toil; 482 
Whom here he found, tho’ menaced, not expell’d, 
While all deserted was this place, and bounds, 
Erst a known “‘ Almshouse”’ for the sick and poor, 
And pilgrim wanderers to Chertsey’s shrine. 


‘* How oft (he plain’d) io my sire’s better days, 
While reign’d its rightful lord, our generous King, 
Throng’d then the infirm and needy these sought 

gates ; 
As ‘ Almoners’ of the bounteous liege, these ‘ barns’ 
Dispensing wide the regal charity : 
Alas! now all disused, or mock’d with scorn. 492 
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No sacred bell invites the country round 493 
To the wont boon, or old religious rite. 

Horrid to tell! of late was Chertsey’s fane 

And shrines, which there the holy Erkenwald, 
London’s good bishop, erst had joy’d to found, 
Fond dedicating to Saint Peter’s name, 

(By Surrey’s noble earls too graced and deck'd 

In after centuries with vying pride) 

Plunder’d and sack’d by vengeful, spareless Danes : 
Cousign’d entire to sacrilegious fires : 

Its sacred abbot and religious band 503 
Slaughter’d, or thence pursued with ruthless ire, 
Till all the race had in scared terror fled. 

Lurking at times by Thames’ subjacent banks, 

If any dares to visit, one by one, 

Their former seat in perill’d jeopardy, 

(As bees returning haunt their rnin’d nest) 

Desert they find the scene, its shrines o’erthrown, 
Forlorn and desolate past homes of peace ; 

While hoots the owl and hoarse night-ravens croak 
In bowers and cloister'd cells, to which the wolf 
Steals now as to his lair, with jealous howl, 
Where once rose music and hymn'd orisons, —515 
Echoed o’er waters of Thames’ ‘ winding shore,’ 
And scenes (as its late tenants told with pride) 

Of yore sought e’en by mighty Julius’ self, 

Battled at last by the stake-tangled flood, 

Which parts domains of eld Cassibelan. 

Yet here in hiddance lurking, as in site 

Observed from early youth and known the best, 
Shelter’d and screen’d ‘neath Eldbury’s tufted hill, 
Or on one hand by Cobham’s heathy wilds, 
Safeliest we haply linger, howsoe’er 

Lonely the spot, and rack’d with daily fears. 
Among poor swains and scatter’d village hinds, 
Scared as myself, here picking up awhile 528 
Scant livelihood, o’er Chertsey’s hallow’d meads, 
Alas! profaned, and named in vain ‘ God’s lea ;’ 
Ravaged by treasonous, as by Pagan, bands. 
Precarious pittance for subsistence hard 

Remains from snare of struggling animals, 

By fuel warm’d, dragg’d from the neighbour-woods, 
Since produce from the use of our own fields 

Is seized by ruffian rapine, if essay’d; 

And still increasing ruin, terrors more 

Beset, while treason rears its hideous crest 

O’er all these precincts, and in former place 

Of noble Edric, late their rightful lord, 5.10 
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Hianfrid once his ward, a traitor base, 54 
Usurps the sway of Windsor's stately towers ; 
Held in perfidious service of the foe, 

While all around is dread and mystery. 

Jealously watch'd are Berks’ and Surrey’s bounds 
Of vassals, by the stern Hianfrid hired, 

Who all these parts and Windsor’s forest-tracts 
Holds in stern tyranny, nor e’er recals 

Good Edric’s sample, mild and kind to all ; 

Alas! from dear possessions, long his own, 

In his late age expell’d by recreant power 

Of one, a serpent in his bosom hatch’d, 552 
Who ruthless on his very vitals prey'd. 

Stung, wounded by ungrateful cruelty, 

Amid extreme distress from his own door 

Driven and exposed to ruin’d banishment, 

(E’en since myself came hither,) to this spot 
Obscure and lone, the noble Edric stole 

Au outcast pilgrim, seeking charity. 

Moved with compassion, what poor aid was mine 
I lent, a sheltering home, not needed long : 

For bow’d with sorrow at the fatal loss, 

And scene of treasonous horror spread around, 
The veteran warrior, once proud Windsor’s lord, 
Seat of his fathers, pined away, and died, 665 
In the poor shelter of this humble grange. 

With pitying care I buried him, within 

A little grave, dug in a quiet spot, 

By such deposit solely consecrated, 

Beside Bowle’s rivulet brook and willowy green; 
Unfollow’d there by any kindred train, 

Or tendance of his treacherous foster-son, 

W ho now with fell grasp W indsor’s height profanes.” 


A sudden burst of indignation here 
Stops the recital, while the stranger troop 575 
Eagerly eye each other, as their host ; 
Till asks the King: ‘‘ Of him what know ye more, 
That ours may be the task to avenge, and heal : 
Purpose, which truly wings our errand here ?” 


~ “* Hianfrid’s tyranny all feel and hate, 
(Instant the entreated Reginald replies) 

While rumour breathes that in the castle’s hold 
Prisoners of loftiest rank his charge detains.” 


‘“« Certain: (abrupt the King adjoins) of late 
Thither inveigled was the Queen herself, 585 
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Till sever’d thence away, and pining now 586 
A captive in the Danish camp; but still 

The princely brood, her offspring as mine own, 
There linger, prison’d in the traitor’s hold, 

As late did Somerset’s graced earl, till thence 
(Report assures) assign’d to cruel death, 

Torn from bis loyal wife, still captive there : 

With other claimants on pledged gratitude. 

Which hapless victims from his grasp to free, 

To quell dark treason, and our purpose high 

For England, clear from his impediment, 

Hither we steer, intending (if we may) 597 
Haply himself in turn by onset bold 

To make our prisoner, and from Windsor’s bounds 
Likeliest, to call new bands our ranks to join. 

On such emprize in these sequester'd tracts 

Seek we, ere we advance, thy guiding aid.” 


Swift then replies the trusty Reginald. 


‘© Alas! most dangerous the forest’s pale 
I deem: employ’d on watch and strict regard 
Are many, who attend the tyrant’s beck. 
Everywhere reigns suspicion and alarm. 607 
Urges so strict the law, its pendlty 
Doom’d to intruding feet, is pain of death. 
If safely we the forest’s purlieus may 
Succeed to cross, approaching Windsor’s fort, 
Doubt racks me still, if aught surprize or force 
The castle can assail from band so weak, 
Leaguer’d as ‘tis by numerous sentinels : 
Or by what art to enter (if design 
So far extend) my skill is small to say.” 


‘« Something must be essay’d, (the King rejoins,) 
Perill’d bowe’er. Resolve in such a cause = 618 
Animates every breast to high attempt. 

Courage and care must be our own: from thee, 
Erst known as faithful, zealous, and expert, 
Direction we anticipate, to lead 

Safeliest through posts of station’d sentinels ; 
Aptest instruction in whate’er imports 
Accomplishment of this our vow'd emprize.” 


“ Truly, ‘ I know each pass and alley green, 
(With loyal zeal Reginald frank replies) 
Limit and bosky bourn’ of Windsor’s woods. 
But since my chosen service you engage, 629 
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Which both desire and duty bid me yield, 630 


My warning voice advises to avoid 

The forest bounds, but rather by its verge, 
Without the forest pale, to skirt approach 

Toward W indsor’s stately towers, and lean our course 
Near to Thames’ winding banks, the sylvan tracts 
Scarce entering, ere we reach ‘ old Windsor’s wood.’” 


Assent approves the counsel: here conceal’d 
For needful rest throughout the dangerous day, 
They lurk, preparing to fare forth at eve. 

Yet in diurnal hour with fond resort G40 
They visit the dead Edric’s humble grave, 

And dew his memory with a kindly tear. 

While tells the pensive sovereign, that in hour 

Of blest success, shall his remains, exhumed, 

Be borne with honour and beseeming state 

To be interr’d in his paternal tomb 

Mid Windsor’s chapel with his ancestors. 


Which pious act perform’d, steals on again 
Declining eve, till in the hazy east [beam, 
When broke thro’ brighten’d clouds the moon’s mild 
They try their ventured way, led by their guide, 
The trusty bearer of the shafted bow. 

Soon by the turnstile path, past sandpits deep, 
Avoiding to their best more open tracks, 
They creep beneath mount Eldbury’s tufted hill, 
(Where after shall a chapel oratory 
Hail sainted Anne) amid whose quiet bowers 
Haply in future day from cares of state 
And senates may some patriot woo repose, 
And seek to end his days in classic peace. 

~ Here amid ivied bollies and oak groves, 
Nature’s green arbours, as they steal along [turb’d, 
Thro’ moonlight glimpses, stock-doves scream dis- 
Till from the high top opens wide the scene, 64 
And in the silvery moonlight they behold 
The champain country spread beneath their feet, 
Through which irriguous Thames in long expanse 
Winds with meek lustre, and beyond, a-left, 
Aspires the stately object of their hope. 
But intermediate, close below, they note 
The dusk-discover’d cots of rural Thorpe, 
Toward which descending, past its homes antique 
And willowy brook they reach fair Egham’s peace. 
Thence cautious and with more alarm, as more 
They near the forest precincts and park’d pale, 675 
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To scape whate’er they may observant note, 676 
From its hush’d vill their coy feet bend aside 
Below the leftward swelling hill, perhaps 
Hereafter to be famed in British song, 

Which proud o’erlooks the cham pain Running-mede, 
For other note reserved in history’s page ; 
Creeping by Thames’ sequester’d banks, alarm'd 
At every bush and glade, lest haply here 

Spies set on watch may snare their devious steps. 
Nor pass they without glance, amid the flood 

The willow-fringed isle, which parts Thames’ wave ; 
Islet, perchance in roll of coming time 687 
Destined, as Athelney, to be renown’d: 

Where England's nobles, met in firm resolve, 

May baffle efforts of despotic sway, 

And wrest the charter of hurt liberty. 

Then passing on, they mark the peaceful spot, 
Admiring, where (as pointing W zpshott tells) 
O’er Thames’ opposing bank, an anchorite 

Lurks in his moss-crown’d cell, mid piny groves 
And fragrant limes that shield the verdurous meads, 
Named Ankerwyke; who meditates beneath 

The solemn shadow of a spreading yew, 

Diffuses dim around its umbrage broad: 699 
Meads, claiming well some pious founder's care 
(Such the serenity and shelter’d peace) 

To rear in after day some sacred cell 

For meek devotion, and apt thoughts of heaven. 
So on they glide, along the winding shore, 

Nor meet as yet a living visitant, 

Aught to detain or check their wary course, 
Unless they pause a moment to admire, 

Where, (as in contrast of their anxious track,) 
Disclosed by moonlight on Thames’ lucent stream 
In placid nook beside the margent sedge, 

Or among waterlilies’ open’d flowers, 71 
Swans sleep, with necks turn’d on their argent wings, 
Or at near sound of feet sudden disturb’d, 

Arch high their bended curve, and with wild start, 
Diffusing more abroad their flutter’d plumes, 
White o’er the glittering current sail away. 

Pause not the wanderer’s steps, but more on guard 
Now turning leftward from Thames’ “winding shore,” 
They shun eld Windsor’s palace fort and pass, 
(From antique time seat of her pristine Kings) 
And vill retired, and tree-embosom’d fane, 

- Lifting its peaceful buttresses o’er turf, 

Haply hereafter famed as beauty’s grave. 723 
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Hence with excited sense and interest deep — 72 
They mark o’er Windsor’s height, not distant now, 
Its towers emerge, dim gleaming to the moon. 


Turn they aside now to old Windsor’s wood, 
Entering (so Wzpshott tells) the very bounds 
Of the park’s pale, and interdicted verge 
Of the stern tyrant’s late usurp’d domains. 
Scatter'd amid which precincts (as he deems) 
Likeliest will set regardors prowl on watch, 
Hired vassals of the novel forest-lord ; 733 
By whom should such their entrance be discern’d, 
Much danger, strife, and wounds must needs ensue. 
Strict silence here the careful guide commends, 
With walk at sever'd distance, not too far; 
Observant all, that haply they may seem 
Borderers, and woodmen for estovers cume, 
Bearing annoyance none to drive the deer. 
Thus, while alarm involves their every step, 
They penetrate by lone sequester'd glades, 
Sole to the wary leader seeming known, 
And trackless thickets, tangled oft with brakes, 
Or intersected by root-fallen trees, 
Mong elins and ashes sere, and holly bowers, 7.16 
Silver'd by struggling moonlight rays at times, 
Their single monitor through shadowy dark. 
Till o’er cross d watery fens and moory wastes, 
Where vert or covert none might screen the deer, 
They come where quagmire puols seem closing round, 
Scarce semblant of the careless keepers trod : 
So lonely was the place, (as Wepshott breathes) 
Hush’d under neighbour’d Frogmore’s tangled 
Subjacent below Windsor castled hill, [glades, 
Whose hoary towers at times gleam thence in view. 


Scarce, for scant habitants, would hither glance 
Beast shyest from the woods, cub-fox, or goat, 
Skimming in stealth across the quaking floor. 

Yet even stir of these here woke alarm, 

Lest haply too, urged near the deer-leap bounds, 
The straggling watch might intercept their path, 
And deem them on felonious errand bent. 


Chill fell the mistier dew, as they approach 
Scenery more close and wild: a sylvan bourne, 
Rough with morass, and reeds, and matted sedge, 
Where desolate and desert all appear’d. 

Here singly might the shy tone otter lurk, 763 
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Or stalk’d the heron, undisturb’d, on prey, 769 
While o’er her litter might the wild cat brood, 
Where shrieks above the nightly wheeling kite, 
Or the sole eagle from his eyry sails, 

Whose scream betokens danger spied below : 

Else on pale wing hoots by the phantom owl, 

Or steals the wolf to his beleaguer’d prey. 

Here might no palmy stag be feeding seen, 

Or timorous hind, couch’d with her guarded fawn, 
Which to dislodge amid the unhaunted spot. 

But almost on one side a moated mound 

Seem’d outlet to debar to alleys vert, 780 
Or gap, or saltary, whence deer might stalk. 

But hoarse the solitary bittern’s clang 

Startled the ear; or for fit prelude served 

To sound successive of the castle’s bell, 

That from obscure heights tolling night’s mid noon 
Murmur’d in long vibration o’er the air. 

Moans sole the night-wind sweeping o’er the wood, 
Ere all to awful silence sunk again. 


Struck with the drearness of the deep recess, 
A chill of dread might then the wanderers seize 
From very solitude: more, as their glance 791 
Mark’d there, by starlight twinkling thro’ the trees, 
What seem’d the ruins of a forest hut, 
Or hovel, haply erst some keeper’s stand, 
Which now all desert shew’d, rough, bare, and chill, 
Almost enveloped o’er by ivied boughs. 
Rear’d ‘twas in navel of the thicker grove, 
Mong mossy trunks, by hoar and jagged horns 
Of rifted oaks, which there commingling rose, 
Scarce screen’d, nor with new foliage of the spring. 
Or if ’twere some lone dungeon cell, here set 
To hold intruders in its rude confines, 
The searching eye not plainly could discern, —_803 
Through the dim gloom of duskier waning shade. 
No window’d lattice shew’d admitted light, 
But sole a grated loophole here and there 
Seem’d pierced for air, if from within it served 
At distance to observe the wandering herd, 
Or guard the snared and antler’d buck alive, 
And browze the fetter’d captive from without. 


Touch’d scarce by varying glimpses of the moon, 
Gleam’d o’er the roof, what erst had likeliest been 
Battlements, behind which the prying glance 
Might with far gaze explore the mazy glades. 814 
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Not daring louder speech, in whispers sole 815 
The faithful guide unfolds with timorous air, 
That in this boggy swamp and secret dell 
Scarce even will day-wanderers prowl, whose verge 
And trackless glen, with pitfalls perilous, 
Rather the keepers shun, both scant of prey, 
And sole the dismal spot (so runs the tale, 
Suiting mysterious terror of the scene) 
Where ghosts and spirits use to haunt by night, 
And from their broke graves through hush’d moon- 
(light glide. 
‘* List ! hark! (more tremblingly the guide pursues) 
Sounds not, as if approaching from the wold, 826 
Though yet remote among the forest deeps, 
The bloodhound’s bark, echoing as ’twere with sign 
To scent strange footsteps ? Hist! for e’en more near 
Something, methinks,seems rustling thro’yond brake! 
Behoves us instant ’mong these trees to hide ! 
Viewless ourselves against discovery, 
Here haply all that passes we can watch, 
And combat danger, if the need arise.”’ 


The train obeys, while in each breast alarm 
Throbs into breathless panic: for such words 834 
Scarce had he breathed, ere (rousing chillest awe) 
They witness and o’erhear a wondrous scene. 


Behold ! thro’ brambles creeping toward the hut, 
Cloked in a mantle and wild garb, that shew’d 
Itself disguise, or ’gainst discovery’s ken 
Shrouded alarm, a shadowy figure stole. 

A man it seem’d, arm’d too, for from its side 

A sabre swung, that glisten’d to the moon. 

It gazed around, as danger it would spy, 

Or ward ’fore other act; then stood at bay, 
Listening with bended ear and prying glance. 317 
Its look bespoke some hideous mystery. 

So as it lurk’d, backward the wanderers slunk, 
More hush'd and still, shuddering in new alarm, 
Since all by sudden instinct deem at first 

Such vision of the forest-watch the van, 

Who can by whistle, or hurl’d rattle’s call, 
Summon o’erpowering numbers swift to aid. 
Ensconced behind the trees, themselves unseen, 
Noteful of every motion, every sound, 

Breathless with curiosity as fear, 

Suspense and wonder every bosom thrill, 

To scan the purport; and the cause unfold, say 
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What at this still time of the dreary night 0 

Brings an invader to this spot forlorn. 

Yet what ensues ? for after ambient gaze, 

Obscurely through the starry glimpse discern’d, 

The figure toward the hovel’s grated door 

Glides, and unfolding its loose mantle, draws 

Forth of the belt, which girt its shadowy waist, 

A single key; yet visibly there too 

Down from the dagger’d girdle pendent hung 

Other huge keys, flaring with brighter gleam. 

The one his hand straight to the hut’s rude door 

Applied, whose grate, hoarse-echoing, then unlocks 

The massive frame, which, opening on its hinge, 

Cumbrously drawn as if of ponderous weight, 

Exposed the dusk vault of an arching room. 

When hark! (a fearful glance first shot around ) 

The unknown image speaks, in flutter’d tone : 

[safe, 

‘‘ Come forth, my foster-charge: all now seems 

All hush'd about: no whisper through the woods 

Steals, aught to interrupt your darksome meal!” 


‘‘Stirs nothing?” (hollow sounds a voice within) 
Look ! art thou sure, all is secure around ? S81 
What was that passing shadow which slunk by, 
Scaring the waste of night with shudder’d awe ?” 


Watchful, the gazing visitant replies : 
‘*”Pwas but the flicker of the bat on wing.”’ 
[hear ?” 
‘‘ What whispering sound then deem’d I late to 
Instant the voice rejoin’d. Nor stay’d reply : 
[shriek, 
“Tis now past midnight: and that last dull 
Which darkness’ creeping murmur seem’d to scare, 
Was but the owlet from yon blasted oak, 890 
Uttering his hoot’s low shiver to the moon. 
Dumb silence no sound breaks, save when at times 
The raven croaks, shut in his shadowy nest, 
Aware on watch of every vagrant foot.” 


‘*Gleams not betraying light upon the air, 
Making the mist to sight more ashy pale?” 
Resumed the voice, follow’d by prompt response : 

[stars 

‘Sunk almost seems the moon, while few faint 
Now twinkle o’er the glen. Or if from far 
Glimmers a wandering ray, I surely deem 900 
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"Tis but a flaring meteor, that may fleet oul 
Across these swampy wastes and brooding fens. 
Compose alarm: for pace the sentinels 

At distance from this unsuspected spot. 

The wary deer avoid these pitfall tracts.” 


“True: (the sepulchral voice within rejoins) 
1 heard attentive Windsor’s castle-bell 
Toll miduight’s lated count, and ’gan surmise 
Strange trepidation, lest some accident 
Or troubled stop in mazes of the dark, 
Some sudden peril compassing thyself, 913 
Had interrupted my precarious food ; 
Failing me of wont nourishinent from thee.” 


‘** No! reverend chief! (the stranger’s voice replies) 
Forced prisoner still awhile by cruel chance, 
E’en as before, at peril of my life 
Whose brittle thread hangs on my secret kept, 
Trusted to none, food have I brought myself, 
As 'twere purloin’d and saved for thee, unmark’d, 
Thro’ fearful dangers come, by secret ways, 
While wotless all in Windsor’s fortress sleep. 
Come, eat! forlorn as is this trackless wild, 922 
Which seld the questing huntsmen dream to cross, 
"Twas thus for thy concealment chosen best. 
Chill clings night’s air: but lo! this wallet holds 
W ood-charcoal’s embers, for swift fire prepared, 
Which nought to air emits betraying smoke. 
Needful is guard against observant eyes. 
None mark, save thou, and J, and conscious stars.” 


At such his words, while from his cloak he drew 
A satchel, and deposed it on the ground, 
Forth from the cell, in the dim moonlight’s gleam, 
With quivering step and asin fetters bound —933 
Totter’d mid open air what seem’d in form 
(Spectral albeit it were) a grave, old man, 
Noble in aspect, with long hoary beard, 
And locks that floated in the breeze of night. 
O’er the wan visage fading moonbeams threw 
A shadowy paleness, and more ghastly made, 
While sunk the features show’d with woe, or want. 
Coarse tho’ the garb, and shaggy, as for warmth, 
Dignity mark’d his port, albeit bis limbs 
Unarm’d bore only simple nature's force, 
Yet look’d to martial bearing not unused. 
When hark ! in midnight interview so strange, 945 
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Colloquy more may somewhat indicate, O16 
(If mortal may the vision’d figures prove, 

Nor singly shadow’d spirits of the night) 

Who the met persons are, in such wild guise. 

_ While from the bringer’s hand the elder takes 

The proffer’d food, and eats, after brief pause, 

At times with his own shrunk and wither’d hand 
Grasping the giver’s, when in moonbeams seen 
Tears glistening trickled down his faded cheek, 
Tremulous thus the hoary veteran spoke, 

With breathless curiosity o’erheard, 

As lifting his pale features up toward heaven. 957 


‘‘ Praised yet be care of gracious Providence ! 
Thanks! kind and generous Rodolph; but for thec, 
Myself had perish’d, by a traitors doom, 

Aud as at first thy mercy spared and saved 

My sentenced life from fatal end, alike 

Still from destruction ‘tis preserved by thee; 

Saved, as thy word yet bodes, for better hope.” 
[turn'd) 

“Truly: have comfort: (the cloked form re- 
Believe, from this lone station, where awhile 
In needful shut seclusion you must pine, 967 
Ere long my restless thought shall bear you safe. 
Dreary as ’tis, it grieves me to reflect. 

How fare you, in retreat so lorn and chill?” 


‘‘ Guardian, provider, of my menaced life, 
(Responds the captive) dank though beats the rain 
Through crevices of this sequester’d cell, 

While thro’ its loopholes whistles the cold wind, 
Yet fire to warm thy gentle charge conveys ; 

And from this forest though I may not stir, 

As yet endangering thine own life as mine, 

If e’er discover’d, yet thou bring’st me food — 97 
At stated watches of the lonely night. 

Pleasant too is the moonlight’s open view, 

But for brief season, and to breathe fresh air.” 


He paused an instant, till to other theme 
Turning, with voice more tender, as he spoke : 


‘* But say, protector; solve my anxious doubts : 
How fares Fidelia still? The princes too, 
Her orphan’d charge? How too the cottage-train, 
Prisoners alike in Windsor’s towers profaned ? 
All, to whom duty, love, affection binds ? 956 
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Hear you yet aught of Alfred, England's liege, 989 
If still he lives? Or if that fellest quest, 
Urged by the traitor for his very life, 
Has yet succeeded, or (as worthiest) fail’d? 
Agony of suspense is terrible. 
Ripes not the time? or must we longer wait? 
Can we not fly from hence ?” 
Scarce had he said, 

Ere sudden fright disturbs and interrupts 
More question, while his hurried voice exclaims, 
As back he slinks: ‘* Hark! peace! what noise was 

that? £99 
Did there not breathe some whisper from the wood ? 
Murmurs, methought, [ heard, or like a voice, 
Nor sole the sigh of winds, but human more. 
Shudders my inmost bosom with alarm: 
Thou know’st, detection costs us both our lives.” 


Pales then his countenance to ghastlier hue. 
Gazing about, as in-like terror, soon 
Answers the visitant of these lone shades. 


‘< All sure is safe: for none can be abroad 
In precincts of this unfrequented spot 1009 
Save outlaws scaped, or stealthy murderers. 
Safe still, though pined in woe, each captive bides ; 
Nor yet is Alfred seized. But not to fly 
The time admits. Ere long will come the hour, 
(So breathes fond hope) when by the happy doom 
Of Providence thy guide can lead away, 
And from yon fortress, the regretted scene 
Of traitorous tyranny, can safelier flee: 
When he, for warder, shall deliverer prove. 


‘¢ Nor (tells he) sole I look to free thyself, 1019 
(Whose death has been given out more sure to 
But all the other objects, noble, dear, [save) 
There prison’d too: all, all, alive and safe. 

Means equal of subsistence, as escape, 

By care providing, mine shall be the charge, 
Already now begun, nor plann‘d to fail, 

With secrecy to hire a suited bark, 

To flee with all to Brittany, or reach 

From Dover’s cliffs the nearest port of France, 

Or slinking into London’s haven, thence 

To scape to shores of Holland. Wait awhile 

In patience, till fit choice achieve the best.” 1031 
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‘* Alas! (responds the prisoner) waked alarm, 
Sensitive most for those beloved, invades 
A heart, courageous else, nor used to shrink. 
Yet on thy best discretion will I lean, 
Ripening together for propitious hour.” 

Consoling, adds the mantled visitor : 
‘* Believe, my task shall be thy life to save, 
All whom thou lovest, our England’s royal brood. 
For my own life I feel endanger’d too: 
Treated, (discover’d,) e’en as Urra's self: 
Seized, and at stern capricious hest destroy’d. 1042 
Fly then we must, and scape the tyrant’s power, 
Whom I both hate and fear. But for brief while, 
Constrain’d obedience must destruction ward, 
Till season of deliverance and of flight 
Prepared arrive. Then from this lonesome cell 
Will I convey thee, wherein needs I must 
Hide thee in guarded secrecy awhile, 
Lest my life pay the forfeit, mark’d at stake. 
So long ‘* must I be cruel, to be kind.” 
But haste: despatch, for I must hence depart, 
Nor dare I longer bide: miss’d haply else, 
Question’d, suspected e’en at this drear hour.” 1031 


Retorts the veteran captive: ‘“‘ Can we not 
Now scape, kind warder? Now,while(as thou told’st) 
Absent thy cruel lord has gone away, 

Bent on whatever terrible design, 

With band accompanied of armed guards, 

That almost empty leave the fortress’ walls, 

In minish’'d care? Favours not now the hour ?” 


‘‘ Alas! wrong’d sufferer, no: not yet: (replies 
The tending messenger) though gone away 
Be Windsor’s cruel lord, to snare and seize 
The King and noble train. Poverty’s self 1065 
Would straight detect us, since not ready yet 
Are of our flight the means, or scheme mature. 
At hand shall speed the night, when from this scene 
Fortune and Providence shall wing us far, 
Which, as I deem, has blessings yet in store, 
To work assured deliverance for us all.” 


Such utterance, by the listening King o’erheard, 
From nigh concealment, in his breast aroused 
W onder, as curiosity intense. 
So strange discourse, blent with mark’d terror too, 
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Partly reveal’d its speakers; ne'ertheless 1076 
Such mystery o’er it hung, that the stretch’d mind 
Not all could pierce the obscure reality. 

Till wound to last extreme of agony, 

Distress, affection, mingled with alarm, 
Eagerness, marvel, since the fetter’d form 
(Miracle though its restoration seem’d, 

Impugning past report) he deem’d he knew,— 
While tumult such of passion shook his soul 

And haply threw wont prudence from her guard, 
Bursts forth the sovereign from his hiding-place 
Amid the moonbeams on the astonish’d pair. 1087 
Nor fail’d then instant others of his train 
(Athelard, Edgar, Osmund, Rohand, Guy) 

To rush forth by his side, and add due aid, 

Scarce less with natural alarm commoved 

For their King’s life, than at that wilder’d sight. 
Yet ere these came, amazed had Alfred cried. 


‘‘ Hold! speak, [charge ye. Tell, inthis lone place 
Who? whence? whatare ye? on what business strange 
Holding wild conference in dead hour of night ? 
What awful secret brings you to this scene, 
Where (as ’tis told) departed spirits haunt? —tu9s 
Are ye of these? or mortals of this earth ? 

Not visions of enchantment, or a dream ?” 


O’erawed response none broke. The King resumed. 
‘* But that assured report his fate has told, 
Sure I might even, in the moonlight glimpse, 
Deem, sprung to sight forth of this noisome cell, 
Observed with actions too as if of life, 
Dead Rayner’s spirit come on earth again, 
Somerset’s honour’d chief, consign’d to doom 
By a foul tyrant, Windsor’s recreant lord. 
Credent, do I behold his wither’d ghost, 1109 
Come back from regions of eternity ? 
Or else what hideous mystery, unsupposed, 
Seems to impart your guarded colloquy ? 
Employ’d, commission’d, as on acts most strange, 
Which the wild dialogue o’erheard confirms !”’ 


Thrill’d-as with equal wonder, swift start back 
The twain address’d, standing awhile at gaze, 
While each involuntary shudder quails. 

Instantly seem they for defence prepared, 
Seizing a dagger, mid such dread surprise, 
And jeopardy at deem’d discovery : 1120 
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Silent, until the hoary form, that scem'd 1121 
To recognize with look aghast the voice, 

Soon as could palsied stupor power admit, 

Darts forward, and on bended knee thus speaks 
Half-breathless, and in interrupted tone. 


‘‘ Merciful powers! If not the ghost indeed 
Of royal Alfred, like the very King ! 
But whence can be such vision, in this place, 
To mortal sense vouchsafed, ‘less dropt from heaven ? 
Or can it be, infringing nature’s course, 
A tranced sight, assign’d to wakeful eyes ysl 


A moment paused the kneeler, but resumed : 
‘Tf not a spirit sent, on what design, 
By what concurrence of strange accident, 
In human figure, bearing, voice, the same? 
That I may venture, as ’fore solid truth, 
Approach, and clasp with fond embrace the knees 
Of my liege lord, my long-lost sovereign, 
Thus, as it seems, to life, to view, restored. 
I will believe, strange as such image seems. 
Oh! welcome! hail once more, our country’s shield, 
Living, e’en as myself, in this wild world!” = 1142 


Wonderful was that interview !—nor less 
Might the form’s gesture with its speech accord. 
Yet as the solemn figure bent, and stretch’d 
Its palms before the King, and touch’d his feet, 
As for assurance more of living mould, 

Gently the sovereign raised the reverend shape, 
And o’er his neck lean’d, hung in kind embrace: 
Then breathed in passion’d words, affectionate 


«¢T know thee now. Rayner it is indeed ' 
Somerset’s long-lost, and lamented lord ! 1152 
Recall’d in presence, even as he lived, 

The voice, the features, mien, all, all the same! 
W ondrously to thy country thus regain’d, 
Reported, mourn’d as dead, (since so believed,) 
Torn from thy spouse by cruel hest, consign’d 
F’en in her presence to sach sentenced doom, 
Yet sent to life, to aid, to fellowship.” 


‘‘Truly to death indeed was [ devote, 
(So recognized, adjoins the chief regain’d) 
But here my life, at peril of his own, 
Shriuking such horrid mandate to perform, —1163 
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Did this kind keeper save, a vassal still 11G4 
In service held of Windsor’s tyrant lord, 

Now made the warder of its castle-towers. 

Here in most cautious secrecy detain’d, 

By solitary desolation closed, 

Though not to death, almost in living death 
Doom’d for awhile to pine, unseen of men, 

With ‘darkness and with dangers compass’d round ;’ 
Or watch the fill and waning of the moon, 

O’er this lone glen, the haunt of spirits deem’d, 
Till happier moment of design’d escape, 1174 
No less for me than Windsor’s captured prey : 

To mortal accident, to human wants 

Still subject, lingering on this nether world. 

But gain’d by what mysterious ways soe’er, 

How wondrously seems much foreknown to thee !” 


‘*Told from my consort’s lips, (the sovereign tells) 
Already from the Queen herself, alike 
Once captive too with thee, thy story sad 
(Believe) I partly learn’d, where now she pincs 
A sever’d prisoner in the Danish tents, 
In hold confined; and strange as is thine own, 1185 
Late visited by me in screen’d disguise. 
E’en her prime instance ’tis, that brings me here, 
For vow’d deliverance of the princely brood ; 
Her children as mine own (so heaven may speed 
The dared emprize) from the fell traitor’s grasp 
To rescue, leaguer’d still in Windsor’s towers ; 
Alike with them thy consort too to free, 
The loved Fidelia, yet imprison’d there, 
The foster-mother of my infant babes ; 
To save their lives too, who once shelter’d mine ; 
To seize the vulture-traitor in his nest, 
Deeming such acts ensue our country’s weal. 1197 
On such exploit engaged, how least I look’d 
Heaven too should grant me, to discover thee, 
(Alas! how much from want or sorrow changed !) 
Thus to thy country won; thyself a host, 
A leader loved, most claim’d for needed power !” 


‘Oh! gracious heaven ! (the chieftain grave replies) 
By what strange ways does ruling Providence 
Effect its purpose, and work good from ill!” 


He said, and seem’d absorb'd in mute amaze. 
Fancy alone must shew, what mutual joy 
Own’d then exchange ; what gratulation more 1208 
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Found tender scope, which time not yields to tell. 


Ere this, the whole of the adventurous train, 
Who forth had sprung alike, o'er that strange scene 
Held in mute wonder, marking now the truth, 
After a burst of rapturous joy indulged, 

Hail to their arms recover’d, all unlook’d, 

Their comrade warrior, each to other own’d 

As brothers, nobles, erst in friendship dear. 

Augur they high results to England's cause. 1217 


These too the bending sovereign fondly aid, 
Employ’d with quick zeal to unloose and rend 
The fettering bonds that gird Earl Rayner’s limbs, 
So tix’d to stay him from flight premature. 

Grasps his freed hand the King, and hails a friend, 
Another valued chief, most sought of all, 

Sure e’en by very plan of heaven itself 
Vouchsafed thus back: now never more to part, 
But to combine in train of victory. 


Scarce was this done, ere some (the while) have 
seized 

The astonish’d warder of the castle towers, 1278 
And from his person, suddenly o’erpower'd, 
Disarm’d his sabre, his bared dagger-blade, 
And pendant from the girdle rouad his waist, 
Wrested the fortress’ huge and ponderous keys. 
Then in the fetters, which late Rayner bound, 
Crowding around, they bind his powerless arms ; 
So to secure his needful presence on, 
And haply too prevent from likely flight : 
With added menace, that unless he lead 
Safe to the castle back, and through its cells, 
For instant rescue of the captives there, 
His life shall prove the forfeit of the fail. 1240 


‘‘ Sees he not plain (they add) how righteous doom 
ls now at work for vengeance, and themselves 
Of such deliverance sends as instruments ?” 


Scarce answers wondering Rodolph, that himself 
All the strange scene has witness’d, and must deem 
England’s liege King and nobles, thus unlook’d, 
On mission such, as guardian angels sent, 

W hencever sprung: by what wrought clue soe’er 
Such mystery proceeds, which after hour 
At leisure more may haply yet unfold. 1250 
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Nor he rejects the charge imposed, but adds, 1251 
While he would kneel, in wonder lost and joy, 
With fervent zeal display‘d : 

‘“* Deliverers, hail ! 
All, welcome! let it for my act suffice, 
I witness what I do. I will lead on, 
And guide the daring enterprize: if not 
Enacting my part of it to your hest, 
My life to your disposal be resign’d ! 
Advance we instant on; for absent now 
From Windsor’s fort is its usurping lord, 
To Warwick’s castle sped on dread design, 1262 
E’en the destruction of the very King, 
With all his train of nobles, rumour’d late 
Discover’d, where in lone retreat they hide. 
Resistance least now likeliest we may meet: 
While every ward I know of every tower, 
Turn’d by these keys at will: wont office mine !” 


Scarce had these words their wondering ears drank 
Ere following out so fortunate events, fin, 
(Seeming to all no combination form’d 
By chance, but work of secret Providence) 
Toward W indsor’s neighbour fortress Rodolph leads, 
Choosing bye tracks and unsuspected ways, 1274 
Known to himself: avoiding (as he tells) 

More open glades and alley’d avenues, 

Dangerous else from the night-station’d watch. 
With them Earl Rayner, freed, back toward the scene 
Speeds foremost, whence but late todeath dismiss’d, 
Where must his presence seem restored to life. 
Elate, they haste together, and ascend 

Silent the gleamy hill, o'er which the towers 

Rest in dusk gloom; since now the faded moon 
Had sunk below the horizon, and few stars 1284 
Twinkled in heaven, yielding night’s deepen’d shade; 
While Alfred toward his lips the cherish’d keys 
Upraised, and press’d thereon a sacred kiss, 
Adding: 

“¢ Thank heaven! what wondrous circumstance, 
Each after each, in strange control succeeds ! ” 


Extreme of expectation thrills each heart, 
Where hope, affection, indignation, yearn. 


Nor need they now the mighty portal-gate 
Essay, or enter by that guarded porch, 
But by a secret passage subterrene, 1295 
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Known to the warder (by himself sole pass’d) 1206 
First, darkling, to the castle’s lower crypt 

They come; thence upward by high curving steps 
Amid the court's vast area, one by one. 

Here rushing forth in silent burst, they seize 

And overpower the few left sentinels, 

Drowzed in suspectless hour with mead and sleep, 
Whom in a moment they disarm, ere ’ware, 

And straight would bind. Butneedless! scarce as yet 
Had these through the dim night by torch-light eyed 
Earl Rayner’s figure, Somerset’s known lord, 1396 
By all deem’d dead, thus as to life brought back, 
Beheld the warder there alike, heard too 
Announced by both the King in presence come, 
With England’s loyal nobles in his train, 

Sped sudden hither from his bid retreat, 

Ere so to bind, or in constraint to hold, 

Were useless. Down they throw their arms, nor 
Strive to reclaim; but pausing in amaze, [aught 
With loyal ardour all the sentries kneel, 

Hating in secret treason’s tyranny, 

While now they hail with unaffected joy 

Their liege, loved monarch, before whom they bend ; 
Then join the rest, advancing: buoy’d alike 1319 
With ominous presage of future hope. 

Free they accompany the noble band 

Toward the mid tower, and mounded central keep. 
Approaching, here the minish’d troop of guard 
Scarce second struggle needs to overcome 

The sentinels, disposed beside its door, 

Observing sight so strange, and listening all 

The wondrous story, by their comrades told, 

Ere these augment the train, with added aid. 


Now by the warder led, the King, with few, 
Ascends the flighted stair, that upward scales 1330 
To the mazed chambers of the lofty keep, 

Where first, with fatherly affection’s burst, 
Which would endure no stop, no waiting check, 
No ceremony, e’en at night’s still hour, 

The monarch to the chamber rushing breaks, 
Which holds his princely children, there enclosed, 
In doze of innocent sleep, scarce curb’d by woe. 
With eager pressure after Rodolph’s steps, 
Succeeds recover’d Rayner, anxious most 

To join who were his fellow prisoners late : 

Then faithful Athelard, his friendly sire, 

The generous Oddune, and the impetuous chief, 1342 
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Aylwin, the peer of Wilts; and haply too 1343 
Others into the captives’ room may crowd, 

To witness, if they may, the endearing scene. 
Awid the stony chamber’s grated cell 

Here they discover, by held tapers’ ray, 

The royal infants on their couch reposed, 

Scarce by the rush awaked at first from rest. 

The sovereign sire bends o’er their compass’d bed, 
As still unsatisfied to see again 

His children, lost so long, and seems to explore 
Their features, held in silent extacy ; 

Save that affectionate, fast gushing tears 1354 
His secret feelings told, when words had fail’d ! 
Imagination sole must picture now 

A scene, which power of language all defies. 
Fond would the sire kiss, clasp, bis darling brood, 
At which, awaked, they start, with sudden shriek, 
At first, to mark around their bed strange shapes 
Of men amid the night, and tapers’ flare. 

But heard and known their father’s voice, who calls 
Each tenderly by name, and tells himself 

Come to deliver them; announcing too 

These all as noble friends, best of the land; 

What sudden change to joy and ecstasy 1366 
Follows perception of the conscious truth ! 

Forth from their couch they start, and round his neck 
Cling all in rapture, so acknowledging 

With nature’s power the father, who so oft 

Had borne them in his arms, and fondled kind, 
Listening their infant prattle. Each his cheek 
Smother’d with kisses, by the cherubs press’d, 
Whom in his ample arms he clasps, and fond 
Folds on his bosom, while he faintly breathes: 


‘‘Thanks ! thanks to heaven! my children once again 
I see, and hold; scarce hoped e’er more on earth, 
Long sunder’d, lost; uow ne’er to part again !” 


Extatic tears gush’d from his eyes, and bathed 
The lovely faces of his vying babes, 
While own'd parental love its fullest sway. 
Then not an eye of the surrounding chiefs 
But melted too with willing sympathy 
In drops, that shared but rapture, semblant pain. 
Few then were words, or none: that Fancy’s self 
Sole must reveal each bosom’s tender fraught, 
While the weak bard must in expression fail. 
Till asks the elder child, the princely boy, 1388 
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With cenerous sense: *‘ What of our mother? aught 
Know you of her? still lives she? in what woe 
Pines she, and where? alas! torn from this place, 
Captive, to distant tents of pagan Danes !” 


‘‘T know it, noblest prince! (the sire replied) 
And there have seen her! by her very lips 
Urged to this place; sent by her dear commend, 
Favour’d by heaven itself, to save you all 
From captive peril, treason’s, murder's grasp, 1397 
And bear to safer home, with pledge redeem’d.” 
[child) 
“< 'Y our loss, deem’d dead, (resumed the conscious 
Long has she deeply mourn’d: so have we all. 
Nor ever look’d to hail your presence more: 
Least from captivity to shield, and save.” 


Fresh ecstasy in many a manly breast 
Throbb’d then, nor singly in the sire, who gazed 
Upward with grateful awe, while looks alone 
Disclosed sensations of each panting heart, 
To strange pathetic tenderness subdued. 
The sight much stirs the nobles, and inflames 
All to impatience and indignant rage. b4ag 


By this time in alarm, woke at the sound 
Of heard commotion in these echoing cells, 
Behold! from an adjoining chamber sprung, 
(Communicating with these infants’ ward) 
Enters, for other claim on sympathy, 
All consternation, clad as in attire 
Hastily seized, loose o’er her person thrown, 
And scarce together bound with half-clasp’d zone, 
(Yet lovely e’en in grace, so unadorn’d) 
Those children’s second mother, left her charge, 
The kind Fidelia, now their tenderest guard. 1.420 
Anxious, in terror roused at noise unwont, 
Disturbing rest in night’s untimely hour, 
To learn its meaning sudden she had risen, 
Intent to ward the danger (if she may) 
Threatening her charge in their assaulted room. 
Nor fears then female courage to protect, 
As flies the hen to screen her menaced young, 
And guards her brood beneath her covering wings. 


At her approach, beheld the persons there, 
What wild emotion startles her, when lo! 
First, as in palpable affright, aghast, 1431 
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(All-powerful nature would assert its way) 14132 
Appall'd, at sight of him, her fancied spouse, 
Believed to death consign’d, nor truly known 
Yet if his spectre ‘fore her, or himself, 

As ’twere to life restored, in presence stood, 
Scarce credits she her eyes, but fix'd remains 
With open palms, uplifted in mid air, 

Drawn back, amazed, as she had eyed a ghost; 
Or she herself raised from the sepulchre, 

Such pallor spread her visage wan as death. 
Mute move her lips, with effort: in forced breath 
Scarce she ejaculates—‘* Art thou some sprite ? 
Since earthly being thought, or hope, forbids !” 


Ere she could utter more, —‘‘ My life! my love!” 
(Her noble consort cried, and toward her flew) 
‘No spirit! dear Fidelia, yet I live, 

Come to thy arms again, to free, to save 

Thyself from doom, from dangers, dire as mine. 

In my King’s train, behold! I peer, with friends 
Resolute, burning all on high intent 

To bear thee, with this princely flock, away 

To safety, from fell treason’s, murder’s grasp.” 1453 


The husband (Somerset’s recover'd lord) 
Living then clasps his spouse in fond embrace. 
©’ercome with joy, she swoons, and in his arms 
At first all powerless sinks, there held by him 
In such condition, who himself almost 
Appears a statue too. Some gasps reveal’d 
Emotion; till when throbs, as if of death, 

II1ad now subsided, tears of tenderness ; 
Succeeded and relieved her agony : 

Agony, born of ecstasy too strong. 

Mute she remain’d, but overflowing joy 

Relax’d at last into an angel smile, Thus 
When to the wife her consort, deem’d as dead, 

In such dear recognition was restored. 

Rapture is all, though all seems miracle, 

While conjugal affection own’d full sway. 

A sympathetic transport of delight 

Thrill’d all beholders, mutually express’d 

In thankful joy, amaze ineffable. 

Here Fancy too must aid the unequal Muse, 
Portraying with apt power, what nature’s self 

In such a scene would act: to gratulate 

Aid to the country thus in Rayner gain’d, 

Amid affection’s dearest tumult given G7 
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To wife, to King, to friends, to all he loves. 178 


Scarce had this joy transpired, ere now the King, 
Mindful of his preservers here confined, 
Glowing with gratitude mid raptured bliss, 
Solicits toward the chamber to be led, 
Where separate pine the faithful cottagers, 
To whose kind care he late his own life owed, 
Happy, if theirs he now can save in turn. 


Straight with new zeal led forward, they are brought 
Where in an upward room (a lonelier cell) —-1.487 
Are held in durance that eld, rustic pair. 

These too, disturb’d at the strange sounds confused, 
They find, already from their pallet roused, 
Expecting in wild tremors what may mean 

The unused clamour; with instinctive dread 

First apprehending danger to themselves. 

But oh! what ecstasy (soon changed from fear) 
Charms e’en chill age, when in full certainty 

The faithful swain hails the recover’d King, 

With other twain, the noble pair foreknown, 

(Seen at his humble cot, its cheerful guests) 

‘ The generous Athelard, kind Edgar too, 1499 
Remembering, and remember’d, each to each. 
Long were to tell what mutual joy express’d, 
What hail, what thanks for pledged deliverance, 
Absorb good Denulph, the rapt cottage-swain, 
Nor less his wondering spouse, when now his word 
Unfolds the King, to her unknown before 

As such ; while under her low homelet’s roof 

Sole reckon'd as a humble servant hind, 

But recognized as England’s sovereign now, 
Apparent such in genuine character: 

Attended too by suited noble train, 1510 
All hail’d as angel-guards, assign’d from heaven. 


Scarce pleasure less affects the observant train, 
Than gratifies the sovereign (here become 
Their glad preserver as deliverer both) 
Thus to recover to his willing care 
These aged models of fidelity, 
Bent to protect them both with gracious love. 
Let Fancy aid the Muse, which may not all 
Utter, nor check with more her onward course. 
Each taking by the hand, he bids the guide, = - 
Rodolph, the ready warder, hence lead on 
_ To other scene, to strange discovery still : 1522 
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Where in her separate chamber (so he learns) 1423 
Pines, at the tyraut’s hest, the lovely maid 
Emma, as their fair daughter rear’d and prized. 
Follows obeisance. To the topmost room 
Ascending still, (next underneath where floats 

The deep-fix'd standard, rear’d to open air) 

The train advances. She too, roused alike 

By the strange echoes, from her lonely bed 

Had risen, and in trembling fear awaits 

What novel chance in this ungenial time 

Causes disturbance of else silent towers. 
Dishevell'd were her locks, and all her mien = 1534 
Betray’d wild agitation, which her face 

Paled with wan tinct, distorting: yet e’en still 
How graceful shone her beauty, so distress'd ! 
Known was she to the cautious sovereign’s thought, 
As Kenwulph’s real daughter, offspring fair 

Even of Mercia’s revolted King : 

Nor less to royal Alfred, than to one 

Her faithful lover, present here alike, 

The young and gallant Edgar, thus arrived 

As her deliverer, hasting at this call 

Foremost of all the rest. With courteous air 

The King first kindly greets her. Instant known, 
Wonder, delight, joy inexpressible, 1547 
Absorbs her wholly; more, when opes the King, 
Their purpose is her own deliverance hence. 

Brief must the story prove, nor pause to tell 

Kind gratulation’s interchange, which most 

The muse will to imagination leave. 

But what full ecstasy usurp’d her heart, 

When now her generous lover forward springs, 
(That dearest, first affection of her heart) 

Visibly here disclosed in actual proof, 

Deem’d haply seen no more, or Jost in death, 
Who courteous bends before her, each long miss’d. 
A flood of transport rushes through her frame: 1559 
As with love's deep respect he takes her hand, 
And on it long imprints a tender kiss, 

Haply dew’d too with tears of ecstasy. 

Her mantling blushes, which her fairest cheek 
O’erspread then with the rose of modesty, 

In heighten'’d beauty own’d yet dearer pledge, 

And woke to fancy still-remember’d faith. 

Amid emotion’s tide almost she faints, 

Yet on his bosom lean’d, and oer his neck 
Tenderly hung, uncheck’d; her throbbing heart 
Sunk upon his; to wonder much of most 1570 
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Bystanders, such endearment witnessing : 1371 
But not of Alfred, who the secret knew 

Of the long cherish’d passion, felt by both. 

She clung as to her true deliverer, 

(E’en by the King, with feeling delicate, 

Peculiar to himself, made such to seem) 

Now for that cause tov but attach'd the more, 
Whom with sensations, more than loyal faith 
Tender and kind, her bosom loves the best; 

Him, whom of all her heart most wish’d to gain. 
The sovereign, not displeased, with homage meet 
Beauty and truth conjoin’d admiring views, — 1552 
And hails achieved the interesting scene; 

Glowing to save the daughter of the chief, 

All whose past errors he forgets, forgives. 

Yet to his eye starts then a tender tear 

At sight of young affection, proved as this, 

To memory pledge of like love once his own, 

Ab! sever’d still, but cherish’d yet with hope 

Of after restoration to be deign’d, 

Spared, saved, thro’ hand of heaven, as this is now. 
All who behold feel soothing sympathy. 

But may not time dwell on the theme, tho’ sweet, 
For Fancy must the imperfect picture fill. 1504 
Not yet stops gratulant welcome, while the maid 
With wonder new hails now in presence come 
Some, to herself by ties of kin affined : 

The gracious Rayner, who had erst espoused 

The noble Rohand’s sister (Warwick’s lord, 

Her friend Felicia’s parent stock) whose hand 

In Mercian courts Fidelia not denied : 

Encounter strange, but which not now the time 
Admits to explain. Amaze absorbs them all. 


Might seem all transport in such rescues summd, 
While every bosom with wild rapture throbs. 1605 
But brief must here be stay, albeit they feel 
Vengeance insatiate yet, though look’d at hand 
Full retribution on the traitor’s head, 

Author of treacherous misery so wide 

Here open’d; found now absent, on design 
Late sped (’tis told) of errand dire as strange : 
Nor dare they here await his home return. 


Yet now so near that lofty turret’s top, 
Percipient of the stream of freshen’d air 
Which mark’d their site (soon as the general joy 
Somewhat was more composed) ere they descend, 
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The King an impulse irresistible 1617 
Indulges, on that tower’s high top to mount, 

Few moments to inhale the breath of heaven, 

And mid its dome best vent the heart’s full thanks : 
Beneath whose canopy, great nature’s fane, 

Large gratitude may own befitting scope. 

Soon as the King here bursts to open air 

On the plain roof mid ambient battlements, 

©’er which (the midst) in broad and wavy folds 
England's wont standard stream’d, disgracefully 
Surmounted here by Denmark’s raven flag, 

As in remembrance of success so far, 1628 
The monarch raises his clasp’d palms to heaven ; 
And pours in heart, far more than words repress’d, 
His fervent homage for high favour deign’d, 
Surpassing hope, his princely children saved, 
Somerset’s chief restored, with whom alike 

The gentle spouse ; his kind preservers too, 

With Kenwulph’s hidden daughter, all regain’d : 
Soon purposed to be hence borne safe away. 


He kneels, uncovering his kingly brows 
In sacred reverence to the King of Kings; 
And folding on his breast his sunken hands _1639 
Breathes low the whisper’d orison, that hopes 
High consummation of success at hand, 
W hereof this fortune but an earnest seems. 


Arisen, and casting his caught gaze around, 
(Spite of what other feeling thrill’d his breast) 
Held in deep admiration’s ecstasy, 

He notes the grandeur of the scene disclosed. 

For, by this time, had in the dawning east 

Above the horizon’s marge in golden pomp 

The sun ascended, which the landscape wide 1649 
Illumed with radiant beams, scattering gray shades 
That hover'd o’er the dewy earth, seen thus 

In robes e’en more superb, than if more clear. 
Absorb’d in wonder, his delighted glance 

At once takes in the circumambient scene, 

Before his vision spread august below ; [vales, 
Where glimmering on the eye, green hills and 
Groves, waters, hamlets, towns, and forests, blend ; 
Thro’ which, far-winding, sweeps the hoary Thames. 


O’er the receding twilight’s sober tincts 
Mellow effulgence stream’d, darting afar, 
As open’d more and more the aérial scene; —1661 
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While in magnific grandeur, passing words, _—1662 

O’er objects all Sol’s red, enlarging, disk [beam 

Threw masses broad of light, whose lengthening 

With gold-green lustre caught the forest tops, 

High tower, or tufted vill, spires, hamlet farms, 

Whate’er of prominent drew first the sight, 

And made the distant cottage-windows blaze, 

In sudden burst sparkling as if on fire, 

While yet the lower landscape’s vapoury skirts 

Seem’d in confused and varied darkness lost, 

Where mingling strove the radiant and obscure. 

But morn her progress holds with symbols clear. 

Mark’d from so airy and commanding height, 1674 

Looking at ease o’er turrets, terraces, 

On the mid sky, he eyes the mounting lark 

Poised on gol<d-glittering wings, that from beneath 

Has left its turf nest in the unbruised grass, 

And in the roseate air now carols loud 

A joyous welcome to the sallying sun ; 

With summons, in the face of conscious heaven, 

For minstrel-birds, forth flying all abroad 

In mingled circlets through the sapphire vault, 

To blend their warbled chant in general hymn. 

Hark ! too, where, as from Windsor’s subject vill, 

Sounding aloft on the fresh matin breeze, 1686 

Echoes the clarion of the herald cock [ear ; 

Who strains his shrill throat, piercing rest’s dozed 

While as the streak’d Aurora with dew’d hand 

From the still drowsy eyelids of the morn 

Draws soft ber lead-hued scarf, and wafts aside 

The smoke-thin flakes of mist, which yet obscure 

Her pearl-hung stole, all Nature ’gins arouse 

As from charm’d sleep. See! o’er the vert beneath 

Where first the lambs, then stray the white-fleeced 
flocks ; 

Or herds forsake their couch on earth’s fresh lap, 

Wandering on graze at will. Lo! too alike 1697 

Sprung from repose, by where yon bowery trees 

Cast their long shadows past the upland farms, 

And granges roof'd and rural homelet cells, 

Shepherds and rustic labourers creep afield. 

While list! as from some distant spire, a peal 

Of village bells, varying successive sound 

In swell or fall, may almost to the thought 

Remind of England’s past prosperity. 


Sense of enchantment holds entranced the King. 
Then that so pleasing rapture may be shared 1707 
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By whom he loves, to hail such majesty, 1708 
Elate he calls his children to the spot, 

Who may alike enjoy the glorious view; 
Transcending all expectance, as he marks 
Eastward beneath the ascending orb’s full blaze 
The regal river spread o’er champains rich, 

Whose crystal waters, by the fiery beams 
Illumined, shine as if of burning gold 

Or one vast stream of wavy chrysolite, 

O’er which in skiey distance vapoury smoke 
Reveals proud London’s site. Smit with the scene, 
The monarch, pointing to his princely brood, 1719 
Prophetical, breaks out in raptured glow. 


‘See! yond’ that city’s station, soon to be 
Our nation’s prime metropolis, in time 
Destined to rise the mistress of the world, 

In arts, as arms, holding conceded sway, 
On commerce based; religion, order, laws.” 


Opposite in the west, turning, he sees 
Where Berks, his native province, stretches far 
Toward vales, where Wantage hails her argent horse, 
Auguring rival victory to come ; 1729 
Or flashes on his fancy, where beyond 
Those precincts, more aright, famed Oxford's bowers 
Ascend, his own late interrupted work ! 
Where yet, he deems, for England’s prospering state 
Shall schools, and learned halls, her noblest youth 
Train to religion’s, virtue’s, love for aye. 
O’er these wide bounds, fronting the orient sun 
Dark clouds, surcharged with April’s sheeted rain, 
Impend awhile, whose showery drops might seem, 
(As glittering in the vivid rays they fell, ) 
Like richest diamonds, from heaven’s lap profused, 
Decking in gorgeous grace the transient storm. 1741 
But o’er that shrouded blackness, lo! where now, 
Striding from either base of heaven’s broad arch, 
Peers in mid sky across the curtain’d dark 
A splendid rainbow, which in hues expands 
More bright and fair each moment, till the gaze 
Tt holds entranced in pleasure and surprize. 


The sovereign, with delight touch’d at the view, 
Hails the glad emblem, and in joyous tone 
Thus, pointing, to his princely flock exclaims. 


‘*See ! where, as to defy the fleeting storm, 1751 
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Which yet would tear the country’s opening grace, 
Heaven’s glorious bow, triumphant o’er the gloom, 
The landscape in yet richer beauty decks ; 

And, as ’twere, Oxford (learning’s seat) to guard, 
Thus tokens in heaven’s bosom sheltering peace : 
There once begun, dash’d but by war awhile, 

E’en as this arc, shot from effulgent heaven, 

Shall Truth celestial on our earth descend, 
Shedding salubrious solace from her wings. 

O’er our mirk country yet we hope shall beam, 
Amid the tumult of impending rage, 

Order again, peace, comfort, happiness : 1763 
Like as this sign first presaged to the world, 

When all was in amass'd destruction lost. 

Mine, and your work, my sons: my testament, 
Left to your care; when in the tomb I sleep.” 


So, blent with tender and paternal love 
To regal patriotic sentiments 
The King yields way : which as they hear express’d, 
The attending nobles round him feel with pride 
The monarch, statesman, as the sire, disclosed, 
And to charm’d memory pledge the endearing scene. 


Elate with view, (of England’s royalty 1774 
Worthy as this) turn’d toward the nearer scope 
Northward the sudden glance discerns below 
Eton’'s, as Harrow’s, site, where presage fond 
Inspires the sovereign’s thought, may haply rise 
In lapse of embryon time the nurturing homes 
Of orators and statesmen yet to be, 

Vying in talent’s growth, in learning’s pride. 


Else glances he on Horton’s lowly vill, 
By banks of Colne’s clear double-water’d stream, 
Trickling to seek Thames’ regal flood, through meads 
Which clad in sunbeams show like hallow’d ground. 
Till lingering in delight, rapt in fond dream, 
Haply Imagination’s forecast glimpse 
May bode, that here im suited rural ease 
Some future bard, his country’s peerless boast 
And genius high, may fix his early home ; 
Retired awhile from learning’s studious halls, 
May in bright fancies of his fertile youth 
Here charm hush’d leisure with his sweetest strains; 
While wooing favour of the classic Muse 
In Roman numbers greet Colne’s vagrant stream, 
Or the near borders of Cassibelan : 1796 
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Or proud to please his England’s noble fair —_ 1797 
(The gracious ‘‘ Cynosure of neighbouring eyes”) 
May Elarefield’s sylvan bowers in imaged song 
Transform to realms of pastoral Arcady : 

Or, after, for that fair’s own courtly kin, 
Wanderers afar to Ludlow’s princely state, 

In richest music of unequall'd verse 

(Lapt in benighted fable’s magic charm) 

Bend even festive masque to virtue’s praise, 
Hymning her trinmph over sensual vice : 

Sing, how the various temper, grave or gay, 
Nature’s or art’s tried pleasures soothe, attract, 
To woo the pensive, as the cheerful, mind: —_ 189 
Or warble in immortal plaint the lay, 

That wails his friend’s and fellow’s watery bier, 
Merged by sad hap in the Vergivian tide, 

Whose Dorian note may soothe the spirit fled : 
These, ere ripe day swell his full song sublime 
(His sacred fire long nursed for after blaze) 
Pluming his wing for theme of loftiest pomp, 

To wrest the palm of heaven-born poesy, 

And be the wonder of the listening world. 

While more to memorize the sacred spot, 

Within that peaceful vill'’s sequester’d bounds 1820 
May she, the virtuous dame, who shall give birth 
To England’s bard, then rear with gentle charge 
His blameless youth, devoted to the muse, 

Yield her last breath, and in calm grave repose, 
For her son’s sake honour’d from age to age. 


Southward,swift turn'd,the sovereign 'seye surveys 
Windsor’s vast forest, and thence hails in thought 
The wood-clad plains, far stretching toward the main, 
Destined from native oaks, (to ships transform’d, ) 
To bear a future navy on its breast, 

Which shall due empire of the subject seas —1831 
For Britain hold, long as her sceptred hand, 
Guarding true glory, grasps the trident too. 

Such regal prophecy, then breathed, inspires 

The princely train; young bosoms, through whose line 
Kings shall descend hereafter, in their hearts 
Nursing like naval ardour, e’en as now 

The mighty Alfred’s father-breast inflames. 

Such suited thoughts stir the capacious mind 

Of England’s King, on Windsor’s height extoll’d, 
Answering the grandeur of the glorious scene. 


Nor quits he this his skiey pinuacle, 1812 
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Ere (at the sight indignant) he commands 1843 
Denmark’s triumphant standard, waving there 
Above the British flag, to be deposed, 

Borne straight, with England's ensign, hence away ; 
For soon (the sovereign tells) that o’er their heads 
This English flag identical shall float 

In other scene than now, when all unlook’d 
Well-marshall’d fight shall rush to victory. 
Meanwhile these very ensigns, which he points, 
Where vaunts the Raven o'er our argent Horse, 
(Let all behold !) shall on King’s-Settle hill, 

By Selwood’s forest edge, near head of Stour, 1854 
Where Somerset the confine joins of Wilts, 
Summon the brave and true with signal shewn 

To follow the bold train of noble friends, 

When meets from many a province England’s host, 
Achieving triumph by and for itself, 

Above all others. At such augury 

The nobles feel exalted and inspired, 

Till breaks the sovereign in this brief exclaim. 


‘ What pity, that a fortress, graced as this, 
Holding command o’er yon magnific scene, 
Fit but for residence of England's Kings, 1865 
Should be retain’d in treason’s hold profane ! 
Yet happier time now dawns at hand, when all 
In our own right shall be restored, regain‘d ; 
When these superb domains, in province set 
Native to birth of ours, shall be assumed, 
Apputtenant for aye to England’s crown.” 


Answers at this the faithful Reginald, 
With meek demeanour, yet with apt reply. 


“¢ My sovereign liege, of due it is your own. 1874 
The noble Edric, in his last distress, [grange, 
While shelter’d ‘neath my roof in Thorpe’s lone 
Y our ‘Almoner’s barns,’ still pour’d bis deep lament, 
That, rightful lord the last of these proud towers, 
He left them not for heritage, the King’s ; 

And, oft that fondest wish repeating, died.” 


Instant the King : 
«‘ Peace to his generous soul ! 
And if success our cherish’d hopes attend, 
The day which hails proud W indsor stowers won mine 
Shall, loyal Wepshott, see Thorpe’s « Almoner’s 
(Our eld possession) for good service thine [barns,’ 
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Confirm'd alike thy just inheritance, Los7 
Haply held such to long posterity.” 


Such converse held the brief allotted time ; 
For now the sun’s ascending pomp, diffused 
In gold effulgence o’er the landscape, warns 
To seize the full use of advancing day. 


Descends the sovereign with the gather'd train; 
Yet ere in cautious haste they deem to quit 
Windsor’s endanger’d precincts, vassals lead 
Their bidden presence mid the spacious hall, 1896 
Stretching along the northern terraced height, 

To snatch some brief repast, which may recruit 
Their journey’s late fatigue, nor less prepare 
For meditated travel of the day. 


Henchmen in rich apparel wait around, 
Scarce as compell’d, but more with willing zeal; 
While all refreshment, novel-strange, partake, 
And gratulate occurr’d deliverance. 

Great joy, not less than rapt astonishment, 
Holds all the castle’s inmates, for ere now 

The full report had through its confines flown 1907 
Of the King’s presence, come with noble suite. 
Nor fails the sovereign here (e’en as was erst 
Pledged in seized Enmore’s brief-recover’d hall) 
To bid whoe’er dares yet be firm and true 
Expect blest time at hand, when their blent aid 
(Alike of all their neighbour countrymen) 

The King shall summon in ripe hour and guise, 
As yet unhoped by their scarce credent ears; 
Whereof this fortune may be earnest deem’d. 


With duteous air the warder Rodolph tells, 
That round eld Windsor’s borders, and the site 1918 
Of all wide Berks, where the King’s name is dear, 
Pine many faithful Englishmen, who long 
For happier days, and for their leader look 
To free their country from its hated yoke, 

Waiting the first call of the favouring hour. 


All hail the joyous omen, and admire 
What swift occasion shall these hopes mature : 
Till when, must all the trusted secret keep. 


Nor they delay return, but instant now 
Prepare to leave Windsor’s embattled steep: 1928 
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Its lonely chambers, and beleaguer'd cells, — 1929 
Bearing the rescued prisoners safe away. 

The King engages, to attend his flight, 

The warder Rodolph, with a troop select, 

Pointed by him among the vassal band ; 

Alike too the known Wepshott’s zealous aid, 
Both hence to guide, and haply soon return 

On trusted charge, an officed messenger. 


These both warn caution against urged pursuit 
Of rage or subtlety, yet ne’ertheless 
Whispering impart, that all the secret ways = 1939 
They know around, and will with care conduct. 
Elate, the sovereign courage meet enjoins, 
And tells, a cheerful day before them smiles, 
Which shall see well achieved the allotted task. 


‘¢ How southing here (he adds) stirs the fresh air ! 
As through blue ether the cool west wind breathes, 
W hile dropfromspring’s green leaves yet early dews.” 


Instant equipp’d, they urge their travel’s charge, 
Qn litters borne or steeds the weak and young, 
And lead along with glee, scarce cross'd by tear, 
The princely brood; Fidelia, matron kind, 1950 
(Eler fond maternal office tendering still) 

Brave Rayner, Somerset's recover'd lord, 

The cot’s protectors, with that daughter fair, 
Theirs yet believed, Kenwulph’s deliver'’d child. 
Leaving more beaten tracks below, aright 

They bend their course, and under the brow’d hill, 
Where hermit Leonard, of these forest haunts 

Eld sainted guard, erst carved his fountain-well, 
They enter sylvan dales with wary speed, 

O’er unfrequented wilds of Cranbourne’s chase 
Quitting the park's pale with no needless care, 

As precincts most of danger, and more seek = 19¢2 
The forest’s purlieus, passing here the mount 
Whence the far-flowing water takes its rise, 

That spreads below into an ample lake, 

Ere winds the devious stream to Chertsey’s meads, 
To blend its current with the silvery Thames. 


Here ’mong the dusk and deepening woods they 
come, 
Where hoar oaks stretch swart shadows far abroad, 
Clasping thick spurs wide o’er the broken earth; 
Or ivied elms, high rear’d in native row, 
Stand like the columns of some holy aisle; 1972 
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Or stately beeches their huge arms expand —_—1973 

Over some mouldering trunk’s misshapen bulk, 

Decaying in sere age, whose solemn grace 

Seems to accord with fallen majesty. 

Here densely tangled branches, scarce o’erclad 

With opening foliage in the vernal time, 

Form arching bowers, that screen the timid roes, 

Beside whose covert steals the antler'd stag. 

Or else near pastured slopes and alleys vert, 

Where rarer springs the silver-coated birch, 

Unharbour’d, may the slim-lege'd doe retire, 

Sole battening in the hush’d eye of the moon. 1984 

Not all seem’d bare and desert, though scarce here 

Rose a lone forest lodge, or bough-built hut, 

Vouching thin habitation, yet the sun [told 

Pierced bright through blending trees, where Echoes 

That own’d to silence every rustling sound, 

Haply where fawns the tender spriglets browsed, 

Or goats their shaggy fleeces tore through brakes, 

In deep recesses, by such rush betray’d; 

Ere caught the glance their shapes, or jet-black eyes, 

While tripp’d they salient o’er the velvet moss, 

Or primrose beds, studded as earth-sprung stars, 

W hich clothed the wreathed roots, propping banks of 

[ green. 

Fleets on the troop, mid sylvan solitudes, — 1997 

Impeded nought, picking recluser way 

O’er patches moist, where underneath their feet 

Lurks in white gems the wood anemone, 

Till past domains of venison and vert, 

They come to clearer walks, where corded wood 

Proclaims the recent axe, in shelter'd glens 

Beyond the range of forest verderors: 

Declivities, where earths the lonesome fox, 

Or burrows the sleek badger, undisturb’d. 

Along the winding greensward avenues, 2007 

Denuded more, they pace, by coppices 

Where scarcea hand-guide, here and there, disclosed 

Intricate passes, so continuing on 

Past hatch’d, still lanes, which thence directer lead 

Where a vast sweep of wilder country opes 

On heathy lawnds, ragged with thorny scathe 

And antique underwood ; a wilderness, 

With hawthorn thickets and bush’d hollies sprent, 

Hung o’er with berries red, like coral beads. 

Yet o’er the daisied turf here gold-green furze 

Threw its wild chaplets, and the feathery fern 

Waved to the breeze in April’s warmer gleam, 2019 
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W hose soft and temperate breath seem’d here to blow, 
Impregn’d with odour of the sweetbriar’s leaf. 

O’er the dry turf they bound, where nought may check 
Their joyous progress, by gay carols cheer'd 

Of feather’d warblers tuning rival song, 

Where quires the blackbird to the mellow thrush, 
Or cooes the ringdove from some brake unseen 
Charming vicissitude, perch’d each on sprays 
Bedeck’d with dewy gems, or whence may drop 
(Shed at swift interval from passing clouds) 

The liquid silver of sun-glittering showers. 2030 
Scarce the rare swallow yet skims, one by one, 
The gleamy sward where new-launch’d insects play ; 
Which, skirting on, may seem to guide their track. 
Hark! here first heard, the cuckoo’s welcome note, 
Voiced as a distant flute, floats, mock’d by all. 
Fresh pleasure wings their steps, that lightens toil. 
Speeds their glad course o’er unfrequented wolds 
Beyond high stands, past Sunning’s grove-clad hill, 
And ‘‘ bosky bourne,” conspicuous on their left, 
Whose gradual eminence with wooded glades 
Luxuriant waves. But amid lonelier dells, 
Bold-swell’d abrupt, or sunk in easy vale, 

Their various journey gracefully declines : 2013 
Gliding o’er shrubby slopes, where sole may haunt 
Calm whispers, pent in some sequester’d nook, 

Of breezes; or the lapwing’s shriller scream, 

Or plover wild, skimming in flocks away, 

Alarm'd at man’s approach. Here redolent 

Of vernal fragrance, heath-flowers bloom’d, or pept 
Blue violets forth o’er copses soft, discern’d 

First by the scented air, before the eye 

Has on their azure, modest hue reposed. 

Haply in shelter’d ease the travellers rest 

Upon some sunny bank, or coppice spot, 

Where mingled tufts of saffron cowslips bend 2055 
Their graceful heads to nodding daffodils, 

Or pilewort spreads its glossy star-like flowers ; 
Or lurks blue orchis, near white ladybuds, 
©’erhung by hazels, or where aldern sprays 
Powder their buds with dust of native gold. | 
Such varied charm from some near hollow’d cleft 
Invites the buzzing bees, to sail abroad 

In the sun's glistening beam, prognostic sure 

To eye observant of delicious day. 

Else glad they mark where stringy gossamer 
Floats o’er the bright-green grass, with equal sign, 
By fairies held, ‘‘ the weather’s oracle.” 2067 
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So sports soothed fancy in excursive play, 2068 
And cheats the sense of danger for awhile. 

Yet not so wild the scene, but they remark, 

How far bas sped their course, not glanced beyond 
Ascot’s wide heath: so owns yon rising hill, 

Where those twice-coupled antique burial mounds 

Reveal the sepulchre of olden days. 

Such pristine landmark serves them now for guide 

Along the trackless waste, whose mazy knolls 

They traverse, stopp’d by barrier none or bound, 

Where objects few may intercept the gaze 

Save sole the horizon, unless curling smoke —_2079 

Peers through the clear air, marking where afar 
By some screen’d patch a low-roof’d woodman’s hut 
Lights the turf fuel of his cottage fire. 

Hence over russet tracts of sandy hills, 

Where from its warren the wild rabbit starts, 
Onward they haste, with eager steps elate, 

O'er the crisp turf, with springing verdure fresh, 
Under the twice-trench’d camp, from ancient date 
Named Cxsar’s, rear’d irregular and vast, 
Bespeaking martial works of early time. 

Till leaving Swinley’s eld pale far aright, 

Swift they descend amid the southern dale, 2091 

Toward districts, where amid a proud extent, 
With woods and waters blent in pictured change, 

Sandhurst’s fair cells ascend. There haply yet 

In future day (pleased Fancy deems) may rise 

A college home, which England’s generous youth 
Shall train, their country’s glory to extend 

Farther than ever conquering Cesar dream’d. 
Avoiding the high western road, they turn 
Westering above Blackwater’s vagrant stream, 

Whose crankling brooklet o’er its pebbly bed [brim 
Glides on with murmur’d hum, by whose charm'd 

They trace the meads, with freshest marigold 2103 
Gay-purfled, or where palmy willows bend 

O’er moister spots ; inclining cautious on 

By daisied crofts and closnred pastures rich [lambs, 
Where children gather flowers; or new-dropp'd 
Skipping, and butting with their fellows, play : 

Past fields, where spring-works of the husbandman 
Announce more rural country, o’er whose tilth 

The slow-paced oxen drag the latest plough, 

Or forky harrow, closing scatter’d seed: [scare 

Then corn’s sprung growth, whence infant rustics 

The thievish birds, and guard the precious mould. 

Thus hold they on, past Eversley’s sunk dell, 2115 
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Still westering thence toward Riseley’s swelling 
Till by the olden ford o’er Loddon’s stream [slopes, 
Pleased they descend amid the lower vale, [saye. 
Where winds the wave through meads of Stratfield 
Mid whose extensive park, with frequent woods 
Diversified and flowery meads, they wind 

Along the marge of its irriguous rill 

Which laves the cnamell’d greensward, or repose 
Tn some fair dingle, or smooth champain scene, 
Clad in the livery of the spring, where sip 

Fairies the cool dews of the enringed green: 
Haply (they deem) to be in future day 2127 
The chosen seat, a grateful nation’s meed 

To some great hero of an after age, 

Some victor captain, (rival in renown 

Of Alfred’s glory as his patriot fire) 

Who shall his country’s battles zealous wage, 
And by o’erpowering genius shall subdue 

A mighty spirit, aiming to achieve 

Dominion of the world; but most of all 

Britain’s destruction, while his madden’d rage 
And swoln ambition vainly would exclude 

Her commerce’ genial intercourse, but hold 
Mankind in sever’'d enmity and war: 2139 
Till England’s sons invincible restore 

Peace, order, friendly union, o’er the earth. 

Who knows, but that to Windsor’s forted throne 
(Hereafter domicile of Britain’s Kings) 

An annual tribute-banner, borne from hence, 

For ever shall heroic acts record 

To deathless memory and an empire’s love, 
Inspiring glory’s high-exampled pride? 


Thence course they on by Turgis’ near domain 
Hasting toward Basing’s field, once scene of blood, 
Where Alfred’s royal brother, Ethelred, 2150 
In hardy conflict met the dismal wound, 
Remember’d by the sovereign, yet who looks 
For victory soon with happier auspices. 

Its outwork fortress dimly they discern 

And antique oratory, yet not here 

Stay, anxious the main western track to shun, 

But more by byeways through ope champain tracts 
They cross where’er they may, dispatching scouts 
Previous, intent to watch approach of spies. 
Andstill, as thus they speed through bounds of Hants, 
Its gallant chief, the noble Edgar, best 

As serves occasion’s call, himself reveals 2162 


rd 
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To faithful countrymen, and bids these hold — 2163 
Themselves and fellows for nigh call prepared. 


Next, on the borders of Wilts’ hilly dowus, 
By edge of far-extending woodland tracts, 
They pass by Andover’s fair site, or lurk 
By Harewood’s coppice; southward hasting on 
Past Salisbury’s spiry town, which not their steps 
Enter, but o’er the forted downs advance 
By Wilton’s princely vill, and onward range 
Toward Teffont’s rural grange and scat retired, 
By whose clear streain delicious they refresh 2173 
Their weary way, or else near Evias’ fane 
By Nadder’s lucid rill they stray, and choose 
Some hush’d retreat beside the placid lake, 
Where the shy wild-duck rears her callow brood 
In secrct by the sedgy current’s edge, 
Which, guided by their dam, glide past still pools 
With water-lilies crown’d, themselves like flowers. 
Haply they rest where spring in rich array 
Unmasks her blossoms, though mild April's air ; 
Yet paled the honeysuckle’s scarlet blush, 
Nor, timid, dared as yet the virgin rose 
Open her ruby bosom to the sun. 2185 
Perchance too here in quarried cells, excaved, 
They sleep, secure from harm, and waste the night ; 
Some; while as pilgrim wanderers, others bend 
Their footsteps toward the antique manor house, 
There hospitably lodged by the kind host, 
To Wilt’s brave earl, the generous Aylwin, known. 
Here too Wilt’s gallant chief his prime intent 
Unfolds, his province to revisit soon, 
And of its power bespeaks the ready aid. 
Thence, soothed, past Fontbill-Gifford’s lordly site 
Eager they wend, and Hindon’s peopled town, 
Beyond whosc_hills they turn o’er open downs 2197 
Along the Deverills’ vale, bent to survey 
Chosen Brixton’s shut recess and bosom’d dell, 
Recluse, (brief distance o’er the shepherd hills) 
Where lurks reposed famed Egbert’s signal stone. 
Here as the sovereign ‘fore his noteful chiefs 
O’er his dead grandsire’s eld memorial bends, 
Fired with presage, he bodes, that hence ere lone 
‘* March shall begin on victory of our own, 
Pledging this spot to dearer memory.”’ 
Each secret way, each guiding sign around 
The heroes mark, and hail the happy place 
Fitted by nature to hush'd rendezvous : 2209 
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All more convinced of their great leader’s skill. 2210 
More, for observance when the sovereign tells 
That their main purpose much will this emprize 
Aid, and for coming victory evene 

Of primal use, as showing thus in proof 

Ocular, best, to England’s banded chiefs 

(Not needing now question’s betraying voice) 

Site of the chosen station, where intends 

Their general-King the gather’d host shall meet, 
And his collected forces each must lead. 

Warms every heart the thought, thro’ the glad breast 
Shot as with lightning flash, whose truth all own, 
Burning with zeal and added confidence : 2222 
Still, when the musing monarch here explains 

To England’s nobles, his brave comrades now, , 
That hither best it seems, the leaders all 

Of provinces, set eastward of this site, 

As Wilts, Hants, Berks, Surrey and Sussex, Kent, 
Essex, assemble first in sever’d bands, 

Exciting least suspicion, or surprize, 

Here under guard of Selwood’s nearer side. 

While regions, westward of this spot, despatch 
Their powers, disposed alike, by nobles led, 
Below Stour’s head by Selwood’s forest edge 2233 
And southering verge, where those strangecavern’d 
Of eldest frame, below Pen’s shelter’d fane [pits 
And woody screen, present apt hiding place, [view. 
Which straight their course, departing hence, shall 


So as he said, admitting nought of pause, 
Hence speed they on, and bend their eager way, 
O’er turfy downs past Kingston’s homes, so named, 
Toward the sunk head of Stour, thro’ woody wilds 
Beauteous in nature’s grace, where Stourton’s cots 
Disclose their modest roofs in rural peace. 2213 
Where, scarce refresh’d, they wind their devious way 
To mark Pen’s hollow’d heath, by cells of Zeals, 
Covert from view by Selwood’s forest side. 


This site too charms the leaders from the west 
And southering provinces, the chieftains bold 
Of Dorset, Somerset, Devonian vales 
Or Cornwall’s plains remote ; nor less the lords 
Of proud Demetia, Monmouth’s, Gloucester’s fields : 
Haply too powers of Mercia’s ample realm. 
Each Selwood’s head notes for a beacon sign, 
Whose confines follow’d may detection hide. 
All in full concert seems and favouring course. 2255 
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Then past near moory wastes the King conducts 
On toward ‘ King’s-Settle” hill, where (as he tells) 
Shall float the very standard, captured late 
From Windsor’s towers profaned, which visibly 
There rear’d at season due, shall serve to show 
From this commanding height the stated sign 
To all the spacious country, stretch’d below. 
Perchance hereafter (tells the King inspired) 

This chosen site in memory shall be famed 

By England’s future sons to latest time, 

Where loyal reverence and fond record 

Of patriot hands shall some memorial raise, —_-2267 
Visited, while our mention shall be dear. 


Each feels as victory’s course himself could work, 
And hails the means assured, in part prepared. 
Down the Hardway from Selwood’s westering marge 
Descend they swift mid Bruton’s champain vale ; 
And over Somerset’s wide-stretching plains 
Hurry, permitting nought of stop or pause, 

Till now their course in eager haste has raught 
Beyond mark’d Aller’s hill the very scene, 

Those plash'd and watery moors, whose waste obscure 
Hides the hush’d homelet of their lone retreat. 2278 


Approach they now the endanger’d isle, not void 
Of dark presentiment and waked alarm 
At every step, lest late discovery told 
Of base Hianfrid, (absent, as ’tis said, 
On hideous plot,) may work some direful end. 


Pants now wild expectation and suspense, 
Nor knew they, that already, (time forestall’d, 
On dread design mature,) from Warwick’s fort 
Had with long train the traitor on fell league 
The anticipating journey’s quest begun. 228s 


Pace now their moist steps o’er the very fen, 
That to their low and hidden eyot leads. 
With gaze more circumspect and cautious heed 
They glide along in one united band 
O’er the raised path beyond the barrow mount, 
Topp’d by a rude-rear’d fort, (their own hands’ work) 
Near a small hovel, which their simple skill 
Had hastily constructed there, among 
Close alder bushes, (more that pass to guard) 
Ere yet in needful line, of one by one, [stream, 
They reach the Treebridge, thrown o'er Parret’s 
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Hard by, (thence briefly named the Barrow bridge, 
The single pathway to their marshy isle) 

Whose wave soon joins the creeping Thone below : 
Marking for aye the memorable spot. 


Visible still and clear all objects show’d, 
For scarce had yet set in the evening hour, 
Nor Twilight ’gan undraw her dusky veil, 
While the red sun was sinking in the west. 
Here stealing on with hush’d and silent steps 
Not far they pass'd, ere dimly they observe, 
As they come up, a seeming ambush laid 2310 
Of armed men, who ’mong the thickets hide, 
Disposed as if to intercept advance 
On either passage, to, or from, the isle. 
Great was surprize, and sudden terror now 
Might more than realize conceived alarm. 
Many the numbers show’d, discern’d around 
Scatter’d, as if in wait, with lurking mien. 
Breathes a low whispering first, ere scarce amaze 
Left for enquiry time, or certain note 
How numerous were the intruders, or left clear 
Who they might be, or what their deem’d intent: 
But speedily made known, for ere the pass 2322 
The advancing travellers raught, still blent in troop, 
Forth from the thickets spring on different hand 
The ambush’d party, rushing eager forth 
To dire assault, in one tumultuous throng, 
Uttering tremendous shouts and savage yells 
On the astonish'd Alfred and his train. 
The furious crew seem’d by a figure led, 
Who from now nearer view at once was scann’d, 
Remember'd by the King and comrade peers, 
As base Hianfrid, who the person knows 
Of the mark’d King, e’en as himself is known; 
Since evening’s sunny rays fell bright and full 2334 
On his paled countenance. Near him appears 
Another stately form, whom doubtful sight 
Might deem reluctant, as if drawing back, 
Yet by Hianfrid urged, and to the assault 
(Coward himself and insolent) spurr’d on. 
Which second person straight is recognized 
(Whate’er the fresh surprize) as Kenwulph’s self, 
Mercia’s deputed viceroy, who alike 
Advances in the radiant beam assured. 
The hostile band seem singling out the King 
As the prime object of attack, while fierce 
And fell, as on destruction bent alone, 2346 
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Hianfrid shouts with loudest voice of rage: 2347 
‘‘ That, that is he! Death, death, if he resist!” 
As instant, Kenwulph pleads: ‘Seize him alive !”’ 
As if his aim was more to spare and save. 

Still to the King they point, while swift advance 
Their ruffian train, with desperate arm, more roused 
To savage fury, while Hianfrid cries: 

‘* Now strike the blow: do your predestined work. 
Loose not your grasp: but smite, and hold bim fast.” 
Kenwulph vociferates: ‘* Hold ! wound him not.” 
Ere from the salient bravoes shouts proclaim 

Their foul intent, while clashing swords descend, 
Scarce parried by the sovereign and his train, 2359 
Shrieks of the panic-smitten female few, 

As of the children, fright the air, who fly 

In terror, scarce once daring to look back. 

The loyal heroes stem with firm defence, 

The onset, till the skirmish now becomes 

More general. Many rush to aid the King, 

The faithful Athelard first ; brave Osmund near ; 
Bold Aylwin, gallant Edgar; nor less prompt, 
The noble Devon, and his dauntless son, 

The youthful Eldred, with more chiefs at hand; 
While others in their own defence, were held, 2370 
Attack’d by other bands, for now might seem 

Fury and confused havoc wide to rage. 

Ofeach conflicting throng some, pierced with wounds, 
Fall, but the brave defenders most are saved, 
Whether superior valour nerved their arms, 
Scaring their base invaders, or blest chance 
Favour'd of fortuned war, or angel spirits 

Unseen from ether flew, true hearts to shield. 
Amid the strife, Hianfrid’s self beset 

His rallying vassals hasten to defend, 

Opposed as instantly by meeting troops 

From various point, to that sole quarter sped. 2332 
Bloodshed was rife, and all might now avouch 
The scene, foretold in fated prophecy. 


In such maintain’d resistance of unscared 
Nobles, engaged against the common crowd 
Of base and hired assassins, it befel, 
The shrinking Kenwulph was in front push’d on 
Reluctant, almost by the very force 
Of stern Hianfrid, madden’d at the sight : 
Himself still slinking, as from danger back, 
When most occasion presses. Such the fray 
That Kenwulph fights in peril of his life, 2393 
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Imminent, while assail’d by several chiefs 2394 

At once. That moment, from no distant space 

(Where, stopp’d, the female train stood looking on) 

His daughter Emma, territied and pale, 

Conscious of that encounter, (who at first 

Had heard and recognized her father’s voice, 

And still his person mark’d) lo! rushes forth, 

In wild alarm at that hot clash of arms, 

Amid the thickest danger, and with shrieks 

Throws herself instant ’twixt her guarded sire 

And his attacking foes; to such strange act 24104 

Of desperation by affection driven 

And nature, overcoming female fear. 

So she defends her menaced father’s life : 

As ’gainst the talon’d vulture pecks the dove, 

When pouncing from his flight her brooded nest. 

Singly she screams: ‘‘ My father! spare him; 
save.” 

All now are held in fix’d astonishment; 

Until Hianfrid, in amaze extreme 

At so strange circumstance (beholding thus 

His captive, scaped from Windsor’s cells, combined 

With Alfred’s train, before her very sire, 

Yet how has chanced the wondrous mystery 2416 

Unknowing all, inexplicably hid) 

By no benign emotion, nor the touch 

Of generous sympathy impell’d, comes forth. 

Surrounded for more guard by numerous men, 

He strives to obstruct the father from more sight 

Of his seen daughter, and their meeting check, 

So stopping his own rum, thence presaged. 

He intervenes, as if he would cut off 

Nearer approach, that may at once regain 

The daughter, and the dark portent unfold. 

That moment, through the thick encounter’s press, 

Starts forth the sovereign, interposing swift 2428 

Between the trembling Emma near her sire, 

And curb’d Hianfrid, who in fear slinks back 

At Alfred’s sight, or scarce dares aim one stroke 

On the King’s crest; then sudden, all retires ; 

Cowardly, self-repulsed, nor waiting strife. 

The monarch by his voice defends and saves 

The Mercian Kenwulph, to his stagger’d peers 

Calling, commanding, to forbear his life : 

Then grasps the frighted daughter by the hand, 

Shields her, protected too from every harm, 

And to her sire presents her, so restored : 

Her Kenwulph had at first immediate known, 2419 
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Thunderstruck, and in speechless wonder lost. 


What scene, new, grand, and powerful, bursts at 
On Fancy, held in wonder as delight! [once 
When now the father his lost daughter gains 
So long deem’d dead, and mourn’d, but seen alive, 
Recover’d as by miracle, the gift 
E’en of the monarch whom himself forsook. 
Paralyzed, as a statue through amaze, 

Awhile he stands; then rushes forth uncheck’d, 
Prone to his daughter, falls upon her neck 
With mute embrace, or kisses fond her cheek, 2451 
Assured as true, bathed in his gushing tears. 
Too much for frame so gentle and so weak 
Was that emotion’s thrill; for at the sense 
Of her recover'd sire, estranged so long, 
Folding her in clasp'’d arms, o’erpower'd and faint, 
Swooning she sank, nor yet had fallen, ere 
The generous Alfred started to her aid 
And caught her in his hold, with kind support. 
Mute, overcome, the father folds her still, 
Insensible, and soon as he could speak, 2461 
Utters: 

“What prodigy breaks thus from heaven! 
What angel spirit comes in earthly shape, 
Or is it still my child, alive, restored ! 
My beautiful, my good, my life’s sole stay, 
Brought to my arms e’en by the very King, 
Through what strange providence I know not yet.” 


Gradual, at sound of his heart-piercing voice, 
The daughter from her almost dying trance 
Awakes; opes dull her eyes, and seems at last 
Acknowledging with tenderest look her sire ; 

Yet timidly, half-check’d, abash’d, alarm’d, 2173 
Till few faint words escape her struggling tongue. 


‘¢ May I still call thee father, and yet hail 
Thy love for me retain’d, not all forgot? 
Dear author of my being, loved, revered, 
As wont, (what chance has parted us soe’er,) 
From heaven's own hand, receive, protect thy child.” 


Frantic almost with ecstasy of joy, 
Astonish’d, yet with tenderness subdued, 
The wilder’d Kenwulph in brief words responds. 


“Oh! image of thy mother, injured saint, 2483 
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What wondrous fortune, yet unshewn, restores 
Thee to my sight? what fate has long disjoin‘d, 
Lost, believed dead ; yet breathing thus in life ? 
Whence dost thou come? where shelter’d, shut from 
[view ? 
Answers the King : 
‘¢ Soon shall ye hear at full 
All, all explain’d. Disturb not now the maid.” 


But faltering, in swift accents Emma tells, 
Herself was long in a lone cottage bid, 
Screen’d after fearful flight, a rustic deem’d — 2493 
Under assumed disguise, till captured there 
And by Hianfrid borne to Windsor’s towers ; 
Where, prison’d, basely importuned, she heard 
His dreadful plot—to seize, to slay, the King, 
His nobles, and even Kenwulph’s self engage 
In fated league, and at his need assail ; 
When murder might not check ambition’s course. 


‘¢ Vain was expostulation of my prayer, 
Owning myself thy daughter, from that word 
Held but in closer confine, lest my voice 
Should ope the traitor’s plot, and work his fall: 
This, ere deliver’d from my prison’d cell, 2505 
By these, the sovereign, and his saviour-train.” 


Enough; no more the time admits ; though still 
All mystery scems and marvel, bursts at full 
The dreadful secret now on Kenwulph’s mind. 
[palms) 
‘‘Oh! gracious heaven! (he cries, and clasps his 
Receive my heart’s deep thankfulness ! my child! 
My daughter too, in prison held! but saved 
Even by the King, whom my revolt betray’d. 
Kneel with me, child! and with blent gratitude 
Let us these brave deliverers thank again.” 2515 
sank, 
Down to the blood-speck’d earth both prostrate 
While Kenwulph scarce ejaculates, as ‘twere 
By passion’d feeling choked : 
‘‘Oh! thou, to whom 
Doubly I owe my life, no less mine own, 
Than hers, my second life, restored by thee, 
Receive a father’s blessing, daughter’s too, 
A long-lost child’s, recover'd by thy hand. 
Much have J injured thee, (I know) and came 
Hither to capture thee, or to have slain, 2525 
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So instigated, and by traitorous voice 2526 
Impell’d, which ill I listen’d: e’en this man’s, 
Hianfrid, dark imprisoner of my child. 

What horror chills my heart, at such dread thought, 
If chance had in thy blood these hands embrued ! 
Whathave I scaped! whatlight now o’er me dawns !” 


So vents the Mercian chief his self-reproach, 
His raptured joy, his overpower’d amaze, 
As now the hideous secret is exposed. 
Utterance the lovely daughter none adjoins, 
But sole in flutter’d, bashful humbleness 2536 
More graceful look’d than wont, tho’ feeling’s fraught, 
By suffering and seclusion more intense, 
The saved recluse’s cheek had dash’d with pale, 
While fled the life-blood to ber throbbing heart. 


The King consoles, and breathes in accents kind 
Forbearance and forgiveness, gracious own'd. 


Sudden, at this, as rapt in seized amaze, 
Kenwulph starts up, throws to the earth his sword, 
And backward darting toward his crowded train, 
Shouts to them in empassion’d ecstasy, 2546 
That startled every ear: 

‘‘A God! a God! 
Transcending human kind: by mercy more 
And kindness ruling than by kingly sway. 
Cease ’gainst liege Alfred, good as great, to fight; 
Rather fall down and worship, who restores 
A long-lost daughter to her worthless sire. 
If fighting, rather turn your instant arms 
’Gainst base Hianfrid, and his murderous train.” 


Immediate at his voice the Mercian band 
Turn on Hianfrid, and his wondering troop, 2557 
Joining the monarch and brave nobles’ part, 
Bent these no longer to assail, but shield. 


Immediate too, as if intent to seize 
The starting traitor, suddenly rush forth 
Bold nobles various from the monarch’s train. 


Thus unforeseen beset, his late allies 
Against him turning, more enflamed with ire 
And disappointment, loud Hianfrid shouts ~ 
To his own men more bravely but to fight, 
Spurring the assassins on with words like these. 
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‘We are betray'd: now to the death oppose, 
And dearly as ye may, sell all your lives.” 


Desperate, mortified, in last resource, 
Himself seems now but more intent on death 
Of the mark’d sovereign, and of Mercia's king. 
Inflated with remember’d prophecy, 
He deems success and fate not else fulfill'd. 
Mad, e’en from very cowardice, he now 
From sabre swung around with spareless stroke 
Deals wounds, unquell’d, and wages fierce at large 
Terrible conflict, as he would assault 2578 
The very King, by Kenwulph screen’d in turn, 
On whom, albeit unarm’d, (his sword flung forth) 
The traitor rushes, breathing vengeful rage, 
Hot with stung indignation. Ere aware 
Was one defensive friend, to ward attack 
So foul, his sabre’s sudden forceful blow 
Fell on defenceless Kenwulph’s lifted arm, 
Protecting sole his life, and open’d there 
A gash, not slight, whence gush’d the starting blood. 
Wounds, yet more dire, his fury would inflict : 
But straight his horrible design is check’d. 
For lo! while as to strike more deadly dint, 2590 
His arm is lifted ’gainst the Mercian chief, 
When peril imminent threats Kenwulph’s life, 
Springs forth, to his unspeakable amaze, 
Rayner, his captive late, by him deem’d dead, 
Full in conspicuous view : whose high-raised sword, 
Parrying, receives the traitor’s falling blade, 
In its prone way, ere it reach’d Kenwulph’s crest ; 
While in such act, the deep sepulchral voice 
Of the pale stranger thus ejaculates : 


‘“‘ Hold! villain! for, restored from jaws of death, 
Rises my arm again to shield and save !” 2605 


Then, close behind Hianfrid, springs his band 
Swift to his aid, their master to defend, 
Turning a moment that wild conflict’s press. 


But for the traitor’s self, what words may paint 
His deep astonishment, at Rayner’s sight, 
Paralyzed while he seems, or turn’d to stone! 
Yet scarce to wonder less of Kenwulph too, 

Who his seen friend alike deem’d pass’d from life, 
So late reported to his ear. At first 
Hianfrid’s labouring fancy deems he sees 2611 
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A phantom-ghost before him rise, of one 2612 
Erst by his hest consign’d to doom of death, 

F’en as a spectre haunted late his bed. 

Motionless still he stands, till shuddering fright 
Forces him shrink involuntary back, 

(Guarded the while by his surrounding train) 

Still gazing on the vision, as he tries 

Retreat, escape; as when a traveller 

Eyes, starting, a huge serpent cross his path. 
Pallid as death, scarce he ejaculates 

Choked, inarticulate accents, forced and faint. 2622 


‘‘ What art thou, horrid image, that hast cow’d 
My tnmost soul, making within my breast 
My heart sink down as weighted lead ?” 
He paused, 

Gazing again,—yet breathed : 

‘‘ Spectre, most dread, 
Spirit, or mortal art thou, sent again 
To this wild scene? like Rayner, come to life ! 
How mysteries afflict my tangled soul ! 
What miracle, what fate shall follow next? 
Rise still the dead to life, where’er 1 move ? 
Unravell’d secrets, more and more, succeed, 2634 
Mocking belief, o’erwhelming human thought !” 


Nor yet is wonder solved ; though instant then 
Rayner, with searching glance which shot reproach, 
Disdain, contempt, vented dark speech like this: 


‘‘ Behold! I reappear! restored to life, 
In thy despight, though doom’d to death by thee. 
Vengeance is now at hand! for lo! I come 
A ministering spirit indeed, foredoom’d of heaven, 
Of awful justice, retribution sure, 
To light upon thy head !” 2644 

Tremendous sounds ! 

Utter’d, with calm, stern air, thus made more dire, 
Which as with palsy shook Hianfrid’s frame. 
Those words of presage vibrate on his ear: 
‘* Faint not, nor fear, nor pause from coming strife, 
Never deceived, till Rayner springs to life !” 
‘‘So ran Fate's augury: (to himself he breathes) 
Graved on my soul! Lo! he does come to life, 
Event, unlook'd, as deem’d impossible. 
Accursed the fate, whereon false trust relied !” 


Ere this, had from the thicker skirmish rush’d 
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Divers of noble birth from Alfred’s train, 2656 
As Kenwulph’s too. Both seem’d intent to seize 
The dastard traitor, shrinking from the fray. 
Foremost ’mong these, the faithful Athelard, 

The gallant Edgar, Aylwin, Wilts’ bold lord, 
With these too Bernulph, Kenwulph’s inmate friend, 
From other quarter of continuing fight 

Scarce disengaged. Sudden assail’d anew, 
Press’d on all sides, and roused to self-defence, 
Hianfrid, fiercely struggling aims around 

Infuriate blows, unheeding whom he wounds, 

To valour’s semblance stung, yet natural 2667 
E’en to a coward in despair’s extreme. 

First, madly he invades good Rayner’s self, 

Then unarm’d Kenwulph too: but from the last, 
(His lord) the rushing Bernulph guards the stroke, 
Conspicuous in protection. Rayner shouts: 

‘«‘ This villain-traitor seeks the lives of all, 

King, nobles, and inveigled Kenwulph too " 


Yet ere he aim’d a blow, in meet return, 
(So as he said) as with instinctive thought, 
Care for his unarm’d kin, and former friend, 
Induced the generous Rayner forth to start, 2678 
And, stooping, seize from earth the sword, disclaim’d, 
Which instant, with graced air, as opportune 
He to its powerful master, Kenwulph, gave, 
Who simply spoke: “Too good! too noble friend !”’ 
Ele could no more; so press’d the approaching fight, 
With clash of frenzied rage, while strive the trains 
United, to o’erpower Hianfrid’s troop: 
Defending too as zealously their lord. 


Kenwulph, incensed, perceiving bis own life 
Endanger’d and pursued, roused then (it seein d) 
To tumult of emotion, or impell’d 2689 
By indignation, wonder, self-defence, 

Advances; and from justice’ very sense, 
In sudden fit of passion, mingled shame, 
Darts on Hianfrid, his late tempter base, 
Ere seized and captured; whom with sword resumed, 
Flashing in air, he smites, and in the side 
Pierces with ghastly wound, e’en in the act 
Shouting with vehemence: 
‘¢ Monster of crime, 
Perfidious cruelty, deceit and pride * 
Take now the due of thy consummate guilt, 
And from my hand receive ‘ the fatal blow,’ 2701 
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Fallen on thyself, by thee look’d else from doom.” 


He paused an instant: then, as lost, exclaim'd: 
‘* What treacheries more am I reserved to share ! 
Oh! victim of seduction, how have I 
Myself escaped like guiltiness? How more 
I yet despise myself, that blindly snared 
I could accompany a wretch like this 
On so bad errand, ending as it ought!” 2709 


Profusely bleeds the traitor, who now falls 
More from affright, alarm, than yet blood’s loss, 
For forth to staunch his wound the heroes spring, 
Though grievous, yet not instant mortal, deem’d. 
A dreadful fall! symbol of ruin more 
To come, nor to the body’s hurt confined ! 


Easily captive, is Hianfrid now 
Seized, powerless, held by Kenwulph and the rest, 
While his droop’d sword is wrested from his hand ; 
Bound too from farther harm. His band retire, 
Or yield, and for admitted mercy sue. 


Trembling, in agitation wild absorb’d, 2721 
At such result, so differing from his hope, 
With wild and ghastly stare, Hianfrid stands. 
Terror usurps each sense, and seems to leave 
Deprived of utterance. Down he hangs his head, 
O’ercome with shame, while by corporeal pang 
Compell’d he writhes in suffering agony. 
A horrid spectacle! to human heart 
Waking compassion, were his deeds less dire ! 
Witnessing now judgment so terrible 
(Righteous however) from her father’s hand 
Fall on ber treasonous captor’s guilty head, 
Feminine fear the gentle Emma’s heart 2733 
Oppress’d, o’ercame, who trembling stood in sight 
Almost to second fainting. Swift her sire 
Rushes to her support, and fond would soothe 
His shuddering child with summon’d tenderness. 
Toward her he turns, while scarce could breathed 
Find its urged way in suffocated words. _[accost 


‘‘ Take comfort, loved, weak sufferer! Yetalas! 
What strange affliction, scene on scene of dread, 
Seem doom’d thy lot, all from default of mine, 
Brought on thee innocent, in lengthen’d train. 
Forgive me, daughter ! let contrition true 2744 
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All my long list of wrongs to thee atone!” — 2715 


So as he said, fain would the father kneel 
At his own offspring’s feet, and droops to bend, 
Check’d not, ere unaware his posture meek 
Had reach’d the ground in humblest reverence. 


Scarce was such act observed, ere her bow’d sire 
The daughter strove with grasp too weak to raise 
Vainly, while tears gush’d to her melting eyes. 
When instantly herself kneels lowly down 
Before her father, and his blessing begs, 2754 
With sense of duty meet, and filial love. 

Still bent, he leans o’er his loved offspring’s neck, 
Silent, till words burst forth : 

‘¢ My child! my child, 
E’en by this act I feel my wrongs forgiven. 
Dear angel! kind and good, still heavenly fair 
As once, though long unwitness’d : yet, more grown 
To riper womanhood, in feature now 
Too plainly with wan melancholy tinged, 
Griefs, sufferings, ill befitting grace like thine, 
All brought upon thee by thy father’s crimes!” 


Scarce would he rise, tho’ by his child implored ; 
While she replied : 2767 
“Oh! say not thus, loved sire, 
Forbear more self-reproach, and yet believe, 
This happiness, so to regain thyself, 
Can every sorrow of the past o’erpay.”’ 


But still, despight of the full flood of joy, 
And rapture inexpressible, which swell’d 
The father’s breast at such discover'd bliss, 
Struggles seem labouring in his burden’d soul, 
As torn with penitence, remorse, and shame, 2776 
While sadly he resumes : 

‘¢ Alas! dear child, 

What pangs of sorrow rack me at thy sight, 
For thy lost mother’s sake ! Grief must bedew 
Her sacred memory with repentant tears! 
My treason and revolt induced her end. 
Yet, heritrix of all her goodness, grace, 
Let me believe it all restored in thee !” 


Joy for a moment o’er his child regain’d 
Prevails again. Tenderness new succeeds, 
And all the woman seems to melt his heart, — 2787 
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Soft starting at his eyes, that for awhile 2788 
Makes him all other incident forget. 

Easily led, in mood that on the turn 

Seem’d at no point to settle, so subdued, 

But on slight bias any way would yield, 

The conscious daughter then appeals her sire. 
While quieted was now the conflict’s press, 

And the bush’d skirmish might admit more pause 
For mild remonstrance and reflective thought, 
Fond she adjures him with her prayer’s address: 


“Oh! sire, at this blest hour, to England’s King 
Turn, and to these her nobles, loyal, true, 2799 
Once your own fellow-warriors, comrade- peers. 
The King will all excuse; and fail to him 
O'erlook, forgive, as swiftly and as glad 
F’en as myself, thy raptured child, forget 
Whate’er of wrong thy fancy deems to me. 

So shalt thou here be reconciled at full 

To these brave saviours, whom kind Providence 
Itself has brought, in meeting strange as this, 
Intended otherwise, to make all friends 

And work conciliation e’en through me: 

A humble maid, end mighty through weak means, 
If to our country’s aid I prove a clue, 2811 
Conceal’d, preserved, for purpose high as this. 
Oh! may I prove this moment the proud source 
Of future happiness ; to thee, my sire, 

To our liege King, my kind deliverer, 

And benefactors these, his friends, as thine, 
When blest reunion shall combine you all.” 


So the charm’d, lovely mediatrix pleads 
In truth’s, affection’s language, while her heart 
Throbs with a patriot glow, that adds fresh power 
To her urged orison. Much at her words 2821 
Struck, and affected deeply, penitent 
In soul so long, but daring not to hope 
Pardon, forgetfulness of fault like his, 
To ask it, or scarce look upon the King, 
From very shame and past demerit’s sense, 
Shrinking, the sire responds, while with fond air 
He on his offspring leans: 

“* My child indeed ! 

If rather not from heaven itself thou comest, 
Deign’d a redeeming angel, thy lost sire 
To pity and to save! But with what hope 
Can I e’er claim forgiveness? what presume, 2533 
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Least from the good such kindness meriting? 2534 
Yet if conceded aught be past esteem, 
Dearer were pardon’s self, when wrought by thee !” 


He couldnomore: strong feeling quell’d his voice, 
And sole the sign of his dejected head 
And visage, redden’d as with poignant shame, 
Disclosed his inward heart. Nor nearer now 
Before the sovereign ventures he approach: 
But straight the lovely danghter intercedes, 
Aiming herself conciliation’s work, 
Takes meck her father’s hands, and leads ‘him on, 
As half reluctant, ’fore the very King. 2845 
Kneeling, she bends, and instant downward draws 
Her sire, compliant too, to act the same; 
Who hides his sunk brows with uplifted hand, 
As with remorse oppress’d, while sudden tears, 
Not all conceal’d, with eloquence of truth 
Surpassing words, contrition’s sense reveal’d. 
Then Emma thus : 

‘‘ Liege sovereign! kind as great, 

Ob! let a daughter, long scarce claim’d as such, 
Once a companion of your hid distress, 
Implore a father’s pardon. Ele repents: 2856 
Let penitence his error’s memory blot ; 
While future duty, gratitude, and love 
For past misdeeds shall more than all atone.” 


Needed scarce this: for female loveliness, 
An honour’d daughter bending with her sire, 
Prevail'd at once, and more than pardon won. 


Melted, the sovereign, ere those words were spoke, 
Forward had sprung to lift the kneeling fair, 
Nor less her quivering, new-accepted, sire. 
To whom, surprized as awed, the generous King 
Utters kind words of cheering clemency, 2867 
Friendship, excuse; which, as it were, o’erlook’d 
Transgression all, and favour wont renew’'d, 
Breathing but this: 

“Oh! known of old, so brave 

Generous and liege a subject ! Comrade tao 
In our first youthful wars, when Mercia’s aid 
Drew us on wing to Burthred’s honour’d court ! 
If e’er estranged awhile, assuredly 
Less from thine own defect, than as seduced 
By ill suggestion of less faithful minds. 
How have I grieved thy want! thy valued aid! 
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Happy to deem it, at this hour of need, 2879 
Once more, as if by Providence, restored. 
Believe, that all of alienation past 

Is in this blessed meeting full retrieved, 

Lamented and deplored, forgot, forgiven !” 


So as he adds in gracious tender tone, 
More as a father o’er an erring son, 
Recover’d and to virtue’s path reclaim’d, 
The sovereign to repentant Kenwulph holds 
Both his extended hands with frankest air 
Of cordial union, which in reverence still 2880 
The Mercian chief scarce takes, but bends to kiss: 
When o’er him, with endear’d embrace, the King 
Leans for awhile, as to his own eye starts 
The feeling tear of pity, pardon, joy, 
Which fullest reconcilement but confirms, 
While still he breathes: 
‘*Oh! hail’d to England’s side, 
And service yet again! Think, think, no more 
Of grievance, error, and estrangement past. 
But if I have offended thee in aught, 
Let me ask pardon too! Be still, as once, 
AA friend to me, thy country, kin, thyself. 2901 
Occasion, close at hand, thy duty claims: 
Vast as thy power, the danger asks it all.” 


O’ercome with deep emotion, Kenwulph stands 
As if with grateful tenderness oppress'd. 
Speak can he not, but silent, only weeps. 
The stern and manly warrior melts in tears, 
Hid not: were vain the attempt. Such drops were 
Of joy, repentance, sorrow, gratitude, [sprung 
Wonder and admiration blent ; nor else 
Might the heart utter feeling’s mingled tide. 2911 


Discern’d thus kindly, royally forgiven, 
To duty and allegiance full received, 
Unbidden, Kenwulph ’fore the monarch bends, 
Holds his clasp’d hand, imprints with fervent kiss, 
Embathed in speechless tears: then scarce might 
[breathe : 
‘* Canst thou forgive me, sovereign, liege as dear? 
Almost too much thy goodness has vouchsafed 
To crime like mine, e’en from thy generous soul, 
To me unworthy of restored regard !” 


Nor more. Imagination’s wand must sole 2921 
VOL. V. K K 
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Supply the fail of language, where few words 2922 
Were needed to convince alike the King, 

And moved spectators, whose thrill’d bosoms own 
The Mercian chieftain’s unalloy’d return 

To perfect fealty, to virtue’s side. 

Nor is full reconcilement, union, less, 

Won from the King, than all his noble train, 
While every heart sensations exquisite 

Ravish alike with generous sympathy : 

Seldom so clearly pure from dross of earth 

Found here, but such in heaven as angels feel 
Bending in joy o’er welcomed penitence. 2933 


Attentive tremblingly, yet wildly pale, 
The lovely Emma o’er her father leans, 
With holy kiss, and clings around his neck, 
A ffectionate, in extacy unused 
At scene so witness’d, as she marks her sire 
So hail’d, and by emotion’s power subdued : 
While equal sense her filial love too shares. 


Nearer her then, more beauteous in her tears, 
Her gallant lover, Edgar, springs to aid, 2912 
Takes soft her yielded hand, and pressing fond 
Whispers kind words to comfort and to cheer, 
And her sire too would cherish and console: 

By such demeanour render’d, as it seem’d, 

But doubly dear, since undisguised the maid 
Turns toward the gallant chief, and on him leans, 
While true affection own’d its sweetest charm. 


Transport, as in delicious trance, pervades 
The general groupe, held in successive pulse 
Of pleasure, joy, and admiration new ; 
Till from the fierceness of late combat all 
Sinks to impassion’d tenderness, that throbs 2954 
E’en in the bosom of the soldier-throng, 
Who stand, as if in silent awe enchain’d, 
While of them all not one dry eye disown'd 
Participation in kind sympathy. 
Fancy’s own airy touch must paint the rest ! 


Now all his former comrades, and co-peers, 
Answer the King’s won favour, and spring forth 
To gratulate the Mercian chief regain’d, 

Exhorting to be solaced and composed. 
Seeing their kindness, where he least had look’d, 
(Or singly just and merited reproach) 2965 
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Scarce knows the conscious Kenwulph how to face 
Men, loyal, true; disdainful of his lapse. 

Finding these now forgive, and wont esteem 
Concede, with ready zeal renew’d, he feels 

How sweet ’tis, after faults o’erlook’d, to be 

Still by old friends remember'd with past love ! 


Lost in amaze he stands, or as o erwhelm’d 
By grateful sense, and scarcely to sustain 
Excess of happiness, while reigns around 
Congratulation, welcome unrestrain’d. 
Mysterious ways of Providence he scans: — 2976 
Until at last to burst of penitence 
Kenwulph yields way, and thus adds, strongly moved. 


‘* Alas! how far from virtue have I stray’d ! 
Seduced by bad ambition, flatterers vile, 
Hollow advisers, wiles of perfidy, 
Besetting height : (yet let me none accuse !) 
Most rather by myself, resisting not 
Temptation! Ill in reign, in power, in pomp, 
[ sought for happiness : but found it not 
E’en amid full success, since consciousness 
Of mine own wrongs and guilt I could not scape, 
While the heart’s solitary seer within 2988 
Reproach’d my outrage against truth and heaven ; 
Still wounded with self-torment’s scorpion sting, 
Making life seem a load intolerable : 
That not from royalty’s and splendour’s state 
I stoop, but rise from misery to joy, 
With penitence no less sincere than turn’d 
The portion’d son from the swine’s draff to seek 
The slave’s dole in the service of his sire. 
This sole my burden’d heart from guilt can ease, 
. Whose full result I proved: I fool, the more !” 2998 


Kindly, with tenderest voice, the King consoles. 
‘‘ Chief, be of better heart: through thy career 
Virtue was extant, and still glow’d in thee. 
Thine own remorse itself has been to thee 
Sufficient punishment beyond thy crime ! 
Superior natures, heaven’s blest habitants, 
Who scan mankind, joy even more than men 
At their return to virtue, errors scaped ; 
Delighting in the faculty divine 
Which to repentance true but more forgives, 
Extenuating and excusing all. 
Be happy, and recal the past no more.” 3010 
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Responsive to so generous sentiment, 3011 

The Mercian chief exclaims : 
‘‘ Though once so reign'’d 

Misery, while crime was follow’d, till too late 
Redemption seem’d, yet now that all I see 
Restored, myself through goodness of my King 
Pardon’d, and yet received among the true, 
Again a father, to a daughter's arms 
Return'd unlook’d, as if from buried death, 
To my liege sovereign, country, friends, rejoin’d, 
All, all is joy, that earth now seems a heaven ! 
Now, all I can, whate’er of life remains 3022 
I dedicate to virtue, duty, truth. 
Take my allegiance and pledged fealty, 
My only recompense for treachery past. 
How I shun shame, my future acts shall prove.” 


The generous King such promised word would fain 
Trusting restrain; but Kenwulph grave resumes. 


“ T pledge, that henceforth all the banded powers 
Of the vast realm, which owns my granted sway, 
Shall join our England’s part, and joyful hail sost 
Alfred, the great, the good, their rightful King, 
As his liege subjects, at my guiding word, 

Gladly obeisant to their sovereign’s call: 

For battle ripe, with aid that shall assure 

To our chain’d country hoped deliverance. 
Henceforth the foul yoke of the Pagan Dane 

(The tyrant murderer of my hapless spouse) 

Now solely eager for avenging doom, 

Proud I abjure, and from me cast for aye, 

Ardent alone to free the suffering land. S041 
Oh! may that happy day soon dawn on view !” 


‘* Nor doubt it 50, (instant the King returns) 
Remain with us brief while: when you shall know 
All our forethought, all our designs at full.” 


Absorb'd in wonder, joy, the monarch seems, 
Then vents this burst of transport as of awe. 


‘‘Thanks be to heaven for its o’erruling work ! 
The hand of Providence I see in this: 
And e’en our journey’d enterprize (proposed 
At first for incidental ends less great, 
Erst pledged to a loved consort’s voice inspired) 
I mark, results to grand and needful aid 3053 
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For our poor country, in lost friends regain’d. 3054 
Since not alone near Somerset’s saved chief 
Rejoins our ranks with his own ablest lead, 

But to allegiance and to duty’s course 

Returns wide Mercia’s head, and swells our power 
With numbers, that must triumph best assure. 
Prosperous fortune rushes in full tide, 

When her brave sons in England’s service join. 

So order’d only seem distresses past, 

Converted all mysteriously to good, 

That ampler bliss proceeds from very woe, 

Ending at last in all this sum of joy.” $065 


Like gladden’d sentiments fire those who hear: 
Pride, rapture, confidence, inspires them all ; 
All, save Hianfrid, who the while alone 
Gall'd, envious, bleeding from bis recent wound, 
Sullenly totters, as he trembling writhes. 
Astonishment, unquell'd, usurps his sense, 

At issue so unlook’d of his emprize, 
His own defeat and capture—traitor plots 
Discover'd all, inducing ruin sure. 


By this time too, discerning (whence they fled) 
Composed the dread affray, the regal train 3076 
As if victorious,—nor in hurt involved 
The fleeting Emma,—from their rear retreat 
The graced Fidelia, with her infant charge, 

(Earl Rayner’s spouse) and that aged cottage pair, 
Venture approach toward the less perill’d scene. 
Which gain’d, with thrill’d amazement they observe 
Their tyrant captor, base Hianfrid, seized, 
Disarm’d, all pale from his dire gash, with shame 
Prominent in the midst ; while ia array 

Before him his accusers stand, in turn 

Venting their merited reproach and stings 3087 
Of injury heap’d, with memory keen of wrong. 


First among these, Rayner (himself so late 
Recover’d) foremost presses, though as yet 
How thus mysteriously he reappears 
Is unexplain’d. Calm, dread in grave rebuke, 
Thus he appeals bis captor, with stern air. 


‘‘Qh! guilt’s example! see crime’s certain end 
Assured at last. Its measure now is full. 
All is complete: all on thine own head fallen ! 
Now late thyself mayst learn, that heaven is just. 
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Let burning shame redden thy ghastly cheek, 3098 
Looking on me, thy victim doom’d to death, 
Alive, in favour. Think upon thy crimes. 

Seest thou this injured lady, consort mine, 

Whom pity none from thee induced to list 

Her suppliant voice, her spouse to spare, to save? 
Know’st thou this infant flock, her princely wards, 
By thee of other mother’s care bereaved ? 

Fie! fie! well mayst thou turn thy earth-bow’d look, 
Nor face a vision, that must freeze thy heart!” 


Fidelia’s self is mute: alike the babes, 3108 
Who (seen Hianfrid) toward their father fly, 
And clasp his garment’s skirt in startled fear. 
But the saved Emma breathes few trenchant words, 
Wrung e’en from lips so fair; yet not reminds 
Of sufferings, insult, heap’d upon herself, 
Sole uttering : 

‘* Of thy terrible design, 

My dear-loved father’s murder, wretched man, 
Baffled, defeated (as thou now behold’st) 
By heaven’s own hand, but not through will of thine, 
Oh! think! aud if it yet be possible, 
Let late repentance expiate thy fault.” $120 


“Oh! horror! horror! (Kenwulph’s voice adjoins, 
While his blood curdles in his shudder’d veins) 
How has our hand with instant vengeance turn’d 
On him, whose purpose would have slain ourself! 
That injurer I might pardon, and could deem 
Too fatal, passing justice, was the blow 
Given by my sword, while boil’d my heated blood! 
But this seducer urged the King’s own death, 
Seen too now guilty of my daughter’s wrong. 
Insult, offence, to her I may not brook. 3130 
Look on a daughter, whom thy hold oppress’d, 

To a lost sire recover’d : through her means 
Him, to his King, peers, kindred, now restored !” 


‘¢ Reluctant, I too (adds the King in turn) 
Alas! must aggravate thy load of crime, 
Thine ill desert; and in exposure join 
(Known howsoe’er) to thy confusion more. 
All personal wrongs, mine own, I could forgive. 
But thy example’s bane, in treasons proved 
To thy hurt country, needs due punishment, 
For manifest justice and example’s sake : 
Not less in capture and in treatment foul $142 
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Of these our royal blood, protected sole 3143 
By this good matron with maternal care ; 

Than seizure of their mother, thy liege Queen, 
(Poor sufferer!) first into thy toils decoy’d, 
Betray’d, borne after, to the foes’ own tents ; 
There by myself bebeld, where thou wert hail’d 

A plotting guest, allied in amity. 

Was this befitting a true English heart ? 

Did this beseem a subject, or a man ?” 


He paused an instant, but no word express'd 
The traitor’s agony. Then, as the King $153 
Turn’d toward the trembling Emma, he resumed. 


“This lovely maid, by thee so humble deem’d, 
Blest cause unthought of this so happy change, 
Thou find’st not sprung of this poor cottage pair, 
But Mercian Kenwulph’s child, our friend, as wont. 
Shall our protectors too, these lowly twain, 

Claim for their wrongs no justice at our hand ? 
Spared not by thee, but prison’d and preserved 
For our destruction, as thy spies and clue? 

Oh! shame: what words may speak thy treason’s sum? 
Die of thy wounds thou must not, but be saved 
For justice and arbitrament of law 3165 
By the due voice and sentence of thy peers ; 
Receiving then (alas! I dread) the meed 

Of vain ambition and dark treachery. 

Bind closer, some of ye, his gaping hurt, 

Ghastly, ill staunch’d, and guard bis life, prolong’d, 
Till through our capital’s observant streets 

He shall be borne in public spectacle. 

Before our judges, in the highest court, 

He shall have formal trial of his deeds 

At season meet; nor less than righteous doom 

Of a convicted traitor shall attach 3176 
His forfeit life, for lasting monument. 

Meanwhile indeed, our anxious mind forebodes 
(While e’en our pity must forbear the man) 
Conscience shall prove o’erpowering punishment.” 


Such awful words astound the suffering wretch, 
Almost from terror’s self less live than dead ! 
At the King’s hest (while so tremendous tones 
In struck Hianfrid new confusion wrought) 
The rushing chieftains, with fresh kerchiefs link’d, 
Inclose in many a fold his gory wound. 


Amid which act, yet more to harrow up — 8187 


504 KING ALFRED. 


Hianfrid’s soul with horror and amaze, S188 
His glaring look first catches now a glimpse 

Of his late warder Rodolph, present here, 

Near whom he deems (nor vainly) he beholds 

A throng of bis own vassals, left erewhile 

To guard his Windsor’s towers; all seeming now 
Blent as in Alfred’s train. Such hideous sight 
Appals, astounds him more. Then o’er his mind, 
(Torn as it was) crosses with lightning flash 
Thoughts, which in part the mystery explain. 
How the scaped prisoners hither have been borne : 
How the saved Rayner peers, raised back to life. 
More scans he not, yet singly to herself $200 
Rack’d fancy whispers: ‘‘ treachery too I mark 
Turn’d now upon myself: but ’tis my due !” 

Thus dark chagrin adds to remorse new sting, 
Seeming the vanquish’d traitor to confound 

Still more, as his dejected visage fell 

Through humbled pride and mortified despair. 
From very pangs of shame he shrinks, as ’twere, 
Together, clasp’d convulsively his hands, 

And thus a picture stands of misery’s self. 

Such contrast waits the dismal doom of guilt. 3210 


Nor stops joy here: for soon as might the flood 
Of ecstasy and wonder, from events 
Strange as recovery of the Mercian chief 
By means and course so novel and unlook’d, 
His reconcilement to the generous King, 
Traitorous Hianfrid’s guilt alike exposed, 
Somewhat subside, time then, but not before, 
Admits for Mercian Kenwulph, and the lord 
Of Somerset, recover’d Rayner’s self, 
Friends, brothers too affined by nuptial kin, 
More recognition to indulge, and own 3221 
Union of hearts’ endearment, long estranged. 
Much had these prized each other, if yet one 
Might but to virtue’s quitted paths return. 
Kind Rayner first advances, as to hail 
Such restoration’s chance, all to forgive, 
And bid their ancient friendship be renew’d ; 
For still in generous breasts such feeling lives. 
Nought of reproach might then scape Rayner’s lips, 
While all is gratulation, that this day 
Sees wont bliss realized. Fond they embrace: 
(But fancy must the hasten’d picture fill, ) 
While the good Rayner augurs best effects 
Hereafter, and at hand, to England’s cause, 3231 
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Since Mercia’s head returns to fealty, 3235 
Long due, and owns allegiance, where ’tis just. 

‘‘ Misery past is o’er, and sole in view 

Smiles comfort now to gild the future hour. 

Blest days again, esteem of former friends, 

As once at Stratford's home of happy peace, 

Shall greet its lord, still honest, good and true.” 


So as were utter’d kind and cheering words, 
Which Kenwulph with like cordial love receives, 
Starts to his eye a tear. He humbly bends 
Before loved Rayner, as in reverence meet 3245 
To one sincerely dear, with grateful sense 
For kind oblivion of his errors past : 

Then ‘fore Fidelia, (Rayner’s consort) bows, 

Soon reconciled to her forgiving heart. 

She erst had prized his worth, when known a guest 
At her loved brother’s, noble Rohand’s home 

In Warwick’s fort, ere by bis grasp usurp’d. 


Scarce was this greeting o’er, ere to her side 
The generous Rohand flies with equal joy, 3254 
E’en Warwick’s banish’d earl; who (all the scene 
Observed) meets Kenwulph too with outstretch’d 
Ofhonest welcome. Scarce can Mercia’s chief [hand 
Believe his sight, or trust to act so kind. 

Salutes he Warwick’s rightful lord, 

Once loved and known with better auspices. 

Imagination needs must aid the muse 

To paint the mutual joy; which sole may own 

What blest result from such reunion springs: 

When instant Kenwulph tells, his power, usurp’d 

O’er Warwick’s stately castle and domains, 

He to their proper lord at once resigns. 3266 
too, 

Shouts greet the act: more, when pleased Rohand 
Warwick’s liege chief, owns, he such grant resumes, 
In his old right; and will, with equal hand, 
Somerset’s rule resign to its found lord, 

The noble Rayner, whom he came to seek, 

Never his rival, though be held his power: 

Each for the best return’d to ancient sway, 

Where love, allegiance, now may answer will. 
Yet other government of Mercia’s realm, | 

(With the King’s word) Kenwulph may yet retain, 
In sway deputed, with allegiance sole 

Changed from the foreign foe to masters true. 

All will be ready to obey his voice, 3279 
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And bend acknowledged reign to rightful use. 3280 


No longer held as subject to the Dane, 
Round Rohand now his Warwick’s vassals crowd, 
And hail with joy intense their former chief, 
Thus strangely to his fit command restored. 


Then with glad zeal the grateful Kenwulph greets 
(By Emma’s self induced) the cottage pair, 


The generous shelterers of her hidden flight, 
And doubts, what meed can e’er their kindness pay. 


END OF VOL. V. 
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TRAIG HT from the scene of conflict, all the train 
Ia long continuous line of one by one, 

(After wont manner) o’er the sole tree-bridge 
Cross the lone Parret’s stream, and soon arrive 
The hush’d retreat of sylvan Athelney ; 
Whose fresh and green ascent, with struck surprize, 
The Mercian chief, and strangers of his band, 
Survey, and scarcely can enough admire : 
More too, when now forth from their bowery cells 
Issue, to meet and hail the new arrived, 
Fair females, with a graceful company, 
Sole inmates of the isle, there lately left: 12 
Singly religion’s, learning’s, gentle sons, 
And bards, the peaceful votaries of the lyre. 


Amaze those watchful tenants seems to seize, 
Marking how numerous a train returns. 
When, first in welcome, fired with eager joy, 
Alfred’s kind sister, erst the Mercian Queen, 
Advances, in delight’s full extacy, 
To greet her royal brother back, and hail 
(Prominent borne amid that crowding groupe) 
The princely infants, her own kindred blood, 
Late told poor captives, visibly now saved, 23 
And timely rescued from their perill’d hold. 
These their aunt, raptured, kisses o’er and o’er, 
With favour infinite, as satiate ne’er, 
Owning their mother’s presage all fulfill’d. 


But oh ! what tide of pleasure too awaits 
Their foster parent, (instant seen at hand) 
The kind Fidelia, recognized at once 
As her wont former friend, alike too saved, 
Whom Mercia’s widow’d Queen, with fond embrace, 
And words endearing, presses to her heart. 
Instant with wonder more, enhancing joy, 
The royal sister hails with cordial pride 35 
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(Fondly presented by his gentle spouse) 36 


Fidelia’s consort, Somerset’s loved earl, 
Brave Rayner, to his country’s aid regain’d, 
Revived, it seem’d, e’en from imagined death ! 


Which welcome scarce was past, ere new amaze 
Pervades the Mercian patroness, to mark 
Led forward next by noble Rayner’s hand, 
(Ere yet she learns the story all, and course 
Of such strange coming to this lonely spot) 
Her subject once, deem’d alienated long, 
The Mercian Kenwulph; and beside her sire, 46 
His lovely daughter, Emma, seen and known 
In earlier day, at courts of midland state, 
Paler in grace, with features still recall’d, 
Rich in rare beauty, theme of former praise. 


When ’fore his pristine mistress Knwulph falls, 
Seeming restored as if by miracle, 
Novel surprize scarce yields her doubting ear 
Credence, as kneeling at her feet he owns 
Debt infinite of fervent gratitude 
To her high brother, the too gracious King, 
Whose generous valour has his daughter saved, 57 
The vanish’d Emma, lost so long, deem'd dead, 
Released from captive hold, and all unlook’d 
Restored to a desponding father’s arms. 
Nor sole this noble act may ever claim 
All duty and allegiance, but no less 
Forgiveness deign’d to his own errors past, 
Iil-sped desertion (mourn’d with penitence) 
Royally all o’erlook’d, while favour new 
Receives him back to former happiness, 
Such as yet wounded conscience may allow. _— 67 


Scarce adds few words the sovereign, as he opes 
Event so wonderful, which shows indeed 
The beauteous Emma, innocent as sweet, 
(His cottage fellow, saved by ways so strange) 
Chief source of blest conciliation own’d : 
Beauty the kindly mediatrix made, 
By Providence to so dear end reserved, 
His comrade in distress, as now in joy. 


Swift from the groupe then eagerly forth springs 
The fair Felicia, (Rohand’s maiden flower) 
To welcome the lost Emma, come again, 
Her former playfellow and cousin kin, 79 
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Well at such meeting might it seem as then 80 
Twin of the Graces’ or the Muses’ train 

Should pace together o’er Arcadia’s green ; 

Or as the rival Goddesses should blend 

Their beauty’s blaze before the Idalian boy. 
Tenderly soon the gentle Emma takes 

Her father's hand (uppermost in her heart) 

To favour high restored, and him again 

Leads "fore the fair Felicia, not remote 

Through nuptial link allied. Nor tardy then 
Felicia kind, to tender joy subdued, 

Salutes the once revolted Kenwulph, oft 91 
Recall’d with pity’s sense, while his defect 

Was mourn’d, but o’er his reconcilement’s pledge 
Her rapture sheds a gratulating tear, 

Which to his pardon adds a pleasure new. 


Clasp’d with kind wonder, next Felicia greets 
With frequent kiss, the princely infant brood 
Recover’d safely to this guardian isle. 

Seems as if blest reunion found no end, 

Or sportive chance, or Providence, in mood 

Bent to discover, reconcile, restore, 

To feeling, as to fortune, gave the rein,. 103 
And revell’d in delight, at fancy’s will. 


Nor these alone, but equal transport too 
Affects those other noble fair, here left : 
If haply (touch’d with less apparent joy 
Or e’en with sting of envious jealousy) 
The haught Eltruda, and her daughter-pride, 
The lovely Thora, then may seem to meet 
More coolly the recover’d princely brood, 
A regal stock, deem’d rivals to their own, 
Yet graced Honoria, Devon’s stately stem, 
And her prized gem, bright Hilda, with the pair, 113 
Those gentle friends, Matilda, boast of Kent, 
And meek Emilia, Sussex’ modest grace, 
To beauty’s welcome add endearing charm, 
Greeting a consort, brother, sire, return’d. 


Nor less the holy men, here commorant, 
The sainted Adulph, classic Erigen, 
The venerable Asser, Grimbald grave, 
Or the sage bishops of the learned north, 
Or Mercian Plegmund (head of England’s sees) 
Or Cestria’s prelate, grace of Mercia’s name, 
Or pious Werfrith, erst in Worcester’s seat, — 1.24 
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(Of old alike to wondering Kenwulph known) — 125 
Hail him in turn with salutation dear, 
Acknowledging their past, still loyal, friend : 

Nor may the novel train prove strangers long. 


Cordial good-will the votaries of the lyre 
Blend too, kind Wilfred, and the skill’d Geraint, 
While throb their hearts o’er virtue’s hail’d return. 
He then, the Mercian chief, in fresh delight 
Absorb’d the more, finds thus remember’d friends 
Kindly receive him, and his past default 
O'erlooking, in conciliation hide. 135 


The general rapture with more pleased surprize, 
Increasing admiration, yet proceeds, 
While the press’d sovereign (briefly as he may) 
To anxious questions of the islet’s guests 
Recounts the past occurrences, since hence 
His venturous band departed, and narrates 
Course of events so strange, whose chance has thus 
Discover’d, and from captive hold brought back, 
Not sole the princely brood (their primal hope) 
But after conflict, otherwise design’d, 
United, and to England’s cause regain’d 146 
So many good and powerful friends, to blend 
Their loyal aid in victory’s full career; 
While with like consequence of suited meed 
Detested treason hastens to its fall. 


Boundless amaze with overpowering joy 
Check’d but by awe, inspirits every breast ; 
All, save Hianfrid’s, for in every point 
He marks his hideous treachery all exposed ; 
Before unknown, or but in part surmised. 
All eyes are on the apparent convict fix’d, 
Strict guarded in the midst, fetter’d, disarm’d, 157 
A ghastly object, wan, in piteous plight; 
The while in shame and deep confusion lost, 
Silent he shrinks, with sunken head, as bows 
A culprit before justice’ awful seat. 


At such dark contrast now observed, a shock 
Of shuddering horror every heart pervades, 
With sense in secret felt of heaven’s own hand, 
Inducing these effects; which plots of guilt, 
Well laid howe’er, with ease can overrule. 
Each bosom throbs with reverence, heightening joy: 
Even as the painter’s magic hand projects 168 
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Light’s radiance but the more by deepen’d shade. 


Mute too the King refrains, nor aught then vents 
Reproach to wound the miserable man. 
Sole he enquires of the surrounding chiefs, 
(As from compeers assembled on the spot) 
With grave appeal, what portion shall meanwhile, 
Till law’s set trial shall its doom award, 
Await the seized Hianfrid ; for the good, 
Noble and true, associate deem’d no more. 


General response agrees, his just desert 178 
Demands restraint in the subterrene cave, 
Whose darksome covert safelier guards their isle, 
With warders sure his motions there to tend. 


Nor stays delay, for at so righteous hest, 
Straight that determined purpose is fulfill’d. 
Yet, as guards bear him to the dismal den, 
Again the chieftains staunch his oozing wound 
With added kerchiefs, link’d by hands diverse, 
Lent for the nonce, whose closer bandage ties 
With pressure firm the gaping orifice. 
Faint, powerless, but reluctant all in vain, 189 
(Unheeded then in turn his plaint and groans) 
Compulsion drags him to the dungeon vault, 
Plunged there amid its almost stifling gloom, 
Whereto light gleams not, or breathes healthful air, 
Save through one doubtful creviced aperture. 
Hianfrid sole, of all that numerous groupe, 
Seems tangled now in depths of misery, 
Midst execrations, scarce by pity soothed. 


Thus equal justice holds her sure career, 
Exampled to observance in her course ; 
When virtue, loyalty, affection, truth, 200 
Reap (as they ever should) their due reward 
Of comfort, reverence, honour, dignity : 
While cruelty, ambition, treasonous guilt, 
Find their own meed of punishment condign. 


Terrible is Hianfrid’s agony 
Of stung remorse ; sore wrings his tortured soul 
Self-accusation, as the silent place, 
In solitary darkness all involved, 
Awakes reflection e’en to horror’s height. 


Ruin’d he feels himself, and every scope 210 
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Of raught ambition, (as in tract pursued) 211 
Bated, turn'd back upon himself, while he 
Deem’d fortune and success in full career. 


The more he ruminates, he marks the more 
Course all of fated prophecy fulfill’d, 
As the weird-sisters had in vision shewn, 
Scene, persons, chances, all as shadow’d there ; 
Nathless in sequel all proved fallacy, 
True to the shew, deceptive to the hope. 
Each circumstance in act he sees matured, 
Yet from wrought expectation failing all. 221 
Then as torn memory sums predictions past, 
Alarm, distress, bursts forth in moved exclaim. 


‘‘ Before me gleams the dread reality. 
Destiny’s goal accomplish’d I may mark. 
But all is hollow, false; baseless deceit, 
While Fancy is with vain illusions mock’d. 
Truly, as Pagan witchcraft has reveal’d, 
(Besought in complot with the Danish King 
By my apostate faith, when pride seduced 
To trust bad hopes,) vouch’d as by Hela’s voice, 
By sprites, and spells, and magic gifts confirm’d, 
Search has indeed at last o’erta’en the King, - 233 
His Queen, the princes, all his hidden train ; 
And o’er the watery waste, with ambush set, 
(Witness’d e’en as prophetic Fate disclosed) 
Conflict and furious skirmish has ensued. 
Venturous I trusted to those guileful words, 
Which bade, ‘ not faint, nor shrink from coming strife, 
Never deceived, till Rayner spring to life :’ 
Event, my forecast deem'd impossible ! 
Lo! he comes back to life: in strange result 
His presence seals the treacherous augury. 
Nor Mercian Kenwulph did I fail to seek, 244 
Told, that ‘his hand must strike the fatal blow.’ 
When crescent fortune seem’d arrived at full, 
And puff'd by superstition’s charms, my mind 
Deem’d that such stroke should light upon the King, 
That ‘ fatal blow’ I feel fallen on myself. 
No hovering, ‘ promised, crown’ drops on my head, 
But on the King’s: mine proves an empty glare, 
While fades to dust and dross ‘ my fairy star.’ 
‘ Blood too has flow’d upon the moory heath,’ 
But ’tis mine own: crisis of death at hand.” 


He paused an instant, as if shuddering dread, 
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O’ercame quail'd thought: till faintly he resumed 
In dark deliberation with himself. 


‘« What may that ‘ bloody corse upon the waste’ 
(Disclosed in fated vision ’fore my sense,) 
Import, save only mine? If to the sight 
' Prediction’s semblance fails not thus, but holds, 
Yet all proves misinterpreted, o’ershot ; 

A mask of truth, imposture devilish, 

Fraud, spectral disappointment, lies of hell. 
Temptation’s cheated prey, I am let in ; 

Unwares become the tool and instrument 266 
Of wicked powers; a victim to myself ; 

While all is sacrificed, but nothing won. 

The potence I have served deserts me now, 

At my worst need, caught in destruction’s snare, 
Train’d by myself; into mine own pit fallen, 

Dug for another by my treachery’s art. 

While demon sprites, who proffer’d those vile gifts, 
(Once deem’d invulnerable, now disarm’d) 
Methinks, with taunting yell laugh o’er my fall. 
Oh! fool! fool! fool! ambition’s wittol-slave ! 
Example, image, of eternal shame !” 277 


So might he vent in terms of bitterest sense 
His horror’s agony and deep remorse. 
Again the wretch surceased, but nought of rest 
Solaced corporeal, or worse mental pangs ; 
For roused emotion woke yet more despair, 
As thus corroding passion would have way. 


‘‘ May plagues accurst on fabling fraud attend ! 
Henceforth let never man o’erreaching guile 
Trust more; sole weaving meshes for himself; 
Closing in infamy, hate, pointing scorn, 
Inextricable ruin, tix'’d defeat. 288 
Wreck’d on a sea of splendour, reft of all, 
Deserted, left to pine, without a friend, 
Defenceless, grovelling in this loathsome pit, 

I perish now, unpitied, unreprieved, 

With no fond hand to heal, or soothe my woe. 
Love, which in this world I have never sought, 
Must be no portion mine; but only shame, 
Hatred, contempt, while on my naked head 
Descends confusion, like a thunderbolt!” 


Again he stopp’d, and roll’d his ghastly eyes 
In lonely dark, revolving deeper woe : 299 
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Till thus again his bursting bosom own’d 300 
Its fraught, in accents to drear silence breathed. 


‘¢ Pardon in this world more I may not hope, 
Nor dare solicit from the wrong’d: by me 
Bought not with agony, or tears of blood. 
But for the dread hereafter, so my heart 
Has been possess’d with glories of this world, 
That on another scarcely have I thought. 
Yet conscious what wild deeds have stain’d my life, 
Cruelty, perfidy, ingratitude, 
Slighting too e’en a warning from the dead, _— 310 
When to the pillow of my lone unrest 


Was deign’d a voice and presence from the grave, - 


A supernatural spirit sent to save 

And bode the secrets of futurity, 

So harden’d then had grown impenitence, 

How may I dream on hope? It is too late. 

An outcast from the good, from earth and heaven, 
Environ’d by distraction and dismay, 

Sunk in this den, nought now remains for me, 

But unredeem’d perdition, black despair !” 


A moment might he cease again, and seem 321 
Hush’d in desponding silence for a time, 
Ere agony in words broke forth anew. 


‘Ob! could I sink in earth, and expiate 
In mere annihilation life foregone ! 
But how I start with dread, as conscience points, 
That boundless regions of perennial gloom, 
A desert chaos of wild misery, 
One universal waste of woe and death, 
Through vast eternity, are yet to come. 
Foretasted and begun on earth itself, 
Self-condemnation with its scorpion sting, 332 
The ever gnawing worm of self reproach, 
Tells to offended justice my desert. 
A fiery indignation sole awaits, 
And demon spirits to scared fancy seem 
Ready to rise and tear me as their prey; 
While earth itself, not in mock’d vision now 
As erst, but felt and plain, seems rock’d beneath, 
Opening from darkness’ self a gulf unknown, 
A hell of torment, closed in dawnless night. 
Ob! mercy: what can save? rack’d fancy raves ; 
Conscience is lash’d to madness; for seem now 
Vials of wrath pour’d on my victim head ! 344 
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Thought may not bear the poignant agony! — 3.45 
Ob! horror! suffering, ill compensated 

By all earth's glories and its hollow pomp! 

What could its splendours, power, avail me now, 
Plunged thus in desperation’s dark abyss !” 


Again he falters, in emotion lost, 
Shock’d to mute woe: till after shuddering chill, 
This last acknowledgement escapes his lips. 


‘‘ I feel, as was on earth my course of pride, 
Signal and awful now my punishment. 354 
Who trusts to pride, like Lucifer himself, 

Must fall by pride; like him too, ne’er retrieved, 
Vengeance and retribution come at last. 

But righteous is my doom, I needs must own, 
Perishing thus by Mercian Kenwulph’s stroke, 
Whose life my own arm’d hand had not forborne.”’ 


So conscience, that uncheated monitor, 
Impartial e’en mid self-reproach, discerns 
With sentence true, that justice marks his fall. 
All on himself recoils, as from the hand 
Of Providence, retorting his own acts 365 
As instruments against himself alone. 


Bewildering terror thrills his clay-cold breast, 
While rings the monarch’s presage in his ear 
Of that judicial trial, spoke at hand: 
His shrinking spirit deems, he cannot bear 
Tobe in shame drage’d through wideLondon’s streets, 
Captive, in fetters, in the conqueror’s train, 
Environ’d and reviled by gaping crowds. 


‘* Alarm (he groaning adds) usurps my soul, 
Arousing agony insufferable, 375 
More than sharp pangs of my corroding wound 
Rack this hurt body and my festering flesh. 

E’en from the enflaming gash (as thought forebodes) 
I feel, I cannot live: but for awhile 

Shall I abide more pain? what shall I do? 

To be reserved a taunted spectacle, 

Endure the penal terrors of the law, 

’Gainst me array’d in dread solemnity, 

To judgment of high treason ; on myself, 

’Fore England’s gather’d peers, to hear the brand 
‘Guilty’ pronounced, ere from my mangled corse 
My head be sever’d ’fore the murmuring crowd, 
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And into quarters be my body torn! 388 
Horrible image! how may this be shunn’d ?” 


Thus the caught traitor ponders, and gives way 
In secret, mid the sunken cavern’s gloom, 
To the confusion of o’ertaken guilt, 
In pangs of irreclaimable despair : 
A dire example, memorable aye. 
Such his thoughts pierce like iron through his soul ; 
Till dumb with terror, he seems petrified, 
Labouring with sense, as he had poison ta’en. 397 


Scarce this transpired, ere officed messengers, 
Sent from the King, enter the cavern’d cell, 
With charge to bring the Danish reafen thence, 
(Where safe ’tis hid) trophy of Kinwith's fight, 
Now wanted to adorn the coming feast, 

And sole remind apt thoughts of victory. 


O’erheard which errand, as with novel shock 
Of boding memory to his shudder’d soul, 
The traitor words of prophecy recals : 
‘< Come, where the Danish standard yet lies hid: 
Then shall thy fortune be consummated.” 408 
Last presage this of his near end he deems, 
And mute revolves the dread presentiment. 


But happier contrast calls. For in blest turn 
Another and more cheerful scene invites. 
Sunk had the evening sun, yet in the west 
Lingering, ere twilight’s grey approach, some streaks 
Of fainter gold still tinged with dying ray; 
Changed, till o’er all the scene a crimson light, 
Diffusive trembling on the vivid green, 
Mark’d the still hour serene, whose coming claim’d | 
The noble group (in custom wont) to meet 419 
In pleased assemblage at the supper’s board, 
Waiting in used guise, sylvan-pastoral. 
More leisure now (all clear’d to soothing peace) 
Admits the strangers in the rural isle 
With charm’d surprise to mark the festival, 
Where all invested seems with fairy grace. 
Long tented awnings underneath green trees 
Inclosed a carpet of fresh vernal flowers, 
A wide pavilion, whose light canopy 
Screen’d its met guests from rains, or falling dews, 
As from the cooler winds: from whose raised top 


Dependent dropp’d shell lamps, with soften’d ray 


BOOK XELI. 13 


Shooting a tunar light, that lovelicr shew'd 432 
The leafy boughs immingled; haply twined 

At times with varied chaplets of strung flowers, 
To honour the glad guests o’er the repose 

Of their wild banquet; making in the woods 
Their homelet seem as in Elysium set, 

Or from the waved wand of enchantment sprung. 
How different from the strife and tumult scaped ! 
While o’er their heads, conspicuous in display, 
Beneath Britannia’s ensign, floating hung 

The Reafen flag, captive to valour’s arm, 442 
Whose sight inspires like hope through every breast. 


Kindest congratulation hails endear'd 
The charmed spot, fill’d now with company 
Not sole of England’s noblest, choicest chiefs, 
Her patriot statesmen, and her soldiers brave, 
But some, the sacred prelates of the realm, 
Her learned scholars, the mild sons of song, 
And, charming more, Britannia’s sweetest fair, 
Whose land can boast a beauty all her own. 
The sovereign and his royal sister, bid, 
Erst Mercia’s Queen, sit graceful at the head. 
When lo! the grateful monarch (more to crown 454 
The rural festival with joyous ease) 
Calls to be seated even near his side 
The wondering cottage pair, (whose bashful mien 
A smile provokes from all) beneath whose roof, 
As tells the gracious King with pleasant air, 
Himself erewhile was saved ; proud, that in turn 
His sylvan bower to them can shelter yield. 
So in gay sportive mood the monarch cheers 
The social moment, and all gloom dispels. 
Thus in delightful freedom all partake 
The rustic meal, of viands sole composed, 
Though simple, yet most sweet; alluring too 466 
E’en for their strangeness :—product of their isle: 
Be’t flesh of goat, entrapp’d, or leveret’s taste, 
Or the wild stock-dove, or the rabbit's limb, 
By herbs of juiced growth warm’d from bank or spring, 
Rathe sperage, mint, or balm, or mordant cress : 
Deck’d haply too with fruits, from autumn saved, 
Roots, *‘ cut in characters,’’ or clotted creams. 
Nor wanting then full cups of cheering wine, 
Won in some enterprize, or from lone cells, 
By female art framed of the wild bees’ store, 
Honey’d metheglin, or spiced ippocras, [brim 
Served in carved beechen cups, wrought round the 
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With mimic leaves and tendrils of the vine. 479 
Spell of surprize enhances solace more, 
Enlivening the rapt stranger’s temperate joy. 


As thus their cheering fare the noble group 
Tranquil partake, and converse interchange 
Which gratulation blends o’er perils past, 
Unbounded welcome greets recover’d friends ; 
And o’er such union endless seems delight 
In intercourse of confidence and truth. 

Nor wants the humble banquet pleasured praise 
From voice of noble guests, nor high estate 439 
Disdains to share enjoyment with the low: 
Greatness itself vouchsafes admiring note, 

While Oddune, Devon's peer, delighted owns : 


‘¢ Bliss finds a home e’en in this seat obscure. 
Though here no marble palace towers, nor shine 
Ceilings of fretted gold, nor cedar floors, 
Pavement of jaspar, or of porphyry ; 

Though statues none here nature’s garden deck, 
This tented roof may answer all, and please 

In room of pomp: flowers springing at our feet 
May other perfumes with rich scent supply; 500 
Nor the car pine for other melody 

Than farewell carols of the nestling birds, 

By sound of waters lull’d in soft response. 

What bosom sighs for loftier happiness ?” 


At such his words, answers well pleased the King, 
In playful mood, with frank and happy ease. 


‘‘ Here rural life exemplified may seem 
At full, and out of hoarded riches none 
Save nature’s simple bounty, yet no scant, 
Rather with treasure teeming, plenty’s horn. 510 
This from yourselves” (sportively as he said, 
With courteous grace turn’d toward the cottage pair) 
‘* Believe, kind host and hostess, that myself, 
Your servant once, have learn’d, taughterst with you 
In innocence, health, peace, obscure yet safe, 
First to find out, then love simplicity. 
Here can we guard ourselves, in happy turn, 
In a retreat, not kinder than your own, 
Yet after woods, and wilds, and hedgerow roofs, 
And highway flights, (once mine) now doubly sweet. 
Nor lost upon me are those cottage cares, 
There glean’d, employments, varying as the day 522 


BOOK XLI. 15 


Wore on: whether to milk the lowing kine, — 523 
Compact the curdling cheese, or tend at times 
Those baken loaves ; haply with idle skill, 
Neglectful, suiting ill my housewife dame, 

Whose just reproof paid well my bad desert.” 


So with endearing sportive courtesy 
The sovereign, not forgetful of the past, 
Appeals his former mistress, and delights 
With laughing mood and reminiscence gay 
(Haply with purpose more to cheer the time) 
No less the peasants, than the noble throng. 533 
Albeit herself, embarrass’d and confused, 
E’en in her smiles, for her past rudeness craves 
Forgiveness, done in ignorance beguiled. 
While he, in turn, her pardon asks again, 
Owning his ill-sped task deserved more ire. 


These, faithful Denulph and his reverend spouse, 
Not at that board seated from Emma far, 
(Their still loved foster daughter) at her sight 
Feel else their bashfulness and strange surprize 
Soothed and composed, from very habit’s use : 
Amusing much the observant company, 544 
Yet by the nobles honour’d and caress’d. 
Nor wants almost parental tenderness 
From these toward her, long cherish’d as their own: 
Albeit with joy and wonder they behold 
Her genuine sire recover’d, and restored. 
Scarce less surprize and sympathy o’ercomes 
The flutter’d Kenwulph, scarce refraining then 
From tears of grateful extacy anew. 
But press their cheer the noble relatives 
Of the won Mercian and his daughter loved, 
The generous Rohand, and Felicia fair. 
Some charm’d spectators too alike recal 656 
The cottage inmates : duteous Athelard, 
And gallant Edgar, the young lord of Hants, 
Not distant then from the gain’d cottage maid. 


Thus sat they, while thetwilight’s breath, from dews 
That fell on closing flowerets, blew within 
Fragrance, exhaling from the grassy turf, 

Or thousand blossoms, through each entrance pour’d, 
O’er images of beauty and repose ; 

While Zephyr’s whispering airs came burden’d more 
With music trill’d from minstrels of the spring, 

Ere yet retired within their brooded nests. 567 
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Scarce ’gan shy Philomel few notes to blend, 568 
Hid in young opening foliage of her bower, 

Within some inner covert of the grove; 

Yet trill’d rare signal to the listening fair 

To yield the sweeter music of their song. 

Might seem the graced nymphs at their table met, 

Bright as the sirens on Calypso’s isle, 

Against whose look’s enchantment well might need 
Immortal moly to defend the heart. 

Or so might float delighted happiness, 

Q’er the soothed dream, that Athelney’s poor cells 
Fancy might change to bright Thessalian vales, 579 
Or the blest gardens of the Hesperides. 


For here not sole was the fair Mercian Queen, 
Majestic in her condescending grace ; 
But stately Devon's pride, the high and pure, 
Matron Honoria, and her filial flower 
The peerless Hilda (Kinwith’s boast, far famed) 
Whose rarest beauty match'd her gentle birth: 
While mingled in the festive range there beam’d 
Kent's grace, the acute Matilda, kind as bright, 
Happy to see her righted friend so blest, 
The meek Emilia, near the prince betroth’d, 590 
Athelwold, placed in modest dignity. 
Regal in look, there too Eltruda sat, 
In robe, all powder'd o’er with stars of gold; 
And by her, as if rear’d for suited state, 
Her princess-daughter, Thora, fair, though cold. 
Nor from the new recover d Emma far, 
(O’erjoy'd to grace her side) Felicia fair, 
Gems that in lustre vie, her lovely kin 
Strove with endearment sweet to cheer and please. 
Nor absent here were Ordmer’s daughters twain, 
The widow’d Adelaide, or Rosamond, 
Unlink’d in nuptial tie; who tend alike G02 
Their old blind father, seated "twixt the pair, 
Blest to o‘erhear the joy he cannot see. 
All these attract some fonder chieftain’s gaze, 
And wake by social charm love’s growing power, 
By sympathy sublimed, as they admire ; 
While mutual fresh respect, in friendship’s bonds 
United more, e’en from distresses shared, 
Sweetly thus heal’d in memorable guise, 
Binds all together in a golden chain, 
In boundless faith, devotion to the King. 


He, mid the happy group not pleasured least 
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In easy grandeur (by affections kind G4 
Attempering with the King, the sire, the man) 
Caress’d his children, from their perill’d state 

So late deliver’d, to the table’s head 

Now brought by kind Fidelia (consort graced 

Of Somerset’s loved earl, recover'd too) 

Still their sole foster mother, since strange chance 
Their parent Queen in hostile tents detains. 
Whose tender memory his children’s sight 

Recals to their fond father, as he plays 

With their soft features, and in every smile 
Beholds their mother’s graces, e’en till tears 625 
A ffectionate, of such remembrance sprung, 

Gush to his eyes; dash’d suddenly away, 

Not checking for a moment social joy. 

Yet broods the deep resolve within his heart, 
That captive soon from her sad bonds to free, 

In victory which shall save a nation too, 


Around the board the glad attendants plied, 
Pages of willing honour, Turgar young, 
Lincoln’s graced earl, mid henchmen for the nonce ; 
The veteran Cymbert too, with lively zeal, [state, 
Limp’d round the place, nor miss’d high Kinwith’s 
Match’d with fair Florence, and trim Lionel. 637 


What words may picture the vivacious joy, 
And various happiness of group so met, 
Whose inexpressive interest and charm 
Fancy alone can paint with semblance due! 


Soft smiled the witching fair, or look’d or talk’d, 
As Cytherea deigns divinest grace; 
Or, delicate, at times deign’d sportive mood, 
Lively, as when loved Deiopeia leads 
The dance in front of Juno’s golden couch. G46 
Or if their voice, tuned to the silver lute, 
(Touch’d by the MercianQueen’s well practised hand) 
Might deign the lay, not then Euterpe’s breath 
Could o’er her bent lyre yield a note more sweet : 
Or to the wondering dolphin’s stop might sound 
Arion’s harp, that charm’d the sea to peace. 
Might seem as Syrinx, nymph of Dian’s train, 
Had hither for melodious refuge fled, 
As erst to Ladon’s stream, whose vocal recds 
Issued strange music to the taken gales; 
Or as if echo, o’er Narcissus’ plaint 
On silence flung her sweetest breathing falls. 638 
VOL. VI. C 
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So play’d in these hush’d groves romantic joy. 659 


Nor is love’s generous heavenly sentiment 
Here wanting, in soft bosoms of the fair 
Assured still most, when at man’s humblest need. 
Though he may sink, and gloomy, querulous, 
Brood o’er his lot with sorrow, heaven itself 
Bids woman o’er the cloud beam sunny smiles. 


Perhaps too then the rival bards would deign 
Their vying strains, struck to the numerous harp. 


Delicious rapture thrills through every breast: 
So much, that novel wonder seems to seize 669 
The rustic cottage pair (on whom, ’twould seem, 
Opes a new world of thought) how guests like these, 
So noble, and else bred to other life, 

Can prove so blest, and such enjoyment own 
In scene so homely and so lone as this. 


Throbs every bosom with expectant hope ; 
For cheerful talk at such a time more bound 
The heart, in strong affection then devote. 
Though e’en should patriotic feeling fail, 
Ready were all to follow to the death 679 
Such private virtue, courteous, kind, humane, 
Amid such danger playful, affable, 

And seeming all at ease, though cares so vast, 
Events so grand, call for the morrow’s task : 
Model of genuine magnanimity, 

Grasping its subject, difficult howe’er, 

With sportive ease, unruffled and composed. 


Yet has its use this sweet celestial calm: 
For so brief interval of happy peace 
Serves to prepare with cheer the freshen’d mind. 
Soon the King, ever prompt, attention calls, 690 
While converse he would bend to needful point, 
(After the English wont, sage e’en in mirth) 
How instant to advantage best to turn 
The past events, urged on in action meet 
To issue full of prosperous consequence. 


For he recals, that now is ripe the time, 
The very crisis favourable most 
At hand, when, treason overthrown, and link’d 
In cordial union England's chiefs again, 
The general country, roused in mass to rise, 700 
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The way to fortune’s goal can now make clear. 701 
Haply the sovereign thus would fond exclaim: 


‘« Truly in these delightful groves that shew 
Worthy the golden age, and seem to breathe 
Airs as of paradise, afflictions past 
Might soothe themselves to rest, and be forgot. 
But these oblivious hours serene must now 
End, for in bowers of sylvan Athelney 
This pastoral supper is perchance our last. 
Now to this home that shelter’d us so long — 7110 
We all must bid farewell, since other calls 
Of duty, all important to the state, 

Summon us hence on loftiest enterprize. 

This quiet must be changed to blasts of war, 
To perilous chances, tumult, blows, and blood. 
Yet shall fond recollection still endear 

The passing joys that may no more return.” 


Scarce to regret’s sensation he allow’d 
Its willing tribute, but more full explain’d. 


‘¢‘ Pause none admits, no moment of delay, 720 
For every man must instant bear his part: 
Each, as his watchword, stamping on his mind 
This truth: ‘ England expects, that every man 
Will do his duty.’ From our very hands, 
Few as we are, she asks deliverance. 
Hence must the chiefs in eager embassy, 
Each to his proper province, with first morn 
Part, and assemble all his vassal powers 
In order’d ranks, returning by set day 
To settled rendezvous, already seen, 
In our last journey’s proof, for station apt, 
Where Selwood’s forest may our union screen. 732 
Then England’s gather'd host in set array 
Ourselves will lead with needful secresy 
Thro’ safest tracts which previous search has scann’d, 
Bursting with battle’s storm upon the heads 
Of the surprised foe, within his camp, 
By our own eye survey’d, when all his powers 
Shall be collected at spring’s Eostre feast 
To their great Odin’s honour, with high pomp 
Numerous and splendid more than e’en bedecks 
The famed T[uul, their winter’s festival. 
Riot and ebriation of the time 
These rites shall to our special vantage turn, 744 
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Scatter’d before our arms in sure defeat. 745 
Grand triumph shall from thence achieve and found 
Britannia’s empire, glory, happiness, 

Won for her people through each after age. 

The country’s fathers shall our title be, 

Her nobles proved the pillars of the realm.” 


So he expounds, while to his guiding word 
Each duteous breast responds with ready zeal: 
More, as the King his preconcerted thought 
Before the high assemblage in clear train 
For hoped assent, instruction plain, declares; 755 
While thus his brooded purpose he unfolds. 


‘Every man now must bend his energy 
To one sole object; each in various guise 
Useful, as tend his means and character: 
All pressing on to summit of success 
Through series of thick-coming incidents. 
Scant though our count, yet to this great emprize 
Well I esteem suffice the minds and hearts 
Of men I see before me, through whose veins 
Flows blood of England’s loftiest ancestry.” 765 


So as the monarch utters, swift he sums 
His present force, and fires their valour’s flame ; 
While to his spell-struck audience he appears 
In proper colours most conspicuous then 
As England’s King, and warrior-general both, 
Leading the nation to prompt victory on, 
Assured in every heart, as he proceeds. 


‘¢ Equal are not our powers, combined to meet 
The coming conflict, brought of every chief ? 
Somerset’s lord, loved of his faithful troops 
Long pining for his loss, by strange events 776 
Now reappears. He thoughtful, grave, sedate, 
Yet brave as sage, shall lead from neighbouring plains 
His loyal vassals, who once more will hail 
Their former chief with joy ineffable : 
Following their captain to familiar scenes 
Of old Penzelwood, by the fort antique 
Of Camelot, since Arthur’s day renown’d: 
Glowing with courage irresistible. 
Next, Devon’s high illustrious peer, e’en now 
Flush’d with the victory of Kinwith’s field, 
The splendid nobleman, of wealthy fame, 
No less for calm and prudent policy 788 
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Than military talent eminent, 789 

With his graced scion, his saved castle’s shield, 

The knightly Eldred, dear in future name, 

Their skill’d and steady valour shall unite 

To guide from their throng’d vales and spread do- 

Martial defenders, worthy of their lords. [mains 

Nor will we doubt ere long with joy to view 

This their own trophy (as he said, the King 

Points to the standard, pendent o’er their board, 

While every bosom throbb’d with martial pride) 

This Raven flag, after fresh victory, 799 

A kingdom freed, float still o’er Kinwith towers. 
Cornwall’s intrepid sons, with care disposed 

By their true leader, Osmund, kind and wise, 

Shall bound with zealous rapture at the call 

Of him, their patriot chieftain, to the throne 

Allied, magnanimous in fortitude, 

In battle bold, princely, but friendly mild, 

Whoseranks shall proudly march, where’er he guides. 
Dorset’s wide vales the faithful Athelard, 

His honour’d branch, shall with apt voice appeal, 

And with meet sway of dignity control ; 

Heirless, since veteran Herbert’s loss: its race 

Of generous warriors will with joy obey 812 

A gallant chief, in truth, in friendship tried ; 

Warn, but sagacious; loyal, firm, sincere, 

Their ancient captain’s place supplying best.” 


Scarce paused the King a moment, looking round, 
Ere at the board a hero drew his eye, 
Whom next he named, as thus his voice pursued. 
[bands, 
‘¢ Our neighbouring Wilts shall send her numerous 
At summons prompt of their heroic chief, 
The daring Aylwin, fiery, eager, bold, 
Even to rashness, yet by English hearts 822 
Beloved, who his impetuous courage know 
To guard, e’en while they follow and admire. 
These at his word, needing no trumpet’s sound, 
Shall swell his ranks : led once to leaguer’d Wales, 
Vailing the proud crest of the Pagan there: 
Yet now on England’s own adjacent fields 
(Invaded by insulting foreign foes) 
Burning to meet the clash of clamorous war, 
And hurl destruction on their victim heads. 
Rushing next him, as erst with high success 
They join’d his victor standard, the brave peers 
Of Southern Wales (Demetia’s fiery race) 834 
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Pembroke’s, Glamorgan’s, Monmouth’s vales, our 

Provinces bordering kingly Severn’s side: _[rule, 

Alike too chiefs, who curb the neighbour’d bounds, 

Gloucester’s as Oxford’s earls; and powers, whom late 

The voice of warlike Aylwin led to fight, 

Opposing vanquish’d Hubba’s first career, 

Each to his province hasting, hence shall part 

To blend what might his potent hest can bring. 
Nor with less earnestness shall garden Hants, 

With the throng’d pride of Vecta’s lovely isle, 

Owning the gallant, active Edgar’s guide, 

Their rightful lord from long descent of sway, 846 

Usher her thousands, issuing at the word 

Of their young chieftain, emulous to match 

The ancient glory of his house and sires, 

Alert to high exploit, on fire for fame. 

These, buoyant with fresh spint, shall aspire 

Foremost to join their flocking countrymen, 

And merit well approaching happiness.” 


Nor stopp’d the sovereign, but in very look 
Seem’d animated, as fresh force he named. 


‘‘ Fair Surrey’s generous and indulgent peer, 856 
With the young fervent genius of his line, 
Each ever ready at high duty’s call, 
Shall from Sheen’s peerless banks, o’er Thames fair 
In nature’s wealth and beauty unexcell’d, _[flood, 
Call crowded bands of followers, long endear’d 
By deeds of ancient hospitality, 
To bide their leader’s bidding to the death, 
And wrest fresh garlands in their country’s eye. 
With equal hope, nor aught in zeal behiad, 
Alike too Sussex’ bold and manly earl, 
The happy sire, (past melancholy o’er, 
Since the meek sweetness of his virgin rose 868 
Wins the due tribute of a prince’s heart,) 
Seconded by his gallant hero son, 
Staff of his life, that prince’s fellow-friend, 
Shall now their passion for great acts of name 
Satiate at full, on object worthy all: 
Calling forth at their beck their hardy bands, 
Inured to toil and daring enterprize, 
Eager to emulate their leader’s deeds. 
Unconquer’d Kent, of eldest honour proud, 
Shall at her stately captain’s instant call 
Answer his patriot zeal, and in array 
Magnificent march on to triumph wont. 880 
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While Essex’ honour’d head, the nautic peer, 881 
Count and defender of the Saxon shore, 

Shall from his water'd bays and guarded isles 
Conduct a skilful and experienced train, 

Glad at his voice to speed with power concurr’d.” 


' So as the King enumerates, and proves 
How well their general understands them all, 
How best to turn the bent, the means of each, 
To union’s instant action, with proud joy 
High hope and confidence inspire each heart. 
Each noble patriot with delight receives 891 
The instructed enterprize, and burns to hail 
The day that shall their gather’d powers combine, 
Anticipating triumph, felt at hand. 


But hark! the sovereign still pursues, and next 
Reminds of aids, new gain’d, mighty in name, 
That if aught yet of question could remain, 

Shall victory’s balance beyond doubt assure. 
For now, detested treason’s snares amoved, 
And Mercia’s amplest powers in league allied, 
Return’d to natural fealty— 

He stopp’d, 
And check’d the unfinish'd sentence: for behold! 
As thus the monarch his full plans disclosed, 
Amidst their meal with interruption strange 
Abruptly burst into the tented roof 
Two of the armed watch, late set to guard 
Hianfrid, shut in the subterrene cave. 
Wild is the contrast of their errand’s rush, 
With change of horror, momently, awhile, 
Nor less the tenor of their scared report. 
All ghastly pale, affrighted was their look, 
As they unfold, shuddering, alarm’d, confused, 
Importing death and woe, their dismal tale: 914 


“That entering late the subterranean cell 
To tend the closed Hianfrid for awhile, 
If aught his pain’d distress might need, peer’d then 
A dreadful spectacle: the wretched man [wound, 
Had tbose link’d kerchiefs, which restrain’d his 
W here deep was gash’d the flesh, yet miss’d the heart, 
His corded arms by frantic struggle freed, 
Untwisted seemingly, and e’en with these, 
Join’d for more strength together, at each end 
Had form’d a sliding noose: one round his nech 
The hapless wretch had fix’d, then the other knot 
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Hung o'er a strong hook (for the cavern’s use 926 
Deep fix’d in the wall’d rock) when, so it shew’d, 
From edge of the sole seat, which there was left 
For the hurt solitary prisoner’s rest, 
Himself had dropp’d, thus loosely pendent held, 
Till, choked and suffocated, breath of life 
Was quite extinct. E’en in such posture dire 
Found we the recreant culprit, cold and dead, 
Though yet scarce stiff.” 

The sovereign questions swift : 
‘* What did ye with his corpse? where lies he now ?” 


Instant reply the shuddering messengers. 937 


‘‘In indignation, quaking at the sight, 
We bore the swelter’d caitiff from the cell, 
With visage black and swoln from hinder’d blood, 
And fastening a huge stone about his neck, 
We toss‘d the hateful carcase in the marsh, 
As a dead dog, amid a stagnant pool.” 


Lost for a moment seems the King in thought, 
Or mute amaze, till yielding to exclaim 
Of wonder, blent with pity, at such end ! 946 


‘‘ Mistaken man! in thine own tangled snares 
Of faithless selfishness surprized and caught! 
How miserable doom! oh! fall’n indeed 
From loftiest hopes to lowest ignominy !” 


Then turning to the messaged guard, the King 

Instant adjoins : 
‘* Beseech ye, take him up, 

And in the gloomiest corner of the isle, 
Bury his corse forthwith, with not a stone 
To mask the spot; but through all after days 956 
A terrible example to be named 
Of bad ambition and disloyal fraud. 
Alas! if early had been turn’d to good, 
Instead of wrong, ability bestow’d, 
How had e’en this man by his natural gifts, 
Acquirements, and pursuits, his time, his means, 
Well served his country; vor his own false aims 
In ruin closed, but honour crown’d his name.” 


The obeisant sentinels in reverence part. 
Then turning to the noble train, the King 
(Shock’d howsoe’er) draws from events so dire 967 
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Instructive moral, and thus opes his thought. 968 


‘« Awful indeed the example we behold! 
Who shall deny a ruling Providence ? 
Discern’d, what wondrous consequences flow 
From causes that appear’d but accident, 
Yet were not so, but heaven's own silent means 
To execute its purposes of good, 
Making dark evil but its instrument. 
While semblant mid high splendour flourishing, 
Proud and elate, and grasping at a crown, 
From grandeur’s height, how on a sudden falls 978 
The man, who could a Briton’s part disown, 
Taking advancement from our enemy! 
How must this signal instance strike our souls, 
What retribution waits ingratitude ! 
Now truly may we learn, to know and prize 
The grace, the dignity of innocence: 
By proof, that sole in wisdom’s, virtue’s, ways 
Rests true nobility, and honour’s crown, 
Just self-enjoyment, unimpair’d delight, 
Blest and secure through fortune’s dreariest gloom ; 
While selfish, treacherous dealing leads alone 
To ruin, shame, and ignominious end ; 990 
Which only guilt makes truly miserable.” 

[moved, 

Noting those words, which deep each bosom 
Much injured Rayner, Somerset’s grave peer, 
Nor Mercian Kenwulph less, from snares so fell 
Hardly escaped, their execration’s ban 
Vent, stung with indignation, and exclaim: 


‘‘ Base, upstart wretch! condign his punishment! 
Perdition less complete had fail’d its work. 
Undying curses shroud his memory ! 999 


But touch’d at this, the generous King replies : 
‘© Misled, deluded man! whom thus at last 
Helpless confusion whelms! My soul e’en melts 
With pity at thy doom. Dead now, with him 
Let in the tomb his errors nameless sleep, 
Or if remember’d, only to be shunn’d.” 


Silent, the King mused, held in pensive thought : 
Though clemency, compassion, stirr’d his breast, 
Yet horror, scarce subdued, oppress’d his soul, 
O’er treason’s issue, memorable aye. 1009 
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Such meditations in each bosom stirr’d, 1010 
Throughout that noble audience, pondering all 
On guilt’s dread doom ; perfidy’s full defeat ; 
Fealty’s lapse, by penitence redeem’d, 
With triumph of persisting loyalty. 


But when composure somewhat was resumed, 
Hailing events so signal, their result 
The sovereign sums, and places full in view ; 
While he recals, that from a vow’d emprize, 
(Commenced with purpose less, and other aim) 
Grandest effects their expedition crown. 1020 


‘‘ Treason’s designs not sped, which foully sought 
Ourselves, and nobles to destroy, but foil’d, 
Quell’d by its own base hand, and thus o’erta’en, 
No dangerous obstacle left thence to fear, 
Proves murder’s instance made the very means 
(Though by itself unthought) to bring us back 
Kenwulph to favour and to fealty, 

And in his person Mercia’s potent aid ; 

Our strength by strange coincidence enlarged 
With vast accession; England’s needed bands 
Restored in duteous union to our side. 1031 
Moving beneath the golden dragon-sign, 

Proud numbers now from the vast midland realm, 
From England’s amplest, richest, peopled tracts, 
(Britannia’s fortress,) shall march forth to cope 
With the north’s locusts, Scandinavia’s hive ; 
Impregnable with natural bulwark, make 

Our host invincible, and triumph sure. 
Estrangement o’er, Kenwulph shall prove again 
A friend, as ever: as to us are won 

Our children lost, so he alike regains 

A child and daughter, pledge of happy faith. 
Nor comes he sole, but in high fortune’s train, 1048 
The noble Rayner, Somerset’s lost earl, 

(Whose power the fallen Hianfrid long usurp’d) 
Faithful of old as puissant, reappears, 

A leader, most compelling victory : 

Both hailing too, with friendship’s, as kin’s, joy 
The valiant Roband, Warwick’s Mercian peer, 
With just acclaim now to his own restored. 

Who with these new allies can doubt success?” 


So greets the King, and seems to dwell with pride 
On fortune of so mighty powers new won. 1053 
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Concurring, all uo less his union prize, 1054 
And look to Kenwulph for assistance high. 

In turn, promoting too her country’s weal, 

His former benefactress, and wont Queen, 
Alfred’s graced sister, at the table’s head, 
Addresses to her subject, thus regain’d, 

Fond reminiscences and gracious note. 

And as he near his darling daughter sat, 

And her glad cousin (Mercian Rohand’s child) 
The fair Felicia, near her sire alike 

Seated at that charm’d board, (each lovely flower 
There tended by the noble Edgar's care, 1065 
Or gallant Guy, pressing toward her most dear) 
The Mercian Queen appeals the happy chief 

As if past friendly times were all revived. 

Then soon in tender accent she forebodes, 

That though the stately Repton be destroy’d, 
Where late she held her court and palace seat, 
That mausoleum of old Mercia’s Kings, 

Where too her spouse, lost Burthred, look’d to sleep 
In honour ’mong his regal ancestors, 

(Alas! entomb’d, exiled, in foreign lands) 

Yet the fond hope, cherish’d by each so long, 

To bring back Mercia’s power shall yet prove true. 
Now at the call of Mercia’s former friends —1078 
Shall all her noble heroes vying haste 

England to aid in peril, at her need : 

Mercia’s vicecrown, in graceful union wont, 

Shall be restored to England's rightful King. 


Which mild complacent suit, scarce seeming such, 
The Mercian Plegmund, Kenwulph’s former friend, 
High prelate, (erst the Cestrian anchorite 
In Hilbree’s Devan islet,) seated near, 

Seconds, and keen corrodings of regret 

Pacifies and consoles with words of peace; 1088 
With courteous grace strives to add favour more, 
And kindly stretches reconcilement’s hand. 


Nor to such claim fails genial to respond 
Attender’d Kenwulph, Mercia’s potentate, 
Who pledges solemn promise with prompt speed 
Hence to repair to Mercia’s known domains, 
And summon from her far-ranged provinces 
Her puissance, led by many a warrior chief ; 
Haply some drawn from Cestria’s northern bounds, 
While Oxford’s,Gloucester’s,more contiguous troops 
Shall follow from the south their ancient lords. 1099 
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But from the centre Warwick’s rightful earl 1100 
(To whom his stately castle is restored) 

Shall guide his people, bounding at his call: 

Nigh which too, shall the cliff, the lands, and wealth, 
(Pill’d from his dead sire, Gerald) be restored 

To Guy, the youthful hero, not unknown 

Already in the lists of martial fame, 

Who in the war may own a just command. 


Touch’d at his words, the loyal Rohand swift 
Responds, and tells his certain prescience scans 
Where other Mercian earls, fled like himself, 1110 
Are lurking banish'd, but on this glad news 
Will spring, as if by magic’s touch, to join 
The assembling ranks: Stafford’s,as Derby’s, peers, 
The lords of Leicester, Salop, Nottingham, 

With many a chief of Mercian chivalry. 


Delighted, Kenwulph lists, and tells, himself, 
More blest than when sole King, will chiefest lead 
From his own Avon’s banks and Stratford’s vale 
Troops known from early day, and joy to rule; 
Whose sight and kind reunion shall remind 
Hours of past happiness, once there enjoy’d 1121 
With the loved mother of this child regain’d : 

(So as he said, toward Emma’s self he turn’d 
With look affectionate, that spoke the heart, 

E’en fonder melted by calamity :) 

‘« And for my faith, (he adds) since sure some pledge 
Just doubt may need, as hostage her I leave, 

My daughter sole, late but the child of heaven, 
Saved and preserved in sacred solitude.” 


As thus he spoke, the tender’d father’s eye 
Glisten’d with gushing drops, whose sign might well 
Attest his bosom’s honourable truth. 1132 
Nor stay’d the observant audience too to blend 
Their generous joy and sympathetic trust. 


Then while a tear roll’d trickling o’er her cheek, 
So look’d fair Emma, lovely as appear’d 
The beauteous virgin, lost in Enna’s field, 
By Ceres sought so long, who to the task 
Her torches lit at 7tna’s fire in vain, 
Till high Jove listen’d the maternal prayer, 
And to bless earth lent her prized sight again. 


At her sire’s word the daughter bends to earth 
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Her downcast blush, yet with obeisant mien. 1143 
Enchanted then her generous lover seem’d, 

The noble Edgar, seated near her side, 

As on her father first, then turn’d on him, 

A tender look reveal’d her inmost soul, 

In fondness delicate, nor needing words 

Itself to own innate nobility. 


Fond to himself the enamour’d hero thinks, 
Marking so gentle grace, endear’d the more : 


‘‘Oh! loved, while with her foster parents hid, 
How, worthier, may such excellence be mine, 1153 
And prove by me, in sum of every hope, 
Transplanted into richer happiness !”’ 


- His thoughts the sovereign penetrating reads, 
Not ignorant of their past cottage-loves, 

And eyes the graced pair with a placid smile. 
Then not unconscious, nor displeased, the sire 
Kenwulph himself, the secret passion notes ; 

By that new tie assured, and bound the more 

To duteous loyalty, seeing his child 

So by the royal, noble, and the brave 1163 
Prized in regard: with grateful sense thence fired. 


The blushing maid the kind Felicia soothes, 
Whose lover too the Mercian Queen espies : 
Cheering her youthful subject, gallant Guy, 
Before her chosen favourite, as her pride. 


A tender union thus ’mong Mercian friends 
Prevails, admired of all; while Kenwulph, more 
Congratulated by surrounding peers, 

Breathes to his generous Queen the cordial hope, 
That yet in peace (nor distant prove the day) 1173 
Repton shall hail her to her throne restored. 

That soothing wish the observant sovereign too 
Echoes, and tenderly, a meaning look 

Bends straight on Athelard, his faithful friend, 
Scarce less to her heart, than the monarch’s, dear: 
Yet waiting for reward of prosperous time. 

A conscious blush then o’er the sister’s cheek 
Mantled, that own’d her bosom’s tender fraught. 


So love awhile with graceful interchange 
Assumed its generous claim, oor aught might seem 
To impede momentous projects, but advance. 1184 
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Led on then by importing memory LISS 
And instant exigencies of the time, 

The monarch his instruction’s clue pursues, 

And instigates, as pilgrim-messengers, 

Ardulph and Edred, bishops of the north, 

To bear his letters to Northumbria’s peers, 
Claiming, whate’er they may, their blended powers. 


Nor with less hope the careful sovereign next 
Of Octher asks, his northman ammiral, 
As well in gallies, toward that quarter sent, 
To bring from thence supplies of gather’d troops 
O’er the spread climes of York and Lancaster, 1196 
As from his fleet to choose spared bands marine. 


Last then, the King announces that himself 
Will from the province of his native Berks 
(Wanting a leader since dead Edric’s loss) 

Fetch puissance, which shall royally be led: 

‘¢ For (Treason fallen, that from its elder lord 
Foully usurp’d proud Windsor’s fort and pass, 
Erst our own seat, held of our regal sires) 

Our just prerogative again shall seize 

Demesnes, our due, from treachery’s grasp profane, 
And Windsor’s castle to our England’s throne 1207 
Attach for ever, to the crown confirm’d: 

By Britain’s monarchs to be after prized 

From age to age, proving more faithful lords.” 


Delight might seem to seize the attendant peers 
At such announcement: but the King pursues. 


‘¢ To which high embassy we will assign 
Our nephew princes, /Edelm, Athelwold : 
One, courtier mild, yet still in hour of need 
Trusty and bold: the other, gallant, gay, 1216 
Yet his high spirit now to duty tamed. 
These o’er our Berks and scenes of late explored, 
Our ‘ Wepshott’ friend, known Reginald, shall guide, 
With Rodolph too, on errand like employ’d, 
Each constituted now our officer, 
Raised to King’s thane, with service of a knight; 
Both summoning to war our Berkshire powers, 
But marshall’d in command subordinate 
Sole to the voice of those high princes twain, 
Who in their mission’d delegation’s scope 
Shall represent our own authority. 
Such office new shall but to service past, 1228 
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In our own children’s blest recovery 1229 
And consequences proud, now hail’d of all, 

Add, for the faithful Wepshott, ampler claim 

To Thorpe’s possession in perennial meed : 

Nor yet shall Rodolph fail some due reward. 
These from loved Wantage, nursery of our birth, 
And the spread vale that boasts the‘ argent horse,’ 
(Dear still to memory of England's sons, 

Scene of our brother’s triumph, as our own) 

From regions that recal our name with pride, 

Shall to their standard crowding numbers bring, 
Elate to hail the rule and leading voice , 1240 
Of princes, seen with high ambition fired 

Each to prove worthy of the royal brood.” 


Himself (the monarch pledges) will the host 
Join by fix’d day, first by Pen’s antique pits 
(Sunk by the screening Selwood’s forest side,) 
Collecting some in smaller bands, detain’d 
Awhile in preparation due, till all 
Meet in vast concourse by great Egbert’s stone 
(The proud memorial of his grandsire’s fame) 
Farther beyond the forest’s skirts retired, 
There to be form’d in ranks of apt array, 1251 
Marshall’d ion phalanx irresistible, 

And thence be led to certain victory. 


Nor fails the summ’d design its full effect : 
High confidence inspirits every breast. 
All feel the grandeur of the imparted task, 
Perspicuous, clear; where all seems prudent, wise, 
Easy, forethought, whatever human means 
Or wisdom may devise, all risks to meet. 
Throbs every heart with ardour, as itself 
In part entrusted with a nation’s fate. 
Each hero makes the patriot work his own; 1262 
All needed sure, nor might one arm be spared. 
Still fore the royal mind each duteous bows: 
All toward the King with fix’d reliance look, 
As mariners at sea a beacon eye, 
Rear’d on some promontory height, that sends 
Abroad its saving light through rain and storm, 
And o’er dark waves its solitary beam 
Guides the toss’d vessel from destruction’s gulf. 


While thus on high and patriotic thoughts 
Was occupied that seeming festal board, 
(In English wont) gleam’d the declining moon 1273 
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In silvery lines along Thone’s languid lapse, 1274 
Scarce gurgling through the flags that clothed its 
Such sign gave omen of the golden hour, [marge. 
By nature’s self reserved for peace and rest. 

O’er the dusk moor the heathfowl had retired 

To their moss'd beds, shut amid purpling flowers ; 
And Silence reign’d, ‘less at still interval 

The bittern’s clang token’d belated hour ; 

Which to their various cabins, not unhail’d, 
Warn’d, as sole bell, the graceful company. 


To their, leaf-pallets all in turn retire, 1281 
Mid tented awnings o’er the allotted isle, 
Soon sweetly sleeping, as in cottage cells 
Innocent toil enjoys its earn’d repose. 


Swift fled the deep of night, and sequent drew 
Refreshing hours. Now from the leaden east 
The glimmering Twilight first breathed mistier dews, 
Till from her threshold, paved with fading stars, 
The silver-sandall’d Morn her opal throne 
Quitted, and to her car o’er flaky clouds, 
With violets strown beneath her regal feet, 
Ascended, and in glistening coral sat, 1295 
Ere Phoebus yet the landscape clothed in gold. 
The enliven’d earth, in April’s budding month, 
Smiled on him, deck’d in robe of every hue. 
Scarce from the dews, in jewel-drops that hung 
O’er daffodils and amber primroses, 
Had sprung the lark, to tune aloft his hymn, 
Or from the grove had crept the shelter'd goat 
To crop the wild thyme, rich in moister scent, 
When from light slumber all impatient spring 
The islet’s guests, to greet the sun’s arise. 


Assemble all in orderly array, 1306 
As wont, instructed on their earliest charge, 
And o’er the greensward’s smooth and silken walk, 
Spangled with kingcups and white ladyflowers, 
They tread the dappled soil, until they pierce 
More sylvan spots, where the blue harebell nods 
Beside the sedge-bird’s nest, o'er burrow’d slopes 
Where lurks the fox, or the shy badger hides. 
Nor stay their steps, till mid the inmost grove 
They come, (alike with sacred zeal inspired) 
Where pillar’d trees, in vaulted arches clear’d, 
Bespoke by very look their chosen fane, 
A bower'd cathedral, nature’s oratory. 1318 
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Beneath the foliage of whose waving sprays 1319 
Around the trunks of stately elms were twined 
Rathe honeysuckles, hung with opening bloom ; 
And by the seeming chancel spot as yet 

Green hollies held their crimson berries on, 

Or dropp’d the mountain ash its scarlet wreaths 
To grace an altar there of simple turf [ bloom'd 
Rear’d with fond care, round whose fresh herbage 
Lavish luxuriance of new-opening flowers ; 

Pale orchis, or the wood-anemone, 

Or mary-buds that look’d with golden eye, 

Or modest cowslip bells ; while o’er the conch 1330 
Of mossy woodroof, or ground-ivy’s soft 

And verdurous carpet, waved the feathery fern. 
Haply conceal’d in the wreathed blackthorn’s sheet, 
Or on the russet alder’s palmy bough, 

The mellow thrush its orison of joy 

Warbled in thankful madrigal, ere man 

Had reach’d the hush’d retreat, that seem’d reserved 
For still devotion, pious gratitude. 

From heaven’s own cope, the vaulted blue serene, 
Pierced the bright sunbeams, through the cl uster’d 
And on the altar fell, as heaven itself [trees, 
Such dedication hail’d, and on it smiled: 1342 
Whose eye paternal marks sincerity, 

And where that dwells, its sure acceptance deigns, 
Humble howe’er the gift, or meek the vow ; 
Needing for majesty no human pomp, 

But deeming temple best the pious heart, 


Sound none of matin bell might then convene 
The little church, but sole the general will, 
Acting on sense of felt propriety. 
Scarce whisper’d spring’s mild zephyr to impede 
Delicious silence, while the holy men 
Dispensed religion’s blessing, and due rite, — 133 
Ere parts the general train on fix’d emprize. 
First of such band, Adulph Saint Neot kneels 
’Fore the green altar, who a pious prayer 
Prefers to heaven, that asks its favouring aid. 
Himself, the hoar divine (of royal race, 
In early youth a King, by general rate 
Through sage experience now prophetic deem’d) 
Adds to the scene an awed solemnity. 
He by his wisdom’s voice assures success. 
Here Mercian Plegmund too (the prelate high 
Of Canterbury’s primal see) invokes ; 
Like benediction, and assists the charge : 1365 
VOL. VI. D 
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Wherein no less respected Erigen, 1366 
The faithful Asser, and grave Werbert, blend. 
Nor wants in choral unison the voice 

Responsive to the prayer, or hymned song. 


Ended such ceremonial, its high pledge 
The grateful King confirms, and vows to found 
(If victory shall their patriot efforts crown) 
Here, in the precincts of this woody isle, 
For monument of its preserving shield, 
An abbey-fane, with ample lands endow'd 1375 
Taken from neighbouring moors; whose sacred walls 
Erigen, his loved tutor, first shall rule : 
Here train good Denulph too, who learning loves, 
In studies of his own and pious peace: 
Prized, as the guardian of his King distress’d, 
Now finding care himself in shelter'd ease. 


Ah! who may deem angelic natures then 
Fail’d hovering to observe the hallow’d scene, 
Or waft glad blessing on such rite endear’d ? 


All feel refresh’d, consoled, in mind no less 
Than corporal sense. New courage fires each heart. 
Each feels occasion ripe for instant act, 1387 
Now only, nor before; and for the time 
Pants, when returning with his gather’d power, 
Each shall the King in settled station meet, 

And be led on to fields of deathless fame. 


While nature on that bowery verdure smiles, 
And seems to woo their course the frolic air, 
Breathed from the clear sky, o’er whose azure depth 
Scarce flitted transient clouds of silvery tinct, 
When all gave signal plain of season bright 
To cheer the travellers on their destined way, 1397 
So beam’d the islet’s beauty at that hour, 

Seeming now quitted for last time, that scenes 
And pleasures past might almost wake regret, 
Lofty howe’er was their departure’s claim. 


To such fond sentiment the King gives way 
A moment, gazing round, while he reminds: 


‘‘Though at high duty’s call we bid farewell 
To these so peaceful groves, these homelet cells, 
Whose saving screen has shelter’d us so long, 
Yet haply these hereafter to recal, 1407 
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When all our toils are past, shall yield us joy. 1408 
Here to have dwelt, in Athelney’s poor isle, 

Shall be a claim to memory and regard : 

Of princes, nobles, valour, beauty, seat 
Unthought, nor less of learning and the muse. 

If triumph answer hope, (as sure it will) 

We shall be deem’d for aye the band of friends, 
Who here through ruin’s direst straits remain’d 
Unvanquish’d, firm; by mutual fortitude 

Through every loss, privation, and distress 
Supporting still each other, till at last, 

In friendship’s bonds link’d but the more by woe, 
We wrought a nation’s safety with our own; 1420 
And from the wreck of sunken majesty, 
Laborious, all recover'd and restored, 

Till halcyon peace charm’d off the troubled storm. 
Who shared the danger’s trial shall alike 
Hereafter share the glory and the meed.” 


Amid such cheer of retrospect and bope, 
Ere, ready, all the enchanted islet leave, 
The sovereign, stirr’d to soft emotion new, 
Kisses his princely children, present here 
Attendant in their foster-mother’s charge, "1430 
The kind Fidelia, noble Rayner’s spouse. 


Remembering then (himself a husband too) 
His royal consort, England’s absent Queen, 
Ab! now in snares fallen of so strange distress, 
A captive held within the Paynim camp, 
There late discern’d a spectacle of woe, 
The generous sovereign to relieve, console, 
Affliction such with aught of cheer he may, 
Instant resolve confirms within bis soul 
Hence to despatch the promised embassy. 1449 


On this intent, straight to his side he calls 
Young Turgar, Lincoln’s graced and gallant earl, 
Late his companion to the Danish tents ; 

To whom with earnest words he then confides 
Pathetic message to the afflicted Queen ; 

Bids to repair (disguised in plight contrived) 
Hence to the hostile domiciles again, 

And there the suffering prisoner to seek ont 

In station, to which he knows best the way ; 
Bearing no written scroll, lest haply thence 
Discovery work e’en peril of their lives, 

But sole, for verbal livery reserved, 1452 
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Tidings of ber imprison‘d children found, 1453 
Rescued from dangerous thraldom, and now safe 
In their glad sire’s, and kind Fidelia’s, care. 

Nor only this: but (her own blest presage 
Fulfilling of new aids to England’s cause) 

The train of prosperous fortune, of events 

Next to miraculous, that crown’d the emprize : 
Somerset’s lord, discover'd yet alive : 

Of treason’s fall and ruin, caught, o’erthrown 

In its own fatal snares: the traitor dead : 

The Mercian Kenwulph reconciled, regain’ d, 

And at his beck Mercia’s vice-regal powers: 1464 
All in prompt action: victory at hand : 

Her own deliverance next, and to her sight 

Her children e’en from battle’s verge restored. 


‘“¢ Andoh! good youth, (the King with fervour adds) 
This fond injunction bear her too from me ; 
Intreat the Queen be careful of her life 
Through coming danger; waft to heaven her prayer 
For its protecting guard; then calm, composed, 
Expect my arm to claim her, and to save.” 


Such tender charge the monarch, melting, sends: 
Next too in caution for the gentle youth 1475 
Bids, that to ward detection by the foe, 

The page for mask put on the Danish coat 
Given for disguise erst by Count Sidroc (fallen 
Since then in fight, nor living to detect,) 
When at sack’d Croyland, with his beauty pleased, 
The generous Pagan strove the graceful boy 
To save from murderous Oskital; stripp’d off 
His own attire, and donn’d a Danish vest. 
Once has the garb wrought safety’s blest effect. 
So may it yet again; nor thus he prove 
Remember’d as the doubted minstrel’s page. 
Then to him too with like endearment kind —1487 
The sovereign breathes : 

‘“‘ Be careful; guard thy life; 
Watchful, lest deem’d a spy: suspected, lost. 
And to thy royal mistress, haply yet 
Regally treated in high Guthrun’s tent, 
In testimony take this signet-ring, 
Her own memorial pledged and token true. 
By this commended to her favour, she 
Again will know thee, and remember glad ; 
Joy in thy tidings, as thy bravery too, 
Nay, prouder of thee, seeming in her eye 1498 
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From her own Lincoln’s native province chosen. 
E’en there, besure, graced youth, if thou succeed 
Thus to consule the Queen, and safe return, 

For this high service, so endear’d and pledged, 
Shall Lincoln’s vales see thee ennobled more, 

And thy brave sire’s just rights with fame enlarged.” 


So as he said, with fond embrace the King 
Dismisses on his charge the gallant page, 
While gushing drops start to the husband’s eye, 
From anxious love and tender feeling sprung. 1508 


Instant the graced and generous youth accepts 
With kind solicitude the proffer’d task. 
Kissing the King’s hand on his bended knee 
He vows of fealty the sacred bond, 
That in his liege’s service as the Queen’s 
His mind's, his body’s, powers he will devote, 
Nor, if so need the occasion, shrink to die. 


The noble guests, witnesses of a scene 
So tender and inspiring, feel their hearts 
Affected each, with such emotions kind 
Evinced of their loved monarch, nor withhold 1519 
Their blent applause of generous sympathy. 


All speed the prosper’d errand, and alike 
Admire and bless the gallant messenger. 


The Mercian Queen, as with maternal love, 
Hails too the accomplish’d youth, and tells, herself 
Remembers his brave father, whose bold acts 
The son shall yet surpass: then fondly blends 
Her kindest wishes, press’d with gushing tears. 


Nor fails Fidelia to commend large love _1528 
To her dear mistress, and elate confirms 
The joyous cheer, most in her consort saved. 


Thus mingles with the bustling tone of war 
Tender affection, not with weaken’d claim ; 
As soothes the soft flute the wild trumpet’s clang. 


Now virtuous love, friendship, fidelity, 
Interest and charm the heart, more e’en in scene 
Of pressing peril; haply coming death. 
So intervenes, to hush the pausing storm, 
Delicious melody of pleading birds. 1538 
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Nor kindest valediction then delays 1539 
To the loved King from all those noble chiefs, 
Who interchange firm promise to return 
Each by appointed day, with punctual heed 
In rendezvous foredoom’d; while every tie 
Of nature, love, seems into action brought : 
Husbands to wives, fair daughters to their sires, 
Brothers to sisters, to each other friends : 

Whose fervour sole to more exertion prompts. 


In mute o’erpowering grief the females most 
Seem, to all else insensible beside. 1549 
Matronly tenderness, resign’d but deep, 

In some subsides to pious trust and hope. 
Some, wildly agitated, then appear: 
Others, serener, comforted, composed. 


Of these, first Devon’s noble, puissant peer 
Steps forth, and of the monarch taking leave, 
Does homage on his knee; and him beside, 
His gallant son, young Eldred, Kinwith’s pride, 
(Heralds of victory,) in such posture bent, 
Receives the King’s embrace and benison. —1559 


Tender adieu succeeds, when to her spouse 
The graced Honoria tends, and in her charge 
Hilda, her daughter dear, Devonia’s flower. 
These both the husband, father, fondly clasp, 
And blend the conjugal, as filial, kiss, 
Assuring each, how willingly themselves, 
Preferring, would accompany their steps : 
Yet so forbid, here destined for awhile 
In absence for more secrecy to stay. 

But ere the battle’s rush, shall eager care 
Attend their coming by Pen’s antique cells. 1570 


«« Alas! (they breathe) this parting seems to death. 
Beware, lest forward valour, such as still 
Has Devon’s chiefs urged on, may either bear 
Into too fatal peril, and from us 
Bereave for ever! ”— 

Such presentiment, 

Absorb’d in deep emotion, but awakes 
The wife's, the mother’s, daughter’s, sister’s, love. 
Each gently check’d in vain: each unconsoled, 
Still pleading caution, lest if aught of ill 
Should life so dear assail, its stay thereon 
Dependent too shall droop. Dissolved in tears, 
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The beauteous Hilda on her father leans, 1588 
Next on her brother: with mild tenderness, 
Seeming not link’d to earth, but breathed of heaven. 
At such a moment innate goodness shown, 
Apparent, made her beauty peerless shine, 

And more endear’d each charm’d observer’s heart ; 
But thrill’d young Surrey’s most, with ardent love, 
Inspiring hope, of admiration sprung, 

And sense of worth, prized beyond beauty’s self. 
This in his noble, youthful heart, foreran 

Affection conjugal, to merit due. 1593 


Scarce may the Muse find space to memorize 
Cordial adieus, in fast succession pledged. 


Then the King’s relative, and friend beloved, 
The noble Osmund, Cornwall’s leader brave, 
To equal homage moves, and loyal pays 
Eager affection. High in confidence, 

His voice assures a safe and prompt return, 
Seen at the head of Cornwall’s banded powers. 


Ready no less, with duteous zeal adheres 
The Cornish chieftain’s brave and generous son, 
The faithful Athelard, in danger’s hour 1604 
Found still where needed ; through affliction tried. 
He by his father’s side, ere risen, kneels, 
With liege devotion vowing Dorset’s aid. 
To the King’s sister next, (late Mercia’s Queen) 
Fore whom his heart’s true passion long had bow’d, 
And hope hereafter fondly deems his own, 
He utters solace valedictory, 
To tone which love alone can understand. 
The royal lady, modest, with words few, 
Yet with expressive mien, nor wanting then 
The eye’s moist eloquence of female tear, 1615 
Unfolds her heart's emotion, and her prayer 
Of answering fervour breathes to bless the emprize: 
Nor then conceals affection, that bespoke 
The generous woman, by so many proofs 
Won of worth, friendship, honour, now at last 
Hazarding life for England, and for her. 
Dawns on her vision happiness at hand 
O’er the long scene of ruin, loss, exile: 
Not to her heart least dear, as wrought by love. 


Nor then delay’d, for stirring call of war 
Ever among the foremost, forth to spring 1626 
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Wilts’ eager leader, Aylwin, gallant chief, 1627 
Who proffers with impetuous zeal his meed 

Of fealty, as all impatient to array 

Beneath Wilts’ banner powers that love the field. 
While ready by his side, the Mercian peers, 
Gloucester, and Oxford, bend: nor less the chiefs 
Demetian, with the suite of Southern Wales 
Following bold Aylwin’s summons to the death. 
These to the sovereign ardent bid adieu, 

Who each brave soldier greets with panting heart. 
Nor as Wilts’ warrior rises, is the chief 
Unnoticed too by other, fairer, eyes ; 1638 
E’en Ordmer's widow’d daughter ; not by her 

As her pledged champion then esteem’d in vain. 
Nor fails the hero to console the fair, 

W hose heart he bids be cheerful and composed. 
Next, to her old blind father, mark’d at hand, 
Hoped as his future sire, he bids farewell : 
Himself in former day a soldier too, 

Known as a chief in martial Somerset, 

By Enmore’s plunder’d halls. But at that word, 
Hark! (waking no less pleasure and surprize, 
Than pride, of all who hear) the veteran chief, 
Ordmer, though dark, with courage not extinct, 1650 
Proffers his equal service to depart; 

Tntreating dear permission from the King 

To visit his old home with aid not vain: 

And tells, his presence ’mong the vassal band 

Of Enmore, freed now from foul treason’s grasp, 
Shall prove most useful, rousing at his sight 
(Although their faithful ranks he may not see) 
Troops, following to the death their ancient lord. 


‘* Alas! that to the battle’s clash, no more 
Myself, but Rayner now, must lead them on!” 


All seem to own an inspiration new 1661 
At the blind veteran’s gallantry and zeal : 
Each to fresh daring urged, while they admire, 
Till courage penetrates e’en female breasts. 


Nor were such accents wasted all, or lost, 
On one, there near, (Ordmer’s superior lord) 
Of late regain’d, the stately Somerset. 
Grave, and through heap’d misfortune’s series long, 
Firm, stedfast, tried, in every virtue great, 
He, noble Rayner, at example such 
Of the hoar warrior, dim with wasted age, 1671 
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Answers that brave appeal, as valour should ; 1672 

While animated at such trait unthought 

In one surceased, disused from feats of war, 

In swift succession to the brave old man 

He springs, and fore the King submissive bent, 

Claims, that those troops it is his post and pride 

To lead to battle, blent with his own powers, 

Devoted all and true; while he resumes 

Not less of Enmore, but high seignory 

In due possession of forts long usurp’d 

By traitorous wrong, Somerton’s crested towers, 

And spread domains, his ancient heritage. 1683 

Soon shall be marshall’d thence the patriot spirits, 

All eager waiting summons, where they hide, 

In Cheddar's cliffs, or Wokey’s cavern’d cells, 

(Late Rohand’s guarded haunts) or trains dispersed 

O’er rural vales and meads of Somerset. 

These, glorying, now hail their true leader’s call, 

Absent so long in treason’s captive hold, 

Living, released, restored in boundless joy. 

[response : 

Whom then the sovereign greets with charm'd 

‘* What blest result from summons so endear’d, 

What high heroic deeds from troops so led, 1694 

May hope not claim, or courage not achieve ? 

To loftiest aim raised expectation looks, 

Prized chief, from province thine,as neighbouring best 

To the pledged action’s scene, whose wilder wastes 

And forest fastnesses may favour most 

The needful secrecy, and prudent course 

Of our array, and unsuspected march.” 


Which duteous tribute done, and by the King 
Tokens of favour to the chieftain shown, 
Parting, the generous Rayner fondly greets 
Fidelia, his loved consort, matron graced, 1705 
Sister of noble Rohand, Warwick’s lord, 
Long kindest friend of England's harass’d Queen. 
Tender farewell from spouse so true, to him 
Deem’d murder’s victim, strangely now regain’d, 
Speaks her regret so soon to lose again 
(Though in a nation’s cause) him doubly dear. 
Vain were the pencil’s art, the poet’s lay, 
To picture that affection’s interview 
Which livelier Fancy sole itself must shape ; 
When these the dear, and wedded pair, so long 
Lost to each other, captives though so near, 
Now thus by happy Providence restored, 1717 
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Again must part: when haply (such sad bode 1718 
Though love repels and would on lasting bliss 
Dream lingering) death upon the bloody field 
Awaits the valiant peer; on glory's bed; 

Thought, that yet robs the heart of settled joy. 
Answer’d which primal claim, turning, he sees 

On his kind heart yet other call arise, 

When he discerns the corresponding tear 

Of his loved niece, fair Emma, (Kenwulph’s child) 
Grieving his parture, with her anxious care: 
Alike, so moved, his other beauteous niece, 

The graced Felicia, Rohand’s only flower. 1729 
Both whom, approaching, he consoles, their hand 
Takes kindly, pressing too the kindred’s kiss 

Of fond benevolence ; to each assures 

Happy return of all: themselves meanwhile 

With safety left in his Fidelia’s charge, 

So trusting well to guardian Providence. 


Delays not then Felicia’s lordly sire, 
The noble Rohand, Warwick’s potent earl, 
His own adieu: not singly, but with cheer 
Courteously taking Mercian Kenwulph’s hand 
(Who stood retired, grave, nor assuming aught, 
As check’d by sense of awed unworthiness) 1741 
Him he leads on, source of new power regain’d. 
Such act the attentive sovereign marks, admires, 
More as both kneel together, and his hand 
Press to their lips with duteous gratitude, 
Ere to the new-won Mercia they depart. 
These her recover’d legions pledge to lead, 
Detach‘d with care, avoiding roused alarm 
Of army aught on foot, but semblant more 
To rustic throngs, roused for some festal sport. 
Then too those Mercian chiefs with greeting hail 
Alfred’s kind sister, late their midland Queen. 1752 
Nor may the lay, lengthen’d howe’er, deny 
Other farewell, as tender, to relate : 
When noble Rohand a sire’s blessing sheds 
O’er his fair daughter; hangs upon her neck, 
Herself in tears. Nor then could many an eye 
Refrain the drop of gentle sympathy. 
Such sorrow seem’d her beauty to enhance, 
As the young rosebud on its mossy stalk 
Half open’d trembles, e’en with richer grace, 
When morning dews shine o’er its rubeous tints. 
Next, his graced sister, Rayner’s spouse, he greets 
And fond presages happiness in store, 1764 
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Triumph, and calm possession of their own. = 175 


Omits not too good Rohand then to soothe 
His other niece, by marriage links allied, 
(Bystander there beside her cousin-kin,) 
The lovely Emma, in like tears dissolved. 
But finding solace he had else supplied 
By her own sire afforded, Kenwulph’s self, 
Their sacred intercourse he not disturbs, 
Whom reconciled affection’s hallow’d glow 
Absorbs :—beyond all vain ambition’s glare 
Then prized, or aught pride, pomp, could e’er bestow ; 
While to his heart he clasps a child restored, 1776 
Loved passing aught left on this lower earth. 


“‘ Oh! image of thy mother, (he exclaims, 

In burst of parting rapture uorestrain’d) 

Sole spared, her peerless goodness to remind ; 
Alas! lost victim of my lapsing fault! 

Who in this moment’s ecstasy can deem 

That sorrow may intrude again, or fate 

Our second severance ever can decree: 
Dangers or accidents whate’er betide?” 


So breathed the sire ; yet in that sentiment 1:86 
Seem'd as some clouded grief he still would bode. 


Then might good Rohand first, with courteous air, 
Fond interpose some kindly words of cheer. 


Nor sole her sire such beauty waits to hail, 
(Which heavenlier then in the soothed Emma peer’d) 
But her the young and noble Edgar, (late 
Her cottage-pheer, there pledged in plighted faith, 
Since well preserved, though strangely sever’d since) 
Hasting beside, attends; and when he spies 
Her moving tears of sympathy, to lose 1796 
Though for short space her sire and noble kin, 
Her sorrow he consoles with whisper’d words : 
Such as when, from a lover’s lips effused, 

Fall sweeter, tenderer, than music's tones; 
And if they aught suggest of absence brief, 
Love summons Hope (his ever ready mate) 
Unfolding prospects of delight and joy, 
Yet destined to make earth a paradise. 


This; even ere the gallant hero pays 
To his loved King due leave of courtesy, 1806 
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Which to his liege he now on bended knee _—'1807 
Adds with each loyal recognition’s sign, 

By kindest notice honour’d of the King ; 

His active comrade still through lorn distress. 
More, when the chieftain pledges numerous aids 
From his paternal province of wide Hants, 

Her peopled vales, and Vecta’s isle marine ; 

All glowing to be led to victory. 

Which duty done, soon with yet graver air 

This generous chief, as fore his destined sire, 
(Such hoped ere long) recover’d Kenwulph, bends 
In parting token; both presaged ere long 1818 
To become fellow-soldiers, winning wreaths 

Sole by o’ermastering danger best deserved. 

Nor affably might Edgar then disdain, 

With kind and gallant courtesy his own, 
Endearing more native nobility, 

Lastly to notice here, and bid adieu 

With gay and cheerful words (which all well pleased) 
To Emma's foster-parents, known of yore, 

Hoar Denulph, and the garrulous old dame, 

His consort, who erst ruled the sheltering cot. 
Such condescension mark’d, (which served as test 
And proof of gracious disposition kind) 1830 
Charm’d most the observant Emma, his hoped bride. 


Such graceful haviour noting, (e’en to sense 
Almost of envy) with responsive zeal 
Advances stately Kent, kin of the throne ; 
The princely hero, ne’er at honour’s call 
Backward, himself now reconciled alike 
In fervent loyalty; and to the King 
Bows in liege homage, promising to lead 
Powers of unvanquish’d Kent to England’s cause. 
To his loved daughter, graced Matilda, next 
(Gem of his regal clime) the sire adverts : 1841 
Albeit in mind, by oature’s happy frame, 
Arch, lively, and acute, yet placid still : 
Now bathed in woke involuntary tears. 
Though honour ever seem’d her element, 
She too yields way to feminine alarm, 
Quitting her sire, yet fondly hopes the best. 
Nor then Kent’s earl forbears serene commend 
To his haught sister, (once its throned Queen) 
Eltruda, widow of dead Ethelbert ; 
Or to the fair, whom near he stood, his niece, 
The princess Thora, of aspiring heart. 
These both he bids sole wait prosperity, 1853 
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Nor grieve a throne, exchanged fur coming peace. 


Before the King successive knelt in turn 
Fair Surrey’s generous peer, and him beside 
His young, romantic, amiable son. 
Join’d in whose train, (as his own offspring loved) 
Still following friends so kind, bends too the prince, 
The elder delm; like his patrons, mild. 
These pledge the race from peopled banks of Thames, 
Aud the loved borders of delicious Sheen. 
Nor as they rise, alike with noble air 
And bearing that might each a prince beseem, 1861 
Does now, as wont, Eltruda, matron proud, 
Or Thora, his high sister, seem to scorn 
Prince A‘delm, as from martial spirit lapsed : 
Nor while he greets Matilda (Kent’s fair flower) 
With gentle court, and shews his heart her own, 
Lower’d o'er their brows, as used, so stern a frown. 
He tells, her thought in battle shall inspire 
Courage, and prove him worthy of her love. 
Nor disbelieves the maid, but kindly deigns 
Assuring token of her fix’d regard, 
And modest proof of hope reciprocal. 1875 


Alike ’fore Hilda (Devon’s beauteous prize) 
Surrey’s enamour’d scion bows respect, 
Haply to ripen soon to tenderer tie ; 
And when her sweet voice seems to accord esteem, 
While o’er her blushing features beam’d a smile, 
He vows, to her defence reunion soon 
Shall bear him, still to bask in beauty’s light. 


Whom instant following, Sussex’ dauntless chief, 
With his intrepid son, and these beside, 
Prince Athelwold, now answering nearer bond, 
Than friendship more, (acknowledged ’fore the world) 
Of sire and brother, in alternate turn, 1887 
Approach the King with duteous loyalty, 
And add their homage of a warm adieu. 
These pledge the full extent of Sussex’ aid, 
And bold exertions in the bloody field 
Of hardy troops, impatient for the fray. 
Such martial nobles the delighted King 
Honours with special favour, and no less 
His nephew-prince, whose fiery spirit now 
Seems pacified by love’s controlling charm, 
So held and fix’d in order’s happy course. 
Then noble Sussex, with his gallant son, 1898 
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And new-adopted princely relative, 1899 
Press toward the loved Emilia, and in turn 

Vouch each a father’s, as a brother’s, kiss. 

Prince Athelwold too, boldest of the brave, 

Adds fond his cheer, in frank and joyous tone, 
And taunts her air, demurely sad and meek. 
Lovelier than wont she look’d, with downcast mien, 
As bends the lily after drought at noon. 

Then is to each her heart’s regard display’d, 

Nor least to him, with delicacy meet, 

The betroth’d husband of her virgin-love. 1909 


Approaches here with reverential air 
The once unruly and too headstrong prince 
Toward his fond mother, haught Eltruda: ne'er 
In filial duty wanting found to her, 
But conscious of her favouring preference. 
Kindly he bids the matron-Queen be calm, 
Who fondly clasps her son in close embrace, 
Heaping good wishes: nor the sister less, 
Thora, albeit of loftier temper known, 
Invokes warm blessings on his dearest head. 


Unfailing then he to his kindest friend 1920 
And generous cousin, sought Matilda, bids 
The gay farewell, and her best wishes asks, 
With full forgiveness for all past offence, 
E’en as he gives his own for all her keen 
But just rebukes, bestow’d in lawless hour, 
Which yet have wrought in him a blest effect, 
Made, in his owo despight, a happy man. 
So pleads the sportive and frank soldier-prince, 
Admired of all, and his arch cousin jeers. 
Such willing she concedes, since his reclaim, 
And ready offers him the cordial hand ; 
Regarded ow as her friend’s plighted spouse, 
Soon hoping that loved friend her sister too. 1933 


Whom following next, approach’d a dark-hued 
Of noble bearing, martial in his look, [chief, 
The nautic Essex: he too, with kind grace, 
Tenders his welcome, gracious courtesy, 

Nor promise adds, whom the King knows so brave. 
He, though as yet in wedded tie unbound, 

From love through patriot-cares estranged too long, 
Now, ere he parts, looks round, and after act 
Respectful to the known Eltruda bent, 

And princess Thora (erst his Kentish friends) 1943 
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To Ordmer’s unwed daughter, Rosamond, 1944 
Who near her old blind father, tending, lean’d, 

As if already were the warrior caught 

In softer chain, speaks word of kindly cheer. 


After whose suit, brought forward by the hand 
Of his vow’d patroness, the Mercian Queen, 
(Missing occasion none through notice due 
Still to distinguish merit she admired ) 

The youthful Guy, her own adopted knight, 

To the King's feet advances, from the spot 

Where unassuming, and with modesty 1954 
Native to true desert, he stood aside, 

While those, of rank superior to his own, 
Acknowledged chiefs of eld nobility, 

First pledged their parting service, where ‘twas due. 
The youthful hero utters grateful thanks 

For the late honours, on his name conferr’d ; 
Vowing, not sole to follow bis dear lord, 

The noble Rohand, (patron to his sire) 

From his near cliff and old romantic seat, 

With knightly aid and duty, but to bear 

Whate’er command his trust may yet assign 

To grace the standard of his humbler arm; _1966 
Now first to be advanced in England’s ranks, 
With chivalry, nor now pursued in vain. 


With smile and gracious look the King accords 
New added favour, and imparted charge. 
Charm’d with which honour, where she trembling 
A mantling blush o’er fair Felicia’s cheek [watch’d, 
Spread sudden, which her angel countenance 
Beautified but the more, and plain reveal’d 
To every eye how felt her fluttering heart. 


Nor then the careful and benignant King, 1976 
Fails last to honour with like notice too 
His own true knight and servant: to his side 
He beckons faithful Wzpshot, whom his sword 
Tnvests with sign and title of King’s Thane; 
In office trusted, to attend in suite 
The mission’d princes o’er the vales of Berks, 
And scenes around that Windsor, whose wide bourne 
And forest haunts already best he knows. 


Eagerly then, impatient for their course, 
The chieftains part, all at yet early morn, 
Each to his several destination bound, 1987 
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Clad in some rustic and unarm’d disguise, 1988 
So best to shun suspicion’s prying eye ; 

But soon alike expectant to return 

As plumed and warlike cavaliers, in arms 
Glittering, and each of crowded ranks at head ; 
Till thus the King awhile is singly left, 

Or tended sole in sylvan Athelney 

By the fair femate train, his infant flock, 

Some peaceful sons of learning, or the muse, 

And kind preservers, that eld cottage pair. 

But all repeat glad pledge by day observed 

Him to rejoin by Selwood’s forest side. 1999 
So went the noble heroes, England’s boast; 

As erst (thus story tells) from elder Greece 

The princely Jason and famed Argonauts, 

The lordly gallants of the classic clime, 

Who, in their sole ship to the Colchian shores 
Advancing, dangers beyond mortal thought, 
Rocks, desarts, foes, encounter’d, but o’ercame: 
Vanquish'd the fire-breath’d bull, and laid asleep, 
Aided by won Medea’s witching charms, 

The watchful dragon; slew the armed host, 
Earth-sprung, where fell his head; and bore away 
Triumphant to their home the golden prize, — 2011 
Earnest of endless wealth, and happy peace, 
Envied of nations, and the lofty theme 

Of the world’s praise, through each succeeding age. 
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Satan, alarmed at the departure of the English chiefs, and 
seeing the preparations for the approaching battle, summons his 
powers to council ; where it is resolved that to meet und coun- 
teract the impending danger, Guthrun shall be immediately ex- 
cited to a general collection of the Danes from every quarter, 
to the camp at Bratton Hill, and Edington, as tn celebration 
of the spring festival of Odin, now at hand. Supernatural ap- 
pearance to Guthrun, in consequence. Assembly of the Danes 
in vast numbers: their martial customs and manners described. 
Guthrun, impelled by the vision, visits the prophetesses, or weird 
sisters, by whom is wrought a new Reafen or magic standard, in 
liew of that lost at the battle of Kinwith. Presentation of the 
new standard, whereby the Danes are rendered enthusiastically 
furious for battle. The scene turns to the English side : meeting 
of the angels, to concert the encouragement and protection of the 
Christian powers, in the great events now approaching. A vision 
is presented to Alfred. He appoints to leave Athelney in the 
morning. 
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BOOK XLII. 
[cause 
EANWHILE the Demons, to the Christian 
Relentless foes, marking with waked alarm 
Recent events occurr’d ; Hianfrid’s end, 
Treason’s deep aims all foil’d, but in their stead 
Mercia’s vast power to England’s aid regain’d, 
Through Kenwulph reconciled; already sped 
The Christian chieftains to recruit their bands, 
And desperate battle now in near precinct, 
With all the British monarch’s vast designs,— 
Darkly assemble in the clouded air, 
Nor their struck consternation then conceal. 
Such was the fell commotion, while they met, 12 
As when charged thunders, unexpected, roll 
O’er the rock’d sky by midnight, and disturb 
Mid flashing fires the startled city’s sleep. 
Enraged, they blend in council, as of old 
That haught Titanian race was feign’d to plot 
Their rebel schemes against the throne of heaven. 


Nor scarce the thronging tumult was composed, 
Ere, of brief pause impatient, to the midst 
Satan, their leader prime, advanced : his look 
Reminded of stern majesty not less, 
Than in the sulphurous shades of Erebus 23 
Might image Pluto, the dusk Stygian King. 
A flickering crown gleam’d o’er his sullen brows, 
Whose faded radiance mark’d nathless the spot 
Where stood the grisly monarch, ere he spoke 
In accents fierce, disclosing deep intent. 


‘‘ Princes of air, high peers, who boast to oppose 
Power against power despatch’d from forfeit heaven, 
We mark, but undismay’d, how late have fail’d 
Our hopes and projects all: yet but awhile 
Warded from execution’s fullest act 
Through machinations of those angel-spirits, 
Labouring in secret still to thwart our aims. 35 
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Mischance occurs, differing from deem’d result. 36 
Lost is one instrument of brooded fate, 

O’erta’en in crisis of his failing doom, 

Let in, while he o’ershot his own wild dream, 
With consequences, e’en beyond our thought, 
Turn’d all to aidance of the cause we hate, 
Through ministry of working Providence : 

In novel potence, mighty friends regain’d ; 
England’s saved King elate, his chiefs abroad, 
War in approach; and ’less our arm prevent, 

The Pagan Dane o’erwhelm’d in swift surprise. 
Which dismal loss, and disappointment’s course 47 
Best to avert, must needs be now our task, 
Claiming our blent exertion’s restless charge.” 


Scarce closed his opening words, ere with the clash 
Of answering arms, fury and fiery thirst 
Of vengeance seem’d the assemblage vast to enflame ; 
Such as some desperate spirits would transport 
‘To counsel on their angel-foes attack 
Instant, and seek in battle to dispel, 
Disdaining hazard all, whate’er their power. 
But Satan’s self controls; for when a voice 
In tone majestic, yet as awed, demands 58 
What counteracting scheme his regal thought 
Concerts as best, his deep response returns : 


‘* What force may lose, subtlety must achieve. 
Since Alfred lives, nor falls through treason’s snares 
Alone, but plots again destructive fight, 

Let it be so: proceed the battle’s strife: 

But vain shall prove his dream, and in result 

Sole work out ruin and his own defeat; 

Not singly now, but sinking at his side 

Myriads of Englishmen, extirp’d at once, 

Soldiers in vain of the crush’d Christian cause. 69 
For on the o’ermastering numbers of the Dane 

Our trust may well rely, if to their camp 

Our artful care convoke from every post [persed : 
Their throngs, where'er thro’ England’s bounds dis- 
With vantage meeting Alfred’s weaker strength 

In bloody conflict, whensoe’er essay’d. 

Favours for this the time, and meet pretext ; 

Since now to Odin’s general festival 

Invites the season wont, with pomp maintain’d 
Successive days, whereto shall eager rush 

Their countless host in reinforcement vast.” 80 
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The dark assemblage seem’d as they forestall'd 
Their haughty King’s intent, ere full express’d, 
Responding with applause. But more elate, 
Swift he pursues: 

“‘ Collected thus with haste, 
These in the camp meantime, (already mark’d 
Now haply too secure and indolent) 
Our active charge shall instigate and fire ; 
With quenchless fury and the lust of blood, 
Full fraught in preparation. To which end, 
Through hellish wiles and stratagems of ours, 
Shall inspiration (following promise pledged) — 92 
Impel the Wéird sisters to inweave 
A magic Reafen new, whose gifted sight 
Shall rouse each Danish heart to madden’d rage, 
Burning to mingle in hot battle’s crash, 
Approaching now at hand; in whose event 
Slaughter and death shall glut, as to their fill, 
Their sateless maw, and thousands bow to fate. 
Destruction those detested Christian bands 
Shall whelm in mass, despite our angel-foes, 
And England’s host, beyond recovery more, 
Prove routed in one final-fatal blow. 108 
Nor there shall cease our arm; for wreaking more 
Our vengeance on lost heaven and saved mankind, 
Shall Pagan superstition o’er the land 
Triumphant stalk; while blood, and sword, and fire 
Shall rage, uncheck’d, sparing nor sex, nor age. 
But friendly to our aim, in Britain’s isle, 
The warlike Dane shall rival empire found, 
And through our operation, Guthrun’s self, 
In marriage-union link’d with England’s Queen, 
Shall stablish here continuous dynasty : 
Thus baffling, choking, the deign’d Christian light, 
Which ’tis our boast and glory to eclipse.” 115 


So spoke hell’s monarch, swoln with deadly pride. 
So then might rage, turbulent and elate, 
With savage joy at such fierce plot reveal’d 
By their baught leader, those infernal powers, 
As Danish fable images to thought 
The feign’d enormous Giants of the frost, 
Who underneath the ponderous earth, amid 
The vast abyss of air, their furious might 
Incessant urge, mindful of that great day, 
(Nature’s last end,) when to their foes foredoom’d 
The Gods themselves in battle’s loss must yield. 126 
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High expectation swells the assemblage drear 
At that demoniac scheme, pregn’d with revenge 
Ampler than thought before. Of England's fate 
Crisis appears at hand, and confidence 
Hails their new machinations, whose event 
Omen’d anticipation deems secure. 

Clamorous astound ensues, as if to hurl 

Defiance far abroad; shouts, or fierce yells, 

Deep, loud, as Scandinavian story tells, 

God Heimdal on the rainbow’s top explodes 

From his tremendous trumpet, whose vast roar 
Rolls through the worlds, and to Valhalla’s home 
Summons from far the wandering deities. 189 


With transport overjoy'd, hell’s gloomy chief 
Mark’d such effect of his design, nor aught 
Delays he his rapt purpose to instruct: 


‘* Let us descend (he calls) with instant speed, 
And obviate work, already now in act, 
Needing all haste. In suited shape, assumed, 
We must ‘fore Guthrun, Paynim chief, appear, 
With message from the gods his faith adores, 
And all impel, as concert here agrees. 148 
The time, the labour, needs our wiliest care 
Plots to prevent, fatal to us and ours.” 


Eagerly all concur. Scarce had he said, 
Ere on their errand speed the spirits ill. 


Beneath, the royal Guthrun, sovereign Dane, 
Amid his Edington’s far-tented camp 
O’er the wide champain on his wonted charge 
Pass'd, musing, as its general, employ’d 
On cares that most concern‘d the public weal : 
The ease and comfort of his vacant troops, 158 
Chiefest engaged on sports, feasts, wine, and sleep. 
So reign’d at large the dream’d security. 
W onder absorbs him, that not yet he sees 
Hianfrid to the camp’s precinct return’d, 
(Whom, as he deems, some accident detains,) 
With tidings how his errand’s quest has sped. 


So as he casts his thoughtful eye around, 
Might seem his mien, intent, nor void of pride, 
As when a shepherd, o’er the bleating hills 
Strays joyously, enrapt in dream serene, 
And counts his fleecy flock, and numerous wealth. 
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Majestical he walk'd, as when the muon 170 
Superior glides among the lesser stars, 
Whose thick ranks decorate the spangled sky. 


Scarce had his steps regain’d his regal dome, 
Ere to his sudden startled gaze appears 
A stately vision: through a blaze of light 
_ A figure fair descended, whose sole look 
Shew’d its celestial origin, in act 
And imaged grace transcending aught of earth. 
A herald messenger its air bespoke 
Of Frea, or of mighty Odin’s self: 180 
One likeliest of the goddess Valkyries 
Who in Valhalla dwell; from thence despatch’d 
Often to earth, the choosers of the slain, 
To bring from fields of fight the guards of heaven. 
Beauteous the skiey pursuivant might seem 
As Iris, goddess of the purfled bow. 
But martial was its gest, in armour clad, 
Equipp’d in scaly vestment, cap-a-pie, 
And bearing in the hand a blood-speck’d sword : 
That, semblant more, the shape recall'd to thought 
Athenian Pallas, deck’d with helm and targe, 
Apparent to Pelides, or some chief 193 
Of yore assailant of beleaguer'd Troy. 
Imperial Guthrun first might deem the form 
Gna, wing’d ambassadress of heaven’s high Queen: 
For stream’d with radiance its gold-dazzling mail, 
As shines Skinfaxe’s glittering mane, whose beam 
Illumes the morn, assuring orient day ; 
Or as from varied clouds, at set of sun, 
Flash vivid lightnings o’er his western couch. 


Advanced in near descent, the potent spirit 
Pauses not long, ere to the wondering King 
It opens its supernal embassage, 203 
Disclosed to the ta’en ear in words like these. 


‘‘ Guardian supreme of Denmark’s victor-powers, 
Know'st thou my look, to battle-fields of thine 
No stranger erst, but from thy arm and skill 
Reaping rich prize of carnage ? see in me 
Gondula, of the wing’d Valkyriur train 
Who in Valhalla the chosen heroes tend 
With cups at its high table, but beneath 
Choose the fallen warriors, dying sword in hand, 
Destined to swell the martial ranks above : 
Who bid the scale of victory incline 314 


56 AING ALFRED. 


Which way sve’er we will: of these, myself 215 
First both in power and favour, willing bear 

To thee pledged message of great Odin’s will. 
E’en this: that to his coming festival, 

(Vow'd still in vernal anniversary,) 

Thine instant mandate issued shall convene 

All thine unnumber’d host, where’er the Dane 
Bides through Britannia’s isle; be’t on her soil, 
Or troops marine, that haunt her ravaged coasts. 
So multitudinous throngs shall grace the god. 

Nor sole to this high object, but to be 

Thus ready, and on guard, for great events 226 
Ripen’d in embryon time, dangers on foot, 

Snares circumventing. Waked be vigilance : 
And at no distant season hence, expect 

Fierce battle, thy bold army’s pride and joy, 
Albeit yet all unlook’d, from quarter least 
Surmised of thee. Foes wake, while thou and thine 
Sleep on your arms, in victory’s lap secure. 
Arouse : be fit activity alert. 

My voice, for trumpet, startles thee to war.” 


So spake the mission’d oracle, and oped 
Its meaning errand, vague if ’twere, yet clear. 337 
Bold and still sage, such earnest warning heard, 
The kingly Dane, albeit with reverent air, 
Ventures his dubious question; nor almost 
Could check disdain, at thought which would infuse 
Brooding resistance aught, which can arrest 
Victory’s course, sallied in full career. 
So in his soul sway’d proud security : 
Or if at all, hope fain would wish it true. 
Till of the heavenly vision grave he sought: 


‘* How may this be? seeing through Britain’s bounds 
No banded foe on foot now dares oppose?” 248 


Then with a look, kind, and yet half austere, 
Valhalla’s handmaid, martial goddess nymph, 
Check’d the stern victor sovereign with reply. 


‘‘ Let confidence repose not sole on that, 
But rather amplest diligence array 
Vast preparation to make victory sure : 
To crush rebellion, issue whence it may. 
Active, to battle call thy myriad host: 
And for its use, in bloody field foretold, 
(Not sole to grace the coming festival) 258 
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Apply thou to the gifted prophetesses, 259 

The weird sisters, from dead Regner sprung, 

The magic agents of great Frea’s self. 

Seek them where in their cavern’d cell they hide, 

Apart from human kind, oracular, 

Commercing sole with gods, and brooded spells. 

Ope thou but this high mission from above, 

When, answering token and assurance deign’d 

Of Frea’s favour, Odin’s self no less, 

With mystic aids vouchsafed, conceded charms, 

These instruments of loftiest power shall weave 

A hallow'd standard new, a Reafen sign, 270 

Whose promised gift itself shall more enflame 

Thine host, (now easy, careless, and supine) 

To due enthusiasm needed, fury’s height: 

Held in such temper, (if thy skill may serve) 

Till a strange army at thy very gates 

Dare thee to ventured battle, uncompared 

With all preceding yet in rage as power. 

Then spare not: riot in fresh scenes of blood, 

And look in one dread field to crush thy foes. 

Fear not, but meet the conflict undismay‘d, 

Wresting fresh triumph: for, assembled all, 

Numbers shall make thy host invincible.” 282 

[spring, 

Though dubious, wondering whence new wars can 

Scarce credent, nor such call’s intent all known, 

Yet deeming clearly heaven's high will reveal’d, 

Guthrun, the pagan leader, so forewarn’d, 

Instant obeys. Pauses no dull delay, 

Ere roused on willing wing of apt response, 

Heralds are by the sovereign’s voice despatch’d 

To summon from each quarter of the isle 

(Where’er thro’ Britain’s bounds their station bides) 

His martial countrymen: the countless swarm, 

Pour’d from the emptied regions of the north, 293 

Scarce needing summons (so prompt will prevail’d) 

To celebrate great Odin’s festival 

In grateful borders of the greeted camp. 


Obedient to his hest, immediate rush 
In swift commotion, to the tented fields 
Of their great general, the Pagan troops 
From every compass of the opposing winds. 
Seems all the country as on stir, while come 
His gather’d people: from the East Anglian clime, 
(Where sovereign Guthrun chief o’er chosen lands 
Holds his own favour’d reign) the Danish throngs, 
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O’er that wide circuit erst assign'd to dwell: 305 
And from the precincts of the spacious north 
Hosts, over whom the kingly Regner’s sons 
Hinguar and Haldene, each of royal soul, 

(These as dead Hubba’s brothers too revered) 
Hold their deputed sway, there own’d as lords: 
While from the southern tracts, and coasts embay’d, 
Quitting alike their ships and forted holds, 

Crowd nautic bands, who hail with joy the rule 
Of naval Hastings, and the aspiring prince, 
(Great Regner’s stem) his pupil, young Biora. 
While quitting regions of the lengthen’d west, 316 
From Severn’s flood stretch’d to the Mersey’s tide, 
From mountain climes that front the setting sun, 
(The frontiers vast of late invaded Wales,) 

From castled vales, and Ludlow’s forted state, 
Press legion bands, who Amund’s voice obey, 

Set on those confines by their soldier guide: 

The while from out the midland Mercian realm 

(In central space and power more vast than all) 
Claim’d as the reign of mighty Oskital, 

With treasures sated ne’er of wealth and spoil, 
Flock pagan myriads, sped in endless train. = $27 
Subject to whom too in deputed charge, 
Kenwulph, there holding his vice-regal rule, 

On pledge of pillaged tribute, constant claim’d, 

Is bidden straight to bring his blended powers. 


Well might it seem, when that assemblage met, 
As if on England’s champain plains were now 
All Scandinavia’s habitants disgorged, 
And left depopulate her piny coasts, 
Diffused on both sides of the Baltic wave; 
Alike too vacuous bared her ocean isles, 
Zealand, or Gothland, or where Odin’s self = 338 
Fix’d of old time his seat at Odin’s see, _— (shore: 
Where Funen’s cliffs watch Denmark’s neighbour 
Frisians, and Jutes, or whence Norwegian rocks, 
Or Sweden’s bays, approach the Arctic pole. 
So numerous throngs their puissance here conjoin’d, 
In host incredible; yet all inform’d 
With one sole will, all to one purpose moved, 
Surrounding their great leader in his camp, 
And proud obeisant to his sovereign mind. 
Such then might seem to musing thought the scene, 
As on the mount Putala, where Thibet 
Extends its regions, sits enthroned aloft 
Within his high pagéd of gorgeous state 351 
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China’s great Lama, to whose awful shrine 352 
From farthest climes adoring nations crowd, 
Suitors of blessing, while far hills are crown’d 
With trophies to his name, and subject Kings 
Send solemn embassies with splendid gifts, 
Praying securer thrones and prosperous reigns. 
Boundless the gratulation and the joy, 

Which hail’d such meeting; nor with aught of pause 
Delay the congregated hosts, but soon 

Begin their mighty unton’s prime intent. 

Convoked to honour the great god of war, 

In boundless pride of spread magnificence, 363 
And thick array of ceremonial pomp, 

Their fierce religion’s superstitious rites 

O’er every other thought precedence claim. 

And first the hours of each successive morn 

They vary with devoted sacrifice ; 

While rise huge altars of enormous stones, 
Unhewn and native, rear’d amid the field 

Where tower the signal spears, with trophies hung, 
Armour, and captive flags, and scalped sculls, 
Round which the sacred vessels are diffused 

Of brass or steel, and gapes the caldron vast 

At hand, to catch the destined victim’s blood. 375 
Hither prompt crowds in grand procession come, 
Kings, chieftains, leaders, led by red-robed priests. 
Then all the populous throng, of either sex, 
Commingled, bright in arms and rich array. 

In twelves the priesthood (mark’d by reverence deep) 
Vow’d to great Odin, high interpreters 

Of the god’s will divine, sons all of Kings, 
Boasting themselves god-born, of Odin’s race, 
Accredited with power (if such be will’d) 

E’en to demand blood of offending Kings. 

These immolate each day the victims, cull’d 

With varying hand: war horses nine, in turn 387 
By noble men with streaming banners brought, 
Glittering each one in rich caparison : 

Nine hawks, fierce birds of ravin : — mastiffs nine, 
Of looseless grasp :—nine savage bulls, in train: 
Nine cocks, for vigilance, as courage prized. 

Or with more dreadful rite (horrent to name) 

Upon the altar strangled, to delight 

The god, nine human captives, chosen by lot, 
Satisfy scarce the thirst of death and doom. 

From their own numbers haply too at times, 

Some voluntary devotee may seek 

(So his infatuate superstition deems) 399 
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To enter Odin’s palace, while his life 400 
He offers to the god a sacrifice, 

Held as most pleasing to war’s sire severe ; 
Honour'd with boundless adulation’s hail, 

While the deluded votary, flattering priests, 
People no less, felicitate and cheer, 

Glorying in death’s contempt, and bliss thus won. 
Iterates oft the sacrificial sound, 

While the priest’s voice stern utters, ‘Thus my stroke 
Sends thee to Odin !’"—Then their mystic skill, 
Inform’d of yore, meet augury infers, 

Most from observance of the sever'd heart: 411 
The while they use strange signs and runic spells 
Of emblem-import and divining power. 

Then on themselves, their altars, idols vast 

Of Odin, Frea, and the thunderer Thor, 

Last on the observant people, rapt in awe, 

They sprinkle blood.—All hail the precious gift, 
And with it, in adoring transport, smear 

Their hands, their features, and their armour’s front. 
In neighbouring groves are the slain bodies hung, 
After to be in holocaust consumed, 

Whose smoke aloft ascending may reveal 

By omen thence, what pleasure owns the god: 423 
Or else, in sacred keeping, is the flesh 

Reserved to decorate the coming feast. 

The kings, chiefs, jarls, in richest offerings vie, 
While all the prostrate host adoring bows. [bards 
Then while the stern-eyed priests and blue-stoled 
Lead the deep chorus, the blent nations raise 
Shouts and glad hymns that fill the vaulted sky, 
Extoll'd to Odin, heaven’s supernal King, 

And his bright spouse, who shares with him the slain. 
Next to the martial god, the almighty sire, 

Who loves alone the brave, ascends the prayer 
Heart-breathed, that every warrior, sword in hand, 
On slaughter’s field may perish, entering thus 436 
Valhalla’s glories, by condition sure. 

Fresh wars,—then certain victory,—all implore : 
Most loved and sought o'er those mean Christian 
Whose meek religion and inglorious faith [slaves, 
The sons of battle hate, despise, deride : 

Taught, and seen willing, in their beds to die, 
Sick, and enfeebled in decrepit age. 

‘« But in our ranks (they boast) no wretches old 
Appear; all young men, hale and vigorous; 

The rest to Odin prematurely gone 

And heaven's high halls, from glory’s crimson bed.” 
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Then round the altars beauteous virgins dance, 418 
To sound of martial music; while all ranks, 

Fach sex, in honouring adoration vie 

Of slaughter’s father, triumph’s Deity. 


Jousts then succeed, and gorgeous tournaments, 
With boundless joy and eagerness pursued, 
Spectacle (as the mimicry of war) 

Suiting their genius, martial e’en in sport. 

Bright presence of admiring fair ones crowns 

The princely pageantry, who raised aloft 

On circling seats glitter in gemm’'d array. 458 
Burst mid the lists, at trumpet’s thrilling sound, 
On steeds equipp'd in mail’d caparison, 
Champions, in armour cased, with closed casque, 
Or ope with bars, whence glares the fiery eye. 
Their ruddy locks behind in wavy grace, 

Float like some meteor on the sunny air, 

Yet the steel’s glittering radiance not conceal. 
Sudden the combatants with furious rush 

Tilt at each other on their neighing steeds, 

While shiver’d lances fly abroad. Forth springs 
From the gold scabbard, bared in sparkling blaze, 
The sabre, flashing high in either arm, 470 
Then hurl’d like lightning on the cloven helm. 

Or quits the belt the dazzling battle-axe, 

Or studded mace, or truncheon, set with points, 
Wielded like thunderbolts from Jove’s own arm. 
Ponderous is plied the blow with many a dint; 
Far flames the falchion and the trenchant blade : 
Till at fell swoop fails both gigantic limb 

And heart of fire, screen’d under lifted shield, 

To ward that conflict’s strife. Sinks overpower'd 
One rival in the fray, with crashing clang, 

Or bows the wounded war-horse on his side, 
While reels his rider, dash’d along the earth, 482 
The broad sword whizzing from his glaived grasp. 
Then clamorous shouts, the meed of victory, hail 
Prowess prodigious of the conqueror’s arm : 

Who boasts not valour’s due pre-eminence, 

Nor tramples on his adversary fallen, 

But courteous raises as with friendly hand. 

To the triumphant warrior ladies fair, 

Most graced, present with pride the ready prize, 
With silken favours to adorn his crest, 

Yielding their deign’d applause and love (rich meed !) 
Sole on the valiant: scarce admiring less 

These sports themselves, than war's own sons adore. 
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Such exercises, semblant all of fight, 495 
To real conflict but excite the soul; 

While so beloved employ their faith esteems 

Sure prelude to Valhalla’s joys the same, 

Where to mock combats (as old fable feigns) 
Shall every day from its five hundred gates 

Rush sallying heroes; fall; then rise to life. 

Ah! that your bravery, deluded race ! 

With so much honour, gallantry endued, 

Should want direction to a nobler end, 

Turn’d into current just of kindly use, 505 
By rays of truth and heaven’s own light reveal’d. 


Thus each new day are varied and maintain’d 
Successive pastimes, yet pertaining all 
To war, sole favour’d object of their hearts. 
Stately scarce less the throng, the rites, the games, 
Than when in palmy days of sovereign Rome, 
The Cerealian pomps, or Secular, 
Call’d nations from her subject orb o’th’ world ; 
When her pale priests their sacrificial shews 
Prolong’d with hallow’d dews magnificent: 
When flew the chariots round the shouting cirque 
By rival nobles and patricians urged ; 517 
And warriors chosen with men or lions fought; 
And spoils of distant countries, borne along 
In pageantry triumphal, as in place 
Second alone to Jove Capitoline, 
Honour’d their emperors with victorious crowns. 
Or such the Pagan North's solemnities 
Might haply scarce, in festal majesty 
And zest’s enjoyment, yield to rites far-famed 
Punathenzan, when to Pallas’ praise, 
Tutelar guard of the Cecropian fort, 
For arts as arms unrivall’d o’er earth’s globe, 
Not singly Greece, but to her goddess shrine 29 
Europe and Asia's people honouring came, 
And vied with celebration’s endless change 
To charm the Queen of wisdom and of war. 


After such dear engagement, with brief pause 
To sense then grateful from variety, 
Lapses their pomp e’en to supinest ease, 
(Dear too alike) lull’d in security, 
While pride and insolence, as wont, may yield 
To pleasing dream of indolent delight 
And soft repose of utter vacancy. 
Then at such moments of delicious rest 540 
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Some polish their emblazon’d shields, or paint 5.11 
With emblem figures, such as best recal 

Their own exploits, with symbols wild adorn’d: 
Or Runic characters and letters strange 

Trace on their blood-speck’d sabres, hauberks, pikes, 
Aod battleaxes, which with magic rhyme 

Their art inscribes, and many a charmed spell, 

Of power (they deem) to blast in fight the foe, 

Or make invulnerable the wearer’s crest. 

Then such their armour with fond zeal they kiss, 
And e’en to these would pledge honours divine. 
Else with the chess-play, (mimicry of war) 552 
Or changeful dice, they wile the passing hour, 

At varied ease, as choice and pleasure wills. 
Often the dance of swords by warriors, clad 

In vests of twisted mail, of large-limb’d mould, 

To stroke of music, charms the doting gaze : 
Accustom’d sport, and spectacle, admired 
‘By nations of the North from elder time. 

Or else they joy the whirring lance to dart, 

And javelin’s aim, or hurl with force huge stones, 
Poised from the sling to wonderous certainty : 

Or from the iron-yew’d and bended bow, 

Drawn with strong arm, they shoot the headed shaft, 
Or toss to distant marks the ponderous quoit: 565 
Vying in feats of strength, while wrestlers famed 
Of bulk athletic with strain’d sinews strive, 
Compass’d in rings by gather’d multitudes: 

Or pugilists with mimic ire contend, 

Who when life breathless seems, will then scarce yield, 
While the prompt victor offers frank the hand. 
Emulous thus, duly in such glad time, 

They mingle, and invent successive joy. 


So fleets the day, till feasts and revelry 
Tovite in grateful turn at closing eve 575 
The varied crowds to charm of wine and song. 
With order apt throughout the camp diffused, 
Not sole in tents of their superior Kings, 
And leader chiefs, but for the general host 
Tables are spread to guests in set array. 
Around the glittering domes hang massive shiclds 
Suspended by gold chains, on whose impress 
The pictured deeds token each owner’s place, 
And by their side gleams too the upright lance. 
Scarce o’er the board the wearer a brief while 
Lays down the glittering helm, and crooked brand;. 
While o’er their heads standards and pennons wave, 
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Or silken hangings shine, and tapestry 588 
Embroider’d by the care of female hands, 
(Fondest employment of their leisure’s task) 

With richest needle-work, whose tale records 
Acts of famed heroes whom their love admires. 
Mingling alike at each long table’s range 

The graceful females sit, in beauty’s pride, 
Adorn’d with splendour of their best attire, 

In silken mantles, or of velvet, clad, 

Or crimson tunics, from the shoulder’s curve 
Clasp’d with broad gems, or golden amulets ; 

Girt round the taper waist by radiant zones: 599 
While o’er their ermined tissue woven gold, 

Or broider’d flowers, their varying light diffuse, 
And (in their nation’s wont) their polish’d wrists 
With golden bracelets shine ; or precious rings 
Sparkle, as move their fingers delicate. 

Gems too, or pearls, surround their swan-like necks, 
While jewel’d carkanets, like stars, adorn 

Their foreheads, or confine their twisted locks. 
Lampsin broad blaze hung glittering o’er their heads, 
That o'er each gesture threw new grace, and made 
Seem the fair train, as earthly goddesses. 

With lavish bounty is the table spread 611 
In viands choice, the savoury flesh of boars, 
(Esteem’d in Valhall’s courts the heroes’ food :) 
And oft the wassail bowl, and silvery cup, 

Fair virgins hand around (in custom old,) 

Or else the curved horn, on feet high raised, 

They pass from hand to hand along the board. 

At times with glee (in ceremony wont) 

Circles their feast the curious goblet deep, 
Wreathed from its top aloft with meeting boughs, 
Slung, as they drink, for garland round the neck. 
Or from the skulls of foes, in battle slain, 

(Prize by the vying warriors most adored) 623 
Gold-tipp’d, and carved with Runic figures strange, 
They quaff at large delicious hydromel, 
Metheglin’s juice, mead, or the foaming ale: 
Haply superior chiefs, more costly wine. 

The while erect they stand (in reverence wont) 
And o’er each cup raise vows to honour’d Gods. 
The Kings and mightiest Jarls first taste the draught, 
Vouching the genial call: ‘* Hail, all compeers: 
This cup I drain to Odin.” All invoke 

The god severe for hope of victory, 

And their Kings’ happy reign: to Frea next, 

His consort, Empress-Queen of earth and heaven, 
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For plenteous seasons, and her choice in war: 636 
Then to Niord, the ocean’s cherish’d sire : 

To Thor in turn, the thunderous power of air : 
Then (in regard not least) to Braga's name, 

The harmonious God of eloquence and song : 
Next, blent, to all the radiant host of heaven: 
After, to earthly heroes most beloved, 

Whose fame announced responsive clamours greet: 
Last, to the memory of brave comrades fallen. 
Successive (in the northern nation’s wont) 

With pride to rival barps the scaldic bards 

In lofty raptures of alternate song G17 
Consign to glory heroes whom they will; 

Attuned, as ‘ Eagles of the battle field,’ 

‘Givers of bracelets,’ ‘ Bounteous lords of shields,’ 
‘The people’s helmet,’ ‘ Stars of victory :' 

Lays, from old ages dear to noble hearts, 

Rousing waked valour to enthusiast height. 

Else may the strain echo the favourite theme, 
Valhalla’s joys, the ‘ Twilight of the Gods,’ 
Nature’s last wreck, the heroes’ final war, 

And bliss, the eternal portion of the brave. 

Thus in carousal of immoderate cups 

They waste the festal hours, in harp, and song. «50 


Chief then, (since ancient note speaks truth in wine ) 
Ere yet inebriate with their ardent drinks, 
Burning for battle, omen’d as at hand, 
They form convivial gilds, fraternities, 
That welcome to the bosom triend and pheer, 
Endear’d with oaths and vows of fealty, 
Sworn with wont token, kissing the bare sword ; 
Or with accustom’d ceremony due 


Oft from incisions in their naked arms [smear 
They each draw their own blood, wherewith they 
Their weapons, or in mutual goblet mix: G70 


Then, every head crown'd witb a grassy turf, 
Drink all in turn, in friendship’s solemn sign, 
Union inviolate, for life or death : 
To avenge each other's fall: not to survive 
Their comrades’ fate, if dying sword in hand : 
And at such moment's extacy they each 
Challenge for credence, who in coming hour 
Shall best achieve portents of daring deeds, 
And most in glory signalize his name: 
Thus, till excitement’s blind and brutal rage 
Intoxicates the soul, as if with wine. | 
VOL. VI. F 
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Again their sight the favour’d dance of swords, 
E’en at the board’s regale itself a feast, 
Delights (as used) with varying spectacle, 
Perform'd in turn to martial music’s beat. 
Come then the mimes, the masquers, or in bands, 
The gleemen Jongleurs ; or with sportive tricks 
(Sports eld) the bell-dance, or the leaping goat, 
Till all is pleasure through the joyous camp. 
In their supreme delight the Pagan race 
Pronounce this festival, in grandeur’s pomp, 
Nor less in sacrifices, genial mirth, 
Nocturnal throng, the dance, diffusive sport, 693 
And dissonance of warlike revelry, 
Surpassing either of the feasts foregone : 
The first, Juul, feast of the mother night, 
(At winter's solstice, entrance of the year) 
Devote of old to Thor, high God of air: 
Or that, the second, to great Frea vow'd, 
Earth’s sovereign, as celestial, held of yore 
In the prime quarter of the second moon 
That gilds the opening year, whose earliest month 
Duly commences with the wintry Juul. 


Such then the grand festivity might seem, 704 
As mid Siberia’s frozen wilds, when snows 
O’erwhelm the hills, and single darkness reigns, 
Since last below the horizon sunk the sun, 

The native Samoiedes, through vaulty caves 

Of subterranean depth, the vacant months 

Pass joyous, cheer’d with light of blazing lamps ; 
And social ope from yawning den to den 
Communication, till the dusky scene 

Be changed again for days of constant beam. 

Or such vast throngs, such pomp, such martial state, 
To thought might call those shows of chivalry, 
Sung in romance of British Arthur's day, 716 
When gather’d knights of many a clime essay’d 
Exploits of prowess fore admiring eyes: 

Or when the peers of Gaul, with bold appeal 
Challenged assault of Europe’s noblest blood 

In haught assembage met to swell the court 

Of their great nation, and poised strength to try 

In lists of their high emperor, Charlemain. 


Haply might such excess of festal joys 
By pleasure’s interchange the minds supine 
Of the victorious Pagan race excite 
To action’s hope from long-used indolence. 727 
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Nor at such time fails, clear and undisguised, 728 
To expand in full display the character 
Both of the people and each several chief ; 
When proud they iterate their various boast 
Of their deeds past, or what remains to do: 
Changeful, as suits the differing temperament, 
Yet all as with a victor’s mandate fraught: 
How o’er the subject English race they rule 
With so despotic sway, that bodes the law, 
If any Englishman the Dane may meet, 
Be it on bridge, in lane, or highway broad, 
Uncover’d must the bowing vassal stand, 739 
Cap lowly held, till far has pass’d his lord. 
Nor must the vanquish’d islander presume 
Drink in his master’s presence, till the Dane 
Has pledged his safety first: such slavery reigns. 
Which to avoid, in terror, penury, 
Most of the native habitants have fled, 
Seeking asylum in securer France, 
Exiled to shores of neighbour’d Brittany. 
While such as still are left, and choose to bend 
To the strict yoke of their imperious lords, 
Compell’d must till the ground, and follow all 
Laborious works and menial offices. 751 
Such vaunts they, in proud interchange, compare. 


Nor sole the nation’s general bent appears, 
But to assurance more gnd view disclosed, 
Shine forth the chieftains’ tempers, thoughts, designs ; 
As each his prompted disposition opes, 
Or broods on plans, peculiar, and his own. 


The kingly Guthrun, at such busied time, 
Approves himself to all the observant host 
No less the heroic general, than of soul 
Endued with wisdom and capacity, «761 
Generous, and eloquent, and unfatigued 
For his dependent people to provide : 
While he divulges to the general ear 
His forethought schemes of regal policy, 
And tells, that now, since happy conquest crowns 
Their undisputed right o'er Britain’s isle, 
His purpose looks his followers hence shall be 
No longer roving pirates on the main, 
But here shall own perduring settlement : 
This island in possession shared their own, 
With all the realm’s estates and plunder’d wealth, 
Still subject held in Danish dynasty : 773 
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Which his own marriage, even as foretold 774 
By prophecy, with England's captive Queen, 
(Since Alfred, dead or lost, exiled or slain, 

Can never more appear his bride to claim) 

Shall in perpetual sovereignty confirm, 

Heir’d by an issued race of Danish Kings. 
Though his be Copenhagen’s palace-towers, 

And Zealand's regal isle, and Funen’s range, 
Where Qdin’s See uplifts her ancient seat, 
Vouching his title to be lord of the isles, 

Yet to these sea-girt kingdoms, still his own, 
Shines Britain’s isle superior, fertile-fair; 785 
Whose wide-spread lands, with added empire new, 
His host shall cultivate, and own for aye. 

The native English shall their vassals be, 

And servitors in order’d discipline: 

Yet in a common union all engaged 

Other invaders from the land to ward : 

So made invincible, and efforts all 

Seeking to wrest their power thus rendering vain, 
All foreign dream’d success impossible. 

Then, of religious turn, albeit involved 

In superstitions and delusions strange, 

His heated fancy builds, their martial faith 797 
Devote to Odin and the Gods of war, 

Shall o’er the land predominant extend, 

And Christ’s weak doctrine supersede, erase : 
Else to recusance death be penalty. 

While so he ponders, moving through the camp, 
Majestic in his presence, and his brows 

Crown’d with a golden-studded helm, whose front 
Projected o’er his thoughtful visage far, 

While his loved chiefs he greets with cheerful smiles, 
Or meaner ranks, and seems to rule the whole, 
His noble figure’s bearing in compare 

To thought might call (or even more sedate) 809 
Such stately dignity and lofty mien, 

As sings that high-soul’d heir of elder fame, 

The blind Mzonian bard, in deathless lay, 

Of Agamemnon, King supreme, who led 

The powers of Greece to sack beleaguer'd Troy ; 
When, mightiest Jove permitting, envious Gods 
Fought against Ilium, nor could mortal men 

Singly avail to slake Achilles’ ire. 


Oskital, impious more, whom avarice 
And rapine’s love distinguish from the rest, 
Boasts how his hest has ravaged and laid waste seo 
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Cities and towns, despoil’d rich abbey fanes, 21 
Pillaged of boarded wealth the merchant guilds, 
Aud persecuted Christian priests to death. 

His Mercian tributary he derides, 

Vice-regal Kenwulph: which weak substitute 
Plain he denounces as retain’d alone 

For plunder’s sake, to be at will deposed 

If e’er that plunder fail, with vengeance meet 

And punishment of death to be o’erta’en, 

E’en as was Kenwulph’s wife (which yet he boasts 
As his own act) believed refractory. 

Soon as this feast is o’er (the tyrant boasts) — 832 
Himself will Mercia’s spacious bounds invade 
With fresh attack, and wrest the booty due, 
Richer in store, than Jutland’s native shores. 

So as the tyrant stalk’d, in look more pale 

And haggard-lean, as if with miser care, 

Such might his penetrating visage show, 

And to recording classic memory paint, 

Cruel as Drances or Mezentius’ self, 

By Maro pictured (Rome’s Augustan bard) 
Prompted to sing Acneas’ early wars, 

Founding her Alban sires, and stately walls. 843 


The nobler Amund, confident and bold, 
A soldier loving enterprize and war 
For its own sake, at season opportune, 
Displays hot courage and vainglorious vaunts. 
Lively in spirit, gay, and turbulent, 
Proud of his many exercises’ skill, 
He proves the feast his element no less 
Than battle’s self, and scarce its edge less dear, 
Than is the smile and favour of the fair, 
Whose love and praise he calls the warrior’s meed. 
Vain of his flowing locks, his brilliant arms, 
His manly form, he towers along the field, 855 
Attended by a train of noble youths, 
Joying in martial glory like himself. 
So as he strode, in a wolf’s shaggy skin 
Mantled, whose wide maw seized his steely helm 
While either talon o’er his shoulders hung, 
Powerful and vast, exulting in brute strength, 
To thought his semblance call’d that hero famed, 
Ajax of old, whom Homer’s vivid page 
Holds to imagination as in life, 
Rapt in his thrilling ‘‘ tale of Troy divine.” 


Dead Hubba’s brothers, princely Hinguar first 
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Of genius vast, the kingly Regner’s son, 867 
Proud. of his high descent, of Frisian birth; 
Haldene the next, of fortitude admired ; 

These mention vauntingly the vanquish’d North; 
York, the fallen AElla’s region, whose fierce hest 
In viperous dungeon of his city’s fort 

Murder’d their sire, remember’d still with love, 
And thirst of deep revenge : whose glory too 
Their dearest wish must burn to emulate. 

These too recal with reverence Hubba dead, 

At Kinwith’s field in fatal fight o’erthrown, 

In death surrounded by his numerous train, = 878 
Who scorn’d their honour’d captain to survive. 
Each brother hopes at last like him to die, 

Sabre in hand, whelm’d on the crimson field. 


‘¢ What though the Reafen standard there be lost, 
(That magic gift, so oft seen victory’s sign) 
Yet from the fatal sisters, hallow’d three, 
Endued with mystic powers, by Frea’s self, 
In vision late to mortal ken disclosed, } 
Her voice divine has pledged like gift anew.” 


Then with fresh zeal brave Hinguar’s call reminds 
The won Lancastrian, the Northumbrian, clime, 889 
Pledging partition of the valley’d North, 

Held (as he augurs) e’en with ease; the same 

As when on enterprize of former day 

Anlaffe and Sygtric, his own comrade-peers, 
Crossing the main with twice a hundred ships, 
Fill’d with invading Otsmen Erin’s isle ; 

Seized her proud harbours, Dublin, Limerick, 
And southern Waterford ; o’er all the land 
Planted their round towers, hail’d for forts as fanes, 
And still in subjugate dominion hold, 899 
No less their prize than England’s northern realm. 


Next with contrasted change of thought and mood, 
Turn’d from the land’s dominion to the main, 
The sea-king Hasting, from his earliest years 
Inured to Ocean’s wave, and by his side 
His youthful, honour’d pupil, prince Biorn, 
Alike dead Regner’s son, these more delight 
The salt-sea surge to name, and boast to rule 
There not less royal than on earthly seat. 
They glory in still varying piracy, 
And boast through such their occupation’s charge, 
(Though nation none on land, or town, be theirs,) 
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Cities at sea they form by thronging fleets 912 
On great Niord’s green element, more wide 

Than potentate may boast on bounded earth. 

Ships are their reign, (they tell) their sole delight, 
In these still seeking riches, glory new; 

Defying the chafed waves, and breasting still 

The billows of the vast unfathom’d deep. 

Exulting Hasting thus to vaunts gives way. 


‘¢ Asserting empire o’er a watery world, 
Though roaring as to mock our strong control, 
We plough at will its foaming wilderness, 923 
Till the dash’d hoary flood our sceptre owns. 
Ours is no smoky roof, or hearth: our dome 
Is the sky’s vaulted arch, our home the main. 
Hardy, intrepid mariners, we roam 
At large, for ours is every coast and bay, 
Where ocean can advance his swelling surf, 
Ours every port our tall sea-steeds can pierce. 
Nor sole the thundering Baltic’s rage we tame, 
But at our choice we wind our easier course 
To warmer regions of the sunny south, 
Whose treasured rivers tempt our rushing prows, 
And provinces, with hoarding abbeys rich : 914 
As haughty Gaul can witness, and the waves 
Of flowing Seine, till Paris’ walls they wash, 
Whose frighted city may our power recal. 
Alike the invaded shores of Bretagne too, 
Thames’ regal flood, and London’s costly streets 
Can witness well our devastating arm : 
And Rother’s stream in wealds of jutting Kent, 
Or strand of Hythe, strown o’er with scatter’d bones. 
Nor Britain’s isle alone our range may bound, 
But sometime borne on pinions of the wind 
O’er Biscay’s flood, and past the rocky straits 
Which guard the entrance to the midland main, 946 
Our barks have reach’d the fair Italian havens, 
Sack’d Luna’s city, nor forborne to waste 
The corner’d strond of sever'd Sicily. 
From each, from all, has booty rich repaid 
Our hope, and after sport of laughing war, 
We to our vessels have retired, with wreaths 
Laden no less of glory than of spoil.” 


Him follows then, with ready cheer alike, 
The naval prince, his pupil, young Biorn ; 
Telling, though seldom they repose on land, 
Taught from prime years its luxuries to scorn, 957 
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Or on the bleak beach sojoura for awhile, 058 
Choosing to brave the winter’s storm at sea, 

And for their music hear the singing wind 

When shrill it whistles in the rattling shrouds ; 
Yet can they visit fond their native shores, 
Greeting with rapture Denmark’s broken coast, 
Dark Scandinavia’s rocks and wilder’d moors ; 
And from the towers endear’d of Elsinore 

Mark the grand prospect o’er the subject Sound, 
Or rest in Jutland’s pine-clad hills: they there 
Enrapt in meditative memory, 

Recal with emulous pride her princes old, 969 
And hail the lofty tomb, named, ‘‘ Amlet’s hede.” 


‘‘Oft too we sail beyond the Swedish cliffs, 
Till reaching Lapland’s caves, and tracts remote 
Of pathless snows, yet by fleet reindeer cross‘d 
With flying sledges, where wild witches haunt, 
Or by whose echoing dens enchanters stalk 
And to the sailor’s hand vend charmed winds ; 
Or we can visit Finland's numerous friths, 

And clime, connected by a thousand lakes, 
And from the natives tribute-wealth receive, 
Birds’ varied feathers, skins of the seal or bear, 980 
Or spotted ermine, or the sable sleek ; 

Or for our loves a kirtle bring of furs 

Worn by the martin once, or forest cat. 

Or, seaward, may our gallant vessel steer 
Beyond Norwegian isles more near the pole, 
Following the tix’d star of the glittering bear ; 
Winning in barter, as our toil’s reward, 

Ropes for our ships of the whale’s fibres strung, 
Or his jaw’s tusks of solid ivory.” 


So would the prince, to pleasure listening crowds, 
Recount the story of his chosen life. 991 


Hasting was pleased, his lord, and on the vaunt 
Of his loved charge would deign his cheering smile. 
Yet ceased not here, content with tale by-past, 
Soothing howe’er and sweet to Danish ear, 

But of the future’s purposed act unfolds 

What soon his ardent breast designs to achieve. 
Due vengeance straight and ravage of fresh spoil 
He vows on Kent's and Sussex’ provinces, 

Still harbouring (he suspects) those princes twain, 
Sons of dead Ethelbert, who dare at times 

At sea the roving sailor's cruise defy. 1002 
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Such inroad best (he deems) may be pursued 1003 
From Hasting’s fort, on Sussex’ shore high raised 
First by his toil, graced now with his own name ; 
Nor ceasing, till their arm shall wrest alike 
Dover’s proud fortress, bow’d to Danish power. 

If e’er he settle on the land a home, 

In these twin forts his chosen seat shall be, 
Pleasant; still holding too o’er shores of France 
Command in fleets innumerous, at a beck 


Equipp’d for troops, rushing to call of war. 


All against absent Kenwulph vent their rage, 
Summon’d (’tis said) the festival to join, 1014 
And swell with pomp of his subjected train. 

His strange defect they blame, in wonder held, 
What novel cause can thus his steps detain. 
Yet the denouncing voice of Oskital 

Eagerly all confirm, and (soon as e’er 

The feast is o’er) his threatening pledge approve, 
The recreant tributary to displace, 

Hurl’d to destruction’s penalty condign. 


So wanes successively the various day, 
Till on inebriate revels the dull night 1024 
Closes, and scarce can veil belated sleep. 


When o’er such scenes alternate interchange 
Of several suns and following nights had past, 
Diversified with celebration’s mode, 

Yet all referring to delights of war, 

While regal Guthrun last within his tent 

Wakeful remains, and ruminates alone, 

Ere to his scanted pillow he retires, 

Before his sight a superhuman form 

Appears, invested bright in starry robe. 

As if of female grace, the figure look’d: 1035 
Ere yet it spoke, its very air disclosed 

Its quality, and forced the gaze to know 

The winged herald of earth’s Queen, and heaven's. 
Agile and eager sped the messenger, 

In form as fair as Grecian poets feign 

Iris, the purfled handmaid of Jove’s spouse ; 

Yet tincted scarcely in so various hues, 

But most in crimson’d steel, war’s garb, array’d. 
Hark ! (for pause none ensues:) e’en as she sheds 
On Denmark’s favour'’d chief benignest look, 

She opes her embassy in swiftest words. 1046 
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‘* Denmark's imperial leader, see in me 1047 
Gna, heavenly Frea’s charged ambassadress. 
Me she impels from Valhall’s glittering courts 
On mission, prosperous to thee and thine. 
Her gracious promise still in memory borne, 
Deign’d erst to your observant nation’s ear, 
Cheering you after the mourn’d Hubba’s fall 
And the charm’d Reafen standard’s loss deplored, 
She bids the Danish host her will attend. 
Now, when the crisis sped demauds, and makes 
All opportune, appropriate, and of need ; 
When now, in course of former prophecy, 1058 
Alfred, and England’s nobles, have been track’d, 
But chance has on a sudden made all swerve ; 
When, as thou seest, Hianfrid not returns, 
(From cause yet unexplain’d, but to thine ear 
With marvel more hereafter to be told) 
When unknown dangers now are gathering round, 
Hatch’d by foul machinations that surpass 
As yet thy dark conception or belief; 
Now is the time, in this assemblage’ self, 
While tournaments, and imaged sports of fight 
Serve but for prelude true of coming war, 
Swift to prepare opposure’s equal means ; 1070 
Now, while thy nation is collected thus, 
’Fore their struck eyes in operation's play 
To bring, and turn to end of suited use 
Those potent gifts, erst by great Frea shower'd 
(Magic’s high Queen) on her chosen votaries.” 


To such injunction, in mute wonder held 
At first, recovering by degrees, inquires 
Guthrun, impatient : 
‘‘ Heavenly messenger, 
Resolve me more :—Instruct me what to act; 
How to comply with thy great mistress’ will.”’ 1081 


Earnestly so conjured, the vision’d shape 

Responds: 

‘« Expedient with to-morrow’s noon 
(The hour when dreaded spirits most have reign) 
Repair to the weird-sisters’ lone retreat, 
Where oft they commune in their secret cave. 
Recal their potence, who and what they are: 
Oracles, arbiters of destiny, 
Whose hest controls events which they foretel : 
The hallow’d daughters of a line of Kings, 
Dead Regner’s brood, in /Ella’s dungeon slain 1092 
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By viperous fangs: fallen Hubba’s sisterhood, 1093 
Whose sateless ghost yet clamours for revenge: 
The gifted owners of those awful spells 

And charms, with magic’s mightiest art embued, 
In the host's sight deign’d by great Frea’s self 

To her own agent-ministers below : 

By whose mysterious use their art can raise 
(Original, peculiar, and their own, 

Beyond whate’er enchanters eld possess’d) 
Puissance unearthly, passing human scope, 
Binding all nature to their strong command. 

These with authority majestical 1104 
Spirits of ill can at their beck evoke, 

Prompt to fulfil the purposes and will 

No less of earth's and heaven’s imperial Queen, 
Than Odin’s self, long known as magic’s sire.” 


She paused an instant, for the impatient King 
Swift interjects ; 
“* Say, herald from above, 
What boon from powers so awful shall I seek?” 


Instant, with pleased resolve, the form replied. 


“ Ask then of these, expectant even now = 1114 
Of thine approach, already so prepared, 
A Reafen-standard new, which strangest hands 
Shall frame, more fatal far than was the last. 
For now, in hour of this festivity, 
(E’en as my mistress promised to your ear) 
These mystic prophetesses shall replace 
Loss of the charmed ensign, once your own; 
Whose fate presaged the dire calamity, 
Withdrawal of her love, assured again 
To people who their homage not withheld. 
She pledges to your sure and raptured hold —1125 
That these her servants with supernal aid 
Shall work immediate, and to sight present 
A guide, beyond all limit of compare 
More potent, and more mortal-terrible 
Than ever blasted yet this lower earth ; 
Which symbol, borne to the collected host, 
Shall cheer, console, inflame with ardour meet 
And confidence, to act the goddess’ charge 
Unsatisfied, in coming battle’s field, 
And wrest from carnage boundless victory.” 


She ended, nor delay’d; but as employ’d 1136 
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On embassy of urgent haste, she waved 1187 
The glaived hand, with favour’s look, and smile 
Inferring less command than courtesy, 

Till the bright image vanish’d from the sight. 


Amaze, with curious speculation blent, 
Nor less of joy too, and expectant hope, 
Thrill’d Guthrun’s bosom, at such mandate heard. 


On his lone pillow, through the night be toss’d, 
O’er the mysterious message while he mused 
Restless, for that alone possess’d his soul. 1146 


Slow to his earnest and impatient watch 
Wasted the morn in celebration’s wont, 
Till as drew on the mid meridian hour, 
(As bid) he speeds to the portentous cave, 
Where in the bosom of the peaked hills 
The Fatal Sisters three obscurely shrink 
Apart from men, e’en as great Frea will’d. 
On what food nourish’d there, whether by sprites 
Mission’d from Frea’s self, or raven-beaks 
Bearing choice morsels of Serimner’s flesh 1156 
(The heroes’ food in heaven) or earth-pluck’d fruits, 
That can with fumes entrance the wilder’d soul, 
Uncertain rumour darkly may surmise. 


Wild, fearful lay the way, by passages 
Intricate, drear, across the swelling ridge 
That from the expanse of country rose abrupt. 
Yet, buoy’d with expectation, Guthrun wound 
His course by narrow shelving steeps, below 
Bratton’s huge fort, and through the dimmer vale, 
Under its promontory’s head, far past 
The tented bounds. O’er glens untrod he cross’d 
Through woody solitudes, by copse, and dell, 1168 
Where floods and gather’d waters seem’d to guard 
Impendent crags and yawning precipices, 
Till lost as ’twere, at length he seems to plunge 
Down a deep gulf, girt by a moory waste. 
Here mid the closing wilderness confused, 
Well might the scene appal the stoutest heart, 
Such was its lonely awe :—ere long his steps 
Approach the precincts of a gaping chasm, 
Loftily parting the hill’s steepy side. 
Expanded seem’d its portals, or amoved, 
Expectant of some human visitant, 
If mortal business here might thought engage. 1180 
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Soon piercing the huge mount with cautious foot, 
(Led by a cold hand's grasp, though felt, unseen,) 
Through the dusk haze opaque, and foggy air, 
Guthrun, himself not void of shudder, comes 
Within a vasty vault or arching hall, 

Illumed as if with pale and spectral light ; 
Whether sole nature’s frame, or mortal toil 

To part had aided, trace might none reveal ; 

Yet arguing fashion of no human hand, 

Where all unearthly seem’d, and wild, and strange. 
Reign’d deep solemnity: for at mid noon 

Dim horror crept o’er the pervading gloom, _—1192 
With vacuous silence, which terrific made 

Dense mists, that all things veil’d from certain view, 
Or sole awoke dread spectral images : 

While first at distance, then more close at hand, 
Sounds rush’d, where echo magnified each tread, 
As dogs of darkness bay’d, to guard the cell. 
Tremulous rock’d the very ground beneath, 

As this were Terror’s region, and the scene 

Of visions and imaginary dreams. 

Until at times a lurid flash reveal’d, 

Upraised on lofty seat, as ’twere a throne, 
Shrouded apart in dusk obscurity, 1204 
(Thus half-discern'd,) what might to gaze appear 
The Weird-magicians, those prophetic three, 

High Frea’s votaries, the gifted seers 

Of mightiest Odin’s strange and savage faith. 

A glimmering flare, as if of tomb-fires, shew’d 
(As far as check'd glance might assurance yield) 
How wild was their attire, while they appear’d 
Scarcely as women, or if semblant such 

In form, exciting sole supernal thoughts, 

And brooded fancies above human scope. 

When aught of certainty the cloudy dark 1215 
Allow’d, cerulean as the midnight sky [stones ; 
Gleam’d oft their robes, starr’d o’er with sheeny 
While o’er them loosely their long mantles hung, 
Orderless, spurning care, save if confined 

By spell-wove zones, with Runic characters 
Enwrought and signs zodiacal, eld gifts, 
Investiture of heavenly Frea’s hand, 

For symbol token of her potence deign d. 

From whose mysterious girth hung periapts, 

And cabalistic rhymes, and magic charms, 
Guarded in bandage of a pendent pouch ; 

Where from the side of each a huge key dropp’d, 
Of power to ope Nifiheimer’s nine-fold gate. 1228 
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Low o’er their figures from their stately necks 1229 
Fell mystic chains, gleaming more bright than gold, 
Ensigns of might, endued by Frea’s self. 

O’er their dishevell'd locks, that wildly flew, 

A sable cap seem’d rise, of furry skin 

Pyramidal, reversed with pale, late torn 

From off the tire-eyed lynx, or forest-cat, 

Emblem of foresight as of vigilance. 

Buskins of shaggy frame might seem to inclose 
Their feet, and steely gauntlets glaived their hands, 
Wherein each held a magic wand erect, 

Inscribed with Runic charactry, whose top _— 1240 
Glitter’d with symbol of a figured globe, 

And to their mien lent sceptral majesty. 

O’er their bared arms seem’d ouches broad to wave, 
With portent each instinct, whose aspect sole 
From mortals’ common horde the wearer drew. 
Thro’ shadows dull, disposed on neighbour'd mound, 
That seem’d an altar (scarce its guise were less) 
Drawn swords, gore-spotted, glared, and lofty spears 
Commingled lean’d: near which (for trophy more 
Of ready battle) the war-trumpet lay, 

Poised e’en to hand (Frea’s late wondrous pledge) 
Potent to breathe the thrilling blast of war, = 1252 
And with its clamour ravish victory. 

Here mailed hauberks, targes huge and shields, 
And martial instruments, were heap’d beside. 
There rear’d, the magic glass apparent gleam’d 
(Alike as Frea’s choicer gift recall’d) 

Which, as it moves at will, can bind the flight 

Of every vagrant sprite, in earth, or air, 

Or Valhall, or Nifiheimer’s vast abyss. 

Adjunct lay open books, with saws and spells 
And adjurations fill’d, of dread intent, 

Memorials old of Odin’s awful art. 

These, wildly traced along the mystic leaves, 1264 
To straining sight seem’d writ as if in blood 

By past enchanters, gaining thus a power 

To summon from their riven graves the dead, 

Or nature’s elves in service strong control. 

These memorize great Frea’s offerings, 

When, with high pomp attended, she appear’d 

To grace fallen Hubba’s funeral obsequies. 
Leftward, at times a flaming caldron peer’d 

That flash’d with fires, which to the wondrous scene 
Added still new suspense and waked affright, 
Where all was mystery. Scarce then to sense 
Might secm that cavern’s void less wild and dire 
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Than poets feign the den of Erebus, 1277 
Where the fell triple-headed monster how!s ; 

Or where the Grecian prince of song immures 

The giant Polypheme; or Maro paints 

The cruel Cacus’ haunt, whose crimson floor 

Is dyed with victim-blood of murder’d men. 
Haggard the Sibyl-sisters look’d and pale, 

As if from sleep denied, or niggard snatch’d 
Through inspiration of prophetic mood, 

In mystic vision held with powers unknown. 


Though hallow’d erst by all, as if endued _1287 
With nature near divine, and quality 
Supernal; so o’erruling public weal, 
That expedition none might be begun, 
No solemn change of law, or hoped emprize, 
Wanting their oracle and bigh response, 
To pledge assent and favour of the Gods; 
Yet now more awful far than wont they seem. 
Bow’d ’fore their look and state majestical, 
The shuddering bosom, smit with sudden chill, 
A superstitious reverence well might seize, 
In presence as of more than mortal power. 
Not the Cumzan priestess, famed of old, 1299 
Nor dire Medea in Thessalian den, 
Could in the throbbing breast wake dreader sense, 
Nor ruthless Atropos, or sister-Fates, 
Who grasp the deadly shears that cut life’s thread. 
Such was the awe, that in disturb’d alarm 
At danger undefined, (unconscious what) 
Heart, e’en as Guthrun’s brave, a flutter own'd 
Of trepidation and emotion strange. 
The hero-chieftain, cautious, draws his sword, 
As ’gainst some nameless peril in defence, 
To ward enforced assault: vain howsoe’er 1310 
Match’d with such potence and unearthly scope, 
Environing him now, past human dream. 


At length, in homage, but at distance check’d, 
Guthrun, the kingly general, with bent head, 
Hand on his bosom press’d, and bended knee, 
Ventures his prompted mission’s cause to unfold. 


‘‘ Doom’s oracles, great Frea’s ministers, 
(Empress of heaven, nor less of lower earth,) 
Ye Weird-sisters, in whose gifted hands 
Are destinies of Kings and kingdoms deign’d, 
Made subject to whose beck are spirits all, 1321 
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Who rule through nature's various elements, 1322 
The void abyss, Niflheimer’s ninefold worlds, 
Bound by your dreaded spells to execute 

Y our sovereign mistress’ will, war's gracious Queen: 
Through warning of a heavenly messenger, 
Deign’d to me from herself, I hither come, 

In due obeisance, from your hands to ask 

The promised Reafen-standard, (given anew 

For substitute of Hubba’s magic prize, 

Lost by mischance in Kinwith’'s fatal field, 

Erst your own gift) victory’s certain pledge, — 1332 
Needed for future war, presaged at hand. 

Answer me then, and grant mine orison !” 


So prays in lowly guise the Danish King. 
Silence ensues, ere through the vaulted den 
A hollow crash, as if of thunder, rolls, 
Announcing token of appeal’d response. 
When hark! to such petition’s suit implored, 
Comes through the misty air, (utter’d by whom 
The dusk obscure forbade entire to know) 
Yet floating dread along, sepulchral sound. —1342 


‘Hail! Denmark’s, hail! Britannia’, chief elect ! 
Hush! and be mute. Sole listen, and observe. 
All shall be answer’d to thy fullest hope, 

E’en as great Frea promised, and instructs 

To us in visions of the secret night, 

From her accorded only to ourselves, 

Her favour’d ministers, design’d on earth. 

Thou know’st, our primal task to Hubba’s hand 
Framed in one noon that magic ensign strange, 
Whose mystic tissue shew’d great Odin’s bird, 
(God of the ravens) in its folds display'd, 
Which, for the prelude of near victory, 

Still flapp’d its wings outspread, as if alive, 1355 
Gaping with neck stretch’d forth, and open beak ; 
But droop’d in augury of doom’d defeat. 

That standard, captive in the bloody field, 

When fallen Hubba was to Valhall borne, 
Caused the dazed army pine in deep distress, 

As tokening favour of the gods withdrawn. 

But mighty Frea o'er the hero’s tomb, 

When gifts she heap’d on us past nature’s scope, 
Pledged promise to replace that dismal loss. 
Now is the hour she will perform her vow, 

Nor fail to work through us her awful charge. 
You she despatches to behold the deed. 1367 
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Ere to the assembled army we present 1368 
The signal, opportune for war, though yet 
Unseen, denied not, but presaged at hand.” 


Involuntary, half-unconscious then 
Guthrun starts back in expectation wild. 
For lo! the fatal sisters from their seats 
Uprise, enveloped in a foggy cloud, 
And through the thicken’d haze might hovering seem, 
Nor as to touch the dim receding ground, 
If stand thereon they did.—Their scaly glaives 
From their bared hands they cast, which shew’d as 
Already Frea’s graven rings of might, [donn'd 
And letter’d amulets of mystic power. 1380 
Then in their left they seize the open’d books, 
With strong enchantments fill’d and mysteries 
Of necromantic art, obscured from men, 
Butsole to mortals deign’d through murmur’d charms; 
Which to possess (so burns intense desire) 
Would earthly kind their souls to spirits ill 
Pledge, or to magic’s hid supernal sire. 
From these spell’d leaves the magic sisterhood 
(As even by their goddess-Queen foretaught) 
For call of sprites to act their dark behest, 1890 
Chaunt in deep strain the thrilling Runic verse, 
Which binds the various beings, elves of ill, 
Or back to life can hale the spectre-dead. 
The while their solemn gaze look’d toward the north, 
As in rapt frenzy held, or vision’d trance, 
Their raised right-hands with awful gesture wave 
Their runic wands, in mystic trace commoved 
Round the heap’d armour; or the magic glass 
Whose view commands the flight of vagrant spirits, 
They lift aloft, with phase turn’d toward the ray 
Dimly apparent through the vault’s far mouth, 
Waking imagination’s wildest range. © 1403 
Thus as they iterate the rigol-cirque, 
They seem their other gifted talismans 
Using, (for so conjecture might surmise) 
When the war-trumpet and the bellowing drum 
Terrific echo, struck by sequent blow. 
Nor stops their use alone of spells divine, 
Thus into action brought for purpose high, 
Potent, as ever sibyl witch possess’d, 
Or that enchantress Circe, famed of yore, 
Or Hecate, the sorceress abhorr’d: 
But more to human ear intelligible, 
After, in louder voice of chanted verse, 1414 
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They summon from Valhalla’s bright abodes = 1415 
The swift Valkyriur-train, stern maids of war, 
Who for its courts select the fallen brave: 

Or to their presence (e’en as Frea bids) 

Evoke from forth the various elements, 

Spirits of mischief, Norny sprites of ill, 

Dispersed where’er thro’ nature’s boundless sphere, 
O’er which its sovereign Queen concedes command : 
Destruction’s instruments, immense in power 

As in activity, perverse, malign ; 

All those, whose operation tends to death, 

Vexing with blood and bale the troubled world. 


Brief silence sole responded for a time ; 1427 
For while on sudden was eclipsed all light 
Into dim haze, wherein might spectres glide, 
And flashes only of the levin pale 
Flared,as when tomb fires haunt new fashion‘d graves, 
The roar, as of an earthquake, woke astound. 
Then supernatural thunders roll along ; 
Trembles the ground beneath, with hollow moan 
As if of sepulchres composed, whose sound 
Fills the tremendous cavern, echoing dread, 
But sole the prelude sign to coming spirits. 1437 
The solid rocks on each side seem’d to ope, 
When instant, usher’d into pallid gleam, 
As ’twere from fiction’s unessential world, 
Enter dim apparitions’ wildest host. 
Lo! sights most strange and specious marvels rise, 
And passing thought, portentous miracles. 
In storm environ’d of tempestuous hail, 
Made but more dreadful by the lightning’s glare, 
Spirits attendant rush, with answering haste, 
Nornies of evil, nature’s wicked powers, 
Swart elves, in look abborr’d and terrible ; 
Whether from screen of earth the lubber fiend, 1449 
Or dwarfish imps from mines, and Lapland dens, 
Who there forge magic armour, fraught alike 
With crafty artifice and dark deceit : 
Or such as ride the air, and gusty storms 
Impel, and hurl the deadly thunderbolts ; 
Or stem the watery floods, and ocean’s surge, 
Or plunge in flaky flames and realms of fire. 
Altern, these wild communication hold 
Together, whom announcement hails in turn. 
Apparent next, as if in vaporous rain, 
Enforced by hest of Frea’s magic spells, 
Unearthly monsters in obedience came: 1461 
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Sprites, who inhabit past earth’s glimmering bounds, 
The dreaded brood, confined in caverns hoar : 
From Jarnvid’s forest-woods, whose trees are iron, 
The foul witch, Angerbode, grim sorceress, 
Reining a foamy wolf, to speed the rites, 

Image herself of ruthless cruelty. 

These too their aid with evil Nornies join, 

Alike the Weird-sisters bound to serve, 

Whom those as their enslaved familiars name, 

And bid, as their task’d instruments, attend : 
Beings of mischief all, who can inflict 

Plagues beyond common bane, embroil at will 1478 
The strife of elements, on midnight-blasts 

Float unappall’d, or on man’s body breathe 
Diseases, or his passion’d thoughts control. 

Close behind these, the witch-born war-wolf gnash’d, 
Fell dog of darkness, from Death’s shadowy world, 
Named Managarmer, shaggy goblin-brute, 

The demon-savage, by the infernal hag 

To Fenris brooded, her own hideous stock, 

In the deep shroud of his incestuous cave, 

Sunk in hoar spheres past Midgard’s outer fort: 

In aspect, image of malevolence. 

Horrent to view, his dropping jaws were red 1485 
With clotted gore; sign, which the sprite reveal’d, 
Whose wayward office ’tis and quality 

In battle’s shock to dart on shrinking foes 

And suck the breath and blood of fallen men, 
Gasping in death on slaughter’s crimson field. 
From the mirk rock he sails, where stern he guards 
Fenris, his chained sire, in torments doom’d 

To writhe as yet in howling agony, 

While flow the river-vices from his mouth, 

In floods of poisonous foam that vex the world ; 
The hideous enemy of Gods and men: 

Ere yet he burst his bonds, and cope with Gods, 
In nature’s twilight at the last great day. 1498 
As if attendant on the train, came next 

Mara, the night-mare, spectre of the dark, 

The wicked Demon, that abuses sleep, 

Incubus horrible, fell imp of dreams, 

Who the struck powerless sufferer appals 

With terrors undefined, in gasping load: 

Causer of panic fear, which men deprives 

Of speech and motion, through illusions dire ; 

Nor less the body’s functions than the mind, 
Haunted with gryphon-forms, makes peak and pine, 
Then green-eyed Nicka, the dread water-sprite, 1509 
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Who suffocates and strangles drowning men, 1510 
Follow'd, observant of the binding spell. 

Such monsters shew’d to fancy's gaze, more dire 
Than Grecian fables feign those Furies eld, 
Alecto, or the fear’d Tisiphone ; 

Or the three-throated Cerberus, the watch 

O’er hell’s deep portals; or the harpy-brood, 
Aéllo, or Celzeno’s ravin crowd, 

Snaked Gorgons, or the Lamiz, dragon-wing’d. 
Nor here seem’d bounded Frea’s magic power, 

As sole to earth confined, or neighbour’d worlds, 
But as if open’d to the shuddering gaze 1521 
(Reveal’d through flashes strange of livid flame 
To distance far below receding earth) 

In pallid view the shadowy world appear'd 

As of Niflheimer’s Evil-home, the spheres 
Ninefold of Hela, and the vasty shores 
Nastrondé, fear’d of men; infernal pit, 

Sole cross’d by cowards, there condemn’d to groan 
In poisonous serpent-floods, where float the bad. 
In torment there they writhe, whose constant change 
Is horror, still in lingering anguish torn. 

Hence, raised alike by Frea’s mystic spells, 

Came upward shadows and malignant powers 1533 
All harbingers of doom, ghastly in form, 

Agents of Hela all, Death’s sovereign Queen. 
Before these flew the sable-crested cock, 

The guardian herald of her palace gate, 

Whose signal-cry shall at time’s latest day 
Answer the clarion of heaven’s bird of war. 


Last, but in aspect chief, as more than all 
Awful and terrible, through misty air, 
Darken’d with cadence of a bloody shower, 
Or with the gust commoved of rushing winds 
That sounded as if ushering fresh portent, 1544 
Through the dim entrance spring in furious haste 
Amid the vaulted cavern’s murkier gloom, 
With noise and clatter as of trampling hoofs, 
Spurr’d to that inroad with tumultuous speed, 
Gigantic figures in successive train 
In semblance like to women, each astride 
A fire-eyed steed of war, whose outstretch'd speed 
Wasthere scarce check’d. Twelve might the charger- 
In number count, whereof, as cloud or storm [band 
Coal-black, or bluer than is freezing ice, 
Half to the north-side turn’d; the other half 
Whiter, and sparkling more than fire, inclined 1556 
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The southern way, ranged thus on either hand. 1567 
While through the cavern from their presence rose 
The steam and scent as if of smoking blood, 

Their very look bespoke the Valkyries, 

Frea’s own handmaids, her adopted troop, 

Who in the battle choose the favour’d slain 

And bear their sprites to Odin’s courts away. 
These at their pleasure triumph, or defeat, 
Dispense alike: life’s, as death’s, arbiters. 

In either hand, that held not the curb’d rein, 
Glimmer’d drawn swords, gore-stain’d, in lurid flame 
Flashing at times; while their dishevell’d hair, 156s 
O’er their gold-wing’d, but armour-vested forms 
Or from the helm dropt to the targe on side, 

Well might remind Bellona’s serpent-locks, 

Sung in eld tale as the fierce maid of war; 

Or such, whom the Weird-sisters’ prophet-eye 
May mark, for Sigurd’s and hoar Sictryg’s aid, 

To battle sent from Orkney’s northern isles, 

To be hereafter famed in deathless song. 

Plainer they were discern’d, as o’er them swung 
Gold-tipp’d and polish’d skulls, from fallen foes 
Torn, now made drinking-cups, wherewith they serve 
Heroes at Odin’s board in Valhall’s courts, —_ 1580 
Handing with pride the foamy goblets round. 
With these, yet differing in less martial mien, 
Another being, (by her look disclosed 

To Guthbrun, prince of heroes, as he gazed 

In wonder wrapt,) Destiny’s goddess came, 
Shulda, the youngest of the sister-Fates, 

Futfre, disposer of man’s coming doom. 

But more than all conspicuous before these 
Gondula seem’d to lead: the very form, 

Known and remember’d by the Pagan King, 

As the late mission’d herald to himself ; 

Whose mailed figure toward the sisters straight 1592 
Advanced, attended by her winged train, 

Which in obeisance low before them bow’d 

While her companion-troop she thus announced. 


‘* All-hail; possessors of heaven’s magic spells! 
Lo! from its shield-roof’d halls, in reverence meet, 
The Valkyries, high Frea’s handmaids, come: . 
Beside me, Sangrida, and Hilda, bend :— 

See! too where Mista, Gunar, Rosta, wait :— 
Here Scogula, and Gera, note your beck :— 
There the swan-wing’d Olruna, points the lance, - 
While Swava, Minda, Loka, clese around, 1603 
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With Shulda, youngest of the fated three : 1604 
Such, who still ride through air, o'er earth, and seas, 
Despatch’d where’er approaching battle calls, 

To wade through streamy blood ’mong heaps of slain. 
Bid, sisters! and ’tis done. Your task is ours.” 


So as she said, with voice as if supreme, 
The rest of all the attendant sprites behind, 
Nornies, or monsters brooded past earth’s sphere, 
Or spectral-ghosts, from dark Niflheimer's world, 
Crowded, as prompt to act the boded hest. 
While through the air, o’erhead, in sullen cloud, 
Shadows unearthly, awful to behold, 1615 
Hover’d on pinions waved; familiar elves, 
What through the wild obscure might Fancy deem 
Birds of foul omen, hoarse with fatal croak : 
Black ravens, Odin’s harbingers, that fly 
Round the watch’d world, intelligent, then perch 
On the God’s shoulders; of whose brood the chief 
Men from old time “ Spirit and Memory” name: 
Or vultures fierce, or screech-owls, glanced across 
The lightning’s flash, through half concealing dark, 
Or yellow-footed eagles sail’d along, 
Ravenous for the prey of carnaged fields ; 1626 
Whose talons yet seem’d moist with dropping gore. 
Near these too, as if buoy’d on viewless wing, 
(Despatch’d obedient from war's father) rush’d 
Ger, the gaunt wolf, at Odin’s table fed. 


Such was the throng confused, and vision’d scene, 
Stretch’d far away beyond the scope of thought, 
Ghastly disclosed at times through livid fires, 
That all a wilder’d world of fiction seem’d, 
Whose look sole evil, danger, mischief, shew’d, 
Where all was awful, terrible, and new. 

O’er which, as if pre-eminent in power, 1637 
The gifted sisters (so twas clear) held rule. 


At mortal glimpse of such creations deigud, 
August, magnific, dread, past Fancy’s reach, 
That wore the semblant fabric of a dream, 
Exceeding imaged bound of feign’d romance, 
Yet tending all to point of war and death, 
The paynim monarch, as if spell-struck, starts, 
Lost in amazement, awe, or horror’s chill. 
Astonish’d stupor holds his fixed gaze. 
Yet howe’er wild, gigantic, and o’erborne 
Past nature’s common goal, such vision rose, 1618 
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Thought still prevail’d, while reason to his breast 
Whisper’d him still, as bow'd ’fore Nature’s throne. 


But hark! a voice from the Valkyriur-train 
Appeals the Fatal-three, in strain renew’d. 


_ “ Weird-sisters, Frea’s ministers on earth, 
Destruction’s agents, instruments of fate, 

Your servants, lo! in crowd compell'd, attend, 
Whether from Valhall’s glittering mansions sped, 
Or lower earth, or deep Niflheimer’s dens, 

Or intervened abysm of ghost-dwelt air. 1658 
Our errand speak : unfold your destined will.” 


Instantly to that awful claim adjured, 
The Weird-sisters with raised voice respond. 


‘‘ Spirits of power, ye, whencesoever come 
Obeisant to controlling spells, vouchsafed 
To mortal votaries by great Frea’s self ; 
Whether from earth, the hoary sphere of air, 
On nature’s confines, or dark worlds of hell, 
All beings whose dread charge is ruin, war, 
Destruction, bale, and terror, (elements 1668 
Wherein we joy and live) we bid your hands 
Weave straight the magic standard, by the word 
Pledged of the Goddess in high vision deign’d ; 
Since too in apparitions of the night 
Sole to ourselves by her own voice confirm’d. 
Such task is sure your own, whence we command 
All to combine, and mix your unseen arts 
To frame a Reafen-flag, more fatal far 
Than the departed ensign, idly mourn’d: 
Such, whereon England’s coming fate shall hang ; 
With wonted augury’s portentous signs 
Inducing panic terror to the foe, 1680 
But to the Dane protection, victory.” 


Lo! in obedience to that potent hest, 
Guthrun beholds through dim obscurity 
(His bosom with strange wonder thrill’d the while) 
Commenced the dreadful process of the work, 
That weaves the destined web of death and fate. 
By pallid lightning’s glare, while thunders roll 
And vapours, like a pall, o erhang the gloom, 
Attendant spirits he beholds advance, 
Rushing conjoint toward the heap’d mass that lay 
Before the sisters’ feet, who stately sat 1691 
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Seeming to rule the bidden ministers, 1692 
Leagued with them, tho’ scarce of them, as they waved 
Their wands directive round, with meaning sign. 
Suddenly power of mighty beings lifts 

Erect huge steely javelins, smear’d with gore, 
Hurried in rapine from won battle-fields, 

Which bound compact with clasping chains, they 
Deep in the rocky earth, and fix as firm, — [plant 
For the loom’s pale, swift as by magic rear’d. 
Then across rolling beams with equal zeal 

They strain the fabric-warp, whose sinewy cords, 
(They whisper) are of ‘‘ human entrails” made, 1703 
From hardiest warriors torn in mystic prize 

By watchful Valkyries, when struck to earth [sword, 
Mid war’s hot strife they grasp the heaven-pledged 
Ere cold in death: drawn too from next the heart. 
Unreel’d alike, the separated strings 

Seem all of crimson hue, as dyed in blood ; 
Through which the maids of war enchanted swords 
Insert, or truncheon-sceptres, from the tombs 
Convey’d of monarchs, to the tissue doom’d. 


At times too, here and there, supernal hands 
Dispart across the blended texture’s width 1714 
Huge ribs of captive foes, pluck’d when was carved 
Into an eagle’s shape the corse, ope-spread ; 
Wont meed of vengeance in fell mockery. 

Below for weights are ponderous breast-plates held 
By massive chains ; or (hideous to reveal !) 
Warriors’ lopp’d heads, slung by the twisted hair, 
Clotted, and gash’d all o’er with ghastly wounds. 
See! the contending Valkyries in turn 

Impel the dreadful task, as if controll’d 

Anew by the sage sisters’ binding spells: 

For through the warp’s red fibres swift they shoot 
Sharp shuttles, arrows, charged with varied woof, 
Ingredient all of fate, ever to hand 1727 
Bore by the sprites of ill and Norny-elves 

(At the Weird-sisters’ word) with eager haste 
Commingling each some portion to the work. 
Around the pillar’d frame dim figures move 

With change that might seem orderless, yet ruled, 
As Nature’s officed messengers malign 

Ply their charm’d orgies, dark and fearful all, 
Diverse, yet all with suited charactry. 

While war’s ferocious handmaids interweave 

The dire materials, which blent task-mates bring 
From every element, some seem to lift 1738 
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The shredded mass toward a vast caldron near 1739 
Wherein they plunge it, as in mystic dye 

Of wicked charm, ere by else added care 

The threads are in the wondrous web combined. 
Then as the deathful substance each presents, 
Dimly its name and purport is disclosed 

In murmur’d rhyme alternate, breathed to ear 

Of the hush’d sisters in wild runic chaunt, 

Fraught with portent and prophecies of death, 
Which to o’erhear the chill’d heart sinks in awe. 


First, rugged elves of earth, swart shapes and brute, 
From dens or murky caverns under ground, 1750 
Or from huge barrow’d mounds that hide the dead, 
Rush, spell-bound, and their fated offerings bear. 
List! for each awful tribute they expound, 

Borne eager to the flag of destiny : 

‘‘ Fur of the shaggy bear, by famine clung, 
Steep’d first in mad-dog’s foam; hair from the brows 
Of the gaunt wolf, ridged o’er his fiery eyes, 

Or pluck’d from his red jaws, while wet with gore ; 
Nerves of the cat o’mountain, with the skin 

Spun of the sable, or the spotted pard, 

Breathed o’er alike with deadly charms: here too 
A tiger’s whiskers, seized as he devour’d 1762 
A human victim, shrieking at his feet. 

Lo! jetty strings, from the war-charger’s mane 
Streaming, while plunged be amid shrinking ranks. 
These bristles on the raging wild boar’s neck 
(Hark! how they tell) stood, as he gored the foe. 
See! shreds from vipers’ skins, the venom’d toad, 
Twisted with scales, stript from the scorpion brood ; 
Fell of the shrew-mouse, or the ravin’d rat; 

The skulking hedgehog’s spikes, or aspics’ forks, 
With fangs and talons of the fox obscene: 

Or, drawn by art to cords of fibrous length, 1773 
Plants of dread power : the deadly aconite, 

The shrieking mandrake, by devoted dogs 

Torn from the earth, fatal to mortal men, 

Who not survive its groans: then toughest threads, 
Snatch’d from abortive savin, morell mad, [graves, 
The poison’d nightshade, hemlock, pluck’d from 
Or dun bark, sliver’d from rock-rooted trunks, 
Pendent o’er crags and beetling precipices : 

Herbs too from wilder’d wastes, instinct with death. 
Here then might seem to limp malicious dwarfs, 
Unfriendly ever to the race of men, 

Who mine the secret bowels of the earth, 1785 
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And there forge arms, artificers of fraud: 1786 
These bring of beaten metal supple threads, 

Be it of iron spun, or ductile gold, 

Of wond’rous frame, endued with perill’d charm. 


Whereat, succeeding the swart elves terrene, 
Lo! sprites of air advance, in eager turn, 
Who proffer too their share the work to aid. 
Behold! these bring (so breathes their listen’d spell) 
Plumes from the famish’d eagle’s pinion snatch’d, 
When darting from his solitary cliff 
And sky-throned eyry, lured by scent of blood, 1796 
He seeks earth’s battle-fields, and gorges there 
His fierce beak in the gasping warrior’s corse ; 
The vulture’s tribute, or the screaming kite’s ; 
Each bird’s, that gluts his maw in reeking gore: 
Some from the yellow hawk, or dauntless cock ; 
The cormorant’s crest, from gusty whirlwinds borne, 
Or the lone osprey’s feather, as he fled 
The coming hurricane; else fibrous veins 
That cross the screech-owl’s throat, omen of death, 
Or the night-raven’s sable coat, that tracks 
On crowded wing some army’s march to war, 
Ere wading yet amid the purple field: 1808 
Haply too strings clung from the leathern bat, 
Beetles’ black shards, or film of dragon-flies, 
Twisted to form the subtle tracery; 
Or locusts, that devour the hope of spring. 
These, elves aerial, sped through vaporous mist, 
Combine with art, and spread the crescent brede, 
Uttering enchantments, stranger than e’er yet 
Fancy has heard, rapt in her wildest range. 
Lo! through the serge the destined figure grows, 
(As ebon threads the crimson texture cross —1818 
In stretch'd expanse ;) the raven’s embryon shape, 
Hail’d still with dreadful rhyme and runic song. 


Nor pause ensues: for springing at a beck, 
Hark! dark and evil water-elves announce 
Their portion in the task, as they present 
Appropriate gifts to swell the fated web. 
Some, whether borne from pools, and quagmire fens, 
Where croaking frogs and sprawling lizards haunt, 
Or others from the storm-toss’d ocean, bear 
Bones of the gulfy whale in sever’d threads, 
Or the sea-borse’s hide, the seal’s, or orc’s ; 
Scales newly torn from off the ravin’d shark, 
Drugg’d in torpedo’s slime: or when in gusts 1831 
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Foul spirits sail amid the flashing clouds, 1632 
Sallied in sieves, or shells (their magic cars) 

And wreck the labour’d vessel on the rocks, 

Then ravel into shreds the seaman’s coat 
Toss’dlifelesso’erthe waves. Suchform theirspells. 
Or these may bring wild star-grass, from the drift 
Snatch’d of some bleak beach, which alone defends 
The sea-surf’s deluge from interior lands, 

Else whelming towns, and fields, and works of man. 


Scarce these their offerings yielded, ere at hand 
Succeeding instantly, lo! other shapes, 1842 
Strange Norny sprites of fire, impatient rush 
To blend their portion ill, who proffer next 
From elements convulsed ingredients dire: 
Whate’er may form the comet’s awful train, 

Or meteors glare, that o'er the trackless heath 
At midnight flares, luring to bogs and pits 

The wilder’d traveller; the tomb-fire’s haze, 

Or whether phantoms guard the sepulchre, 

Or unctuous oozing from the corpse below : 
Haply too, blasting influence of the spheres, 

Shot down to lower earth, impregn’d with fate, 
Loaded with palsied fear, whence shrink the stars, 
Potent to wither armies at a glance. 1835 
Still grows the web, swift, yet with plastic art, 
As when Arachne spins her labour’d net. 

The while as nature's spirits thus combine 
Materials, wrought from various elements, 
Suddenly these, conjoining hand to hand 

In blent quaternion, with united power 

Their frantic dance in magic circle move, 

And as they whirl, swell the dread choral strain. 


‘“W ind we :—wind we.— Weave we the flag of fate. 
Wakes fresh alarm :— war, war, we scent at hand. 
Visions of tumult rise: prepare, prepare 1dt6 
Destiny’s standard, that to England’s race 
Dismay, despair, destruction, ruin bodes: 

For Denmark, battle, glory, victory !” 


Rapt in amazement, Guthrun, paynim King, 
Marks all the wondrous rite, with thrill intent. 
Scarce might he then regain composure aught, 

Ere seems a voice from the weird sisters’ throne 
To interpose. Lo! too where Saga waves[speaks. 
Her glimmering wand, stretch’d forth, as thus she 
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** Cease, sprites from elements of earth’s dark orb, 
Mischief’s dispensers, harbingers of ill. 
But to our beck come now, ye monster brood, 
Tn your own gloom sphered beyond nature’s bounds : 
At times though on, not of, this mortal world, 
Now to the fatal task your potence blend.” 


Behold ! at such strange summons forth advance, 
Part but to sight reveal’d, a monstrous brood, 
Hideous in aspect, soon by Guthrun scann’d. 
First of that train, the war-wolf fell, hag-born, 
Named Managarmer, savage fiend, by men _1886 
Ne’er without shuddering terror call’d to mind ; 

To gods no less than mortal race a foe. 

By Loke begotten, father of all ill, 

The hell-dog from his cavern’d darkness sped, 
Death’s sternest minister, whose office ’tis 
-To suck in battle-fields man’s gasping breath. 


Close behind whom came hovering, as if borne 
Upon a brutish phantom, serpent-rein’d, 
The sable sorceress Angerbode, his dam, 
Call’d from the forest beyond ocean verge 
Of Jarnvid, whose enchanted trees are iron; 1897 
Amid whose dens, shut till the last great day, 
Twilight of gods, evil’s dark author dwells. 
From whose sought intercourse this wicked witch 
Has brooded, to disturb the fated world, 
Fenris, through nature fear’d; (confined awhile 
Thro’ Tyr’s vast prowess:) Midgard’s huge sea-snake, 
And Hela’s self, mysterious Queen of death. 
Approach’d the unearthly beldame, haggard, foul, 
In aspect tenfold feller, more malign, 
Than fable may of Lapland witches feign, 
Sailing through air; or such as orgies hold 
With elder Hecate in her midnight caves. 1909 
Disorder’d seem’d her wild attire, that flew 
Loosely abroad, and shew’d as if of furs 
(Far as the straining sight could pierce the dusk) 
Topp’d with a magic cap, uncouth of form ; 
While from her feet, horrid and shagg’d, protrude 
Vast snow-shoes, long and wide, such as in climes 
Of the icy north its natives next the pole 
Wear, as they chase elks o’er the frozen wastes. 


After whom follow’d instant that dark sprite, 
Mara, foul imp of night, dreaded o’er earth, 
Goblin, who haunts press’d sleep with horrid dreams: 
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Beside whose gait the pallid vision rush’d, 
Nicka, from water'd depths of chaos sprung, 
Call’d by those potent spells: elf more abhorr'd 
Than bards of old feign Charon, guide of hell ; 
Or such as later superstition’s breath 
Whispers to scare on foot the wilder’d wold. 


These, and a rout unnamed, as indistinct, 
Throng toward the web of fate, for which in turn 
They dart materials strange, and as they press, 1930 
Disclose whence each is brought, and what its end: 
Dismal and stern, fraught all with bane and woe. 


Prime, the gaunt war-wolf, Managarmer, bears 
Scalps of fallen warriors, whom his torturing gripe 
Has seized; then torn the streaming prize away : 
Haply here too, hairs from the wavy mane 
Snatch’d of chain’d Fenris’ self, in venom-foam 
Wash’'d of the river, which o’erflows the world, 
Pour’d from his gulfy maw; ‘‘ the Vices” named. 
Else bares he his own shaggy throat, and rends 
(While glowing fire-sparks from his nostrils smoke) 
With fangs, yet reeking from some feast of death, 
Its hoary vesture, for that deathful woof; 
Bedabbled o’er with froth of savage rage. 


So o’er the loom the murderous monster gloats 
With look of horrid joy, as when he sails 
Fresh from his hell-broth food of dragon’s flesh 
Through blotted ether, and within the gorge 
Of his grim jaws invades the shrinking moon, 
Lost then in eclipse to man’s quaking sight, 
While Gods themselves too shudder at his power. 
Battle he scents far off, his element. 1952 
Complots his eye bespeaks, and parricide: 
Scarce can the fiend suppress his bursting yell, 
And o’er the standard breathes destruction new. 


After whose grasp, Mara, the demon foul, 
Pernicious sprite of panic and dismay, 
With flight obscure as of an Incubus, 
Proffers with palm, that shew’d not of a hand, 
A philtre, charged with more prodigious fraught 
Pregnant of awe and horror, than the voice 
May dare reveal, if Fancy e’en could ken: 
Stolen all, by cats’ green glance, at dead of night 
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From images to the distemper’d brain 1964 
Raised, while the body in contortion wild 

Lies, as a corse, through fright’s oppressive load. 
Torpor, amaze, its deadening spell imparts. 

Cold as the bloated toad, its touch compels 
Confusion, terror; so the phantom bodes, 
Shedding instilment, shook from vampire-wings. 
Eager alike, scarce these their horrid part 

Could add, ere the black sorceress, Angerbode, 
Close at their side her hideous offerings bore, 

Who darkly plies her necromantic art, 

Embued with power of superhuman charm. —_—1975 
A bowl she bears, wherein (her mutter tells) 
Poisonous drops are trickled from the jaws 

Of serpents, that o’erhang the Sire of ill, 

Fell Loke, imprison’d in his murky cave: 

Bound till Time’s end, the “ Twilight of the Gods.” 
From whose pang’d touch he howls in agony, 
Gendering convulsions, which men Earthquakes 
Then for the web gray lichens she presents [name. 
Or silky mosses, drawn with curious care, 

Stripp’d near the thundering poles from granite rocks, 
Or barriers, where that elder giant huge, 
Hresvelger, sits on earth's lone verge, and hurls 1987 
Storms from his eagle-pinions o’er the world. 
These, as she tenders, her lank fingers dip 

In unguents strange, mid Jarnvid's forest-depths 
From the Witch-Kraka’s feast of wood-snakes cull’d, 
Where only elves and angry sprites have power: 
Else soaks she in the juice of hebenon, [ pine. 
And plants that make strong champions peak and 
Or from her side she filches garner’d threads 

Of a King’s death-shroud, by her hands undone, 
Or sail, unravell’d, caught from foundering bark, 
Wreck’d among icebergs in tempestuous culfs 

By Lapland’s coast, where waiting wizards sell 1999 
Winds to toss’d seamen ;—trusted oft in vain. 
Scales haply too she tenders, pluck’d (she breathes) 
Off Midgard’s back, Ocean’s engirdling snake, 

Or dead men’s nails, which frame that fatal ship, 
Named Nagelfara, that through ether floats. 

Still o’er the work her measured murmur blends 
(As in prophetic fury) bitter Runes, 

Instinct with curses and malignant ban, 

Pregn’d all with spite, shot from the evil eye, 
Pledge of misfortunes, harbinger of woe, 

Such as sole augur battle, death, and doom. 2010 
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Fell Nicka next, the dreaded water-elf, 2011 
Witchcraft’s foul brood, and sallying by her side, 
Gigantic shapes, obscure, (untold ’twas then, 

If from the abyss of air they come, or sped 

From farthest Jotunheim’s unfathom’d caves, 

Or hoary regions of eternal frost,) 

Forth issue, who dark gifts project throuch mists; 
What their dread purport, Fancy may not deem. 
But all the while, hovering above, unseen, [screech’d, 
Hoarse ravens seem’d to croak, shrill death-owls 
Or eagles scream’d, broad-hurrying thro’ the blast. 
Clank then dire chains, while loud the howl of wolves 
Exulting blent, and serpents hiss’d disdain. — 2023 
Such was the horror new, the deepen’d gloom, 

Of these dread orgies terrible, august, 

That seem’d the cavern’d chasm in awe to quake, 
And shrank the vision’d train. While hark ! the voice 
Of witchcraft’s rout joins thus in omen'd theme. 


‘¢ Wind, weave, the Reafen-flag of death and 
Standard, involving England’s destiny.” [bane, 


Open’d thro’ vaporous haze a moment’s glance, 
(As from their task the shadowy brood recede) 2033 
Guthrun, the Pagan King, with thrill’d amaze, 
Discerns yet more the crimson tissue grown, 
Albeit imperfect yet the plumed shape. 


New terror and entrancement seem’d to absorb 

Guthrun, the Danish chief, at sight and words 
So awful, rapt in mystery, till his frame 
Shook with strange shudder, brave albeit he were. 
More too when, as he gazed, those monster-sprites 
Appear’d withdrawn amid o’ershadowing dark, 
Each mutely glaring on him, as it pass’d. 
Through misty covert, grey-convolved, he saw 2043 
The sisters three behind the vacant work 
Enveloped as in clouds: to whom, while pants 
His heart with throbs unwont, he dares to breathe 
Orison, that would ask for needful cheer :— 
Thus uttering faint :— 

‘‘ Ye gifted ministers 
Of Odin’s throned consort, magic’s Queen, 
If this so wondrous, superhuman web 
Be for possession doom’d of mortal men, 
Haste! give it!—since the terror of this place 
O’erpowers my soul with dread, unfelt, undream’d.” 
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Whereat, with weird-consent, the trinal group 
Wave forth their meeting wands, whose single touch 
New-bound the enquirer in unearthly spell; 

When a responsive voice (issued from which 
Was all unsure; reign’d such confused alarm) 
Echoed : 

‘* Be firm of heart. Silent awhile 
Wait and observe. More yet remains to do. 
But soon the gift, united and compact 
By aid of sprites from earth, sea, air, hell, heaven, 
Shall be thine own, pledged to thine host and thee : 
Instinct with power to make invincible 2066 
A daring nation, vow’d to Odin’s cause; 
To thee avouching in predestined train 
Victory, empire; but to England’s race, 
To batied struggles of the Christian brood, 
Destruction, ruin, endless overthrow.” 


So as the voice presaged, the beckoning wand 
Seem’d from aside another troop to call, 
Whose nature these hush’d accents scarce reveal'd : 


‘* Not o'er this orb of earth alone, and worlds 
Bordering on nature’s sphere, does Frea’s power 2076 
Extend to bind dark spirits to her will, 

But (deign’d in vision to ourselves) she bids 
Our charge deputed to the task combine 
Spectres, and shapes from Hela’s lower world. 
Approach then, griesly shadows, and obey.” 


Scarce ceased the voice, erelo! from out the gloom 
Break forth, as if ascending from beneath, 
Gaunt ghosts, and semblant figures of the dead; 
Commanded from Niflheimer’s murky dens, 
And Hela’s ninefold realms of woe and doom. 2086 


Swift to the loom they glide, and as they mix 
Their mystic portion of the fated task, 
Scarce in low gibber of sepulchral tone 
May these disclose their errand’s hellish fraught ; 
While to the growing texture they insert 
The carcase skins of serpents from the fount 
Of black Vergelmer, or the river floods, 
Hell’s Elivages, named by mortal men 
‘« Anguish, Perdition, Enemy of joy, 
Whirlwind, the Howling,Grief, the Abyss of Death :” 
Whose waves are poison all, where cowards float. 
Scalps too these wind, from charnels sack’d below: 
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Or drops commingle, brought from Hela’s cup, 2099 
With potence more to bind the deadly spell. 

Then the pale woof they touch with mistletoe, 

‘* The branch of spectres ;” else with funeral yell 
The livid phantasms seem as to inweave 
Entwisted scorpions, in their grasp scarce held, 

Or wet the woof with vials of hell-dews, 

Or cowards’ tears, gather'd by mocking fiends. 
Then as they spread their pestilential wings, 

As hovers round the woof the ghastly troop, 

Fires from their presence seem to flash, and lights 
Such as on tombs illume the sulphurous air. 2110 
When through the shadowy obscure at times 

The visionary dead may seem to stand, 

Each in a shroud array’d, protruding sculls 
Whence other shapes mysterious mixtures seize, 
To forward more the supernatural charm: 

The while they mutter awful prophecy, 

Confirm'd by Shulda, youngest of the Fates. 
Their words (as far as mortal ear may scan) 

Warn of approaching battle, and excite 

The Danish King be ready, resolute, 

Nor spare to send a crowd of English foes, = 2121 
Despatch’d from earth in blood and frantic rout, 
Through Hela’s groaning gates; but chief’mong these 
England’s fled monarch, raised to sight anew. 
Thas, thus, shall triumph Odin’s warlike faith, 
And spread o’er vanquish'd earth on boundless wings. 


Then dismal exultations, screams and shrieks, 
Blend the same dreadful chaunt in Runic verse, 
Swelling the chorus of the burden'd strain: 

** Wind, wind, commingling, Hela’s web of doom. 


9»? 


Mark! at our touch the sable image grow!” 2131 


Earth at the labour’d utterance rocks beneath, 
Till, trembling, the taught sisters gaze aghast. 
The shuddering Guthrun novel terror feels 
Curdle the very life-blood of his heart: 

For o’er the streaky pall he now discerns, 
Enwrought by agency past nature’s power, 
Floating with outstretch'd wings, as if alive, 
The Danish bird of omen, as of prey. 


Behold! where vanish with a yell of joy 
Hela's dark ministers, in smoky glare. 


Scarce had the spectral vision fled, ere now 2143 
VOL. VI. H 


98 KING ALFRED. 


The magic sisters, whose raised mantle shew’d 2113 
Dimly to sight their zones, with figures wrought 
Of Runic characters, while yet again 

They lift their pointing wands, strange act resume, 
And stamp the ground. Hark! too a mystic drum 
Smote by whome’er amid the screening night, 
Peals the war-call. Then answering to the lip, 
The wondrous trumpet (both. were Frea’s gifts) 
Mingles stern summons, with controlling sign. 
See! the Weird-three combine in solemn rite, 
While stately, as Cumzan Pythoness, 

One utters invocation new, than all 2154 
More reverent, and with dignity profound. 


‘“‘ Last, from almighty Odin’s high abode, 
Valhalia’s palace-halls, hung round with shields, 
Ye messengers and ministers of fight, 
Valkyriur-maids, who for the Lord of war 
Choose in earth’s battles from the happy slain 
Heroes to grace his board, and bear to each 
The gold-tipp’d cups, framed of the skulls of foes, 
Approach; complete the destined task, design’d 
For mortal hands; yet such as ne’er before 
Magic’s great Queen vouchsafed to son of earth.” 


Lo! instantly obeisant, from each side, 2166 
The north, the south, rushes with clamour forth 
A troop of spirits; some on shadowy steeds 
Sailing, some as from thence already sprung. 
Plunged the war-chargers, while their eyes flash’d 
As to the work the mailed heralds flew. [fires, 
Loud rattled at their belts the hollow bowls, 
Tokening the office of war’s handmaid-train. 
As they collect, a smoke as if of blood 
Curl’d round their figures in empurpling steam. 
Virgins albeit they seem, yet terror such 2176 
Might mark that dire illusion, (with intents 
Fraught of the grimmest hell) as quail’d of old 
Astonish’d Fancy, when on mortal gaze, 
Guilt to appal, the fatal Furies broke. 


See! with glaived hands, imbrued as if in gore, 
Which their drawn swords to scabbards by their side 
Echoing return, in busied task they ply 
Fragments of flags, in battle’s struggles snatch’d, 
Crimson’d in gore, whose every thread’s a spell ; 
Potent to wither armies at its look. 

Else to each other, hark! they call, and bid 2187 
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Sangrida, or the fleeting Mista, bring 2188 
The wild boar’s bristles, from Serimner’s neck 
Snatch’d, while some grasping by the tusks detain 
The salvage brute, whose flesh, renew’d for aye, 
Banquets the heroes at Valhalla’s feasts, [mead. 
There from the snow-white flagons vouch’d with 
Else while the chargers snort, and toss their necks 
.With boastful neighs, (as from their holster’'d backs 
Their rulers seize spoils, to this task foredoom’d,) 
Haply their manes they pluck, that stream on air 
Flashing like wavy meteors, Lo! some bend 
O’er the stiff loom, and through the parted web 2199 
Thrust the charm’d Tyrfing, that monarchal sword, 
By Odin’s self fetch’d from the charmed tomb, 
Renown’d in “* Vegtam’s song :” while some insert 
Wool from the goat, Lerada, (famed in heaven) 
Laved in the reddest floods of Valhall’s fields, 

Or steep’d ninefold in Mimer’s prophet-well. 

Then for the raven’s image, see! they shoot 

Black scalps of fallen warriors thwart the warp, 
From out the famish’d eagle’s talons ta’en, 
Wading at large through the hot bath of blood : 

Or sable hairs, from Sleipner’s shoulder drawn, 
Odin’s immortal steed, whose thundering hoof 2211 
Darts on the fight at times, and dashes far 

The purple flood, like foam of the sea-surge. 

Else from those living ravens plumes they bear, 

‘¢ Spirit” and ‘“‘ Memory” named, who o’er the world 
Fly bidden; then on Odin’s shoulder perch, 

And all things to his kingly ear reveal. 

These mid the fated ensign they enweave: 

Then glittering bracelets round the tassel’d edge 
They fringe, or hang with bells of twisted mail ; 
Blending wild vaunt, that o’er the storm of fight 
Whene’er they ride, where’er they shake the spear, 
They turn the battle’s fortune: at their will 2223 
Foes palsied perish, while on fiery steeds 

Aloft are borne the spirits of the brave. 


Then, as in trance of Sibyl-fury rapt, 
Shulda, the youngest of the Fates, who dwells 
"Neath Y drasil, that high o’ershadowing Ash, 
Whose mystic covert spreads o’er heaven, earth, hell, 
Surnamed Futfire, her prescient oracle 
Foreshews in voice of grandest prophecy : 
Battle at hand her murmur’d theme reveals. 
Disclosed to hearing and to sight, she kens 
Portentous conflict, uproar, and astound ; 2234 
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Under an iron cope, contending death, 2235 
Where long ensues war’s wildest hurricane. 


Hark! in a moment the Valkyriur band 
Catch the wild chorus, and in blent accord 
Echo the burden of the pristine spell, 
Chaunting: 
‘‘ Prepare! prepare! war in procinct 
Now we descry. Prudence must courage aid. 
Danger let guard encounter, not contemn. 
Look sole to conquer now; since victory’s star 
Floats, Guthrun, o’er the fight for thine and thee ; 
Even this magic ensign, pledged thine own. 2246 
Wrought, finish’d is the blood-bound web of war, 
Inwove with England’s doom: with death and bane 
Fraught more, than wings the plague, or planet’s 
[blast.” 
Alternate then, as rapt in ecstasy, 
Some partner of the mailed troop the strain 
Varies with change of exultation new, 
Anticipating battle; for the song 
Gondula trills : 
‘* Soon lance on lance shall rush: 
Cloven helmets crash: the steely hauberk ring : 2256 
Targes in shivers flee: war-steeds, in blood 
Knee-deep, shall o’er the falling warriors leap : 
Thousands shall sink upon the slippery earth. 
Ours is the given charge to choose the slain. [death, 
While shouts shall drown the shrieks, and groans of 
A thousand heroes new shall mount to heaven. 
Odin shall meet them from his glittering courts, 
Aud hail with: voice of praise our earthly toil, 
One half the slain, his prize: great Frea’s, half.” 


Her magic chaunt, hark! Swava answers: 
“ Hail! 2267 
Comrades! rejoice: completed is the sign. 
Soon slaughter shall be glutted; every arm 
In carnage revel, and in massacre. 
Destiny swift shall be accomplish’d all, 
And victory lead events in Fortune’s train. 
The noble, and the mighty, stoop to fate. 
Earls, Kings, must die. Perdition now awaits 
England’s lost head, a fugitive so long, 
And all his hid companions at a blow. 
This standard of their dream shall see the end ; 
All in one net inclosed of scapeless doom. 
In battle, on the field, (their funeral bed,) 2279 
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In agony they fall by human means. 2280 
Perishes aye with them lorn England’s hope; 
In mangled havoc droops her routed power.” 


Hush! for the charm prophetic Rinda’s breath 

Takes up, transported : 
‘* Guthrun of the field 

Riots as lord. Exult! his arm has won 
Triumph in death, through carnage victory. 
What gorgeous prospects hail the ravish’d sight ! 
England is his in endless dynasty ! 
Long from her radiant throne his sceptred line 2290 
Shall to the Dane stars, bracelets, coronets 
Dispense, in due of merit. Odin’s faith 
Shall be for ever stablish’d: rooted out 
Christ’s shatter’d altars: war, eternal war, 
Shall reign instead, for Hela owns her will. 
Haste: hurry hence: spur your swift steeds afield.” 


So as she sang, each from the scabbard drew 
Her blazing sword, whose clamour through the cave 
Echoed as thunder: on her prancing steed 
Each vaulted, and amid enclosing shades 
Vanish’d in lengthening gloom the train away. 2301 


The paynim sovereign singly now surveys 
Obscure through hazy shades the mystic three ; 
And spread before them, as if now entire, 

The fated pall, whereon the wondrous bird 
Flapp'd its broad wings, as ’twere alive, and gaped 
With open beak: a prodigy of power, 

Wrought in one noon-tide by supernal art. 


Deeming by magic toil the task achieved, 
Novel enthusiasm, awe, sublime amaze, 
Ardour for battle, thrill the Danish King: 2311 
Which as they mark, the subtle sisters deem 
Equal effect may fire the general host. 


Hark! to his ear the prophet-Sibyls call : 


‘‘ Behold! aserst, by strong enchantments framed, 
The promised Reafen, at whose omen’d sight 
(Fluttering in triumph, drooping in defeat) 

Thy people hence may learn the will of gods.” 


Lo! yet they beck, and instant from deep gloom 
Issue forth sable dwarfs, and uncouth shapes 2320 
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Such as inhabit Lapland’s forest-caves, 2321 
There forging armour. These with mighty hand, 
Fit to a lofty staff, whose either end 

Was tipp’d with gleamy brass, or knobs of gold, 
The doom-fraught web, and ’fore the bending three 
Rear, firm-infix’d amid the trembling ground. 
Then to the wondering monarch they present 

A gold-deck’d targe, whose charmed property 
Can (as they tell) its guarded wearer make 
Invulnerable, and to his breast they clasp 

A mail’d habergeon: round his waste they gird 

A belt of power, a gifted talisman, 2332 
Form’d by themselves with incantations drear, 
Enrich’d with glistering gems ; and to his hand 
They reach, in subject homage while they kneel, 
A Runic staff, sceptre of martial sway. 


Which ceremony pledged, with murmur’d spell, 
Fain would the Danish monarch bear away 
The precious ensign, as his promised gift. 
But watchtul of his mien, the sisters’ check 
Bids him forbear, and to the camp revert, 
Marshalling in array the general host. 
Whither themselves (they pledge) in suited state 
Will surely bear, ere sets the evening sun, 2344 
The benison, and to chosen hand present 
’Fore all the assembled army, fired alike, 
At sight so clear, with trust and novel hope. 
Their coming seemly pomp may meet, and hail 
With rapturous welcome Frea's favouring sign; 
Odin’s too, war's as magic’s, Father-god. 
There, may be other gracious presence deign’d, 
Token’d from heaven, to cheer and to confirm. 


Which hest observed, stays not the Danish chief, 
But hastes impatient to the camp, intent 2354 
The sisters’ argued bidding to fulfil. 


Summon’d by heralds to the solemn rite, 
The Pagan host is marshall’d in array 
As if of battle; most in wedge-like bands, 
Triangular, yet each in order’d place ; 
Archers, or such as battleaxes swung, 
Lances, or spears, or slings, or maces huge ; 
Closed all in shields; a power innumerable. 
Many on proud and neighing war-steeds strode, 
Glittering, caparison’d in gilded mail. 
Behind, the female train tu distance dim 2365 
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Crowded the champain-scene. First, as at rest, 
The army on their radiant weapons lean. 

Then issues from their ranks a troop select 

Of noblest chieftains, all in armour clad, 

Or rich habiliments, on horses most 

Seated, or sparkling chariots, girt by suite 

Of guards who bear bright halberds, or trabants. 
’Fore the charin’d host the long procession moves, 
Whose purposed errand is with seemly pomp 

To meet the hallow’d sisters, oracles 

Of Weird-fate; so gifted by heaven’s Queen. 2376 


Soon these come forth from their retired retreat, 
Bearing the magic standard, and ascend 
The chariot, roll’d submissive to their feet ; 
Fore which, advancing, fairest virgins strew 
Flowers, and extol glad song, or lead the dance. 
While music, turn’d from mingling instruments, 
Responsive fills the pause of bursting shouts, 
That hail the coming state’s magnificence. 
So spreads the high progression, till it reach 
The assembled host. Here staying, as they front 
The curved centre, in the midst to all 
Conspicuous, from their lofty throned seat 2388 
The mystic sisters, Frea’s votaries, 
Present the fatal ensign, war’s new pledge ; 
Passport from earth to Valhall’s battle-fields : 
To hand assign’d, the firmest of the brave. 
Nor then such proffer’s ceremonious rite 
(While bends the host in reverential awe) 
Fail they to bind with awful prophecy, 
That tells of lasting empire to the Dane, 
Long as this symbol is by valour’s arm 
Preserved secure; while naval power renew’d 
Shall still perpetuate Denmark’s dynasty. 
Unending battle shall repress for aye 2400 
Resistance all, and Odin’s reign extend. 


But what new marvel breaks ? above, behold! 
Bursts on the gaze, all wild and wonderful, 
A vision, splendid beyond human thought. 
Lo! heaven seems open’d: through the vaulted sky, 
Cerulean, clear, and bright with sunny beams, 
Mid a refulgent train (on either side 
Continuous for past glimpse of mortal ken) 
Aloft enthroned upon a fiery car 
Appear’d a shape divine, whose sole aspect 
Proclaim’d at once the universal King, 2411 
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Almighty Odin, from his seat supreme 2412 
Deigning on earthly sight thus to descend. 

A diadem bound his monarchal brows 

That shot forth flashes, as of solar rays, 

And on his towering head a golden casque, 
Token’d the God of battles, vulture-plumed. 

A dazzling cuirass seem’d his breast to close, 
While his stretch’d right-arm o’er the quivering air 
Sway’d a vast scyniitar, but in his left 

Composed he grasp’d the sceptre of his power, 
Reclined at ease upon his starry shield. 

Nor whose such state needs language to reveal. 2428 
The grandeur of such majesty bespoke 

The Sire of gods and men; him sole, by all 
Known as ‘“‘ The August,” ‘‘ Valhalla’s Emperor,” 
‘< Lord of the ages,” “ Slaughter’s whirlwind-guide,”’ 
‘¢ The Terrible,” ‘‘ the boundless Deity.” 

From Asgard’s fortress, Lidscialfa’s seat, 

‘* Terror of nations,” city chief of heaven, 

Whence he surveys all worlds, his state careers. 
On whose arch’d chariot’s top the herald-cock 
Exalts his golden neck and crimson crest 2433 
With stateliest pride, as conscious of the God: 

By aspect known the same, whose shrill-voiced 
Shall on the last great day resound alarms [screams 
Throughout creation, piercing Hela’s depths, 
There answer’d by Nifiheimer’s sable bird 

That guards the palace of exulting Death. 


Beside the God, two cherish’d ravens flew, 
‘« Spirit” and ‘‘ Memory” named by mortal men, 
Which (so beloved) each on the shoulder perch’d 
Of heaven's high King, and whisper’d in his ear, 
As to remind the Omniscient Deity 
Of all things done through earth or loftiest heaven. 
Blood-spotted, near the rolling chariot rush’d 2446 
Two wolves, on earth Geri and Freki named ; 
Wing’d each (or so they seem’d,) on pinions broad ; 
The same, whom, seated at Valhalla’s board, 
The favouring God with choicest dainties feeds ; 
Gore-drink, or flesh of foes, in war o’erthrown. 
To these his hand becks with approving sign, 
And seems, inviting, to direct their flight. 


Attendant too Tyr, the one-handed god, 
(Straight known as such, by savage Fenris maim’d) 
Patron of champions, and of single fight, 

Who at his will dispenses victory, 2457 
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Bestrode eight-footed Sleipner, the famed steed 2458 
That skims the waves, or ranges the blue heaven 
From morning’s blush till the gold-setting sun: 
Whose mane far-floated o’er his arching neck, 
And along ether, as a comet, shone. 

Distinguish'd by conspicuous attribute, 

The Duel-arbiter with single arm 

Sway’d a huge lance, likest some beamed mast. 
But lo! at signal of the almighty Sire, 

Who with mark’d token strikes his echoing shield, 
The long perspective column stays its course, 

And hovers over Denmark’s gather'd host. 2169 
These, at such vision, in astonishment 

Are lost and awe :—still more, as they discern 
Advancing too mid that refulgent train, 

Proud Erea’s self, Odin's imperial bride, 

Goddess of earth alike, as heaven’s high Queen. 
Majestic, throned in separate car she sail’d, 
(Tigers the traces drew) in flowing robes, 

Green as her nether world, sprent else with flowers. 
Herself omniscient, faithful to her trust, 

Great Odin’s counsels never she reveals. 

Now from her heavenly palace, (named by men 

‘ Union of nations,”) by a goddess-train 2181 
She comes accompanied, who swell her pomp. 
Beside her, on a winged courser borne, 

Gna rode, her messenger, who fleets o’er air, 

Or on the waves, and bears to subject earth 

Its sovereign Mistress’ hest. Here too appear d 
Fylla, her handmaid, with long shining hair, 
Clasp’d round the forehead by a golden band: 
There Getion, patroness of chastity : 

Vanadis too, the goddess of charm’d Hope, 
Known by her radiant chain: Freya alike, 

Whose tears are gold :— Siona,— Vara,—each 

* Watchful of lovers’ vows: nor least of these 2193 
Glorious, Siguna, who presides o’er Truth. 


Near her, inclosed in mailed armour flew, 
Bright-wing’d, on fiery steeds, the maids of war, 
A crowd of Valkyries, some late from earth 
Sped back to wait their Empress’ coming state. 


Marking the vision, (so beyond all hope), 
Then such amazement holds the host absorb’d, 
That scarce belief conceives it, or surprize 
Permits assurance even to the sight. 2502 
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At Guthrun’'s bidding, all the assembled ranks 2503 
Drop on bent knee, and in that posture low 
Of meekest awe, hands press’d on every heart, 
(Wherein of each was clasp'd some brand of war, 
Sword, shaft, or spear) they bow meet reverence. 


But lo! attracting wonder and delight 
Yet more of all beholders, what proud train, 
Conspicuous in the spread attendant form, 
Now foremost follows heaven’s majestic pomp ? 
"Tis Hubba’s self, arm’d as erst wont on earth; 
Instant by his stern features recognized 2513 
No less than splendour of his dazzling mail. 
On his own war-steed’s semblance haught he rode, 
That once he curb’d, which with his buried lord 
Had been inhumed, e’en in the self-same tomb. 
The very sword, which flash’d in his glaived hand, 
Memory recall’d the same, that oft had blazed 
O’er battle’s edge, and call’d to victory. 
Far shone in air his jewell’d bracelet’s cirque. 
His studded helm, his aspect all, proclaim’d 
A regal dignity, and still with pride 
The ghost of the departed warrior shew’d 2534 
The wound, which seem’d still bleeding from his 
Scarce the terrestrial multitude restrain’d —_([heart. 
A shout of joy, by wonder check’d, and awe: 
Yet more exultant, as they now beheld 
Following their former chieftain, lost from earth, 
The thousand faithful soldiers, who had died 
Beneath his Raven-standard, ill bereaved, 
All who had fallen in Kinwith’s fatal field. 
Mail’d as on earth, in heaven these now compose 
Their leader’s retinue with suited pomp. 
Though at such sight strange extacy enflamed 
The gazers’ hearts below, blent with amaze, 
Scarce seem’d less pleasure sparkling in the eyes 2347 
Of the throng’d ghostly band, as these survey’d 
The standard new, wove with the Reafen-sign, 
High-floating o'er the Danish army’s front; 
Fresh gift of Frea’s earthly ministers. 


But what new miracle ?—Behold! at beck 
Of war’s great father, seems e’en Hubba’s self 
Despatch’d to earth, his mission’d deputy. 
On his spurr’d charger, fleet as Sleipner’s wing, 
The kingly chief descends: attended too 
By heroes, emulous to grace his side, 
His choicest brave, alike by features known, 2558 
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Seen oft contending in war’s bloodiest strife. 2359 


Advanced, and hovering over Denmark’s host, 
These bend on Guthrun, and their country’s power 
Looks of affection, shewn in ghastly smiles. 

Till hark ! (as to fulfil his embassy,) 

While with a solemn gaze and outstretch’d arm 
He chains attention, Hubba’s very voice 

Thus to his former comrades’ tranced ear 
Vents in deep strain inspiring prophecy. 


‘* Odin, all-father, King omnipotent, 2568 
Magic’s dispenser, with his empress-spouse, 
Sovereigns of heaven and earth, their favouring care 
Deign o’er a nation, to their service true ; 

Assured in yon enchanted flag, the work 

Of their own gifted votaries below. 

"Tis victory’s omen, harbinger of fate, 

Of triumphs new. Fresh battle now is near, 
Tempest of hurtling spears, the bath of blood. 
Soon must be borne from earth in dense array 

A * world of people :’ from her crimson fields 

All who expire in conflict, sword io hand. 

For them Valhalla her ‘ five hundred gates’ 2580 
Shall spread wide ope, to heroes singly shewn, 
Who in those shield-hung domes of joy and love 
Shall feast on honour’d seats by Odin’s side ; 
There taste Serimner’s flesh, Lerada’s bowl, 

Or mead from gold-tipp’d skulls of earth-slain foes : 
Then in celestial tournaments essay 

The battles of the gods, whence deathless ghosts 
Wounded shall rise unhurt, to share fresh bliss, 
E’en as ourselves do now. Such only please 
‘War's god severe :’—such heaven’s sublime abodes 
Enjoy, adapted sole for Odin’s sons, 

Within whose glittering palaces are seen 2592 
Old, or decrepit, none, his ranks to shame.” 


An iustant paused the heroic Demi-god, 
While gazed the warrior-spirit, as to mark 
His words’ effect upon that listening crowd 
Absorb’d in deep attention. Seem’d the ghost 
To urge his purpose, as he swift resumed. 


‘* Yet shall my patriot-countrymen avenge 
Each son of Regner’s line, nor leave our fate 
Inexpiate, unrequited. First must fall 
Alfred, with England’s nobles (wheresoe’er 2602 
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These hide) and to o’erpowering ruin yield. —-2603 
Our kin shall visit these with due on earth: 
Serpents more keen shall Alfred’s beart consume, 
Shame and remorse, than e’er yet stung my sire’s. 
Till then all doom is unfulfill’d ; nor yet 
Is England’s crown quite wrested from his brow, 
While still he lives. But Guthrun yet shall rise 
Lord of these isles. An empire wooes his hand. 
Worthy to wear a crown, him sovereign power 
_ Awaits: a royal bride: descending reign: 

For Scandinavia’s heroes lands and fiefs, 
Tribute and homage in lung dynasty : 2614 
Christ’s weak and coward faith quite rooted out, 
Till Odin’s worship shall all hearts command. 
But lo! the shadow of advancing fight 
Shoots, like a comet, from afar: and see! 
Frea herself points earthward, as to send 
Thither her waiting Valkyries to join 
Battle at hand, and claim her share of slain. 
Back must I fleet; and heed the pregnant sign. 
Be watchful, fierce, nor doubt of victory.” 


So as the martial apparition spoke, 
It turn’d, as to retreat. Excitement strange 2625 
Held the mute host in solemn fervour rapt, 
Thus by their pristine chief from heaven appeal’d. 
But new amaze usurp’d each heart, as now 
Prodigies fresh in progress swift succeed. 
Behold! commission’d by heaven’s ruling Queen, 
A crowd of eager Valkyries descend 
(Scarce each could rein with power her struggling 
Handmaids of war, as if in meet prepare _[steed) 
Despatch’d to hover round these champain fields, 
Destined the very scene of coming fight. 
Prone toward the paler earth they downward swept, 
Like falling meteors, charged with death and bale. 
Their office was amid the battle’s rage 2638 
To ride—to smite—to choose the bravest slain : 
While cowards to Nastronde’s dismal shores 
Dark spirits bear. Such their wild embassy. 
Follow’d too fit portents. Loose at their heels 
Rushes the war-wolf, Managarmer, down ; 
That monster, who the gasp of dying men 
Sucks with foul maw, and fattens on their blood : 
The same, whose gorge stains the wide heaven with 
When in eclipse he grasps the shrinking moon. [gore, 
Instant ensuing his malignant flight, 
Trickles through air a shower, as if of blood, 2619 
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While shadow’d armies seem in fight to blend. 2650 
Then fleeting ravens croak, as if for prey : 

And clamorous wolves howl, as at scent of blood : 
All omens of alarm: prognostic each, 

Fraught with fore-tokens of approaching war. 


Lo! by the beckoning God, (heaven’s kingly sire,) 
The observant Hubba is recall’d, and bid 
With pointing finger to resume his place: 
While seems the pomp celestial to prepare 
Its sped return to Valhall’s blest abodes. 


Behold! as back the vast procession moves 2660 
Refluent together, opes on mortal sight 
The brilliant rainbow, named by bards on earth 
‘* Bridge of the gods,” to meet their passing state: 
While through the vaulted sky resounds the clang 
Of Heimdal’s trumpet, warder god, who guards 
Heaven’s portal, and beside the glittering arch 
Keeps his “ celestial fort,” whence he surveys 
A hundred leagues around, and sounds the trump 
Whose terror echoes over conscious worlds : 
Notice when Gods ’twixt heaven and earth commove. 
That blast shall sound the knell of last alarm 2671 
Amid convulsion of time’s final hour. 


See! Sleipner first the gorgeous structure mounts, 
Leading the way, urged by intrepid Tyr. 
Follows in long magnificence the train 
Of bright celestials, and heroic men, 
Ascending beyond vision, while afar 
In ether glisten, brighter than the sun, 
Valhalla’s towers, and Glitner’s palace-seats, 
Crystalline, roof'd all o’er with golden shields. 


Seems open’d to receive the parting pomp 2681 
Heaven’s complete space, as gradual disappears 
The soft evanishment, till faded all, 

And sole the sky shews its wont blue serene. 


But how shall words imperfectly relate 
Such solemn rites, such vision’s full effect ? 
What deep amaze, what hope, what ecstasy, 
What clamorous shouts, what strange excitement 
From the dense army, fired to loftiest pitch? [broke 
At such impartment of inebriate cheer, 
Seizing alike the innumerous multitude, 
Fierce e’en to terror, wild commotion raged. 2602 
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They clash their shields, they bite, they kiss, their 
They clasp their spears, the gory battleaxe; [swords, 
Leap they ferocious, in Berserkic mood, 

Howling like savage beasts, all mad for war. 

Nor such stern riot females shrink to join. 

Soon (they exclaim) shall burst fresh storm of fight. 
Oaths to each other in fraternal pledge 

They interchange, each side by side to die. 
Already Hubba’s pledge they deem achieved. 
Death they disdain, or welcome it with prayer, 
Seen as the passport to Valhalla’s joys, 

To Odin’'s love, to glories passing thought. 2704 
‘Thirst sole of battle burns in every breast. 

High threats ’gainst Alfred, England’s vanish’d King, 
(Presaged to live) burst forth from every tongue: 
Rage too ‘gainst recreant Kenwulph, unarrived. 
Sights, thoughts, and prospects such thehost enflame, 
Till seems resistless fury at its height: 

To frenzy thus aroused, and energy, 

Seeming invincible of mortal power. 


Thus raged the Danes. But, on the other hand, 
Active alike, and for the Christian cause 2714 
Anxious, nor of the hostile wiles unware, 

So fraught with peril to loved England’s state, 
The angelic bands, protective of the good, 

Sudden assemble in the vault of heaven. 
Convoked by meteor-signal, high above 

The clouds, that o’er the subject earth career, 

On throne-like chariots they assume due place; 

In grandeur of diffused magnificence 

Splendid, as bards in antique fable feign 

Aurora, when in jewell’d car she leaves 

Henven’s eastern gate, and night’s dark hemisphere 
Is shot quite through with beams of dazzling light. 
Power infinite their very look bespoke. 2727 
Below they bend their vast survey, and mark 
Britain’s green isle in full extent outspread, 

Hills, vales, dissected by irriguous streams. 
Wasted, alas, seem’d many a blacken’d spot, 

And sunk lay many a fane in smouldering fires. 
Around the various region ocean play’d, 

And in its western waves the setting sun 

Sunk, as they gazed, while o’er him flickering clouds 
In melted hues of crimson, purple, gold, 

Vied e’en with their own shapes, more brightly fair. 
Soft breathed the balmy air, as mellow warmth 

Of evening tinged the concave of the sky. 2739 
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No wind, save zephyrs, o’er the ethereal vault 2740 
Shed aught of gloom, but all was gracious peace; 
Less few curl’d mists, that graceful swept along, 
Cast sweeter beauty o'er the meeken’d blaze. 
Through which, angelic ken discern’d below 

The Danish camp, the countless hosts’ array, 

The demons’ deep designs,—illusions strange 

Of spectral guise, and magic mysteries, 
Wherewith the Pagan nations they incite 

(In superstition lost and dark belief) 

To murderous bloodshed, lust of ruthless war; 
Such as may well crush England’s menaced race, 
And, unopposed, Christ’s peaceful altars raze. 2752 


Nor pause delays, ere new-awaked alarm. 
Michael, their archangelic chief, unfolds, 
Binding the assemblage in this charged appeal. 


‘‘ Blest powers of heaven, immortal sons of light, 
Witness we now (since Satan England’s King 
Fails to destroy through baffled treachery) 

Fresh arts essay’d and machinations dire, 

Such as alone could spring from spirits malign. 
Fictions, so terrible and so august, 2761 
All answering superstition’s used belief, 

In actual vision shewn and specious truth, 

Needs must affect and sway the Pagan mind, 
Swelling each martial heart, (as yet unsoothed 

By other milder faith,) to fury’s height, 

To desperate valour, irresistible. 

So fierce and dread we mark the subtle guile, 
Sole worthy Satan, whose dark malice still 

And disappointed vengeance restless seeks 
Christ’s blest religion, breathing peace and bliss, 
To whelm, and Odin’s bloody rites instead 
Confirm o’er earth, but chief in Britain’s isle; 2773 
For peace, to substitute war, waste, and awe; 
For freedom, chains; darkness for heavenly light; 
For justice, crime; for truth, idolatry : 

Change, not surmised without alarm and woe. 
Now is the crisis sped of England’s fate, 

At hand the very struggle, strife altern, 

Whether such deadly purpose shail prevail, 

Or order, peace, our efforts may restore, 

Religion, law, arts, science, commerce, wealth, 
Industry, happiness, a nation’s weal: 

All this on Alfred’s sole success depends. 
Treason is quench’d: restored dissever’d friends : 
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Till all on one great battle’s issue turns, 2786 

Plann’d by his ruling genius, and at hand. 

The demons in that vital conflict deem 

Their aims achieved,—extinguish’d Britain's hope.” 
A moment the celestial potentate 

Paused, as to mark his solemn words’ effect. 

When, in response, from out that synod high 

Issued a noble voice, which thus enquired : 

(thoughts, 

‘¢ Loftiest of heaven’s bright essences, such 

Believe, may well engage een angel power. 2795 

But ope, as meetest, what thy will propounds.” 


Observant, swift the archangel chief return’d : 


‘* For our exerted care the occasion calls. 
The endanger’d Alfred, England’s gathering host, 
Henceforth it must be ours to watch, to cheer, 
To guide, to guard, by every means we may. 
In concert must we speed the Christian cause, 
And counteract exulting Satan's ire. 
Vigilance, caution, needs the pregnant time, 
Best to ward off discovery, which would all — 2805 
Mar and defeat, and blast our hoped surprise. 
Prone hastens fortune’s predetermined hour. 
All, as a torrent, hurries to event, 
To consummation of excited hope, 
Yet burning with anxiety extreme. 
Already seems resounding on the ear 
The clarion’s call to battle, that decides 
To Britain’s isle (fairest adorning earth) 
Her death, or life; her yoke, or liberty. 
Her cause be ours: to aid her be our joy, 
Till joins the dreadful conflict, and shall end. 
Descend we then, to ply our grateful task, 2817 
And wrest the palm of arduous victory.” 


Nor pause delays, ere such projected care 
Prompt action follows. Each on charged design, 
The angelic puissances on wing descend. 

Some in his stil] retreat seek England's King : 
Others alert fleet toward his absent chiefs. 

Mid the hush’d night, while in his islet home 

The careful monarch on his couch reposed, 

Scarce slumbering, (so by anxious thought absorb’d) 
A radiant vision on his rest expands. 

It hovers o'er his pillow, clear reveal’d, 2828 
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Till, as the radiant figure deign’d a smile, 2829 
A voice melodious thus salutes his ear: 


‘¢ Hail! favour’d of blest spirits. Not of these 
Unmark’d with approbation high, can pass 
Intents of thine in thy loved country’s cause, 
Already now in progress vast at work. 
Watchful o’er all, heaven’s envoys aid the task, 
Nor to thyself can fail peculiar guard 
With counsel to encourage and inspire. 
Thee would my mission’d embassy impel 
Straight to forego this isle’s retreat, and seek 2839 
Thy destined rendezvous, where all prepared 
Thy comrade chiefs shall expectation greet, 
And various banners in due train combine. 
Be of good heart: fur 9 celestial band 
O'er thy assembling powers shall wing their flight, 
With jealous shield against malignant rage 
Not less of mortal foes, than wicked fiends. 
The rushing ranks will straight thy presence need. 
To the pledged battle thou must be their guide, 
Whereon salvation of thy country hangs. 
The very moment is of trial come: 
Hard must the struggle be, the exertion vast: 2851 
Through arts of hell rages the exgited foe. 
Yet with intrepid valour if thou blend 
Prudential care, unsleeping vigilance, 
Lest mesne detection baffle plann’d surprise, 
Doubt not thy course, but look for victory. 
In train then following, consummation full [wreath, 
Shall crown thy cherish’d hopes—bright glory’s 
Till every voice hails thee thy country’s sire, 
Her happiness for ages, work of thine! [steps, 
Farewell! know heaven’s own shield protects thy 
Not, mid such ambient peril, ere it needs.” =. 282 


So as it spake, the brilliant form recedes, 
Fading in air. Much cheer’d, the monarch feels 
A firmer confidence his breast inspire. 

Enrapt in pious awe, a secret prayer, 

With grateful sense fraught and inspiring hope, 
He breathes to heaven, e’en hallow’d by a tear: 
Resolved to obey the angelic monitor, 

And quit his islet with the coming dawn. 
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Deparrvure of Alfred from the isle of Athelney, to the first 
appointed station, near Selwood Forest : He proceeds to King’s 
Settle Hill, where he plants his banner with his own hand. 
Here he is joined by several of his nobles with their neto levies ; 
Athelard from Dorset, Rayner from Somerset, Oddune from 
Devon, Osmund from Cornwall, Aylwin from Wilts, with his 
Sriends and allies, Leopold from Gloucester, Hildebrand from 
Oxford, Mercyn from South Wales, Cadwal from Glamorgan, 
and Julian from Pembroke. The King marches on to Eybert’s 
Stone, the place assigned for the junction with the eastern 
forces: here he is joined by Edgar from Hants, delm and 
Athelwold from Berks, Udo from Surrey, and Athelstan from 
Sussex. The arms, appearance, and qualities of these various 
levies described, and the towns and more remarkable places of 
the districts, in which they have been respectively raised, briefly 
detailed, with their most characteristic features. 
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ARLY as wakes the morn, the King, arisen, 
Departure’s needful preparation ’gins 

With apt equipment for the sallying march. 
Nor to the islet’s inmates, with him left, 
Delays he his prompt purpose to reveal, 
As well the noble females, who yet cheer 
The screen’d abode, as the. graced priestly band, 
The faithful bards, and the meek cottage-pair. 
The rest were absent all on charged emprize. 
First to his sister kind, erst Mercia’s Queen, 
He trusts the doom’d intent, nor long refrains 
Like mention to Fidelia, (Rayner’s spouse) 12 
And on his princely offspring in her care 
Fondly would print a father’s parting kiss, 
To draw with tender prayer heaven’s blessing down. 
Seeking such interview, the gentle fair 
Crowd near, not sole these twain, but each at hand, 
Regal Eltruda, with her daughter dear, 
Lofty-soul’d Thora: Devon’s consort too, 
Stately Honoria, with the virgin grace 
Of loveliest Hilda: nor was absent here 
Charming Felicia (Warwick’s maiden pride) 
Nor her kind cousin, Emma, Kenwulph’s child : 
Nor Kent’s fair flower, Matilda, rich in mind 24 
As form and face, with Sussex’ new-won prize, 
The meek Emilia: nor the sister- pair, 
Who own the veteran Ordmer, as their sire. 


To these, not vacant of emotion, tells 
The King, that now the season has arrived, 
When he must quit their dear society, 
To meet the assembling host at fix'd resort, 
And lead to battle, not by heaven-deign’d hope 
Of victory unassured. Their safer stay 
Within this calm retreat his counsel bids, 
Both of the fair, and the wont sons of peace ; 
While his own steps first seek Pen’s cavern’d pits, 
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And Selwood’s forest-depths: scenes savage-wild, 
Ill apt for tread unused of gentle feet, 

Yet central for the meeting troops’ advance, 
Secret and hush’d, though near the tented foe, 
Removed from vulgar way, and unsuspect. 

There may the gathering host discovery scape, 

Till musing wisdom the fix’d choice confirms. 
Here must they live awhile in rudest guise, 

Ere yet in blood the ventured conflict join. 


‘* But rest you herein peace (he adds); your prayers 
Shall o'er our perill'd heads draw down heaven’s shield 
To guard our lives, till we shall meet again, 48 
And happiness await our safe return.” 


Scarce to the noble females could the King 
Disclose his settled purpose, ere alike 
These with concerting voices all declare 
Their fix’d resolve to follow to the war; 
Whose fond entreaty pleads, the sovereign’s steps 
Hence to accompany, or sequent track. 
Their presence, (as they tell) as wont, will cheer 
The march, the very battle; for at hand 3 
Their care shall tend the wounded, heal, and save. 
Again the monarch would dissuade: in vain. 
Honour inspires superual fortitude ; 
Nor can the front of mortal danger daunt 
The female breast, throbbing with courage new 
To meet occasion, now for all prepared, 
Fate's worst extreme; and with those hearts they love, 
If such the doom, not shrinking e’en to die. 
‘“« Hope they to join the triumph, (fond they ask) 
But shun to share the sufferings and the woe?” 
His princely children (her peculiar charge) 
Generous Fidelia proffers to his sight, 
And tells beneath a father’s guardian eye 70 
Safest will be these innocents: of these 
Presence at hand will nerve each arm anew. 


Nor can appeal, so spirit-stirring, want 
Its due effect: fresh heroism may seem 
Inspired around, caught e’en from female breasts. 


Then too, religion’s listening train unite 
Alike their pledged intent the emprize to join: 
First by sage Adulph (Alfred’s royal kin) 
Entreated for assent with mild accost, 
As tending best success to win, to bless, so 
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With pious hope, and confidence heaven-born: 81 
Nor stays the holy Plegmund to address 
Persuasive counsel, head of England’s church ; 
Nor honour’d Asser, friend, the monarch loves; 
Nor the shrewd Erigen, nor Grimbald grave, 

Nor Werbert, Chester’s shepherd, nor the band 
Of pilgrim-guests, who grace the sainted North. 


The minstrels blend alike their fond request 
To share the destined enterprize with aid, 
Sure now not welcome least, when needed most. 
Nor to the generous Wilfred could the King 91 
His prayer deny, or to the kind Geraint. 
E’en aged Denulph too his boon the same 
Solicits, strengthen’d by his faithful spouse, 
Entreating here not singly to be left, 
But bear in toils, in chances all, their part. 


Such prayer, to none refused, mustneeds, it seems, 
Leave the poor isle of human inmates void, 
And for wont tenants sole the beasts and birds. 


Hereat the dwellers of the rural home, 
Ere parting, blend in cordial sentiment, 101 
Grateful for preservation here so long. 
Tender adieus to the lone spot they yield, 
And feel no longer now their lot must own 
Such sylvan peace, such pastoral happiness; 
But in barsh contrast now succeeds instead 
War's trumpet-blast, the banner, and the tent, 
Scant rest, the meal, snatch’d amid open air, 
Uncertain, or disturb’d by hoarse alarms; 
The soldiers’ thick assemblage, and the stir 
Of peril, hardships, tumult, blood, and death. 


These now their steps await with awful change. 
Yet not deterr’d, throbs in each heart resolve. 113 
In needful preparation when the day 
Has glided on, at twilight’s safer hour 
While the orb’d moon effused her shadowy light, 
(Good angels hovering o’er their track, unseen) 
Attended by what faithful pages’ care 
Their lessen'd state retain’d, on ready steeds 
Or equipages, to their use supplied 
(Humble howe’er) by rustic hands around, 

Their all-momentous journey they begin : 
A goodly company, not close conjoin’d, 
But somewhat sever'd, scarce in seeming train, 124 
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Lest haply aspect of one general band 125 
Too much excite suspicion and surmise. 

Occasion now the noble females’ aid 

Turns to high use and dignity; since these 
Conceal'd, as in their raiment, bear away 

(Parted from its tall standard) England’s flag, 

The monarch’s ensign, to his country known ; 
Banners too, brought from Windsor’s rifled tower. 


Spring's zephyrs, wafted o’er the mellow ait, 
Cheer’d their swift passage, and made more alert 
Their spirits, fresh and unfatigued, though night 135 
Sped on its wasting hours, as heaven's blue vault 
The moon, broad first, but lessening as she rose, 
Ascended to its top, then downward sank 
With waning radiance in the leaden west. 

Wend thus the cautious troop through dusky glades, 
Chusing bye-tracks, and sylvan paths, as point 
Their practised guides, scarce noticed aught by 
Past Aller’s mount, and o’er contiguous hills, [man: 
By Somerton's dim fort, and wilds that lead 
Toward Castle-Carey’s site, through Bruton’s vale; 
Haply scarce resting save in lonely glens, 

Till hoary trunks of denser groves bespoke 147 
Their upland progress o'er the ‘¢ Harder way” 
Approach'd the boggy tract, whose confines held 
Pen-Selwood’s lone and secret rendezvous. 


Descending here, with footsteps guarded more, 
Ere yet had dawn’d the morn, through thicket-shaws 
And rough defiles, topp’d by some ruin’d hold, 
They come at last, where on the sloping sides 
Of two sequester’d hills, whose fronting ridge 
A narrow valley parts, to sight appear 
Thousand sunk pits, or excavations strange, 
Wondrous to view, diverse in shape as size, 158 
Stretching continuous on to distance vast.— 
Tradition not suffices to unfold, 

(So tells the monarch, as the site he hails) 

If these be hollows old, by hunters dug, [woods, 
To snare wild stags, and wolves, from neighbour’d 
Or antique time’s simplicity erst chose 

These holes and dens, scoop’d as by giaut-toil, 

To be resorts of refuge, or abode 

To Britain’s pristine rude inhabitants. 

All of vague fame he opes, whate’er his youth 

Had glean’d, enquiring, in past day, what time 
Fond of the chase his eager progress rode 170 
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O’er Somerset's wild forest-haunts, and scenes 171 
Where held his sires full many a sylvan seat. 


Here (to the gather'd groupe the sovereign tells) 
Is fix’d the first goal of the assembling bands, 
Silence and secrecy, preserved here best, 

Must be the watch-words of the dubious time, 

To wreak surprizal on the tented foe, 

And ward discovery, ere this prove mature. 
Obeisant soon, nor with reluctancy, 

All, (e’en the graceful females, to such home 
Unused howe’er) the resting-place so wild 181 
Adopt, and greet with smiles, or words of cheer. 
Within these earth-scoop'd nooks all lurk below, 
Wholly from view conceal’d: wherein they mark 
(To marvel more) collected water none 

Lodged, aught the wholesome dryness to impair; 
So porous and adust was nature’s soil. 

Nor, answering care, here wanted too ere long 
Hewn sapling-poles, fetch’d from the adjacent woud, 
With sheeted awnings soon o’erspread, that form 
A tented roof; simple, yet such as served 

To ward in vernal season sun or shower. 

Soon fitted too for each in separate cell 193 
By willing toil, was shaped romantic seat, 

And couch, congenial for refreshing rest. 


Here stillest Solitude might singly seem 
To hold her reign; or o’er the dreary waste 
A savage desolation, such as feigns 
The painter’s magic hand for bandits’ haunts. 
Save that, just peering o’er the wooded hill, 
Along whose side a narrow pathlet wound, 
The lonely turret of a hoary fane, 
Or faded battlement of antique fort 203 
Disclosed, where Pen’s few rude and scatter’d huts 
Scarce claim’d from forest-hinds a village name. 
A-right the gloom of Selwood’s thicker verge, 
Stretching away in wide immensity, 
Lower’d on the gaze, and woke a world of thought. 
Below, where crept a vagrant stream, beside 
A grove of willows (thence surnamed ‘‘ the Zeals’’) 
Some nameless hut might rise, or woodman’s cell, 
Scarce picking here a scanty sustenance. 
There, on a steep bold knoll that far projects 
In the mid valley, where the swelling mound 
Form'd (it might almost seem) a native fort, 
They raise a tent, for royal use design’d, 216 
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Of ampler frame, where the surrounded King = 217 
His coming forces might survey at will. 

Leftward, a ridgy hill with pass ascends, 

Named the “‘ high street,” and shuts the sylvan scene. 
In caverns thus, and brakes, and glens obscure 
The royal, as the noble, company 

Set up brief domicile, in martial guise, 

And lead a new strange life awhile; from peace 
Of rural Athelney’s contrasted change 

And hermit bowers differing, yet pleasing too. 
Though all now breathes of war, and in its look 
Each object perils wild suggests at hand, 228 
Yet cannot fear’s anticipation quell 

Fortitude, e’en in noble female breasts 

Swelling, as in religious sons of peace, 

Novel howbeit such enterprize to these. 

But to the monarch, warrior, general too, 

Such life was easy, and of habit old. 

Yet now with generous emulation’s proof 

All vie, who patience for example most 

Can pattern to the rest, with cheerful zeal. 

Food they possess from past collected store, 
Scant, such as briefest preparation needs, 

Hard eggs, a crust, and water from the brook, 240 
Not even at times unblent with tasteful wine. 

As thus along the barren heath they won 

In the closed dale, or through thick coppices 
Roam, and the gloomy depths of Selwood’s glades, 
In secrecy sequester’d and disguise, 

Haply from shelter of huge moss-grown oaks 
They startle shy deer on the dewy vert, 

The fleecy goat, rabbit, or panting hare, 

And driven entangle amid pit-fall toils : 

Mingling in warlike expectation’s pause 

Romantic pleasure too, and fleeting sport, 

With fare’s supply that the fresh forest air, 253 
In sunshine breathed, made hunger relish more. 
Thus round their sovereign, England’s high-born 
Religion’s choicest sons, or of the muse, (dames, 
In cheerful guise’ (while every thought might else 
Sole wake a solemn raised anxiety) 

Wait for awhile the country’s gathering host. 

Still as they gaze and listen, all on watch 

For every sight or sound, that might bespeak 

On any hand the chiefs’ advancing march, 

These yet enjoy, (removed and changed howe’er 
From calm delight and comforts they have left) 
Nature’s glad face ; though wild, yet beautiful, 204 
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In fresh-green landscape of the genial time. 265 
Now haply, eager for hoped friends’ approach 

At times, ere yet the moon withdraws her orb, 
They range oer neighbouring wilds and fastnesses 
Of Selwood’s chase, toward the commanding heights 
That front their northward, or their eastern, bounds. 
So wind they cautious o’er the moory wastes 

By Stourton’s quiet vill, until they pass 

Stour’s river-head, risen in thrice-tripled spring ; 
Or lurk awhile in the subterrene cave, 

Of whose pure wave they quaff, and bless the draught; 
Or scale the adjacent mount, rough now with groves, 
Yet rich in nature’s grace, to terrace-hills 277 
And headland summits, whose proud crest surveys 
Afar the subject country, in the beams 

Glimmering of moonlight, shed on stream and grove. 
Here, as forewarn’d to his expecting chiefs, 

On the high site, new-named “‘ King’s settle hill,” 
Whence winds theeld‘ Hardway’s’ descending slope, 
The royal Alfred with his proper hand, 

In presence of his charm’d observant train, 

Plants his own signal banner, that may call 

By ancient symbol of‘ the salient Horse,” 267 
To the doom’d scene, all England’s meeting power. 
At which mark’d act, forth of the attendant band 
The sainted Adulph moves, as if inspired, 

And clasping in embrace the sacred sign, 

Thus vents his soul in hallow’d prophecy. 


‘“‘ Here, on this heaven-blest spot, in future day 
Some worthy patriot, with his country’s love 
Glowing, may proud uprear a stately tower 
To grace these heights, o erlooking wide the scenes, 
(In nature's changeless features still the same) 
Which England’s guardian genius saved at need ; 
Where at his call too met her dauntless sons. v9 
Such monument, to after ages dear, 

Fresh courage shall in British hearts inspire, 
Still waking Alfred’s deathless memory.” 


Each breast responsive throbs: such sudden 
Or holy presage of the pious man, (thought, 
Greets the whole band, not without secret prayer. 
Thence turning, where a ridgy hill o’erhangs 
‘Stour’s’ six-well’d‘ head,’ and thicker valley-groves, 
They come where seems a shatter’d fort to frown 
O’er a steep site, safe on all sides around. 

Here too the prudent groupe, taught of the King, 
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Danger to ward, fix an observant watch 311 
Of trusty sentinels, a loyal few: 

Whether of pages, to the service prompt, 

Or zealous bards, or priests, not scorning aid : 
Shut in a hasty tent, with signal warn’d. 

Nor now is expectation long delay’d. 

Pause more, or check, none intervenes, ere hope 
Is fully answer’d by the main event. 

Now is the general country all on fire 

With eagerness, and roused activity. 

In turn the chieftains to the destined scene 

Haste their arrival. First of England’s power 322 
(True to the settled time) behold! returns, 

Sped from the near Dorsetian vales and coasts, 
The faithful Athelard; made Dorset’s earl, 

Since Herbert’s death; worthy such rule assign’d ; 
A kinsman, to the crown allied, since sprung 
From Osmund, Cornwall’s Duke: each of the King 
Loved, and for fervent loyalty admired. 

Broad on the day, the leader’s red-cross flag, 
Borne o’er the “ high street’s” southering confine, 
And soon on prancing steeds, in steely mail, [ gleams; 
That flash’d as to outshine the risen sun, 

Came issuing o’er the hill from dusty clouds 334 
Followers by thousands: heroes, all in arms, 
With targe, or spear, or glistening battle-axe, 
Plumed all, as vultures, rushing to their prey. 
How shall unequal language paint the joy, 

The rapture of that meeting ? From his steed 
Springs first the noble Athelard, of form 

Gallant and manly tall. Instant he kneels 

’Fore his liege sovereign, and wont homage pays, 
Seen ever prompt in bravery as in grace ; 

When scarce the King endear’d embrace could quit, 
As fondly o’er the favour’d chief he hung, 

Dearer, as long his comrade in distress, 346 
While started e’en a tear to either’s eye, 

(Gems but of ecstasy) but o’er and o’er 

_ Pledged warmest welcome. The delighted friend, 
Proud to be head of such a generous band, 

To the charm’d monarch swift presents in turn 
His choicest warriors: champions, some select 
From Shaftesbury’s city homes, and loyal crowds, 
Or Blandford’s spacious town, or Sherborne’s see : 
Some, sped from Cranbourne’s sylvan chase; or some 
The pride of Weymouth’s coast, or Portland’s isle : 
Flower of the favour'd province, famed in war, 
With ancient military camps spread o’er: 358 
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Fertile alike, as ‘‘ England’s garden” known, 359 
Nor less renown’d for her spread shepherd hills 
Than riches of her bays and peopled shores. 

Their chief with exultation’s honest zeal 

Displays his troops, worthy of elder days, 

All sequent, and obeisant of his voice; 

Whether the gallant soldiers, such as grace 
Dorchester’s fortress eld, or W areham's walls, [glens, 
Bridport’s proud state, or Lyme’s, or Charmouth’s 
Poole’s spacious harbour, Encombe’s valley-dells, 
Or Purbeck’s cliffs, or Lulworth’s cove marine, 
Lytchett’s eld mound, or Sydling’s rural peace, 370 
Or Swanage’ curve, or where in air ascend 

Corfe’s castled towers, or Winborne’s minster-fane. 
O’er all these ancient seats their worthy chief 
Presages Dorset’s noble families 

Shall England’s fame preserve to latest time. 
Straight welcome such arrival, shouts of joy. 

Swift to the question of the earnest King 

O’ercome with grateful pleasure, as he asks 
Tidings whate’er of interest most concern, 

Gladly the faithful Athelard imparts 

That the whole country one same spirit warns ; 

As if one breast, all ranks, degrees of men 382 
Burn to be soldiers, resolute alike, 

Disdaining so restraint, that scarce was room 

Left e’en for choice: who come, partake alike 
Confident hope, all eager for the fray. 

High gratulation greets the thronging bands. 


Nor then too wants, to hail such coming more, 
A tenderer welcome, deign’d by female grace, 
When the King’s sister, Mercia’s widow'd Queen, 
At sight of one return’d (before esteem’d, 

Now dearer for fresh proofs of fealty) 

Vouches pledged tokens of her prized regard. 3938 
Through veil of delicate reserve, which well 
Became such lady’s queen-like dignity, 

Soon might remark discern, howe’er retired, 
Tenderest affection in her bosom glow’d, 

Which time may into sweetest bliss mature. 

When whispers the charm’d King, if victory 
Crown but the coming enterprize, reward 

Shall Athelard bless of all he holds most dear: 
Nor if they fail, will those he loves survive, 

Since all (should need be) will together die. 

As drops a tear o’er the kind sister’s cheek, 
Reverent the noble Athelard her hand 405 
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Ta’en gently, as it clears the trickling drop, 406 
Soft presses to his lips, and breathes the vow 
Ardent with courage, throbbing in the heart, 

That England’s spirits sole can conquest know, 
Roused in their country’s, virtue’s, beauty’s cause. 
Nor then so meaning token, sprung (she deem'd) 
Of admiration and fidelity, 

Long to herself evinced, the fair declined. 

Alike the other noble females blend 

Kind cheer, exampling Mercia’s gracious Queen. 


While eager expectation waits the rest, 416 
The first-arrived soon o’er the novel scene 
Dispread, and occupy with pleased surprise 
The strange retreats. All gratulate alike 
Such temporary shelter, wild indeed 
Yet not unpleasing, and for season brief 
Of perill’d change, not incommedious too. 

The faithful Athelard his humbler tent 

Rears near the King’s, beside the mounded hill. 
Nor o’er the wide heath in the tented cells 

Fails either regal grace, or prompt alike 

The charming presence of the noble fair, 427 
(Though few, yet here assembled England's pride) 
With solace of fresh courage, courteous care, 

To tend and animate the troops anew. 

Such kindness soon recruits the spirits o’erworn 
Of gallant men, which makes them scorn fatigue, 
And all privations cheerfully endure, 

Till in this martial guise, all seem alike 

Joyous, as are the birds in neighbour’d woods. 
Drear desolation of Pen’s cavern’d pits 

New happiness inspirits, and delight, 

Waked by one generous feeling of content 

From equal hopes and prospects, such as swell 
With zeal enthusiastic every heart. 440 
At times, while semblance of war’s present edge 
Is visible in every image round, 

Seems soothing interval of music, song, 

To shed enjoyment over danger’s self. 

Their homely festival in soldier’s haste 

They share in open air, on the wild heath, 

Or screen’d in tented cave. Or where green grass 
Invites near umbrage of broad-arching trees, 

Sit varying groups by blaze of wooded fires 

O’er hasty forage of the sylvan chase, 

Suiting such unprepared vicissitude. 

Nor seem’d such fare amid the bustling time 452 
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Grievous, or wanting charm of novelty. 453 
The assembly’s look sole spoke of ease and peace; 
Proof evident, how virtue, conscious worth, 

Can through life’s worst of lot support each change. 


Swift flew thetime. Scarce waned the fadingday, 
Ere from the western side, sped through the wilds, 
That roughly border Gaspar’s castled hold, 
(Cross’d from the hill, where gleams the regal flag,) 
Peer now by Selwood’s edge the thronging troops, 
Horsemen and foot, by their green banners known, 
Flower of the rich and neighbouring Somerset, 463 
Long named in ancient day as ‘‘ Selwood's shire.” 
Soon were these mark’d, by noble Rayner led, 
Their rightful earl, now by blest chance restored. 
Him well they knew of yore in hour of need 
Patient of every danger, wise as brave, 

Watchful of favouring opportunity, 

When valour urged, prudent, considerate, firm ; 
Adored by all with willing confidence, 

In loyalty and duty still unchanged ; 

Bred too in honour as by lineal race 

Descended from the chief, illustrious Hun, 

Who on the bloody field of Ellendune 476 
(Aiding the power of Alfred’s ancestry ) 

Fell nobly fighting in his country’s cause. 
Innumerous were his banded followers 

Under their various captains’ order’d rule, 

Happy alike to own his general sway, 

Bereaved so long, by treason ill usurp’d, 

But risen anew his country to defend. 

These spring to greet the appointed rendezvous. 
When with meet homage toward the expectant King 
Hastes the proud chief, his form majestical 

Struck in each gazer reverence and awe. 

Dark armour mail’d his manly limbs, yet such 487 
As e’en his grave demeanour well beseem’d ; 

And the black plume, that o’er his helmet swang 
Suited his dusk complexion, sable-eyed. 

These on his pensive aspect seem’d to throw 

A shade of melancholy, while effect 

Of gloom and sufferings past (at length dispersed) 
Had tinged his clustering locks with mingled grey. 
What gracious welcome from the monarch hails 
Return so prized! prolong’d, as still the chief 
Presents his own companion-heroes ; troops 

From the fair province, which his honour’d care 
Best knows to sway ; zealous and bold, as wont. 
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Rushing no less from its interior breast, 500 
Where Thoneand Parret urge their lingering streams, 
Than from the coasts where Severn’s ampler flood 
Swells from the main: some throng’d from peopled 
Whether from ancientTaunton’s forted streets [towns, 
Where regal Ina fix’d his palace-seat, 

Or Wellington's fair site, the royal vill 

Alfred's own heritage, (in later day 

Yet haply to some equal son of war 

Destined to yield a name,) late by the King 

To his dear friend, the pious Asser, given, 

As honest faith’s, and studious learning’s meed: 511 
Or Badon's city, for her fountains famed, 

By Romans named, ‘‘ the Waters of the Sun,” 
Whose tepid bath, to English habits dear, . 
Fondly the nation visits from afar : 

Or Bristow’s, or Bridgewater’s, crowded ports, 
Or Ivelchester’s elder-moated walls; 

Or Camalet’s bulwark vast, and wondrous hill, 
Where Arthur held of old his martial pomp ; 
Wincaunton’s towers, or Castle-Carey’s pride: 
Else too, where after Selwood’s forest wilds 

Close their long tract, the hill-built Frome ascends. 
Then proudly follow in intrepid throng 523 
Nobles, and thanes, and knights with vassal trains, 
From antique castles sped : such as o’erlook 
Dunster’s imperious heights, or grace with strength 
Somerton’s turret-pile: (that pleasing mount, 
Whence the proud province late has drawn its name:) 
Else from the shores that front the salt-green tide, 
Where Minehead, Watchet, Porlock, guard their 
Hardy, and joying danger's call to brave. _[sons, 
Some from the screen of Bruton’s spreading vale: 
Or quitting breezy hills, gay soldiers troop 

From Blackdown’s airy steep,and Quantock’s height, 
(Where owns the King a patrimonial seat) 5385 
Or Polden’s cliffs, and Mendip’s mighty chain, 

Or Aller’s ridge, that on its sloping side, 

Shields from rude gusts its fane and rural bowers, 
Lodged over moory and unpeopled wastes. 

Nor with less ardour speeds a fearless band 

From Selwood’s forest-haunts and oak-built cells, 
Or verdurous heaths, where myrtles wildly spring, 
Or Druid Exmoor’s tracts of dark red deer. 

Some from rich champains, Enmore’s lordly range, 
And stag-fed parks, and Spaxton's sylvan glens. 
Brave Rayner, as their honour’d guardian, hail 
Religion’s sanctuaries ; the abbey fane 547 
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In Avalon’s renown’d and holy isle ; 548 
Where sleeps in his deep grave the mighty shade 
Of kingly Arthar, Britain’s hero old, 

The lasting theme of Europe’s rival song : 

Or the rich minster of imperial Wells, 

Great Ina’s work, the far-famed western King. 
These to the war send glad a mighty power. 

Such warriors from domains and elder seats 
Regain’d from treason’s poisonous grasp, again 
Happy beneath their genuine leader's charge, 
Haste with prompt aid and answering gratitude. 
Joy and new spirit owns their pristine chief 559 
Restored from captive thraldom; miss’d so long; 
In his just honours shining here once more 

With splendour eld, and due magnificence. 

These form brave Rayner’s glory, and support ; 
Yet meekly borne, with air serene and calm. 


Him the glad sovereign on his bended knec 
Embraces kindly, and with fond address 
So loyal, brave, and wise a soldier greets, 
Comrade in adverse hour, nor least endear d 
As the bold guardian of his parted Queen, 
And children, leaguer’d late in Windsor’s tower. 570 
Nor fails such tender welcome more to bind 
The feeling chief in new fidelity. 
More of reunion proud, with graceful bend 
He hails his alder-liefest lord and King, 
Whose anxious question fond he satisfies, 
That, all in motion, the whole country glows 
With fix’d resolve to vanquish, or to die. 
Nor doubts the King, pleased and attracted more, 
As he beholds troops from his own domains, ) 
Or vicinage of cherish’d Athelney, 
Or from his Wzedmore patrimonial halls, 
Or Langport’s regal burgh, and Crewkerne’s vill, 582 
(His ancient heritage) or Cheddar’s cliffs, 
Or Wokey’s caves, late Rohand’s guarded haunts ; 
(Scenes, wilder e’en than seem Pen’s cavern'd pits :) 
Or where his comrade steps have perils dared 
By Burnham's manor, or Brent's battle-feld, 
Or sainted Glastonbury’s beacon-tor. 
These the King welcomes with graced words, con- 
That Somerset's bold issue, birth of scenes [vinced 
Which could their ruin’d lords preserve so long, 
Ne’er will degenerate, or fall off from fame, 
But be for ever themes of England’s pride. 
Their standard shall perpetual triumph wait; 694 
VOL. VI. K 
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So in his bosom Providence assures. 595 
Charm’d with delight, all such fond presage feel. 
Then turning to their chief, restored anew, 

Him the pleased King with gratulation cheers, 
And haply then with voice of mild accost 
Reminds, that in this earthly pilgrimage 

(Such heaven’s decree for wisdom’s purposes) 
Affliction still must exercise the good ; 

But all is past: grief’s semblance now is fled, 
Nor aught remains to cause desponding gloom. 

‘‘ Treason is crush’d: our sever’d friends regain‘d : 
E’en Kenwulph’s self to truth and loyalty 606 
Restored, expedient to his country’s aid. 

Oh! chief! by thy devoted troops adored, 

As tried in griefs, as war, still unsubdued, 

Thy country yet demands thy saving arm, 

And looks to valour resolute as thine : 

In battle ever reckless seen of all 

Save of the victory: but that achieved, 

Modest and silent, bearing Fortune’s wreath, 

As if thyself the common act disdain’d. 

Thyself no stranger to adversity, 

We need thy qualities, and worth so rare, 

Thy counsel, as a prudent minister, 618 
Prone to reflection, by experience sage : 

Loyal and firm to England’s menaced throne, 
Through all distress, through varying peril, seen 
Still steady and incapable of change : 

Thee to our bosom proud we greet again.” 


Nor sole the sovereign welcomes chief so prized: 
But when allegiance due, and patriot zeal, 
Had lent their time to war’s first needful claim, 
Private affection next, with nature’s truth 
Asserts its hold, that runs with vein through all, 
As pierces precious ore the hardest rock. 629 
Instant his generous wife, Fidelia, springs 
To hail her honour’d husband to her arms, 
So late recover’d from imagined death 
As if to life anew; whom when she sees, 
Attended thus by his own suited state, 
Of friends and warriors, bound by equal love, 
She clasps him to her breast, with tears of joy. 
He, kindly fond, with answering rapture owns 
Her truth, and bends to virtue’s, beauty’s, power. 
Then too the royal children, to his side 
Clinging with charm of infant innocence,: 
Brought by Fidelia, as her constant charge, _— G41 
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The noble warrior hails, and listens pleased — 642 
To lisping tongues, that gratulate return’d 

Their own defender, their Queen-mother’s too, 
Captives together late in Windsor’s cells, 

Ere cruelty the sever'd victim tore 

To pine a prisoner in the Danish tents. 

Next the rapt hero greets his niece regain’d, 

The lovely Emma, Kenwulph’s long-lost child, 
Dear to his breast as the repentant sire : 

Then Warwick’s flower, Felicia, kin alike : 

Then that aged cottage-pair, from generous faith 
Late fellow captives too in Windsor’s hold; _—653 
Now blest with bright hopes of more prosperoustime. 
Nor fails the veteran Ordmer here to blend 
(Conscious of all in heart, though reaved of sight) 
Fond welcome, with his daughters twain exchanged, 
And countrymen, from scenes, his ancient seat, 
(Whether loved Enmore’s, or eld Goathurst’s fields) 
Here thronging with new equipage of war, 

In genuine character, prompt still to guard 

Their country, and its ancient rights maintain. 


Scarce had this strife of gratulation ceased, 
Ere hark! a clarion.— Lo! the sun-beams shew 
New dazzling radiance, that upon the sight G65 
Far flickers, (sure no flash of hostile arms) 
Till, answering eager expectation’s gaze, 
Broad crimson banners float aloft in air 
Advancing above crowds of armed men, 
Soon recognized as tokening Devon’s power, 
Troops of brave Oddune: more, when o’er them flew 
The Raven ensign, won at Kinwith’s field. 
Behold! before them on his prancing steed 
Rides proudly Devon's duke, the stately chief, 
Worthy nobility, high-born, high-sould, 
Patrician bred to wealth, and just command; 676 
Whom glorying in his eld-heir’d ancestry 
The monarch fitly held in high regard. 
Martial yet politic, him every voice 
Deem’d a sagacious statesman, prudent, sage, 
Soldier and patriot, on the public weal 
Ever intent ; in warrior’s company 
Delighting most: a leader most beloved. 
His native dignity scarce seem’d as pride, 
And while perhaps to fancy slight reserve 
Hung o’er his lofty look, not haught it shew d, 
Inspiring e’en perforce a deep respect. 
The golden helm, drawn o’er his azure eyes, 688 
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Not all conceal’d the colour, fresh and hale, 689 
That flush’d the manly features of his face, 
Though worn by service of some fifty years. 
Proud chiefly too the generous father seem’d 

(Yet justly) of his sole and gallant son, 

Eldred, heroic knight of Kinwith’s field, 

Favourite late honour’d by the grateful King. 
Known by the triple plume, that deck’d his crest, 
He rushing came beside his guarded sire, 

Model of youthful heroes, winning love 

As admiration: graceful more in form, 

Than e’er was Troilus, Troy’s rising hope. 700 
Radiant in arms of martial blazonry, 

Rode Kinwith’s grace, his arm e’en yet in sling 
Swung by his side, reminding still the wound 
Wrought in that bloody conflict, yet uoheal’d. 
These lead their numerous vassals in vast train, 
Choice of their various province, wide and fair ; 
Not sole from Kinwith’s fort and spread domains, 
Its granges rich, and numerous vills around, 

But from the scatter’d towns, whose populous throng 
Swell their glad ranks: Exeter’s civic race, 

Or from the harbour, that has deck’d of yore 
Plym’s seaward mouth; or Bideford’s eld burgh: 
Aisbertone’s crowded mart, or valley port 713 
Where Barnstaple her pleasant street extends : 

Or princely Axminster, or where its flood 

Rolls o’er the rocky vale of Tavistoke : 

Or where hoar Tiverton uplifts her walls, 

Guarded by passage of her double ford, 

Or sprung, where Molton spreadsits pastured farms: 
Some issuing from the coasts marine, that edge 
Southward no less than on the bolder north 

The spacious shire: whether the promontory, 
Surnamed of Hercules, or where wild cliffs 
Protect the bosom’d homes of Ilfracombe: , 724 
Or where in grots, sea-nymphs might joy to haunt, 
Mount Edgecumbe’s isle woos the meridian sun : 
Else where Torbay intrudes its sloping cove 

And heights with woods adorn’d,and shelter’d strand. 
Bands too, from each romantic river's marge, 
Scarce needing call: whether the Torridge stream, 
Or where the Teign her various valley laves, 

Or hastes wild Tamar, or the pictured Taw, 

Or past her forted banks flows stately Dart, 

Or sylvan Otter winds through rural peace. 

Nor wanting from expansive forest scenes, 

And heathy moors, came green-clad foresters, 736 
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Arm’d all with arrow'd quiver and the bow. — 727 
Others from scenes, where Haldown’s stately brow 
Surveys the charming country far around, 

Or Lydford’s cataract draws the admiring eye: 

Or where Oakhampton’s hill-girt mount ascends, 
Seat of her princes old. Bold troops too speed 
From ancient manors and the vast domains 

Where Mamhead spreads her park and opening dales, 
Or Powderham lifts its high-tower’d barbican, 

Or Torrington’s old cliff-hung fortress frowns: 

Or antique Camelford’s famed battle-fields 

Still mourn their Arthur hurt in mortal fight, 748 
Scarce since by Egbert’s victor arm consoled. 

But most the soldiers, numerous, choice as these, 
Shone in bright coats of mail, with curtel-axe, 

Or lance, or spear, or weighty sabres bung 

Across their bright cuirasses, while each held 
Covering his leftward side a bossy targe. 

O’er each too waved a helm with nodding crest 
That bound their streamy hair. Stern seem’d theirlook, 
According scarce with eyes of lustrous blue. 
Inspired by sight of victory’s captured flag, 

These haste before the King, who welcomes all, 
As worthy Kinwith’s everlasting fame ; 760 
Soon too to vie in like immortal deeds. 


Scarce might the sovereign’s meed of honour due 
Gratulate Devon’s peer, and younger chief, 
Ere these to meet, earl Oddune’s loyal wife, 
Honoria, springs forth of the attendant train: 
Matron majestic, in whose noble mien 
Shone the true English lady. Dignity, 
With sweetness blent and sensibility, 
Made yet her lovely countenance appear 
Pure and serene, as bridal modesty. 
Her sacred love, fervent as spouse e’er own’d, 771 
Virtue exalted e’en to reverence. 
So greeted she her husband’s safe return 
With conjugal caress; then hails in turn 
Her sole son with maternal tenderness, 
Now, like his sire, from danger past endear’d. 
Near whom the gentle Hilda, Devon's flower, 
The single daughter, presses toward them both, 
Not less with beauty’s, than affection’s, charm. 
Worthy the mother, delicate and mild, 
Howe’er attractively, her virgin grace 
Beam'd on the gaze, as angel innocence. 
If somewhat sun-brown’d her soft features seem’d, 
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Brighten'd they shone with pleasure new and joy, 
As tint Eve’s golden rays the rose-bud’s blush. 
To both the heroes was strong love display’d, 
The wife’s, the mother’s, in Honoria’s truth, 
Filial and sisterly in Hilda’s mien. 

Fondest endearment from such tender hearts, 
Alive to gentlest impulses, awaits 

The sire, son, brother: nor these sole, but all 
The victor- warriors, known at Kinwith’s home, 
Of whose condition fond enquiry seeks, 

Chiefest, nor failing Devon’s other state, 
Reported safe, as this assemblage proves. 795 
Here though remembering other pomp forsook, 
All soon unite; nor now do Devon's peer, 

And gallant scion, scorn their new abode, 

In open air, or mid Pen’s tented caves : 

Some wretched hovel, raised in Selwood’s glades, 
Here haply else familiarly they use, 

Cheerful, as in some martial camp revived. 

Alike at ease they share the general fare ; 

Fresh from the brooklet the cold water’s cup ; 
And cresses savour the dry biscuit’s dole. 

If the wont lacquey’d retinue be miss’d, 

Yet here with duty o’er the lonely heath 607 
Old Cymbert limps, and willing presence press’d 
Of Florence kind, and Lionel the page, 

Make Devon’s family seem still at home. 
Nathless all smacks of war; and while hope paints 
Their country saved by fortune’s hovering blow, 
Love too its truest, tenderest solace yields, 
Danger’s advance to meet and ward away: 

These moments making themes of interest new, 
And records of eternal memory. 


Yet intermission short occurs, ere here 
Rapidly follows other scene of joy. 818 
Lo! punctual to the call and destined time, 
Now issues o’er the steepy road, below 
Pen’s hoary tower, in long succession urged, 
Fresh bands; a column dense, o’er whose bright train 
Waved many a pennon, changeful in device ; 
But chief in front the well known standard shone, 
Upon whose golden folds the Cornish crow 
Hover’d, as from the scenes which most it loves. 
Proud at their head, by his wont bearing known, 
Rode Osmund, Cornwall’s peer, the potentate 
Distinguish’d for his noble ancestry, 
E’en to the crown allied: nor sole by this, 830 
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But more by warmest friendship to the King. 831 
He still with glad allegiance ready sprung, 

A statesman true; valiant indeed in war, 

But ever in demeanour placid, mild ; 

Of soul composed, whose manly fortitude 

Has oft conspicuous beam’d in peril’s hour. 

Yet more for studious wisdom mark’d and prized 
Than daring fight, he in his prudent care 

Blended the marshal with the soldier most, 

Still yielding to the sovereign generous aid, 

Who loved him as his choicest minister. 

Onward the venerable peer advanced 842 
On his war-steed, caparison’d with state, 

Prancing along, as of his master proud. 

Himself was staid in look: his locks were hoar, 
Thinly besprent beneath his steely helm. 

Though glancing native fire, sunk was his eye, 
And spare his visage, as with study pale. 

Whom when the sovereign welcomes, as he kneels 
Offering due homage ‘fore his honour’d liege, 
Words well may fail to tell the mutual joy. 

With kind embrace the monarch o’er the neck 
Bends of his kin and friend, nor with more love 
Greets any dearer of his martial lords. 854 
In swift succession to the admiring King 
Cornwall’s brave head presents his bending chiefs, 
Who after him with eager ardour rush, 

And thronging troops, in various armour deck’d, 
Glittering in harness, fresh from silvery lodes ; 
Sped from each quarter of the favour’d land, 
Whose horned province double coasts surround. 
Its affluent burghers from their bell-house seats, 
Or from her noble rivers, that embay 

The sea-ward country with exhaustless wealth, 
Mariners, brave and bold; and joining these, 
Merchants, forsaking now their crowded ports, 866 
Shun not alike to wield the needful spear. 

All equal burn to swell the generous ranks, 
Obeisant to the lord of miny stores, 

Proud of such guide, and eager for the war. 

A splendid power, gather’d albeit at first 

In separate bands, united now, and all 

Marshall’d in due array; a mighty host, 

Whether from castles eld, paternal sites 

Of warriors, heiring ancient valour’s zeal ; 
Launceston’s heaved mount; Restormel’s strength, 
Whose princely ramparts crown the admiring vales : 
Or high Tintagel, Arthur’s home, far-famed, 878 
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Where too Trematon its eld grandeur lifts, 879 
Or Liskeard’s rocky fortress ; Fowey’s heights: 
Or sped alert from Falmouth’s haven town, 

Or Penrhyn’s streets, or Truro’s valley-port, 

Or where Boconnoc spreads its manor-park, 

Or old Lostwithel rears its palace-court : 

[Ise where Saint Iva woos the Severn sea, 

Or Marazion’s mart, where Michael's self 
©’erlooks the stronghold of ‘‘ the guarded mount ;” 
Or where Penzance expands her curving shore, 
And soft airs fan her smooth, Elysian bay 

And charmed vill; or where fair Helston boasts 
The festal revels of her “ floral day.” sul 
With generous emulation these in turn 

Win the King’s favouring eye, and gracious cheer. 
Yet scarce could such due welcome for awhile 
Cornwall's loved son, the gallant Athelard, 

(First from the near Dorsetian vales arrived) 
Restrain from bending ‘fore his honour’d sire, 

Ere rites of ceremonial grace be paid. 

With eager greeting now of equal love 

Spring to each other’s bosom sire and son. 

(sood Osmund with paternal fondness hails 

The single hope of his reft house and line, 902 
And only solace of his widow’d years. 

Albeit scarce sharing less the King’s regard, 

Each glories at the other’s power display’d ; 
Superior which, doubt paused. Here gladly too, 
Osmund pleased homage bows 'fore Mercia’s Queen. 
Soon as he turns, attracts kind Cornwall’s sight 
His early friend, long known in past distress, 
Adulph Saint Neot: him next greets the peer, 
His pilgrim-comrade erst, in ruin’s hour, 

Where (he reminds) Saint Guerir’s lonely fane, 
And fountain-well, by studious peace endear'd, 
Yielded their sheltering refuge : not forgot, 914 
Nor late unvisited ; which grateful love 

Has now surnamed in memory ‘“‘ Neot’s-stow.” 
As thus the chief fond reminiscence blends, 

The venerable Adulph fails not add 

Both thanks and blessing; and prophetic bodes, 
Though both by doom of Providence have known 
Fortune’s vicissitude for purpose wise, 

This coming struggle sure shall prove the last, 
And crown past trials with enduring joy. 

Then (tor a soldier-statesman, passing wont,) 
Fond ever seen of learn’d and pious men, 
Delighting in their chosen company, 926 
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Cornwall’s graced Jord with friendly cheer salutes 
Plegmund, of prelates prime, sage Erigen, 928 
And honest Asser, favour’d of the King, 

Expected scarce to grace this warlike scene, 

Who blend alike their cordial benison. 


Thus as the radiant army grew, and sought 
O’er Pen’s sunk heath, or on the forest-skirts, 
To spread their covert tents for brief repose, 
Lo! from the eastern side, while every heart 
Burns with expectance, other gleaming crowds, 
Haply at first (such wus their sudden rush) 
Not without throb beheld of roused alarm 938 
Lest new betrayal may have waked the foe, 
Burst on the sight. But soon that rapid march 
liself distinguishes the impetuous troops 
Issuing from emptied Wilts. The lion-flag 
Before them flew, whose welcome sign announced 
Their fiery leader, Aylwin, famed in war. 
Him every English bosom, hailing loved 
As the bold earl, still prompt in daring deeds, 
Courageous e’en to rashness, sudden, swift, 
A soldier true, to camps inured from youth, 
Frank, dauntless, needing only prudent rein. 
If proud and boastful e’er he seem’d, yet all —_ 950 
His artless magnanimity admired. 
Him, the graced chieftain, on his bounding steed 
Conspicuous by his tall, athletic form, 
Alike too for the black and clustering locks 
That edged his steel-bright helmet, and within 
Girt his unshaven lip and sabled cheek, 
Follow descending o’er the heathy slope 
Warriors, as if impatient of the way. 
Splendid they shone with spears, and bossy shields, 
And crooked sabres, glittering in their grasp, 
Or battle-axes, topp’d with starry studs, 
And casques, whose plumes with every motion waved. 
Their eager spirit darted from their eyes, 
As in long train continuous on they sprung 
Fiercer than eagles, sallying on their prey : 
Teeming with vigour as the trees of spring, 
Trick’d all in radiance as the harvest-moon. 
Their armour flash’d like lightning as they past, 
Bursting from edge of gather’d thunder-clouds. 
Restless they seem’d as wolves on pastured downs, 
And supple as the wild-cat scours the woods. 
Before their van intrepid Aylwin rush’d, 
As an Arabian on his reinless steed 973 
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Fleets o’er the desert-sunds before the blast. 974 
While the war-chargers, arching their proud necks, 
Strode o’er the quivering earth, their laughing neighs 
Served for the needless clarion’s cheerful call. 
Thus under Stourton’s southering range they pour'd 
O’er the deep valley, and encircling waste, 

As if its caves would yield unequal screen. 


Prone swept the multitudinous array, 
Roused to strong indignation ’gainst the foe, 
Polluting their fair province with his stay 
In central camps there fix’d, and vexing far 954 
The wasted Jand with rapine, sword, and fire. 
Blunt, yet with reverent homage, soon their chief 
On bended knee greets the delighted King ; 
And with glad pride to his liege sovereign’s note 
Ushers his numerous captains, lineage most 
Of noble families, who honour own 
By birth; by office some; King’s thanes, and knights, 
Heretochs, ealdormen of stately towns, 
Or reeves, or such as rule a hundred vills. 
Collected from Wilts’ wide interior shire 
These speed, in bands of martial discipline. 
With patriot love of his fair county fired, 996 
Now Aylwin’s native, nor unseemly, pride 
Chieftains displays from many a favour'd scene 
And castled seat: haply where Bowood lifts 
Its elder state, or Wardour’s battlements 
Crown the majestic heights, or Charlton’s towers 
Rear o’er securer dales their loved defence. 
Else where graced Wilton opes its pictured pomp, 
Or Longford screens its fields, or Corsham’s walls 
Front their strong bulwark ’fore the admiring gaze : 
Or Longleat spreads its wide magnificence, 
Or Teffont’s manor decks its rural plains, 1007 
Or Fonthill guards its heights and subject vale. 
Whom following, swift succeeds a populous throng 
From Wilton’s vill, (Wilts’ ancient capital 
And regal home) nor Jess the recent scene 
Of Alfred’s war, with noble blood bedew’d ; 
Dear to him also for its vestal fane 
Renown’d, and chauntry, by the monarch’s self 
Late rear’d at loved Elsweda’s fond request. 
Press forward too with zeal the generous bands 
From Salisbury’s city fair, whose precinct holds 
Sarum’s eld fort; cull’d too with care throughout 
The champain country, o’er whose region stands 
That wondrous monument of pristine time, 1029 
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The temple rear’d amid a dreary wild, 1021 
As by mysterious and unearthly power. 
Else chosen from Ambrose-bury’s valley town, 
Laved by the southern Avon’s Druid stream, 
Whose antique ramparts and huge fosse inclose 
Vespasian’s storied camp, yet late have fail’d 
To guard from havoc the monastic fane, 
Consign’d to flames by Guthrun’s ireful doom. 
Others with loyal rivalry advance [homes 
From Marlborough’s castled town, that lifts its 
Of antique date o’er Kennet’s guardian flood. 
Then vigorous swains, with martial ardour fired, 
Speed from its open downs, and turfy sward 1033 
Cross’d by the stately mound of Woden’s dike. 
Troops too in vestures green, whose homelets grace 
Savernake’s spacious forest, where wild deer 
Range the dim coverts through majestic vales, 
And in lone arbours find secure abode. 
Some from the level country, that contains 
Thames’ gushing head, and Greeklade’s learned seat, 
Where (story tells) the Greek philosophers, 
Seeking this isle with Brutus, joy’d to dwell. 
Others from Malmesbury’s vill, and heathy bounds. 
Haste too from hill-built Chippenham warriors some; 
Whose palace, rear’d along smooth Avon’s side, 
Long boasts the pleased abode of ancient Kings. 
Some from Calne’s Roman site, and lovely scenes, 
Vying with mansion of monarchal pomp: 
Some from the central fortress of ‘‘ The-vies,” 
Mart for rich product of its cultured plains. 
These grace the pride of Melksham’s fertile fields ; 
Those own with glory Bradford’s peopled burgh. 
These spring, where Trowbridge fortress rears its 
strength, 
O’er rocky heights that guard Were’s vagrant flood. 
Other brave troops advance from Hindon’s vill, 
Or from the homes of more contiguous Mere: 1056 
Some, drawn with cautious secrecy, approach 
From Warminster’s throng’d town, and Westbury’s 
Dangerous in nearness to the hostile tents. [ridge, 
Crowds too from spacious tracts, and airy downs, 
Frequent with mounded camps, past scenes of war, 
In antique story and tradition famed ; 
Theme to Wilts’ heroes of deserved renown. 
All these the King with cheering voice and praise 
Welcomes, applauding much their loyal zeal, 
And hails as worthy of their patriot sires : 
Like them found ready in their country’s cause, 
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With bosoms cherishing courageous fire, 1068 
Whose flame shall ne’er be quench’d to latest time. 
Such troops must certain victory ensure, 
And with just wreaths the coming struggle crown. 
So gracious greeting animates each heart. 
To the King’s question, how their order’d march, 
So numerous, has pressing danger shunn'd, 
Their leader Aylwin tells, since long the Dane 
Has in his central shire encamp’d so near, 
(O’er Bratton’s fort and Edington’s wide plain 
Clinging to occupy Wilts’ western bound,’ 
These troops have by design’d circuity, 
Bent round its eastern toward its southern side, 
Sped hitherward by night with fiery haste, 1081 
Chiefly in sever’d bands, and few by few, 
Till joining near to this sequester’d spot : 
So scaping peril imminent, and note 
Which else had waked the foe’s aroused alarm. 
Well too the chief owns this position chosen, 
Happy no less, as in convenience near 
For hid assemblage, screen’d by Selwood’s verge, 
Yet central for uniting England’s friends, 
And bordering e’en on the suspectless foe, 
Soon to be set on, in surprized attack. 
With willing joy the sovereign much admires 1092 
The martial Aylwin’s prudent skill, late proved 
More than to his impetuous mood was wont, 
Now tempering valour with sagacity. 
[mand, 

Nor Wilts’ fair shire bounds A ylwin's graced com- 
But by his sovereign’s favouring will he shares 
A part of Mercia’s honour, since to him 
Were given to rule, and own his leading voice, 
Some of the Mercian Kenwulph’s sever’d bands, 
When from the common cause that hapless chief, 
Seduced by foul ambition, erst retired. 1102 
Proud of this added puissance, Aylwin came ; 
Duly assign’d, for that by ties of blood 
Himself to Mercia’s princedom was allied : 
Thence both by fame and friendly offices 
Known to the troops of many a Mercian chief, 
Who, not as strangers, hail’d his rightful sway. 
His banners therefore with continued pride 
Now followd some, the flower of Mercia’s peers, 
Who erst his standard join’d in peril’s hour, 
Still glorying to be Wilts’ allies and friends, 
Neighbour’d no less in valour than in lands. 1113 
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Foremost of these, to swell the numerous ranks 
Of warlike Aylwin, comes the gallant chief = 1115 
Leopold, loved as Mercian Gloucester’s earl, 
Whose stately castle neighbours Wilts’ confine. 
Bending before the King with suited grace, 

He to his charmed eye shews troops in train, 
Choice of the beauteous province, whether sped 
From Gloucester's ancient streets, and civic state, 
Or Berkeley’s castled meads, and valleys, stretch’d 
Along the widening Severn’s fertile sie, 

On whither Aust confines its ferried pass ; 

Or sainted Vincent lifts its pictured rocks ; 

Some too, beyond crook’d Severn’s westering flood 
From forest purlieus of romantic Dean. 1127 
Other bold bands from loftier precincts haste, 
Where Dursley’s town adorns its beech-clad hill, 
And joys in treasure of its copious fount : 

Or Deerhurst boasts her ducal Doddo’s fane : 
Else where Stroud’s water decks its graceful scene, 
Or Cirencester rears its Roman mound : 

Some too whence Fairford spreads its regal home, 
Bosom’d at feet of Cotswold’s grassy hills, 

Ere Colne’s cross’d flood yet meets expectant Thame; 
Some whence Chelt’s rivulet laves its pleasing vill, 
And Castle Godwin lifts its signal tower: 1138 
Else where eld Tewkesbury blends its hoary pile, 
And where fair Evesham spreads its northward 


All these descending in dissever’d bands [vale. 
Have crept, on watch, to shun observant eyes, 
By borders of contiguous Somerset [verge. 


From Frome’s reach’d town by Selwood’s forest 


But scarce at sight of these had ceased applause 
Ere lo ! succeeds another Mercian peer 
In Aylwin’s suite, the noble Hildebrand, 
Honour’d afar as Oxford's worthy earl. 
Stern ne’ertheless his settled visage seem’d ; 
Angry and sore erewhile at suffer’'d wrongs. 1150 
Strong indignation rankled in his breast 
For private injury from the insulting foe. 
His swelling ire had erst induced his steps 
To join the friendly Aylwin’s dared exploits, 
Pursuing Hubba’s course in leaguer'd Wales. 
Yet too his untamed spirit equal burn'd. 
Though his rich manors and paternal lands 
In treason's triumph by the foe were reft, 
Still his good sword to the bold chief remain‘d, 
And in his country’s service dauntless zeal. —_1160 
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Close at his hand, with honest pride display’d, 1161 
Rush’d ardent troops: some from the spiry streets 
And halls Oxonian sped, once Alfred’s pride, 

But now the prey profaned of Pagan hate: 

Others select from Woodstock’s rural cells, 

And palace-seat, where late the studious King 
Joy’d with his sage companions to transfuse 

The loved Boétius to his native tongue : 

Others from Sifford’s precincts, in whose vill 

The royal Alfred had so late convened 

Nobles debating on the country’s weal: [stream 
Some from fair Henley’s confines, where Thames’ 
Glides calm, engulf’d below encircling hills: 1178 
Some from the scenes where Nuneham Courtney 
Its stately turrets to admiring gaze: [lifts 
Others from Chiltern’s heights and wooded range, 
Or where eld Bampton’s mart the country feeds. 
The rest from haunts of Wichwood's forest glens, 
Or cultured downs, far-spread, and champain tracts, 
And spreading vales, in vying numbers crowd. 
These too the sovereign with glad welcome greets. 


Nor these alone the soldier Aylwin grace, 
But happy to attend his victor flag, bles 
Sequent with him advance Demetia’s peers, 
Drawn fromthe King’s own realm of Southern Wales, 
Whereof from youth his brows had borne the crown. 
Foremost of these came Mervyn, Monmouth’s earl. 
With eager loyalty he leads along 
Troops from the forted town, where Monnow’s flood 
Meets sylvan Wye, closing its beauteous vale ; 
Or Chepstow’s castled cliffs and harbour vill, 
Laved by high waves of Severn’s kingly tide ; 
Or Tintern’s valley opes its charmed peace. [seat 
Some urged from scenes where Piercefield’s lordly 
And Wynd-cliff’s heights o’erlook Wye’s Alpine 
Bands else from ramparts of the British Usk: [gulf. 
Or bulwarks of Caerleon’s ancient pride, 1197 
Famed scarce for Roman less than Arthur’s pomp : 
Or havens, bordering Severn’s marge marine: 
Or from the guarded frontier and the mounds 
Where Raglan’s fortress rears its princely state. 
These too by Somerset’s adjacent tracts 
Have sped their way, seeking the forest verge, 
By Stour’s deep head, led by the signal known 
Of the King’s standard set on Hardway’s hill. 
Them too with gracious joy the sovereign hails, 
Puzing in hour of need their blended aid. 1207 
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Next after these, press’d with an equal zeal 1208 
Cadwal, Glamorgan’s chief, of honour’d name, 
Who with proud reverence bow’d to Alfred’s sway. 
He led his legion from the province, long 
Graced by his princely line: whether combined 
Of hardy bands, bred where Tawe’s river-flood 
Impels huge ships to Swansea's crowded streets, 
Or eld ‘‘ Senghenid” spreads its wondrous towers, 
Or Cardiff's keep in antique grandeur frowns : 

Or where Llandaff screens its cathedral seat, 

Or country, cross’d by Britton’s ferried pass, 

Or throng’d from homes of Neath’s Elysian vale. 
Whom the glad monarch owns with throbbing pride. 


These swift succeeding, at their side appear’d 
Julian, of Pembroke’s province worthy chief : 
Commander fitly heading boldest troops. 

Nor staid the warrior ceremony long, 

Ere to the sovereign’s eye his hand display’d 

His following power: soldiers in seemly ranks, 
Call’d by his voice from Pembroke’s forted town, 
Or where Kilgerran lifts its ponderous towers : 

Or from his country’s plains and peopled bays, 

Or numerous isles that guard his rocky coast: 

Or from those inland shores, whose creeks along 
Milford’s proud haven spreads its mighty lake. 1232 
Some prompt from Tenby’s promontory streets, 

Or the romantic steeps of Harford-west. 

Some, gather’d where Saint David’s honour’d name 
Shields in his fane his eld Menevian shrine; 

As his youth’s seat, to friendly Asser dear. 

These the fond prelate, almost fore the King, 
Welcomes with joy, not vacant of a tear. 

All these his wont allies, in earlier day 

Of roused emprize, had noble Aylwin led: 

What time their troops, with dauntless courage fired, 
Indignant of mad insult, dared pursue 1243 
The track of Hubba and his roving bands, 

While, glorying in the magic Reafen’s call, 

In quest of spoil and slaughter, they forsook 
Wilts’ ravaged bounds for shores of untouch’d Wales. 
But with fresh vigour England’s power assail'd 
The fleeting Pagans, urged alarm’d away, 

Till penetrating far the wondrous glens 

By Rydol’s banks and Istwith's gulfy stream, 

Up to the steeps of drear Plinlimmon’s hill. 

But Aylwin’s vigilance with ceaseless arm 
Pursued their course, and left no pause for rest, 
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Vexing the foe with battle, till defeat 1255 
In frustrate effort forced him thence retire. 


Here still these friendly bands conspicuous shone, 
Various accoutred, and with flags diverse 
Distinguish’d, yet as with one single heart 
All animated, and on fire for fight. 

Justly seem’d Aylwin of their prowess proud, 
While all consent to his directing voice. 

Nor martial bold as was this hero true, 

Whom for his gallant bearing all admired, 

W anted he aught a soldier’s courtesy. 1265 
Shall Fancy deem him solely rough and rude? 
Wrongly: tho’ war’s approach, in sights and sounds, 
Seem’d sole to breathe due spirit of instant fight, 
Deep in his heart another feeling glow’d; 

Love too, and tenderness, there lingering dwelt. 
Stood near a lovely female: she, whose charms, 
Admired at first by Enmore’s castled hill, 

When Ordmer’s flying daughter he had saved, 
E’er since sank brooding in the warrior’s breast. 
Still he remember’d whom his pledge had then 
Vow’d to protect. Her graces feminine 

Soften’d to delicacy steely war. 1277 
He gazed in silent wonder, where she stood 
Beside her old blind father, while she clasp’d 

Her orphan infant to her widow’d breast, 

On whom fell tears of love and mingled joy. 
Sweet then she look’d, as when a full-blown rose, 
Fairer in radiance of Eve’s golden light, 

Bends o’er a half-oped rosebud’s mossy flower, 
And from its velvet leaves sheds glittering dews. 
He mark’d her mantling blushes, and the tears 
That dimm’d her beamy eyes, downcast at times, 
Which, with love’s quick sensation understood, 
Fond hope then whisper'd to bis throbbing heart, 
Hail’d with mute eloquence bis own return. —12:90 
His generous bosom then the fix’d resolve 
Cherish’d, if answering love approved the intent, 
And triumph should the approaching conflict crown, 
To look for victory’s reward in this : 

With her to spend life’s evening hours in peace, 
And be that guardless infant’s foster-sire. 

Such feeling too the fair in looks discern’d, 
Though nought of open word the time allow’d. 


Day wanes, which onward wings the fated hour. 
Brief intermission now such season yields 1300 
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For love’s fond claims. Sole calls engrossing war. 
Blend the new comers in Pen’s strict retreats, 
And cheerfully adopt its manners wild, 

Not to the practised soldier all unused. 

Amid assemblage of so numerous host 

Unwonted stillness reign’d. No trumpet blew, 
No tumult seem’d to stir, which might alarm 
Observant Echo in her distant cave, 

As join’d the troops in order’d discipline. 

Refresh’d awhile beneath their crowded tents 
They rest in caverns of the hollow’d beath, 

Or screen’d beneath, near Selwood’s leafy trees. 
Retires the sovereign to the tented mound 1818 
In Zeals’ sunk valley, yet abides not long. 
Surveying hence the puissance hither sped, 

He deems already to this destined spot 

(Nearest to Selwood’s west and southering side) 
Those now arrived, who at his word approved 
Should seek the first resort of these drear wastes. 
The rest, he deems, of England's gathering power, 
Assembling with what secrecy they may, 

From regions eastward of this station more, 

Will even now, in like obeisant league, 

Haste to the station fix’d of ‘‘ Egbert’s stone,” 1824 
Nearer in bounds to Selwood’s diverse marge. 


Nor pause delays, ere now to council brief 
He summons the brave leaders, to whose ear 
Instant he opens his deliberate mind. 
He tells, since Athelney’s unthought retreat 
Lay from the hostile station too removed 
For aptest junction of the marshall’d host, 
Their westward bands have hither best convened ; 
But such as yet remain from Eastern shires, 
Or sent from Mercia’s regions, or the North, 
Will, as concerted, meet at ‘‘ Egbert’s stone; ” 1335 
For these, site nearest and commodious more 
Both for their march, and less in distance too 
From the foe’s vast encampment; shut from note 
As well by lonely shepherd-hills around 
As by long guard of Selwood’s westering screen. 
So with night’s shade, e’en that which next ensues, 
Their journey hence must creep by forest tracks, 
O’er open downs, thro’ Deverill’s lengthening vales, 
Till swiftly reaching Brixton’s glen obscure, 
There they conjoin their waiting countrymen, 
And thence march on to certain victory. 1346 
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So tells the King; the ready chiefs concur. 1347 
All for the march incontinent prepare. 
Breaks up their transient rest in wilds of Pen: 
Fresh scene now calls their moving domicile. 
Detach’d in several bands, (so best to scape 
Suspicion and alarm) some follow first 
Aylwin, Wilts’ zealous leader, knowing best 
His native province, through each dell and glade : 
His presence here proves thus of signal use: 
In war’s commotion is his element, 
Aiding by knowledge, and by action both. 
Follows the instructed sovereign with the rest. 1358 
Nor on such patriot enterprize, howe’er 
With perils fraught, the noble female train 
Complain in aught, but cheer the wilder’d route, 
Guarded in litter’d equipages, shaped 
In haste, or led from Selwood’s forest verge. 
Cautiously on the banded travellers glide: 
Some more direct by downs of neighbour’d Mere: 
The rest (awaked observance to elude) 
Through forest fastnesses by edge of Wilts, 
Beyond Stour’s head and its recesses lone, 
O’er terraced heights past Kilmington’s wild waste, 
And Hardway’s tracts and Rodmead’s desert farm : 
Till crossing solitary shepherd hills, 1371 
Secret they wind through Deverill’s grassy vales, 
And reach the appointed spot of “ Egbert’s stone.” 


Sunk in the bosom of its secret glen, 
Here all combine, ere glimpse of opening dawn, 
And spread their tents with purpose here to rest, 
Sole for the approaching day and sequent night, 
Ere (if arrive the rest of England’s power) 
All march to hazard the doom’d battle’s strife. 
Here with new pride and pleasure they discern 
Already come, foremost among the brave, 1381 
The noble Edgar, young and active chief 
Of Hants’ fair province, and Wight’s sea-girt isle. 
How may weak language paint the rapturous joy, 
When forward bounds to hail his honour’d King 
And his brave countrymen, belield in arms, 
The gallant peer, with eager ardour fired, 
His patriot spirit glistening in his eyes, 
While his high blood flush’d his fresh-colour’d cheeks? 


When too the sovereign springs with answering haste 


To greet and welcome in endear’d embrace 
The faithful comrade of his lorn distress ! 
Whose warlike temper, panting for renown, . 1393 
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The King admires, intent on high exploits, 1894 
Friend long attach’d, hero beloved and prized, 
Not unallied indeed to regal stock : 

Dearer, as known from tried observance past, 
Aspiring sole to win his country’s love 

And shine forth worthy of his ancient house. 

If aught vain-glory might youth’s failing seem, 
Still just ambition lent it dignity. 

Proud was the mutual gratulation too 

Of many a noble leader, met in proof, 

Shower’d on Hants’ puissant captain, when he shews 
Attendant troops, in aptest discipline, 1405 
All arm’d at point, all ranks alike elate 

With hope and zeal to valour’s loftiest pitch. 
Natives of Hants’ loved clime, they rush’d alike 
Prompt to obey their rightful leader’s voice, 

Born by long heritage to grace command. 

Select they came from many an ancient seat, 

And castellated hold, and spread domains, 
Abodes of heroes, sprung of noblest line. 

Some from its coasts marine, and southering bays, 
And headland cliffs, and pointed promontories, 

Its water’d valleys, or well-cultured plains, 

Its verdurous forests, or sky-braving bills. 1417 
These fiery troops, whose warlike garb first draws 
The admiring gaze (so tells with honest pride 
Their pointing leader to the King’s remark) 

Haste from the loyal home he loves the best. 

Nor will yon steel-bright bands (he deems) e’er shame 
In lofty temper, figure, or array 

Scene of their birth, Winchester's kingly seat, 
Where Alfred’s self, heir’d from his sceptred line, 
Late held his loved abode and palace-home, 
Wessex’ metropolis ; whose castle old 

Well boasts her hero Arthur’s “‘ table round,” 
And fame far-spread of his illustrious knights ; 1420 
With earlier glory of Rome’s station’d chiefs : 
Site, rescued late by Alfred’s victor arms 

From the stern grasp of the despoiling foe : 

City, that boasts too saintly Swithun’s see, 

And sanctuary of his cloister'd fane : 

Dear as the spot where Alfred’s pious care 

Has founded, late attach’d, the minster new, 
Vow’d in religion’s honour, and design’d 

His house’s mausoleum, and his own. 

Yon other gold-helm’d bands (so adds their chief) 
Bring their gay harness and their plumy pride 
From fair Southampton’s port, and streets of yore 
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Proudly above its pleasing water set : 1442 
Composed not sole of loyal citizens, 

And merchant sons, alert with martial fire, 

Who pace its platform and green-shaded walks, 
Its congregated mart and laden piers, 

But all its rural population round : 

W hose forted towers, in mural circuit rear’d, 

By courage from the wasteful Dane regain’d, 
Shield still within their eld memorial gate 

(Where yet its guild holds pleased its civic pomp,) 
Their knightly Bevis’ honour, whose bold arm 

In combat quell’d gigantic Ascapart. 1458 
Those crowding troops, whose frank and hardy mien 
In very look the honest sailor speaks, 

Array’d in vests true blue, scarce tipp’d with gold, 
Broad falchions flashing in their nervous grasp, 
Issue from native scenes, where England boasts 
Her prime “‘port’s mouth,” and choicest haven’s town, 
At portal spread where the capacious lake, 

From creeks vast opening to the main, expands 
Into a harbour, matchless through this isle. 

Such heroes grace, and seem but born to guard 
Station, best loved of her sagacious King, 

Where Britain’s infant fleet, (by Alfred form’d) 
Anchors, in care of her chosen ammiral ; 1466 
Shelter’d from harm no less by nature’s self 

And Vecta’s bulwark fronting ’gainst the main, 
Than by appliance of man's aiding art, 

Who there by bastion’d ramparts, wide diffused, 
And giant fortress purposes to shield 

Grandeur to come of England’s naval power : 

O’er whose sure rise her Portsdown’s guardian hill 
Looks, as from upper heaven, with conscious pride. 
Set on those stately heights, yet embryon fame 
Prophetic hopes to see hereafter spring 1476 
A column’d monument, whose sight for aye 

To Britain’s emulation shall awake 

Her bravest champion’s nautic memory. 

So look’d the sons of England’s native home. 
While close by these, (pointed with answering pride) 
Stood suo-burn’d soldiers, sped from woodland tracts, 
Where Bere’s near forest its ancestral oaks 
Unsparing yields to float upon the main, 

And satisfy the shipwright’s ceaseless toil. 

From Porchester’s huge castle these: whose walls 
Afar projecting on the subject wave 

With moated towers the conscious haven shield. 
These speed from Petersfield’s umbrageous vale : 
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Others from Woolmer’s forest skirts, or sped 1490 
From Selborne’s royal lodge and rural peace. 

Yon bands, that boast for leader a King’s thane 
Descend from Alton’s vill, where Wey’s fair stream 
Glories to lave its Alfred’s own domain, 
Heritage, loved of old by lineal kings : 

Some from its banks along Holt’s sylvan wilds, 
Despatching thence its hardy woodland train. 
These haste at call from Odiham’s castled keep, 
And eld palatial dome, whose state adorns 

Her peopled streets, ranged under chalky hills. 
The next mtrepid warriors, far-discern’d 1501 
Bright with the clasping burgonet and spear, 
From Basing’s manor rush, used erst to ficht, 

In scene renown’'d for Alfred’s bloody strife. 

But whence the gallant troop, whose ruddy cheeks, 
And locks of flowing grace, and azure eyes, 

With crooked seaxes flaming in their hands, 
Instant announce them genuine Englishmen ! 
These speed from lawny vales of Strathfield-saye : 
Scene, haply which in lapse of pregnant time 

Shall by a nation’s plausive meed adorn 

Some mighty captain of a future age, 

Rival in glory e’en of Alfred’s self, 1518 
For deeds exalting England's state and name ; 

To soothe in quiet his life’s evening hour. 

Yon company in sable-silvery steel, 

All in habergeons deck’d of scaly mail, 

Grace with their splendour, the Vine’s antique seat, 
Whose moated manor-halls and woody glades 
Gleam on the landscape, Hants’ delighted pride. 
That martial throng, who on war-chargers ride, 
With lances grasp’d in glaive, poized on the foot, 
Each wafting high a crimson pennon-flag, 

The noble Edgar, boastful, shews, as sped 

From mounded walls of ancient Silchester: — 1525 
Spread proudly o’er the lofty eminence 

That far surveys the subject country round 

And watchful guards alike Berks’ bordering shire : 
Scenes too, that memorize Rome’s stately pomp, 
Scoop'd amphitheatre and massive piles. 

Yon multitude for birth-place own King’s Clere, 
Home royal, rear’d on verge of grassy downs, 

The neighbour-band, with bucklers arm’d and spear, 
Form the bold peasantry, who hold their homes 
Where Andover its ferried pass extends ([lawnds, 
By woodland tracts, and Harewood’s coppice- 
Or where Weyhill its annual revel throngs. . 1537 
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The generous train, who joy in looks of health, 
Are tenant vassals, where King’s Somborne spreads 
Its farms manorial and wide court demesnes, 
Which their eld Roman station still approve. 
Proudly the King such gather’'d power surveys, 
So full accoutred, and equipp’d for war; 

Nor then leaves unobserved, or unadmired, 

The yeomen stout, sped from the fertile site 
Where favour’'d Romsey lifts her antique fane 
O’er Test’s enchanted stream and water’d meads, 
Set in the bosom of inclosing hills. 1548 
See! too, green-hued, are forest-verderors come, 
Who keep their watch in homes of haunted groves, 
Where Lyndhurst’s shelter screens its sylvan cells, 
Or late who quitted Fawley’s stately brow, 

That eyes outspread below, lands, woods, and waves. 


Those open-visaged warriors, russet-clad, 
W hose dark-brown features thro’ their beavers glow, 
Bill-men in part, the rest with axes huge, 
Or trim with feather’d cincture and the bow, 
Issue from Regnewood’s vill, and river’s isle. 
But who, high seated on their neighing steeds, 
Their helmets topp’d with furry skins of wolves, 1560 
Broad cuisses on their thighs, and breasts all arm’d 
With bright cuirasses, on the vision blaze? 
That dazzling band, the southering country's flower, 
Thanes most of loftiest temper, noble youths, 
Advance combined from antique ‘‘ Twyneham’s- 
That lifts its princely streets and priory fane [bourne,” 
In graceful pomp, betwixt twain embracing streams. 
Those next on foot are eager coastward bands, 
Bold heroes, grouped from Hengistbury’s head, 
And isthmus, coverd with intrenchments huge 
High rear’d o’er its projecting promontory, 
Where burial mounds, and camps on forted hills, 
Tell to the gaze the scene of pristine war. 1678 
Their ranks beside, that venturous company, 
Girt with broad sabres, slung from gorgeous belts, 
Haste from the shores, where Hordle’s beetling cliffs 
Protect the peace of its romantic fane. 
Near whom those bands marine, in corselets wrapt, 
Joy in the home, where Lymington’s calm port 
Decks her fair river’s bank, as it descends 
From forest haunts, and wilds where brood the deer. 
Nor e'en all these charm’d admiration bound : 
For winning yet pleased gaze, behold! too come 
Apart, the power select of Vecta’s isle. 1584 
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Whether conjunct from Cowes’ alluring site, 1585 
Or Newport's streets, Medina’s inland burgh, 

Or rural swains, who thronging dwell around 
Ryde’s pleasured vill, Saint Helen’s shelter'd bay, 
Or cells removed of Niton’s fishy coast. 

Some from steep heights and chines precipitous 
That guard the solitary, pebbly beach. 

These speed, whence Avington’s eld manor-seat 
Her Carisbrook’s majestic pile defends, 

Where princely heroes, Stufa, Witgar, dwelt 

Of yore, names long endear’d to past renown ; 
Whose fame to equal pant her emulous sons. 1596 
Springs this bold troop, where at Wight’s point ex- 
Freshwater’s bay excaves her hoary cliffs, [treme 
And rocks of marble edged with glossy green. 
Last these, from scene where the dissever’d crags, 
Lone left as islets in the foamy main, 

Admit scarce entrance through their perill’d straits 
For venturous mariners, beset, to thrid 

Their passage, coasting at its utmost end. 


Soldiers were all, o’erjoy’d at call unlook’d 
To battle for their country and their King. 
All burn for victory, or else a tomb. 1607 
With swelling joy the monarch gratulates 
Their active leader on so numerous power, 
In martial figure eminent uo less. 


To the King’s question in what state he leaves 
Hants’ province, chiefest of the sovereign loved, 
Where happier time endear’d his favour d home, 
The noble Edgar tells, that all is there 
Buoyant with hope: throughout the busied shire 
Best spirit reigns, assured of full success, 

And prompt deliverance from the foreign yoke. 
True ’tis, that many (some of bravest blood) 
From dread of the fell Pagans, or in hate, 1619 
Indignant of oppressive tyranny, 

Have fled, with all they could, beyond the seas, 
Yet thousand truest hearts remain unscared, 

As this field’s warlike roll can best approve: 
Display’d now haply e’en with tedious praise. 
Such note with gracious mien the King dispels, 
And iterates his bosom’s proud delight 

To see evinced in Hants such patriot zeal. 


Nor sole the sovereign’s welcome thus conferr’d, 
Echoed by countrymen and comrade friends, 1629 
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Hails gallant Edgar, on such charge return’d 1630 
With puissance needed all in peril’s hour, 

But waits him tenderer affection too. 

What heart may deem, though aspect all of war 
Seem’d to engross of right exclusive thought, 

Love should not here alike too interpose 

Its natural and ever-during claim ? 

Let then indulgence for a moment yield 

Pardon, if now so honour’d soldier-chief, 

Graceful in native person as in age, 

Gay in bright armour and in nodding plumes, 
Buoyant as bounds Cyllenian Mercury, 1641 
A gentle fair, here present, fondly greets. 

Soon as loved Emma’s form attracts his gaze, 
Sped hither ’mong the noble female train, 

To blent surprize and joy, be toward her springs. 

W hile crimson blushes mantled o’er ber cheeks, 
Chasing alternate paleness thence away, 

Charm’d at such act, her virgin-beauty bends. 
Him, howsoe’er in season past beloved, 

With wonder more than ever she admires, 

Now first in bis true state and power beheld, 
Attended thus with martial retinue. 

Throbs in her bosom raptured ecstasy. 1652 
He hails then with endearing tenderness 
Kenwulph’s known daughter, pledged his future bride. 
Truly at first (while hid her genuine birth,) 

For her own sake beloved, through nature’s gifts 
Of beauty paramount and virtuous worth, 

E’en though deem’d sole a simple cottage-maid, 
Sprung of no loftier station, nor by fate 

To ventures of such interest strange exposed. 

Her he bad prized, when deem'd a flower, arisen 
In native wilds,—not in choice garden rear’d : 
Yet peerless seen in her then humble home. 

Now shone she all-resplendent in his eyes, — 1665 
(Her history reveal’d,) not for her truth 

Honour and frankness since admired the more, 
Than pitied for her innocent distress. 

Though glory was his idol, happiness 

With her he sought, and deem’d the modest charms, 
Which so enthrall'd him, his life’s best reward. 

If from her full eyes dropp’d delicious tears, 

Her native grace through rapture brightlier glow’d, 
As when on winter’s desolation beams 

Fresh sunshine, and the gloomy landscape’s face 
While it irradiates, melts to colour d dews. 

The conscious King observes with pleasured pride, 
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As thus affection owns its genuine sway. 1678 
Yet brief was then the mutual pledge exchanged, 
Sole grasp’d the blended hand, if then n0 more 
Courtesy deign’d, nor on her cheek, or lip, 

A moment's dearer sign the heart explain’d. 

Her foster-parents next, (the cottage-pair) 
Welcome the chief, for whom almost they feel 
Parental love; betroth’d as to their child. 

Nor he o’erlooks his former rustic pheers, 

The faithful Denulph and his aged spouse, 

Nor scenes of innocence, where he bad spent 

So many hours of happy interest, 1689 
Forgets: from storm of danger safely screen’d, 
Home of his love, to memory ever dear. 

The noble Edgar feels their generous faith, 
Pledged less in words, than tears, at fortune such 
Beheld, attendant on one dearest prized. 

After these claims appeal’d, in kindly turn 

Warm friendship asks its own peculiar ties, 

While Hants’ brave hero recognizes glad 

Full many a dear compatriot, parted late ; 

But Athelard chiefest, Dorset’s honour’d head, 
The past companion of lone banishment : 

At whose recovery hail’d, commutual joy 1701 
In social compact ends, and league renew'd 

To share each other’s fortune to the death. 


Scarce was this gush of tender tumult o’er 
Ere swift succeeding, lo! what other bands 
Swell England’s strength, descending down the hills, 
Tn early vaward of the appointed day ? 
Eager they rush to share that war, whereon 
England’s wreck’d peace and freedom all depend. 
See! from Berks’ province sped with fiery haste, 
Warriors appear in tbronging multitude, 
Brilliant in long array, who own command 
Of many a noble leader, but in chief 1718 
Following the banners, as they stream’d aloft 
In velvet folds, crimson and blue-celest, 
Along whose tissue sprang the argent horse, 
Which token’d presence of the princes twain, 
Graced scions of the royal Ethelbert ; 
Late to this charge deputed by the King. 
Proudly these rode, in temper as in form 
Different, yet each with martial ardour fired, 
Curbing alike their barbed steeds, that neigh'd 
As conscious of the royal fraught they bore. 
Though peers already by past favour raised, 1724 
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One with fit puissance stately Guilford’s earl, 1725 

One the graced lord of castled Arundel, 

With future titles pledged in promise too 

Princedoms to sway of York and Lancaster, 

Yet glorying more in this their martial rule, 

Pleased they advance. [mpetuous while they haste, 

An air of dignity still mark’d their course : 

/Edelm, of mien more placid, mild, sedate, 

Scarce trim too much, in military garb, 

But staid, as former idlesse were forgot: 

Athelwold, haughtier ; in his very look 

Ambitious, headstrong, hot and passionate. — 1736 

These with delighted pride the King receives, 

Passing anticipation’s fondest hope, 

As he discerns them bringing to the field 

Innumerable soldiers in array, 

Cull’d from the province that has given him birth ; 

Region, most loved of all, where Berks extends 

Its spreading forest-tracts, its bosom’d vales, 

Its fertile champains, and its grassy downs; 

Its ancient castles, and wide-stretching parks, 

Its towns and hamlets, with a people throng’d 

Hale, fresh in health, loyal in heart and mind. 

To his charm’d note successively announced, 1748 

(Each with appropriate homage) loyal troops 

Advance, led on by nobles, knights, and thanes. 

Chiefest of these, deck’d in beseeming pride, [shore,” 

Come the brave guardians from Thames’ ‘‘ winding 

The scenes, where Windsor’s stately towers ascend, 

Its terraced rampart, and its circling keep, 

O’er landscape sloping to the silvery flood. 

These joy to own their princely captains’ rule 

(Since lost Hianfrid’s fall from sway usurp’d) 

All glorying in just fealty restored : 

These from ‘‘ old Windsor’s” pass and time-worn vill, 

Famed for the palace-home of elder Kings: 1760 

Others, where Windsor’s forest deep intrudes 

Its hoary purlieus, and its trackless glades, 

Its dim recesses, and sequester’d lawns, . 

Haunts of the deer, or winds its southering lake 

On toward the ‘“‘ Back-shoot”’ range, and Thorpe’s 
hush’d home 

Eastward; whence he, the faithful Reginald, 

The ‘‘ Weapon-shooter,” bearer of the bow, 

To honour raised, with title of King’s thane, 

Heads numbers, proud of his assign’d command. 

Else speed the green-hued foresters, o’erjoy’d 

To follow in the warder Rodolph’s train, 

(Promoted to such charge,) or e’en obey 1772 
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Page Urra’s voice, employ'd with favour new, 1773 
Well with these scenes from former use acquaint; 
Whose dwellings westward skirt the heathy wilds, 
And gird the ‘* bosky bourne” of Sunning’s hill. 
Nor fails then Bintield’s sylvan vill to send 
Forth of her green groves and ancestral oaks, 
(Theme haply of some future minstrel’s song) 
Her sons, observant of their officed chief, 
Noble in blood: warriors, with valour fired, 
Nor all unworthy of past fame, that marks 
Scenes, which yet memorize great ‘‘ Czsar’s camp,” 
Whose near entrenchments pristine wars record. 
Nor fails then Oakingham’s fair hamlet troops 17%5 
To yield, with courage flush'd, in throng array 
From forth its peopled streets and rural mart, 
Whose area, oped within the forest-verge, 
Protects its court’s eld mote, and honour’d fane. 
Nor far from these appear the heroic ranks, 
Sped from the thicket-range of Maiden-hythe, 
And verdurous wharfs along Thames’ northward 
banks, [growth, 
Whence Windsor’s woods disgorge their lavish 
Or with their rear’d trunks bridge the regal stream. 
After whose march, see! gallant warriors crowd, 
Most, affluent citizens or potent thanes, 1796 
With vassals, from the pleasant country come, 
Rich in well-cultured fields and water’d vales, 
Where ancient Redynge lifts its fortress vast, 
(Late from the invasive Pagan’s grasp regain’d) 
And spreads its royal-own'd demesnes afar, 
O’erbranching Kennet’s banks, ere yet it joins 
Contiguous Thames: while over either’s breast 
Glad commerce, (were but genial peace restored) 
Invites the wealth of many a copious bark. 
With equal pride the princes too display 
Power, from the region cull’d, and vills that clothe 
The river's marge by many a ferried way, 1808 
Up whither Wallingford its walls and fanes 
Rears by Thames’ vagrant flood, to decorate 
Site, ever dear to loyalty and law; 
Whose citadel, that guards its transit pass, 
Huge bastions, mounded dykes, and massive gates 
(Boast of eld Rome) strength deems impregnable. 
Nor want too noble spirits to descend [spreads 
From Whittenham’s hilly crest, that neighbouring 
Its camp, erst loved too of Rome’s warrior-sons. 
Then hails the sovereign, at the prince’s word, 
Abbendon’s gallant race, who grace the town 
Rear’d over Isis’ wave, and where Ocke pours 
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Its limpid current on the sister-flood ; 1821 
Spot, where the kingly Offa’s palace-home, 
Time-honour'd, Danish fury has not spared : 
Where Cissa’s abbey in fair Bagley’s wood 

Its recent ruin by the foe not long 

Shall mourn, by native hearts to be retrieved ; 
And Cilla’s wasted sanctuary too 

Shall own again like gracious Abbess’ care. 

Next rural swains, with answering zeal inspired 
To serve their country at this needful hour, _ [vill 
Rush from Berks’ northmost verge, where Hinksey’s 
Fronting Oxonian halls, with grace exalts 1832 
The sculptured portal of its modest fane 

O’er the fair eminence, that overlooks 

The ferried passage of the enamour’d stream. 
Brave troops too haste at call, the war to share, 
Led from adjacent Witham’s shelter’d homes, 
That rest at feet of the commanding hill, 

O’er whose proud summit peers the fortress vast, 
Where Kingly Offa erst held residence ; 

Guarding the quiet of its courtly halls, 

Spread in rude pomp and eld magnificence. 

Bands, brave alike, leave too fair Cumnor’s brow, 
Whose sloping vill allures the subject vale, 1844 
Proud to pay homage to its honour’d seat. 

Yon throng, distinguish’d by their frame robust, 
Who sway the battle-axe and flashing brand 
Following their mailed chief, are hardy hinds 

Who till with sinewy arm the fertile fields 

By Faringdon’s green hill, and banks that bend 

To Isis’ kiss, or from the neighbour’d downs 
Where shepherds tend their bleating flocks at feed. 
These quit the martial vicinage, that boasts 
Cherbury’s forted camp, and granges wide, 

Which Pewsey’s eld manorial country grace. 

But with peculiar joy, the King in turn 1856 
Welcomes arrival of bold warriors, led 

From his own native Wantage, and the ground 
That holds the palace of his ancestors. 

With what emotion recognizes he now 

Faces, erst known in Limborough’s ‘‘ Court-close,” 
Or from the regal bath, or ‘* Palace-moor :” 
Recall’d with fondness as his earliest home ! 

Past comrades too, remember’d with delight 

And grateful admiration, cull’d throughout 

The dear and spacious valley, far o’erlook’d 

By the proud hill, which boasts the ‘‘ argent horse,” 
Cut near its summit on the chalky turf: 1868 
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Scene of his youthful triumph, where the sign 1869 
That on his own victorious banners flew » 

Bounds o’er the heights for imaged monument, 

In deathless memory still to be preserved 

By festive rural revel. From the ridge 

Bordering Ashdown’s park, (the conflict’s spot) 
Nigh to which Alfred’s own encampment peers, 
Springs too the thorn, round whose sole bulwark raged 
Fierce battle, and unyielding heroes bled. 

Come their bold sons, prompt here for equal fight: 
Haply some veterans of that very field, 

There spared, yet glorying in remember’d wounds, 
Still ready in their country’s cause to die. 1881 
Such sight not animates alone the King, 

But every soldier, to enthusiasm new. 

Natives too with kind zeal the sovereign hails 
From Sparsholt, and the Ridgeway tract that leads 
To martial scenes, the numerous camps among, 
Dispersed around: whether whose dwelling guards 
U fington’s fortress huge, that bears of yore 
Pendragon’s name, trench’d with redoubled mound ; 
Or yet more onward by the chalky downs 

From either Letcombe : be it vill the King’s 
Crown’d with proud crest of its imperious fort, 

Or Danish Basseg’s regal burial place, 1893 
(Victim of death in Alfred’s stubborn fray) 
Whose during sepulchre of unhewn stone, 

Raised by the ‘“‘ Wayland,” marks his spot of doom : 
Or where the ‘‘ barrows seven’’ of mounded earth 
Record alike his brother princes’ fall 

In fate o’ertaken in their southering flight. 

Some the King owns too from the neighbour’d hills, 
And the long downs, that midway part the shire, 
Where Barroc’s ancient, wood-scant, range extends 
Descending westward down toward Lambourne’svill; 
Destined by Alfred for Elsweda’s self 1904 
In grateful memory, as her promised dower : 

If dearer as the scene of won renown, 

Deem’d fitliest as the due of her best loved, 
Sacred alone to victory and joy. 

Some active levies too the sovereign greets, 
Brought by bold leaders from the busied homes, 
Where Ingleford abuts the ‘‘ Ermin-street : ” 
Many, of spirit resolute and cool, 

Banded, whence Avington its quiet fane 

Screens near the banks of Loddon’s passing rill. 
Others, intent past glory not to shame, 

Quit Speenham’s thorny site and moory tracts, 1916 
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Where elder Romans rear’d their station’d mounds, 

And altars, vow’d to favouring Jupiter. 

Heroes too hither rush, to fame not dull, 

From scenes, where Donington’s strong castle towers, 

Hung on the stern brow of its woody hill ; 

Landscape, to meditation and to peace 

Dear too, where haply may in future day 

Some poet, master prime of England’s lyre, 

After a various life charm’d leisure soothe, 

And from his native tongue’s cull’d treasures paint 

His country’s manners in immortal verse. 

The rest in joyous throng come trooping on —1928 

From Newbury’s cheerful town, that spreads along 

Its peopled streets by Kennet’s whispering marge : 

Or else impatient quit the genial vale, 

Where Auborn’s rivulet serenely winds, 

Ere precincts calm it leaves of Wasing’s vill, 

And the still glens of Alder-maison’s park : 

These part from homes, in Nature’s quiet hush’d, 

Exchanged with pride for stir of dangerous war. 

The last from Englefield’s rich valley crowd, 

And scenes, reminding late exploits of fame: 

Whence native valour chased the invasive Dane 

In victory’s pursuit; dispersed abroad, 1940 

By Redynge’s fort scarce saved, or where a-field 

Thames’ deepen’d flood checks Pangbourne’s spread- 

[ing range. 

All these and more, with words and acts of grace 

The sovereign gratulates on their access: 

England’s deliverance at hand high hope 

Assures to all, and fortune, full achieved. 


Nor sole the monarch, general greeting done, 
Salutes the chiefs, who Berks’ proud puissance lead. 
See, to the jocund princes eager spring 
Their mother, sister, yet with stately step: 
Eltruda first, of royal Ethelbert 195) 
(Alfred’s dead brother) now the widow’d Queen, 
With her fair daughter, Thora, next in love. 

Fond on her sons the tender’d matron hangs, 

Nor less their sister too, in graceful turn ; 

Hail’d both with kind embrace, not void of tears, 
While on their faces, in steel-visors wrapt, 

Each prints a lingering kiss: vet most, it seem’d, 
Press’d on the bold and favour'd Athelwold, 
Haply upon the milder A’delm less. 

Though haught ambition sway'd Eltruda’s soul, 
And e’en fair Thora’s scarce in less degree, 1962 
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Pleased these beheld the princely scions thus 1963 
Aroused to lofty action at war’s call, 

Nor longer droop’d in fruitless indolence. 
Athelwold’s arrogant and bursting spirit 

They mark restrain'd, moving in order's sphere, 
Haply subdued in part by love’s effect. 

And who shall grudge, that more of pleasure new 
Waits the young princes, gallant warriors both, 
When in the noble female group each spies 

Sped hither, tenderer claim, yet to the heart 

As dear and grateful too? e’en plighted love. 
Matilda drew the gaze, (Kent’s loveliest maid,) 1674 
Placid howe’er, arch, lively, and acute : 

Emilia too, meek, gentle, innocent: 

Sisters in love already, yet hoped soon 

Such kin through troth assured in nuptial ties. 
Smiling with glee, Prince Acdelm his frank hand 
Proffers to his fair cousin, not repell’d, 

But by Matilda for her own exchanged, 

As to one yielded, who true love returns: 

(For honest truth becomes e’en female grace :) 
Scarce then by Thora, or the mother Queen, 
Longer observed with pain, or slighting scorn. 
Melted, reclaim’d to gentleness unwont, 1986 
Prince Athelwold, late blunt and rash, with air 
Of artless courtesy and smiles accosts 

Blushing Emilia, and her long-tried faith 

Repays with proof of utter’d tenderness, 

Such as the charm’d by-standers pleases well ; 
Who knew the meed long due to modest worth, 
Touch’d all by sense of willing sympathy. 

Gently on him she lean’d, with grace as soft, 

As when Diana, coy in trembling beams, 

While shadowy silence hush’d the glimmering earth, 
Resign’d her beauty to Endymion’s glance, —_ 1997 
Wooed as he slept on Latmos’ heaven-blest hill. 


Nor here let pass an incident unnamed, 
Not worthless of enduring memory. 
Seeing his princely cousins thus received 
With honouring welcome, recognized by all 
As worthy captains of so noble troops, 
Sudden, with heart-warm emulation fired, 
(Albeit unapt to his yet infant years) 
The little Edward, Alfred’s first-born son, 
Prince, England’s rising promise, near his sire 
Among the radiant circle where he stood 
Attentive, lisping pleads his earnest prayer, 2009 
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That he too may his princely cousins join, 2010 
And share the danger of the coming fight; 
Proud for his father, and for England’s cause, 
To combat to his best, how young soe’er. 
At so unlook’d petition of the child, 
Him the fond father presses to his side, 
And printing kisses on his rosy cheek, 
Breathes thus admiring love: 

‘‘ Ingenuous boy, 
True scion of my blood, not gracing sole 
Berks with just pride, but England’s worthy hope, 
Oh! mayst thou glory reap in riper years, = 2021 
And sway a sceptre, happier than thy sire's. 
Would that thy doting mother (who alas ! 
Now pines a captive in the foeman’s hold) 
Witness’d here with us this thy noble spirit ! 
This burst of nature from thy little heart 
Would charm her own with new delight and joy, 
And melt the mother in extatic tears !"’ 


At which response retorting, the brave child 
Urges again, that arm of his may tend 
His mother’s self to rescue and to save, 
If in strong battle it avail no more; 2083 
Else hearten others to that best exploit: 
Still he solicits then some station found 
To share in presence ’mong the banded ranks. 


To whom the sire and sovereign mild replies. 


“* Dear lad! deserving all thy mother’s love, 
Believe my voice: her Queen’s condition known 
Shall every arm of England nerve the more: 
Nor her prized life to shelter and to save 
Shall any soldier, of the glorious crowds 
Transporting thus thy vision, shrink to die. 2042 
To that high aim shall bend united care, 
Emulous in labour, body both and soul, 
Endear’d e’en more by wishes of her son ; 

Till Providence shall, with achievement bright 
Of that blest feat, irradiate victory.” 


The listening troops assent, as they admire, 
Enflamed alike to valour’s loftiest pitch, 
By such incentive of the princely child, 
Degenerate nought from England’s royal stock. 


But no delay! Not yet the morning sun = 2062 
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Scaled his mid zenith from the horizon verge, 2033 

Illuminating with his jocund beams 

Spring’s verdurous carpet o’er the embosom’d hills, 

And Brixton’s rural homes, and simple fane, 

While all things in his radiance seem’d to laugh, 

Participant of pleasure and delight, 

Ere lo! advancing from the southward vale, 

Other fresh powers in banded troops succeed. 

Gleaming these rush’d in steely arms, which rays 

Of April seem’d to turn to yellow gold. 

Their banners broad, in silken tissue rich, 

Floating o’erhead, display’d for emblem sign 2064 

Stars, thick bespangled over heavenly blue, 

Bright as e’er glisten’d on night’s front serene; 

Which spoke them not from Wessex’ region sole 

Issuing, but sprung from Surrey's inland realm. 

Proud these were led by Surrey’s potent earl 

Udo, the chieftain of illustrious name, 

(Son of that hero, who with Kent’s brave peer, 

Alher, in Thanet’s battles fought and fell :) 

Who rode conspicuous on his holster’d steed, 

Portly in figure, rubicund, robust, 

Sleek, fresh of cheek, albeit well-struck in years. 

His air bespoke a life of peaceful ease, 2076 

And temper (as concurring fame agreed) 

Tranquil, complacent, amiable, mild; 

Throughout bis ample province known afar 

For acts of bounteous hospitality ; 

In public favour high, and general love. 

Calm he advanced, and as his features shew’d 

(Partly beneath his steely casque reveal’d) 

Composed, exampled in his aspect seem’d 

Dignity of an English nobleman. 

Him follow’d joyously a numerous train, 

Link’d all in willing bond of fealty, 

Who Surrey’s peer with vying love esteem’d 2068 

As the kind landlord and the common friend. 

Beside the sire rode too his gallant son 

Albert, once pleasure’s silken votary, 

Now girded in babiliments of war: 

An only offspring, solace chief and hope 

Left to the elder Surrey’s widow'd years. 

Whom the charm’d father, fond perhaps too much, 

Was wont indulge in all from earliest age; 

And though in hours by-past the graceful youth 

Had, with prince Acdelm as his fellow-mate, 

(Surrey’s loved ward) wasted some precious time 

In sports and revels, suiting life’s gay morn, 2100 
VOL. VI. M 
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Yet now, surpassing expectation’s thought, 2101 
At duty’s call he came, with spirit such 

As if bred solely to the battle-field. 

The sylvan chase, the steed with trappings hung, 
The trim-deck’d barge, oar’d on the peaceful Thames, 
The frequent ball ’mong London’s courtly fair, 
(Which censure’s tongue deem’d frivolous, or vain) 
Seem’d all foregone; for serious task exchanged. 
Him native genius animated too, 

And added fancy to his martial fire, 

Though mild, yet brave, not frivolous, if vain. 

By grace distinguish’d, as he moved atong, 2112 
His comely presence drew admiring eyes; 

While the young soldier, in delighted pride 
(Plumes waving o’er his crested burgonet) 

Rein’d his war-charger with controlling band, 
Whose nostrils snorted as he champ’d the bit; 
Himself inclosed in azure-varying mail, 

Bedight nathless with gold more than his sire’s. 
Yet seated thus on his curvetting steed, 

Swift he rush’d on, rejoicing with such glee 

As the fledged eaglet feels, when from his nest 
Under the parent-wing he soars on high, 2123 
And tempts his first flight toward the glorious sun. 
When these their eager homage haste to yield, 
The King receives them both with ravish'd joy, 
Welcoming chiefs so loved with kind embrace ; 
Greeting too, as successive they advance 
(Presented in due turn by Surrey’s lords) 

Their troops, who march in goodly companies ; 
Select and ranged from Surrey’s province fair 
Under their various leaders: men, in most, 

Of titled honour, noble knights, and thanes. 

First march the rich and splendid regiment, 
O’erhung with pennons gay, and banner’d flags, 

In armed file from Southwark’s suburb sped, 2136 
That neighbours stately London’s high-piled bridge, 
Its antique tower, and port of Thames’ proud flood ; 
Whom herald-pursuivants in emblem-coats 
Precede, since most were affluent merchant-bands, 
Choice of the burgh and long commercial shore, 
Which its throng’d habitants in warlike pomp 
Now sends from its eld guild and stirring streets, 
Where of old time the Tabard hostel cheers 
Pilgrims, that wend to Canterbury’s shrine : 

Or, ‘“‘ u’er the ferry” peers its storied fane. 

Then come the bands of gallant chivalry, 

Kindred in blood, from villages that grace 2148 
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Thames’ pleasing vicinage ; some, rival ranks 

From Wandsworth’s sloping streets; or zealous 
friends 

From Wimbledon’s spread park and heathy range, 

Or Merton’s marshy fields, and the wide tract 

Of meads that border Wandle’s vagrant stream. 

Each some fresh sign distinguish’d, targe, or spear, 

Various in armour, as in apt attire. 

Haply from Penge’s fair mount haste rural swains, 

Or from their bowery huts in Norwood’s groves, 

Equipp’d, like foresters, in garb of green. 

Else, swart-complexion’d a stout bevy comes 2159 

From Dulwich’ sunny fields and cheerful cells. 

Some quit the vills and towns, that onward deck 

Scenes, laved by winding Thames. In fiery haste 

Citizens rush from Kingston’s antique court 

And primal ford : or fraught with ‘‘ dragon-spleen” 

Spring lusty yeomen to their leader’s call, 

Clothed in velure, who grace Shene’s matchless hill, 

And park, and plenteous valley, England’s pride. 

Else hither hasten with expedient march 

Troops active and alert, select from scenes 

Where Petersham extends its seemly pride. 

Beside whom eager rush a gallant band, 2171 

Horsemen in most, with streamy helmets deck’d, 

Garb’d all in scarfed cassocks, flower of meads 

Where gliding Mole its champain-islet laves. 

Then the bold peasantry succeed, whose toil 

Tills the graced river’s banks, where Walton skirts 

The Oatland’s dale : or Weybridge strides the stream 

Which bends its course toward that famed Coway’s 
ford, 

Where studded stakes, fix’d in Thames’ single pass 

By King Cassibelan and Britons old, 

Opposed invading Cesar’s proud career. 

Like fire now animates their issuing sons, 2182 

Champions, who dare the fiercest storm of war. 

Nor fail we in fame’s brilliant roll to name, 

Troops, whom no craven scruple hence kept back ; 

Whether despatch’d whence Ditton’s hamlet green 

Is mirror’d in the passing wave; or sought 

Where Chertsey spreads its aisles and vaulted crypt 

Along the hallow’d croft, revered afar: “ 

Or the bold squadron, joying to make head 

From off the stately hill, that overlooks 

Egham’s rich dale and vill, or proudly eyes 

Reverse the champain bank of Running-mede. 

Some, banded, too quit Bagshot’s spacious heath, 
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Seat for loved sylvan sport of elder Kings. 2195 
Some jocund issue from the interior range 

Of vales and verdurous tracts, and varied scenes, 
Either where Mole winds in irriguous stream, 

Or sons of honour rush from Esher’s mount, 
Patriots, with dauntless resolution fraught ; 
Cuisses on thigh, with breast-plates, bright as stars. 
See ! close by these, the rival soldiers wend 
Select, where Cobham many a rural grange 
Westering extends, or Ashstead opes its bowers, 
Or Epsom near expands its moory tract, 

And oaken coppices, and girded groves. 2206 
Or else, embattled, English yeomen come, 

Who clasp with iron gauntlets naked swords, 
Gracing with fiery mettle Croydon’s town, 

Or bounteous halls of Bedington’s fair park, 

Or skirts of antique Aulton’s village lake, 

Or homes of Woodcote’s elder Roman site. 

Those with hatch’d shields, and curtle-axes heaved 
Across their brawny shoulders, champions stout, 
Have sped in haste from Ewell’s peopled vill, 
Late husbandmen, who paced the shelter’d glades, 
Now trampling the bruised grass and dusty ground, 
Prompt all for bloody harvest, other far [swords. 
Than claim’d their strength, now to be reap’d with 
Yon warrior-band, whose rugged brows are roof’d 
With casques projecting far, are lusty swains 
Throng’d from the sweep of Banstead’s airy downs, 
Who at their country's summons have for arms 
Denuded its dearne spots and chalky hills 

Of beeches and wild yews, to form the bows 

And arrowy bolts, slung by their giant-sides. 
Then, levies from the body of the land 

And precincts southering more, assembled haste, 
In glittering hauberks and habergeons girt, 

Cull’d from the pleasant mount of Bletchingley : 
Or with like constancy of spirit fired, 2231 
Greedy of battle, sway their brandish’d blades 
The rushing ranks, who Reigate’s manor leave, 
Its tower’d castle, park, and eld ‘‘ Church-field.” 
With bossy targes these, and lifting pikes 

That form a leafless wood, come foresters 

From Holmesdale’s valley famed, unvanquish’d still, 
Yet verifying ancient prophecy : 

Prompt all with rival hardiment to blend 

Each corporal function, daring of the soul, 

For mortal hazard with the foe, alert 

To combat in the very jaws of death. 2242 
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Those bands, whose vigour sparkles in their eyes, 

Breathe the keen air, that freshens the fair hill 

O’ergrown with umbrage green of bushy box, 

Which far surveys the landscape’s sandy tract. 

These, bill-men, or with feathery shafts of war 

And stiff yew-bows, from Dorking’s treble streets 

- Spring, and the cradled town, in bosom nursed 

*Twixt twain divided semi-ambient mounts, 

Yet lifting cliffs precipitous transverse 

The stretching province with still varied grace. 

These blow the tassel’d horn, with blast subdued, 

Not for the chase, as wont, but calling now 2254 

Bold spirits to the crimson field of war. 

Others, inspired with like allegiance true, 

Fill the proud list, that leaves the pictured scene 

Where Deep-dene its romantic beauty spreads, 

Or Betchworth’s turrets add their valiant file. 

Yon troop, whose shields are boss’d with pointed 

Waving huge darts and wraptin gyved mail, [spikes, 

Are soldiers, from the populous confines sped, 

Where Guildford’s town its antique fortress rears, 

(Late on the princely Athelwold conferr'd,) 

Scarce needing summons brief from chalky hills, 

And homes of excavation subterrene. 2266 

Yon band, conspicuous in loose gaberdines, 

Quit the gay lands, where Godalming extends 

Its fertile meads along Wey's wooded stream. 

These in the flourish of undaunted youth 

Form the choice flower of Farnham’s ferny town, 

And castled mount, and park, whose shadowy elms 

Invite o’er richest scenes the lingering gaze. 

Those haste from Waverley’s contiguous cells, 

Fair in its rural ‘porch and simple fane. 

Yon last, and thick-set squadron, large of limb, 

Distinguish’d by their massive baldric’s girth, 

Are swains, from Surrey’s southward bounds who 

Wherethe Weald’s region opes its level plain, [haste, 

Its grassy leas, and woody couppices, 

And thronging granges, rich with pastured herds ; 

Some from the peopled burgh of Haslemere, 

Or where Hind-head its prospect vast displays, 

Or from Hurst’s-wood conjunct,whose verderors now 

Their pruning hooks to warlike weapons turn ; 

Some from the peace of sylvan Abinger, 

Wielding the sabre for the pristine scythe. 

Else issue jocund, yet with cautious heed, 

(While garish pennons flutter o’er their ranks,) 

Gay troops, combined from Charlwood’s pastures 
green ; 2200 
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Or won with ease, where Oakley's field reminds 2291 
Of victory past, achieved by Alfred’s sire : 
Whence heroes hasten, of that memory proud, 
Resolved to equal eld ancestral fame, 

And win fresh trophies in war’s coming storm. 

Of spirit proved, enthusiastic, all 

Hither with rival expedition speed, 

Yet none discover'd by the unconscious foe. 

The King applauds, with words of gracious cheer; 
Telling, what fortune may not Hope presage, 
Since now from every quarter England’s sons 

To friendly league and fair conjunction blend, 
Unconquerable, united; true, as brave, 

Guarding their country with one filial flag. 2304 


Then of the other neighbouring eastern peers, 
(The chiefs of seaward Sussex, Essex, Kent) 
The King from Surrey’s earl enquires, if these 
Impatient expectation soon shall hail. 
Soon satisfies response, that these alike 
The stir of preparation has advanced 
Hither on march, haply e’en now at hand, 
Sdeigning to be in fealty excell’d : 
Sever'd indeed, for better safety’s sake, 
With guarded caution and for less alarm. 2313 


Stately, but friendly, Surrey, patron kind, 
Feels cordial happiness again to see 
Prince /Edelm, favourite, loved as if a son, 
Already from Berks’ province come, in arms 
Glittering, while honour sparkles in his eyes. 
Young Albert too, past comrade of the prince, 
Greets him in turn, and while each grasps the hand, 
New pledge they interchange, henceforth to be 
Rivals in valour, as in pleasure erst, 
And live distinguish’d in their country’s eye. 


Nor stops affection’s gratulation here : 2325 
For next, behold! Devon’s attending chief, 
With his fair spouse, Honoria, matron graced, 
(Each of a young attachment not unware, 
But hoping from it future nuptial link, 
And union of two noble families) 
Advancing, greets good Udo, Surrey’s earl, 
Nor least his young and gallant son, whose heart 
They deem, is with their daughter’s worth enchain’d, 
Looking to hail bim soon with filial name. 
Not all unanswer’d is such courteous act, 2335 
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Nor love could pass it, lost, or premature. 2336 
For lo! responsive instant to that hope, 

Genuine affection holds its willing way. 

With graceful frankness, that disdain’d disguise, 
Young Albert, Surrey’s stem, chivalry’s boast, 
Toward the fair Hilda (Devon's peerless pride) 
Advances, where among the groupe she stood 
Retired, but by the enamour’d youth observed, 
Whose witching beauty full entranced his soul : 
Fix’d by her charms from the fair’s general love, 
Now ’fore all other of her sex adored. 

Gently her hand he takes, not then withdrawn, 23.17 
And whispers words of welcome, joy, and cheer. 
Nor needs it then deep scrutiny to note, 

Mutual affection by the maid return’d. 

The gallant hero in his early field 

She with demeanour mild, benign, receives, 
Presage of future happiness in store, 

When full-summ’d fortune shall accord fit time, 
And all this storm of war be overblown. 

Hope seem’d to brighten her fair features’ grace, 
While blushes revell’d in her colour’d cheeks, 
Embrown’d in Devon’s sun, and deeper glow’d 
The mellow richness of her scarlet lips; 2359 
Tinged as when evening's radiance, saffron-hued, 
Sheds streamy gold o’er closing violets, 

Or gilds the vermeil of the fresh musk-rose. 

So, as she look’d, and deign’d a smile divine, 
Image eburnine, within Cnidos’ fane 

Shines Cytherea; or to Pallas vow’d 

In Grecian land, rich in morn’s eastern ray, 

The marble column on A‘gina’s steep. 

Nor mid the very press of instant war 

Was such fond presage fruitless on the heart 

Of thousands met, but stimulating all 

To lofty deeds, worthy to win like prize. 2371 
Honoria knew the symptoms, (lady true) 
Approving with a mother’s conscious joy. 


But scarce such kind encounter was o’erpast, 
Ere fresh arrival’s splendour draws the gaze. 
Behold ! e’en now, ere the meridian sun 
Has yet ascended to his zenith’s height, 

What banners float o’er yonder southern hill ? 
Broad they come wafted in the radiant air, 
Distinguish’d by the golden martlets, ranged 

In varied row upon an azure field, 

Gladdening the sight, as when a rainbow breaks 
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In brilliant colours over gather’d clouds. 2383 
These, without words, to soldiers’ eyes proclaim 
The power approach’d of Sussex’ generous lord: 
Helstan, the noble, as a soldier known 

Dauntless and daring in the field, no Jess 

Than on the ocean a stout sailor proved ; 

Joying to manage on his surf-worn shores 

The scarfy bark, and skim the foaming wave : 
Loved by his countrymen, for if e’er deem’d 

Blunt somewhat, (haply boisterous e’en at times,) 
Yet honest was his heart, proud, warm, sincere, 
Fond of his own hereditary coasts, 2394 
At every need seen first in gallantry. 

Him spareless bounty stamp’d the genuine peer, 
As patriot, sire, and master, unsurpass’d. 

Under his ensign’s shade his figure peer’d, 

Dark in plain mail, of ornament devoid 

To deck his person, save the coronet 

That girt with flowery rim his studded helm. 
Seem’d now forgotten melancholy past, 

Such life and courage sparkled in his air : 

So late by full conciliation blest, 

In a lost daughter, to his arms restored, 

And triumph to his country deem’d at hand, 2406 
He revell’d in delight of prosperous hope. 

Beside him too, striding his barbed steed, 

Rode with fit pride his bold and gallant son, 

_ Ernest, young heir of his illustrious house : 

In habits like the sire, in temper too, 

With sole such difference as marks youth and age. 
Graceful in aspect, the young hero moved, 

As o’er his armour play‘d his flowing locks, 

Plain as his sire’s, with scanty sheen of gold: 

The same intrepid spirit, who had dared 

In his own pinnace, e’en for pleasure’s sake, 

To visit the far-famed Sicilian shores. 2418 
Both these brave chiefs with extacy unfeign’d 
Discern already come so many brave, 

In vast assemblage thronging the deep dell, 

And soon with suited fealty accost 

Their sovereign liege; then ’fore his view present 
Their populous legion in combined array, 
Collected from the wide South-Saxon realm. 

As these pass’d on, the bosom’d valley seem’d 

As if a moving wood of bristling spears. 

Ensigns and flags stream o’er their heads diverse, 
Distinguishing beneath their starry cope 

Bands, each by noble leaders brought to war; 2430 


2 eh ee 


BOOK XLIII. 169 


All justly glorying in their shire marine, 2.131 

Each usher'd by their honour’d Earl in turn. 

Duteous before the royal circle bend 

The hardy troops, heated by toilsome march, 

Whether from towns, that line the sandy shores, 

Or bays, or rocky glens, and headland steeps, 

Or the deep shelter of interior woods, 

Or castled hills, and airy shepherd downs. 

The prime, associate from the city proud 

Of regal Chichester, famed Cissa’s town, 

And her wide circling pool, and curved cove. 

Or river-banks, that feed her vasty creeks, 2442 

And estuary, clasping Hayling’s isle; 

O’er whose stemm’d wave her valiant citizens 

Late dared to sally on the invasive Dane 

And forced him flee in recreant ships, amazed. 

Some from the hill descend, at whose fair base 

Flows Lavant’s stream, or from the precincts haste 

Where towers the neighbouring camp, surnamed ‘‘ the 
Broyle.” 

Glittering with burgonets and falchions’ blaze, 

Them decorates aloft the known device, 

The banner’d lion, imaged with fierce glare 

While passing over pictured gouts of blood. 2453 

Mindful of former acts, and graced exploits, 

The hardy train moves stern with naval mien, 

Brandishing naked swords and sharpen’d spears. 

Others collected leave the ancient see 

Of Selsea’s semi-isle and jutting hill, 

And harbour vast, by the contiguous main 

Indented deep within the compass’d land. 

Some speed from scenes,where northward Goodwood 

Its splendid pile and hospitable halls. [lifts 

Of vassals these compose an order’d train 

Massive and sleek, who ponderous lances sway. 

Issuing where Bognor rears its shelvy rocks, 2465 

Others at hand seem brawny fishermen, 

Used to heaven’s canopy and open air. 

Some pour in crowds from stately Arundel, 

And castle towering o’er the subject town, 

(Late to prince A:delm given for honour’s meed) 

Wash’d by the liquid lapse of Arun’s stream. 

A gorgeous band, these march in glittering steel, 

The symbol-swallow fleeting on their flag: 

Soldiers long used the princely fort to guard, 

Emulous, and on fire for feats of arms. 

Nor here were absent, in throng’d cohort blent, 

Bold sons of fame, from Petworth’s wide domains, 
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Its park of ancient pride, and woody shaws. 2478 

Their plumes, like snow-flakes, flutter’d on the air, 

And while they stalk’d along, in armour girt, 

Emboss’d with gold and gems, the sunlight seem’d 

Itself enrich’d with change of blending hues. 

If gaudy, martial was their step nathless; 

Follow’d by soldiers too, who watch the night, 

Where ancient Bramber spreads its sullen strength, 

Its deep-delved trench, and lofty forted towers. 

Shall fame omit in song the rival tide 

Of people, rushing sheathed in gyved mail 

From Stenning’s crowded walls, and stony street, 

Work of eld Roman toil, spot dear to thought, 

Where in his tomb rests Alfred’s royal sire? 

Haply the warlike band next winds along, 2492 

Summon’d from Worthing’s cells and breezy beach: 

Or sped from elder Shoreham’s marshy range, 

Proud of its antique fane and rich-carved aisles ; 

Or else where Bosham clothes the shelvy strand, 

And the salt sea-spray washes Dicul’s cell. [sons, 

Then speed, by symbol known, Brighthelmstone’s 

Raised, where the ‘ Stane-street,” wrought by 
Rome’s past care, 

Crosses the coast beneath the sheltering downs ; 

And towers the turret beacon o’er the cliffs, 

Conspicuous far to guide the fishy barks, 

That ride the channel and ship-studded bay. 2503 

Others from Hollingbury’s fortress baste, [crowns. 

Whose lamp on high its land-mark watch-tower 

Brave soldiers too speed from Lewes’ valley-lake, 

And streets in amphitheatre of hills, 

Where Alfred’s self, to guard the cherish’d homes, 

Has raised a turret-hold and buttress’d pile. 

These shine in armour, from the anvil fresh. 

Some Seaford’s vill in fair conjunction sends, 

Or Poyning’s mansions, in starr’d emblems rich, 

And thick as blossoms in the month of May. 2513 

Some quitthe Weald; or where the wondrous Dyke, 

Over bleak pastures drawn and “‘ unshrubb’d downs,” 

Descends precipitous mid deep defiles. 

Some quit the shepherd tracts, where nibbling flocks 

Crop short sweet herbage of the chalky hills. 

These, citizens of character diverse, 

In hauberks, speckled or of streaky blue, 

From shelter spring of Hailsham’s pleasant town. 

Yon sunburnt bands, in looser garb array’d, 

From Eastbourne sweep, lurking by Beachy’s head 

At base of its huge beetling promontory. 2524 
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Those waving gonfalons announce from far —.2525 
Troops, glean’d where Pevensey its hoary fort 
Swells o'er the marshy level, whose moist ooze 
Allures the fishy brood of heron-shaws. 

That crowd hirsute darts from the seaward cliffs, 
Where Danish Hastings, with his pirate ships 
Frequenting more than all this cherish’d spot, 

Has rear’d a castle on the craggy steep, 

Handing to after ages his proud name. 

In hooded mantles these, of English wont, 
Bespeak with signal plain the rustic troops, 

Sped from the vill of inland Epiton, 2536 
Whose rising mount betokens martial ground 
Hereafter to be famed in history’s page. 

The gallant troop, in dark habergeons, speed 
Despatch’d where onward ancient Higham lifts 

Its ridge o’er Rother’s wave, and wafts sea-gales 
To fan the mills that crowd its demi-isle. 

To these respond throngs from that other port 

On Rother’s breast, which its vast basin spreads 
Along the branching flood of princely Rye. 

From both these issue swarms of valiant men, 
Rivals in spirit, or from all the land 2517 
Drawn, that curves back to Bodiham’s castled town, 
And skirts the banks of Rother’s inward stream. 
These, mark’d by various cognizance, flit by 
Cased most in sheeted steel, or simply clad 

In sailor gaberdines, or mounted some 

On coursers proud, frolic with mettle, swift 

As the chased clouds in air, or as fresh waves 
Dash’d by strong gusts along the surfy beach. 
Nor these bound Sussex’ puissance: for behold ! 
To the same chief obeisant yet again, 

Haste troops, by zeal distinguish’d, from the skirts 
Of Andered’s forest, and the interior Weald, 

And the long range of wild and furzy hills: — 2560 
Whether where Grinstead blends its haught array, 
Warriors and swains in martial livery deck’d, 

Or eld Esburnham lends its honour’s badge ; 

Or central Cuckfield’s peopled eminence 

Equips bold yeomen, who without regret, [homes. 
Quit their grey-ember’d hearths, and close-roof'd 
Nor least in splendour, come the noted ranks 
Who Hailsham’s town adorn, and sylvan range, 
Renown’d for prowess as for vigilance. 

Those who in feather’d caps pass rapid by, 

Are foresters, who over chase and pale 

And the wild greensward twang the tough yew-bow, 
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And launch the barbed arrows’ forky heads 2573 
’Gainst the stag’s haunches, or the tusked boar; 
Some in Saint Leonard’s, or in Tilgate’s woods, 
Some mid the open glades of Waterdown. 

Else swell the list a throng of armed men 

From Eridge manor, and embattled town, 

And where eld conflict memorizes yet 

The famed “ Danes’ gate,” and ‘‘ Saxonbury’s hill.” 
These with such murmuring noise advance, as when 
Night-blustering winds shake and make roar the 
Yet too of noble heroes fills the file [groves. 
Cowdray’s wide princely range and stag-fed park, 
While Midhurst blends its gallant regiment, 
Splendid with nodding crests, and lances huge. 2586 


Such sight may gladden well the sovereign’s heart ; 
Sussex’ compatriots too, and friends no less. 
Prime among these, Prince Athelwold (himself 
From Berks with faithful followers first returo’d,) 
Steps forth to greet of his betrothed bride 
Both honour’d sire and brother ; each most dear, 
All happy made in near connection’s hope. 

While to such action yet to add more grace, 

The gallant Prince leads forward by the band 
(Soft as the silken down of Venus’ doves) 

The beauteous Emily, herself as prompt 2597 
To bless such welcome stranger friends, to whom 
The daughter’s, sister’s, presence hail’d again 
Seems dear and prized as after darkness light, 
Harbour to sailors after perill’d storms, 

Or to worn limbs rest, following weary toil. 

When thus sire, brother, met the maid beloved, 
To extacy, by kind Emilia own’d, 

Nature lent mute expression, best in tears. 

Yet then her beauty, brighter, softer, shone, 

As when in April through transparent drops 

The sun at times a sparkling glory sheds, 2608 
And decks in rainbow hues the pearly shower, 
Glittering like gems, while it from heaven descends. 
The embrace, paternal, brotherly, gave proof 

Of love commutual, as she gently lean'd 

O’er the clasp‘d neck of each. Nor then might fail 
Prince Athelwold (impeded nought,) to share 

Like rapture too of genuine tenderness. 

To whom, with cordial frankness as erst used, 
Both Sussex’ peers extend the welcome hand ; 
Hailing as by relation new endear’d, 

One with parental, one fraternal, love: 

Till in such recognition all seem bless’d. 2620 
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Tne expected reinforcements continue to arrive at Egbert's 
Stone: Kelmond from Kent, Bertolph from Essex, with the 
powers of Norfolk, and Suffolk, and of the city of London: 
Kenwulph, and Rohand, Earl of Warwick, with the Mercian 
troops: Alkmund from Derby, Elfi from Nottingham, Algur 
from Leicester, Turgar from Lincoln, Uffa from Cambridge ; 
Sollowed by the forces of Huntingdon, the Earls of Northampton, 
Bedford, and Hertford, with their powers ; the chiefs of Here- 
Sord, Shropshire, and Staffordshire: Levies from Chester, and 
Lancaster, transported in part by Octher, tn his vessels, to rein- 
force the armament on which the last deliverance of England 


depends. 
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[yet 
HILE Sussex peer looks round, and sees not 


The noble Kent and Essex, (eastern lords, 
His neighbours in the crown’s old appanage) 
Arrived, behold! responsive to his wish 
E’en while he anxious seeks, exciting new 
Emotion, swiftly o’er the eastern hill 
Another levy moves in full career. 
The salient Horse, that on their banners sprung, 
Bespoke the puissance of unvanquish’d Kent, 
By Kelmond, their illustrious chieftain, led ; 
Its Earl hereditary, lordly, high, 
Royal in soul, nor less by kin allied 12 
To the twain princes, haught Eltruda’s brood 
(His sister) widow of dead Ethelbert. 
W idow’d himself, to him alone remain’d 
One child, his own; Matilda, fondly dear. 
Him wont magnificence distinguish’d still. 
As of a province head, long used to war, 
Majestical he rode, on holster’d steed 
That toss’d the head and arch’d the shaking neck. 
The train that follow’d him in boundless tide, 
Innumerous seem’d of men, as when a shoal 
Of fish long nets inclose by sandy shores. 
Flower of his martial region, they composed 24 
Choice of Kent’s matchless realm, renown’d of yore. 
Whom with glad homage and allegiance due 
Under their captains ranged in order‘d ranks, 
(Flags fluttering o’er their heads with fringed wings) 
He ushers soon to the delighted King; 
Sped from their noble seats and pristine camps, 
Site, earliest peopled of all Britain’s isle, 
Where (fronting Gaul and the wide Belgic shores) 
Its angled province shoots upon the main ; 
Vanguard of England, Nature’s outwork post, 
Foreign assault first destined to withstand, 
Yet belt and bourne, found potent of itself 
To beat the haughty Roman, Julius, back. 37 
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With spirit still the same, in arms they come = 38 
Under their signs diverse, of union proud ; 
Collected from the famed Rutupian shores, 
Where Richborough its castled height extols, 
And its eld port leads up Stour’s gravell‘d stream, 
W hither that other station opposite, 

Reculver, with its watch-tower beacon guards 
The water’d shore of Thanet’s minster isle. 
Soldiers, equipp'’d at point, arm’d cap-a-pé, 

Rush, some compacted from the foreland ridge: 
Or else where Hackendown its blood-stain’d field 
Extends, where erst Earl Alcher (boast of fame) 
With Surrey’s peerage for their country fell, 50 
Warring intrepid ’gainst the invasive Dane. 

Yon troops, that glitter in steel’s opal shine, 

With shields conspicuous and flame-darting spears, 
Issue, where downward the deciduous beach 
Slopes in flat shores to Sandwich’ surgy haven, 
Or o’er the coast fronting the anchor’d Downs 

On to Deal's strand that chafes the spurning flood, 
And marge where mighty Cesar drew to land: 
Thence whither Walmer rears its forted hold. 
Some from the Southern Foreland head advance ; 

_ Or the deep coast possessing, where uprears 
Dover its fortress on the beetling steep, 

And lifts its Pharos o’er the guarded bay, 63 
While dashing ocean from its princely feet, 

It spreads a white wall the sea-marge along, 
Nature’s own shield to her imperial isle. 

Others, conspicuous in their blazon’d coats, 

Come, bright as meteors stream o’er wintry skies, 
Issuing, where Folkstone’s hoary cliffs expand. 
Sons of old warriors too haste on, who bear 

As legacy the glittering battleaxe, 

Flower of famed Hythe, (known erst as Port Limene) 
Whose sires defeated there the intrusive foes, 
And left their bones strown o’er the crimson’d beach, 
Heap’d now in mass within the signal fane, 

Where skulls, deep-dinted with the ponderous axe, 
The conflict dire still mark to memory. 

Succeeding these, press on with eager zeal 

A wultitude, in russet mantles clad, 

Wielding broad sabres in their gauntlet’s grasp, 
Gather’d from all the coast, far stretching on 

To Romney’s haven site, and reedy marsh. 

Or onward thence, glean’d from the interior range, 
Come friends and patriots, banded in firm league, 
Who leave the safer bounds of Apuldore, 85 
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Where Alfred's structured castle newly springs. 86 
Or from Kent's weald, choice of the region, speed 
Soldiers, distinguish’d by their cheerful air, 
With garlands crownd, pluck’d in the copses green, 
And woods, where birds attune their madrigals. 
Or from that region’s skirts come gallant men, 
With tassel’d horns and bugles o’er them slung, 
Drawn most, where Tenterden its pleasant hill 
Extends, or hardy bands of dark-hued swains, 
Whose hands have ov’er its fields in spring time sown 
Seeds, that shall yield rich sheaves of yellow grain. 
Others, alert, quit Cranbrook’s busy vill, [mount. 
Or where its fane crowns Goudhurst’s verdurous 
Close behind whom the muster’d levy crowds, 
Whose scabbards o’er their belted shoulders swing, 
And lifting tall pikes in their brawny arms, 101 
Station’d where Tonebridge its proud castle rears, 
And spreads its deep moat and green-breasted brook, 
Far gliding through the fair irriguous vale. 
Near these, combined in eagerness the same, 
Penshurst impels its throng of armed guards, 
Henchmen, all richly dight with arrows barb’'d, 
And gilded quivers, lance, and glossy targe. 
Knowle-park too vents its lustrous crowd, and train 
Of vassal pages, in array equipp’d, 
Brilliant from helmet to the sandall’d feet. 
Warriors alike with answering ardour rush 112 
From Maidstone’s peopled town, whose streets are 
On Medway’s gurgling river; or select [spread 
Where Bromley screens its walls and healing well ; 
Or blent where Eltham’s ancient palace home 
Reminds the loved abode of pristine Kings. 
Some, upward fetch'd, where by Thames’ winding 
The marshy town arising marks to view _—‘[marge, 
The ‘‘ Deep ford” on the stream of Ravensbourne. 
Troops too come flocking from the peerless vale, 
Where Greenwich the delighted river's verge 
Crowns with its forted hill and rural park. 123 
Others leave Woolwich’ native naval wharf, 
That skirts the winding flood; in office most, 
In hauberks deck’d, spangled with gold and gems. 
Or joyous bands marine come clustering, cull’d 
Where Erith’s haven rears its ivied tower, 
Or haply from the vill, where Dartford’s cells 
Clothe the strict vale that parts dividing hills. 
Or else in order’d ranks, brave all and bold, [ bounds, 
Come warriors, chosen from Gravesend’s peopled 
Or by Thames’ opening mouth, and sped along 133 
VOL. VI. N 
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The cliffy coast, stretch’d to the jutting Nore. 134 
Whence Medway tvo far inland spreads its tide, 
Haste martial bands, from Shepey’s sever'd isle, 
Whose beachy belt defends the deepen’d flood 
With native rampart ’gainst the opposing main. 

Or where Sheerness extends its harbour town, 
O’erlooking Kent’s fair valleys, rivers wide, 

At distance safe from ocean's “ weltering wave.” 
Some, whence eld Queenborough lifts its pristine 
And Cyning’s castle borders eastern Swale. [towers, 
Troops issue too, gather’d in eager course, 
Pursuing thence the widen’d river down, 145 
Whither eld Cetteham opes its breast marine, 

And sends its sons, equipp’d in naval blue: 

While Rochester from its strong fortress blends 
Its warrior guards, and hearts of dauntless pith. 
Some speed from rustic passage of Gadshill : 

Or where on shores by Kemsley’s marshy down 
Milton’s fair vill slopes to the channel’d creek, 
(Famed as the choice abode of Kentish Kings) 
And for far regions feeds her pearly shells. 

Some issue, where eld Feversham extends 

Regal demesnes on marge of eastern Swale. 

Or moves a gorgeous pageantry, despatch’d = 157 
Where Canterbury its cathedral fane 

Rears, and the pealing anthem oft has swell’d 

To ward the fury of invasive foes : 

Site, where of old the pious Ethelbert 

For Christ’s religion fix’d the primal see. 

Or last, with armour-bearers in their train, 

From Cilleham’s castled towers and palace seat, 
A band, of Kentish men composed, select, 

All still invincible, as e’er of old: 

Who often o’er Julaber’s neighbouring grave 

Have mused in memory of elder fame, 

And augur equal triumph yet at hand. 169 


Gladly the sovereign hails Kent’s noble peer. 
Nor long to own her joy Matilda stay’d, 
His lovely daughter, but delighted sprang 
To meet the embrace of her returning sire ; 
While tender feeling in the eyes of both 
Glisten’d, nor needed language to reveal. 
Mutual delight alike his sister shews, 
High-soul’d Eltruda, with the princes twain, 
(Sons of dead Ethelbert) Kent’s nephews both, 
But Adelm most, as to his future sire; 
Hoped such ere long, through gift in nuptial tie 180 
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Of his fair cousin’s, loved Matilda’s hand. 181 
Thora too, princess fair, Kent’s stately niece, 
Next in due turn his willing notice claims. 

After her, to another gentle fair, 

Attendant near, meek, modest, though retired, 
Charming Emilia, Sussex’ faithful maid, 
(Discover’d such, when fail’d the close disguise 
Play’d on the sight by kind Matilda’s art,) 

The very page, late his own semblant kuight, 

Her former master, smiling, throws the hand 

As to a favourite still, how changed soe’er ; 191 
And adds some cheering words of courteous grace, 
Hinting her soon a relative more near, 

From the pledged faith of captive Athelwold. 


But scarce was such congratulation o'er, 
Ere lo! coruscant o’er the southering hill, 
Banners blood-red amid the vale descend, 
Pictured o’er whose rich folds were stretch’d along 
The tripled scymitars of pallid hue, 
Hilted with gold. These to the soldiers’ eyes 
Announce with grateful signal, now arrived 
Earl Bertolph, Essex’ chief, of honour’d name, 
In office held ‘‘ Count of the Saxon shore.” — 203 
Environ’d with a noble’s seemly state, 
In full magnificence of ample power, 
The dark-hued leader moved, admired by all ; 
Martial in aspect, as the captain known, 
Giver of bracelets, hospitable, free, 
Who both for inland as for nautic charge 
By spirit chivalrous drew just renown. 
For all his thoughts on patriotic cares 
Were busied, how his country best to serve 
In works of use, whether employ’d to rear 
For his long coast’s protection castled holds, 
Or scoop new harbours for the numerous ships 
Framed o’er his shores marine from neighbour dwoods 
Crowding the forests in his wide domains, 217 
Till hewn and borne to isles and water'd bays: 
Else to build homes for many a rural grange, 
Cultured by yeomen true; or lure the trade 
Of Belgic seamen, bartering wealthy stores. 
Though of mid age, not yet had married love 
Enchain‘d his heart: but with an interest new 
One fair, here present, mark’d his wish’d return, 
Ordmer’s sweet daughter, beauteous Rosamond, 
Her father’s prop, whose peerless charms had smit 
Brave Bertolph’s fancy late with sense unwont. 
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Commanding was his air; though calm, sedate; 
And plain bis armour, dark in scaly steel, 

Save that the jewell’d bracelet on his arm 
Token‘d nobility, and from beneath 

The mantle, loose o’er his right shoulder slung, 
(By a gold stud restrain’d,) his hand with ease 
Sway’d a broad sabre, that like lightning flash’d. 
In homage ’fore the sovereign soon he bent; 

And joyfully presents the loyal train, 

Who from his spread and level province speed, 
Rich too in gentle hills, and fruitful vales ; 238 
Nobles, and knightly chiefs, and affluent thanes, 
Each leading yeomen bands, and soldiers brave ; 
Chosen whether from the range of vast domains, 
The earl’s own heritage in long descent, 

On the fair banks of seaward bending Colne, 

W here Colchester its elder station rears, 

Its tower’d ramparts and deep trenched fosse; 

Or where bis state maintains his neighbour’d seat 
Along the pleasing hill of Wivinghoe, 

Whose turret gate its ancient sea-mark lifts, 

And eyes afar the gulfy river down 

Till the grand prospect greets green Mersea’s isle : 
Home too alike of his brave ancestors, 251 
Cherish’d by bold chiefs of the Saxon strand, 

In ivied bower, and halls by east, as west; 

Or troop’d from regions, his peculiar bounds, 
Thence crossing Essex’ centre, till these reach 
Estaine’s wide park, and Stanstead’s ‘‘ fixed mount,” 
Baronial honour of the puissant lord. 

Some from the eastward tracts and coasts arrive, 
Bordering the bay that skirts Colne’s gulfy mouth, 
Where, opposite, the royal sainted maid, 
Renown’d Osyth, founded the abbey fane 

That bears her name, but on the hallow’d stone 
Herself by pagan foes beheaded fell ; 263 
What time her church in sacrilegious waste 
Succumb’d to. Hinguar’s, and stern Hubba’s, ire. 
Others from all the circling country speed, 

That upward bends to Harwich’ haven town, 
Where Alfred’s fleet late smote the assailing Dane; 
Or from Stour's banks were Manytree’s fair vill 
Shelters the rural peace of Sciddinghoe : 

Else cull’d, where Mistley’s beauteous seat o’erlooks 
The harbour’d flood to Landguard’s islet fort ; 

Or from the tide-wash’d precincts southering down 
Past Rome's prized harbour, where Blackwater 
Its estuary broad and circled isles, [spreads 
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And opens creeks far-famed, and walled shores, 
Rich in delicious stores of pearly shells ; 

Onward where Maldon’s regal home recals 

With honour fresh the British Cymbeline, 

Rome braved, and stern Boadicéa’s war. 

Others come troop’d from Danebury’s forted hill, 
And homes in area of its lofty camp, 

Whose glance commands afar the region round : 
These, whence on verge of Chelmer’s inland stream 
Chelmsford extends its streets and goodly halls. 
Some haste, whence Witham’s eld manorial range 
Rears the huge mounds that guard the Cheping hill. 
Bold bands too rush, for martial air observed, 
Pride of the tracts, deepening past rivers wide, 
And curved floods that far indent the land, 290 
Till check’d where Rochford blends its sheltering 
Or Rayleigh glories in its castled heights. (cells, 
Others, distinguish’d more by garb marine 

Press from the marshes low and salt sea marge 
And banks that circle Canvey’s pastured isle, 

Or Tilbury’s forted quarter, guarding far 

Thames’ regal wave, past Thurrock’s wharfand caves, 
Till nearing London’s port and naval pomp. 

Some, seeming lusty swains and rustic hinds, 
Advance, collected froin interior vills, 300 
Haply, where either Barking’s abbey-fane 

Still memorizes pious Erkenwald : 

Or Westham in its tranquil bosom shields 

Full many a straw-roof'd shed and loaded grange : 
Else, where its mansions Romford’s lineal row 
Spreads, by its quiet rivulet refresh’d: 

Or Ongar opens its entrenchments wide, 

And fortress, in its moated keep secure: 

Or where the venerable halls adorn 

The military site of Ingatestone. 310 
Attired in cheerful green, come bowmen strong 
From Essex’ forests; whether Hainault’s woods, 
Where Havering-bower its ample park displays, 
And palace, loved abode of elder Kings, 
Delighting with its scene the captive eye; 

Or Fairlop’s giant oak bids thought retrace 

Its growth to time that mocks man’s fleeting age. 
Brave yeomen, wielding all unused arms, 

Speed joyous from the pastures rich and green, 
That slope from W ealdham’s stow to Lea’s fair stream, 
Or in bright train from Wanstead’s manor park : 
Or crowd from Epping’s upward forest tracts, 
Either where Copped hall its knoll adorns, 323 
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Or where by Roding’s current Chigwell spreads 
Its pleasing homes beside the king-named fount. 
Troops too with cap and plume advance array’d, 
Who, upward meeting Lea’s smooth course, disport 
Beside its grassy banks, or Epping’s glades, 

High as Stort’s blending rill, and peopled vert, 
Where Harlow’s mart rural resort allures, 

And Hatfield’s oak amid the marshy leas 
Expands through centuries its hoary arms. 

Else from thick vills they speed, dispersed along 
Till Pleshey’s fortress lifts its gorgeous towers, 
Seat from eld time of England’s constable. 335 
Some from Raine’s way-fare hamlet, cheering oft 
Pilgrims who visit sainted Edmund’s shrine : 
Others, from Dunmow’s eminence and town, 
Pleasingly set o’er Chelmer’s peaceful wave, 

Or where the labour’d Stone-street leads of old 
Toward Stanstead’s ‘ fixed mount,’ whose potent lord 
From his proud keep commands his spread domains. 
Numbers too haste from Thremhall’s champain site, 
Where haply pious care in future day 

May move some chief to found a sheltering dome 
Not worthless after of enduring fame. 346 
Or liegemen from the pleasant precincts come 
Where Thaxted’s spiry fane the sabbath cheers 
With wafted music of its village bells. 

Other gay soldiers from the borders rush 

Of Walden’s town, whose promontory hills 
Compass with crescent arch the bosom’d vale: 

Or where its manor seat the trusty chief 

For valour’s guerdon holds, and sylvan park 
Diversified with hill, and sloping dale, 

And winding lapse of Granta’s river stream: 
Where too the ring-hill, and entrenchments vast, 
Enforce on thought the guard of pristine time. 358 
Some too, equipp’d in glittering steel, combine 
Where Hedingham its elder castle rears, 

And spreads in hoary pomp its tower'd piles. 
Others from Halstead’s peopled vill descend, 

Or rush with eager spirit from the scene, 

Where Gosfield’s halls extol their princely state. 


Attended by such numerous retinue, 
So as the noble Bertolph, Essex’ earl, 
Comes, be is welcomed by the gracious King, 
Nor less in turn by all the attendant chiefs. 
Nor while thus hail’d him brave and noble men, 
Wanted then female gratulation too, 370 
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From dames as noble, or of royal blood. $71 
But ’mong all these, not to the hero’s heart 

Least grateful was the tender hail, at last 
Conceded with a modest blush, by one, 

Ordmer’s fair daughter, gentlest Rosamond, 

Her aged and blind sire attending there, 
Conscious of all, though nought he there might see. 
She with just pride receives the gallant chief, 
Perceived escorted thus with puissance due, 
While in her bosom gratitude and love 

Spring up anew, augmented while revived. 

Such then, in timorous screen, her beauty seem’d 
As when at eve the summer’s sun-set ray 383 
Is shadow’d by a moving cloud, whose veil 
Transparent scarcely dims the purpling gold. 

The generous hero thus she pleases more, 

By admiration to new passion fired. 


Successive too in noble Essex’ train 
Come marching, under radiant standards ranged, 
(By emblem known of the three Eastern crowns,) 
Other illustrious chieftains, peers, and thanes, 
From Suffolk’s province drawn, the neighbour’d part, 
Right loyal, of the famed East-Anglian realm. 
Some, hardy warriors from the borders sped 
Where Orwell’s waters open on the main, $05 
And banks of its fair river, as it flows 
Past Ipswich’ favour’d town, whose generous zeal 
A throng’d battalion sends in armed file. 
Or troops, collected along Deben’s stream 
Press to the coming conflict, most select 
Where Woodbrig rears its vill and numerous cells ; 
Or cull’d where Orford bends its double haven, 
And frowns its huge fort o’er the jutting ness. 
Else some, with rival emulation fired, 
Burst from the peace of Slaughden’s sheltering vale, 
And Aldborough’s homes marine and fretted strand. 
Next after follows an heroic race, 407 
Who in leagued puissance quit Saxmundham’s hill 
Or Framlingham’s eld forted barbican, 
Whence royal Edmund fled to Eglisdune, 
Seeking its mount and screening wood in vain, 
Nor scaping there the cruel Hubba’s ire. 
While dark-hued veterans, to the sea inured, 
Fleet to the war from Dunwich’ cavern’d cliff, 
Or rival throngs from Southwold’s harbour’d bay 
Rush from the barks that baunt her trading coast. 
Or in thick squadron mariners, alike 417 
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Summon’d in haste, quit Listolf’s fishy denes; 418 

Or sped from Waveney’s southern bank, brave bands, 

Arm’d with vast pikes, and swords, and bucklers 
broad, 

From Bungay’s castle speed and guarded ford. 

Or io array stout yeomanry advance 

From Euston’s ample vales and wooded park. 

Else join their ranks with modulated step 

Warriors of settled look, pride of the hold 

Where Brandon's fortress towers o'er subject Ouse, 

And spreads the ramparts of its Roman camp, 

Erst by Ostorius raised, ere yet his power 428 

Vanquish’d in fight far-famed Caractacus. 

Proud of the memory of so glorious fields, 

Crowd still to fight their later chivalry. 

Glittering in radiance most of martial pride, 

Come troops from sainted Edmund’s Bury-site, 

By noblest families of Sigbert’s race 

Admired, and sought from all the country round. 

Or gallant bowmen issue to the war 

From Hadleigh’s streets, set by Bret’s placid wave, 

Where kingly Guthrun held his courtly seat. 

Else yielding nought in magnanimity, 439 

Champions from Sudbury’s vill descend, or sped 

Where Nayland southering bends o’er vagrant Stour. 


Comrade alike with Essex’ valiant chief, 
Comes too another of the East-Anglian peers, 
Norfolk’s proud Earl, distinguish’d mid the brave. 
Him mighty numbers follow’d, all equipp’d 
In arms of various scope: of zeal alike. 
Whether assembled from the interior range, 
Where Norwich lifts among its garden-streets 
Its tower'd fortress o’er the walled hill: 
Or else aright, Yare’s river banks along, 
Till Yarmouth’s haven opens on the main: 451 
Or downward along Waveney’s northern marge 
Past Loddon’s vill, and Harleston’s peopled mart, 
Or from the pleasant homes of rural Diss. 
Some speed, whence onward by Ouse’ lesser stream 
Thetford (the ‘* mighty city in the East’’) 
Rears its memorial huge of Danish mounds; 
Or where the enlarging river winds away 
Beyond the expansive port of regal Lynn, 
Bordering the salt sea Washes, and the shores 
Where Castle-rising spreads its bastion’d pomp. 
Some from the farther precincts maritime 
Issue, where Holkham opes its land-mark site 463 
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And spacious park beside the curving bay. 464 
Some haste, whence Walsingham its hoary fane 
Shields among leafy groves, by ‘“‘ wishing-wells ;” 
Or cull’d in numbers from the thronging vills 
Dispersed, till Cromer crowds its rustic cells 

O’er the tall cliffs, that guard its fishy beach; 

Or still assembling from the stretching coast 

And estuaries, widening on the main, 

Till Somerton at last its farther nook 

Points toward the close, or on the promontory 
Winterton’s ness its beacon-light extols 

To warn the sailor on the dangerous wave. 475 


Scarce were these past, ere, far beyond compare 
Conspicuous in the train of Essex’ Earl, 
Eager speed on, by many nobles led, 
Citizens in innumerable throng, 
Brilliant in arms, and under flags diverse, 
Profuse of tissued silk and streamy gold. 
Argent beam’d most, deck 'd with the blood-red cross, 
Mark’d in one quarter by the sword erect. 
These were assembled, unsurpass‘d in zeal, 
From London’s crowded port, emporium vast 
Of meeting merchants, chosen from early time. 
Nor sole its wall-girt city’s busied streets, 487 
Topp’d with the temple (once Diana’s tane, 
Till vow’d in honour of the sainted Paul, 
Earliest diffuser of Christ’s faith divine) 
W here Sebba’s bones repose, Fast-Anglian King, 
Guarded by sons, who emulate his fame, 
Its bark-plied river, and its elder tower, 
Send to the battle troops, in England’s cause 
Glowing with matchless loyalty : but these 
Join too brave soldiers, won from Charing’s vill, 
Or on, where ancient Sebert’s palace hall, 
And Western Minster, (erst Apollo’s dome) 
Allures resort o’er Thorney’s rural isle. 499 
With these, her sons blends too that province fair, 
By the Mid-Saxons dwelt, (proud yet to own 
Obeisance due to Essex’ martial rule) 
Intent alike on wreaths of victory. 
Her levied thousands forth in ready march 
This favour’d region sends, from many a vill 
Along Lea’s western side and grassy marge, 
Upward to Enfield’s forest chase, whose deer 
Sport round its palace seat and courtly halls : 
Or Barnet’s manor site and pleasing scene, 
Or Finchley’s open range, or where within 510 


186 KING ALFRED. 


The bosom’d vale, mid gently swelling hills, 511 
Hornsey its park extends, and peaceful homes ; 
Or Muswell’s charming height enchants the gaze. 
Else issue gallant bands, select with pride, 

Where Hampstead lifts its grange, and hamlet cells, 
And from its pictured eminence surveys 

Gay meads, and vales, and London’s curling cloud. 
Some too from Stanmore’s ridge descend, or haste 
From the commanding brow, where Harrow rears 
Its spire, and homes, to future genius dear. 

A generous troop speed too from Harefield’s bowers, 
Or where beside the verge of winding Colne, 522 
Uxbridge extends its moat and frontier town. 

Else from the rural champain bands advance, [meads, 
Where Staines, or Laleham, grace Thames’ verdurous 
Or curving Hampton bends toward osier’d isles, 
Lending the solace of its ferried pass. 

Glad soldiers too the vills by Thames’ fair flood 
Despatch alert, choice or of Twickenham’s homes, 
Or Brentford’s wharfs, or Chiswick’s garden seat, 
Or Fulham’s bank, or Chelsea’s fertile fields. 

All these in turn the monarch, as they come, 532 
Gratulates with frank grace and proved delight. 


Charm’d Fancy would have deem’d the leagued 
Already met, sufficed for victory. [powers, 
But lo! t6 animate yet lingering doubt, 

And fill the measure of delighted hope, 

Eager to cope against the o’erwhelming foe, 
Behold ! advancing swift the Mercian bands, 
Gather’d from all the vast interior realm. 

In grandeur of fresh puissance, see! they rush, 
Throng’d o'er the western hill, neath various flags 
Distinguishing the different provinces 

Of Mercia’s mighty and viceregal tract. 
Glittering aloft in air, mid sunny beams 545 
Along the west, fronting the matin sun, 

The dragon standard stream’d, profuse of pomp, 
(Mercia’s known ensign, used from elder time) 
That spoke, while vet far off, its viceroy chief, 
Kenwulph himself, to loyalty reclaim’d. 

Beyond him, streamers waving in array, 

Hover’d o’er many noble peers, who yet 

Obey'd his martial sway, and led along 

The flower of England’s inland marches wide, 
Amplest and richest of her peopled space. 
Infinite, and extending beyond sight, 

These speed successive, as if England’s heart 557 
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Hither pour'd forth its gather’d chivalry. 558 
One simultaneous and accordant shout, 

By prudence sole restrain’d, arrival hail’d 

Of heroes such, so many, sped to aid 

Their country’s cause with fervent fealty. 

First at the feet of the liege sovereign kneels 
Kenwulph, still trusted with viceregal rule. 

A marshal’s baton in his hand he bore, 

Tokening o’er Mercia’s power supreme command. 
But though o’er all the general chief, himself 
Attended his chosen guards, in regiment 
Numbering a thousand men, of Mercian bands 
Select from many a shire: yet haply most 570 
(A noble troop, with rank of courtly thanes) 
Drawn from his own domains, that stretch along 
By silvery Avon’s marge, whose waters glide 
Past his loved Stratford’s eld paternal seat, 

Or Warwick’s fort, or Repton’s palace-honie. 
Their discipline draws the King’s eye and praise. 
Him the King hails with cordial tenderness, 

W hose vast accession, brought to England’s side, 
(Seen thus in certain and superb display) 
Important most he deems, as if in truth 
Providence’ self so blest return design’d, 581 
Regain’d with friendship meet and union’s aid, 
Adding preponderance for the final strife, 

Needful, but far surpassing warmest hope. 
Kenwulph is charm’d too; in his bosom throbs 
Ecstasy strange, and loyalty’s excess. 

He more than ever feels the bliss of truth ; 

How differing from ambition’s selfish lure! 

Him, ere yet parted from the sovereign’s side, 

His lovely daughter Emma springs to meet, 

And with the heart’s emotion greets her sire. 

No words her filial affection true 592 
Disclosed ; but sole with nature’s eloquence 

Her fond embrace clings o’er his clasped neck, 
While her eyes dropp’d delicious tears of joy. 
Alike she shares the general happiness, 

To witness Kenwulph’s loyalty and zeal, 

Signally proved before his country’s eye; 

While the by-standing regal, noble, groupe, 

Nor less the crowds of generous comrades round, 
Her beauty and kind ’haviour charms, affects. 
Such through affection’s warmth e’en sweeter shone, 
As when at times the morning sunbeam darts 
Through pictured windows of some holy fane, 
Storied with imaged martyrs, saints, and kings, 605 
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Falling on sight upon the marble floor, 696 
Tinged then with changeful colours, scarce its own, 
Than nature’s self more rich, and fair, and strange. 
Nor yet from other sympathetic breasts 

Ceases fresh joy: for Mercia’s widow’d Queen 
Presses to hail her ancient friend restored, 

And takes the new-won Kenwulph by the hand: 
Chieftain the same, whom at her former court 
Herself had known and prized, what time his love 
Espoused her friend (good Rayner’s sister) there, 
And (for ber dowry) as his merit’s meed 

Had honour’d him with gift of ‘* Lacinge’s lands.” 
Him his wont Queen with courtly grace again 
Welcomes, and custom’d sign of eld regard: 619 
Nor him alone; but glads her sight revived 

With many, her loved Mercian countrymen. 

From these much theme of interest had she sought, 
Which now the busied moment casts aside, 

And leaves to quest of ampler leisure’s hour. 

Nor sole such cordial gratulation hails 

The Mercian chief's return; but him alike 

Hail too his old compatriots and friends. 

Chief among these the noble Rayner’s self, 
Somerset’s Earl, (his kin and early friend) 629 
Nor least in zeal, young Edgar, Hants’ gay pride, 
Hoped soon in nuptial tie his future son; 

Then Kenwulph’s niece, (by marriage link allied) 
Charming Felicia, Warwick’s peerless flower, 
Greet him in turn with meet affection’s sign. 

But when the King, with wonder answering pride, 
Surveys the banded troops in mass so vast 
Successive following the join’d Mercian peers, 
Gracing approval, he of Kenwulph asks, 

By what exerted care and anxious toil 

Such martial potence has in time so brief 

Been levied, and in safety reach’d this scene; 641 
In order such, as his delighted gaze 

Marks to the ensuing battle thus advance 

Legions, their country’s saviours, England’s shield ? 


To whom the Mercian viceroy, pleased, explains, 
That all have been in marshall’d ranks combined 
By his best care, with generous Rohand’s aid, 
(Warwick’s recover’d earl) who sought alike 
The rightful chiefs from out their hid retreats 
Back to allegiance and just rule restored, 

Till all in devious courses by the west 
Have sped, to scape suspicion and surprise, 652 
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Circuitous by Severn’s southering shores, 6353 
So reaching gradual Selwood’s forest screen 
Beneath where Frome beskirts its northward head, 
Whence they have pierced the forest’s eastern marge, 
And thus united peer in full array. 

At such announcement told, the succour’d King 
Hails with delight and gratulation new 

(Nor less his sister, Mercia’s pristine Queen) 

The arriving suite of the proud Mercian peers, 

As these in order’d place approach in turn, 

_ Attended by their several puissant trains, G63 
Tendering due homage ’fore their sovereign liege, 
Each on bent knee, and kiss his proffer'd hand, 
All overjoy’d to duty to return, 

Reserved by Providence in rightful ranks 

To serve their country in ber perill’d hour. 


First among these, immediate at their head, 
Next following Kenwulph’s self, came Warwick's 
The noble Rohand, late by happy chance _[earl, 
From scene of outlaw’d banishment regain'd: 
Now to his own, through better league, restored. 
W hom the charm’d sovereign welcomes with embrace, 
Delighted more, as Rohand points to view G75 
The native troops, obeisant to his voice, 

Over whose bright array their banner flew 

To tissued folds flaunting the ancient sign, 

‘‘ The rampant bear, chain’d to the ragged staff;” 
Tokening renown’s wont emblem not extinct. 

Their martial figures in their very look 

Gave warrant for just confidence at height. 

These the glad sovereign praises, as they pass, 

In hauberk deck’d and glittering burgonet, 
Whether announced by their admiring chief, 

As issuing proud from Warwick’s castled seat 
And towers of British or of Roman name; 

Or from the near romantic town may rush 688 
Its citizens with rival fealty, 

Seen o'er whose heads the snow-white standard waves 
Mark’d with the fortress’ portal battlements, 
Where imaged warders lifted trumpets blow 

With emblem-call to ready deeds of arms. 

Else generous warriors from the precincts speed, 
Where Coventry its antique burgh extends, 

Or Atherstone dispreads its peopled streets ; 

Else where proud Kenilworth its fortress-pile 
Uprears, and with majestic grandeur towers. [screens 
Some haste from whence sequester’ Stoneleigh 
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Its homes ’mong woods by Avon’s charmed stream. 
Some issue glad from Bilston’s rustic peace, 

That bids its swains forsake the spade and share 
To grasp in war's hot field the unused sword. 
Others descend from Rugby’s classic hill 
O’erlooking far its meads and river flood. 

These, shepherds late, quit Shipston’s pastoral fields; 
Or where in Arden forest, Henley’s homes 
Dispersed extend, gay foresters convene, 708 
Deck’d with the feather’d quiver and the bow. 

Or throng a brave band from the well-spring site 
Where Bermengeham beside the Ickenild-way 

Its ancient camp displays and moated fosse, 
Whose glittering arms Cyclopean artisans 

There forge from bounteous mines and richest ores : 
Haply hereafter destined to be seat 

Of matchless art, and store-house of the world. 
All these the King greets with admiring praise, 
And cheers the noble Rohand at their sight, 

Who vouchesg for the high desert of all 

(To him best known) with an old leader’s pride. 


Scarce past such scene, ere after public due, 
Private affection claim‘d its grateful turn, 722 
For to her father’s arms Felicia rush’d, 

Whom fondly Rohand clasp’d in long embrace. 
Soon follow'd, when had ceased that charm’d caress, 
Kind act of grace, pledged by the Mercian Queen; 
Token how dear to Rohand’s loyal heart ! 

Scarce now displeased, when near his patroness 
For the King’s notice press'd the gallant Guy, 
(Her favour'd knight) who fore the sovereign bends, 
A graceful figure, manly, tall, and dark, 

Not like a merchant son (so sdeign’d abroad) 

But e’en the flower of warlike chivalry : 733 
Chieftain, with rank and title of King’s thane, 
Attendant now in Warwick's train, best-loved, 
Charm’d he presents to the delighted King 
Troops, most select from his paternal home, 
(Restored his own) with burgh and bell-house seat ; 
No less the dear romantic cliff, far-famed, 

Than all his father Gerald’s former lands. 

In valour more than number lay their power. 
Obeisant, these all joy to own command 

Of a young chief, so gallant, and so loved, 
Renown’d for travel, as for feats of arms; 

Since honest English hearts still love to prize 

Such genuine, unassuming worth, when found, 746 
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Him graciously the King receives, nor less 
With favour hails him the kind Mercian Queen. 
Nor these alone, for Rohand’s daughter too 
(Glory no less of Warwick, than abroad) 
Far-famed Felicia, with mild dignity 
Denies not, but her known true lover greets, 
The champion, who had for her honour fought. 
While blushes overspread her mantling cheek, 
’Fore all observers she extends her hand, 
Which fond the hero presses to his lips 757 
With duteous homage. Nor let prudery’s sneer 
Disdain in aught as forward, or misplaced, 
Such granted favour of the generous maid. 

Her gentle bosom knew by time’s sure test 

His modest merit, yielding honour due; 

And judged ’fore all her suitors, (high of birth, 
Or rich howe’er) him worthiest of her love, 
Bow’d, as perforce, to mutual tenderness 

By very gratitude’s o’erruling claim: 

As pledged to one, whose noble chivalry 
Deserved regard, whose true affection too 
Follow’d the fortunes of her banish’d sire, 769 
Saving his life endanger’d, and her own. 

Her heart felt all else poor the world contain’d 
’Fore feelings so sublimed and so divine, 
Investing sole the object of its love 

With its own lustre and nobility. 

Emma too (favouring her cousin friend) 
Welcomes the hero with approving smiles ; 
And the good Roband’s self (the noble sire) 
Though of old time (haply in truth e’en yet) 
Prouder alliance wishing, and a spouse 

More high for her, his daughter sole, now seems 
Less adverse to the chief, since amplier proved 
Winning by constant merit fresh esteem. 782 


To the King’s question, Warwick’s watchful Earl 
Tells, that his general province feels throughout 
Congenial spirit, answering warmest wish: 

Nor only such blest news, for all evenes 

As by himself presaged: that Mercia’s peers 
(Banish’d erewhile, and fled, but whose retreats 
Himself had mark’d and known) at duty’s call, 
After distresses and adventures strange, 

(Which now nor place, nor time, admits to tell) 
Whether dispersed to nearest coasts of France, 792 
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To scape the persecutions of the foe, 793 
(Their provinces by waste and slaughter thinn’d) 
With what few things of portable they might, 
Their other wealth confiscate and usurp’d ; 

Or whether some in farms and forests hid, 

Toiling as woodmen or as rustic swains, 

Or in mean garb of cottagers obscure ; 

Others as way-fare pilgrim wanderers, 

Disguised with hat and staff, and scanty scrip, 

Or hermits, haunting some old fane or spring ; 
Besought in such their refuge, these had all 
Sprung, as by magic, to their country’s aid, 

And here in order’d train appear again. 805 


Behold! e’en while he speaks, answering such 
Along the westward side of Brixton’s dell, [pledge, 
Swift down the bill in primal place descends 
The summon’d power of Derby’s spacious shire, 
Of old a central seat of Mercia’s throne, 

Led by its puissant lord of honour’d name, 

The noble Alkmund, to his right restored, 

No less at Rohand’s, than at Kenwulph’s, call 
Brought from the shelter, where he long had hid, 
Waiting the fortune of more happy time. 

Now came he on, with seemly majesty, 816 
A noble figure, bright in steely arms, 

Before whose ranks a snow-white banner waved. 
Depictured on its border’d folds was shewn 

The salient buck, in vernal thicket caught, 
Wantoning paled among the leafy sprays. 

After whom follow’d with delighted pride 

Heroes, select from Derby’s valley town, 

Gracing the marge of Derwent’s busy stream. 
Others conjoin from Repton’s favour’d hill, 

Erst held as Mercia’s chiefest capital, 

And palace station of her ancient Kings ; 

Dear to past fame, whose hollow crypt contains 
The mausoléum of their lineal tombs, $29 
At whose feet flows with awe the guardian Trent: 
Seat, where last Burthred held his sceptred sway, 
Ere forced to flee before the insulting Dane, 

Here wintering, when the viceroy’s power he whelm’d, 
Till thence in turn by Alfred’s sword expell’d. 
These their late Queen rejoices most to see, 

From station, to her heart and memory dear. 

Next whom, in throng'd array, came hardy bands 
From Trent’s opposing bank, by Dove’s fair stream 
Met, where its long and spacious heath beside 39 
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Egginton’s peace its rustic fanelet guards. $40 

Some hasten too from Drakelow’s verdurous meads, 

And antique manor seat; or where its fort 

Eld Bretby lifts above its terraced glades. 

Else champions haste, enrich’d in sparkling steel, 

From scenes, where Foremark’s hall and various park 

Look o’er the lordly Trent; and lofty cliffs, 

‘Tree-crested, rise, where in the solid rock, 

For musings of the pious anchorite, 

Nature’s own hand has carved a simple fane. 

Some fearless issue from Calke’s bosom’d dell : 

Some from the vill, where Melbourne’s castle towers, 

Sheltering the quiet of its antique fane : 852 

Else where by Derwent’s far-meandering wave 

Elvaston opes its pale, and sylvan scenes, 

Destined to be of noble heroes home. 

Some meet, where Ockbrvok spreads its mazy groves, 

Or by the marshy tract, and ‘‘ willowy mere,” 

Where Deep-dale by the winding river sinks 

Beside the altar and the hermit-cave, 

Cut on the hill-side in the solid rock. 

Some quit Mark-eaton’s pleasing seat, not sole 

Now loved of nobles, but in after day 

Still to be dear to votaries of the muse, 863 

The destined mansion of undying song. 

Other brave soldiers speed in order’d train, 

Banded where Kedleston its circuit pale 

Expands in ample range, and through its woods 

Of giant oaks its avenue prolongs 

By fairy waters to its lordly dome. 

Follow then loyal troops from Ashbourne’s streets, 

Or press stout friends from Snelston's rural homes, 

Vow’d to the death in league of fealty. 

Or upward by Dove’s river and its dale, 

By Nature's self with wondrous beauty rich‘d, 

Meet gallant warriors, where the conic hill, 

Thorpe-Cloud, ascends, and wild stupendous cliffs 

Hang their terrific rampire o'er the flood 877 

In grandest majesty, or smvoth the wave 

Reflects the green banks in its imaged breast: 

Scene, still ‘* to fishers sacred,” that shall live 

Ever to peace and contemplation dear. 

Else throng a brave band from the peopled town, 

Where Wirksworth from its miny hills protrudes 

The boundless treasures of its leaden ores, 

Since early days of Roman Adrian wrought. 

Or, clad in rustic guise, some quit the vill 

Where pleasing Belpré its fair mead expands, 57 
VOL. VI. O 
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Along the green marge of its valley-stream: 888 
Or the gay villages, that skirt its banks, 

Whose swains with roses crown the rural bride, 
Upward, till Matlock opes its sparry rocks, 

And alabaster hills, and crystal caves. 

Others come gather'd through the enchanting dells, 
Winding where Bakewell pours its tepid springs : 
Or, proud in arms, appear the vassal-train 

Banded, where Haddon lifts its turret-pile, 

And battlements, that eye the subject vale: 

Or crowds the rival troop, for war array’d 

Where princely Chatsworth spreads its elder state. 
Others come flocking from the low-sunk glens, 900 
And shepherd pastures, rich in nature’s grace, 

Or where, along the country, neighbour'd dales, 
Monsal or Eyam stretch, till Tideswell far 
Extends its regal bounds, and bamlet vill. 

Some quit with speed Wye’s winding rivulet, 

And rustic fanes, with simple rushes spread : 

Or crowd, where Buckstone sheds its healing fount, 
Nursed in the bosom of its ambient bills. 

Haste others, cull’d from ‘* The Frith’s”’ hilly tracts, 
Or where upon Mid- England's loftiest ridge, 

The lordly castle o’er the topmost Peak git 
Extols its front mong rocky fastnesses, 

And shields the caverns drear, and “‘ antres vast.” 
And deep ravines, and that eld ‘* Mother-tor,” 
Where arts’ sons toil in Odin’s ancient mine. 

Else these from forests wild, and woodland scenes 
Descend, that clothe the varied northern bound: 
Or southering down, some quit the joyous hill, 
Where Chesterfield displays its peopled mart. 
Next proudly their commanding chief leads on 
Troops, train’d where Bolsover its fortress seat 
Lifts o’er the steep, that far the region eyes. 

Or warriors come, of stately look, combined — 923 
Where Hardwicke’s towers in solemn grandeur soar 
O’er its wide park’s majestic eminence, 

Crowning the dim tops of its veteran oaks. 

Else some from borders of the varied shire 

Issue, where Tibshelf blends its shelvy scar, 

Or Alfreton compels its loyal brave: 

Or southward yet, where Codnor’s pale of yore 
And bastion’d fortress guards the province-verge. 
Delighted at such view, the conscious King 
Welcomes so strong accession to his aid. 

His gentle sister too steps forward these 

To hail, her former courtiers and known friends, 935 
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Dear once to Burthred, her departed spouse, 936 
Reminding memory of past happy hours. 


Scarce pass’d these heroes, ere behold! anew 
Come crowding down mid Brixton’s bosom’d dell, 
Sever’d at distance, other Mercian bands. 

Before their brilliant progress shines on high 

The blood-red banner, o’er whose floating folds 
The embattled cross floats amid tripled crowns, 
Whose tissued emblem thus bespeaks arrived 

The lordly chief of Nottingham’s fair shire, 

Elti surnamed, of form erect and bold. 916 
Alike through active Rohand’s quest untired 
Call’d back from his long banish’d hiding place, 
And (since blest reconciliation’s hour) 

By Kenwulph to his own just rule restored, 

Eager again to serve his genuine King, 

Proudly he rode, on charger black of hue, 
Caparison’d for war in scaly steel. 

After him too he led his loyal troops, 

Nobles, and captains, men of high esteem, 
Shirereeves, bow bearers, knights, and thanes of rank, 
From many a part, whose various ‘‘ Weapon touch” 
Own'd several leaders, and a shield diverse. 958 
Thus brought they each obeisant vassal trains 

Of generous soldiers, arm’d alike in proof, 

Who haste before the admiring sovereign’s eye; 
Come from their stately homes, and castled seats, 
And elder forests wide, and fertile plains, 

And valleys rich, wash’d by irriguous streams. 
Whether of those gay citizens composed, 

Who fill eld Nottingham’s romantic town, 

And guard the palace on her castled hill, 

Where Alfred’s self in his own eager youth 

Join’d Burthred’s banners (his loved sister’s spouse) 
There victor ’gainst the insulting Dane’s career: 970 
Or issuing some from antique cavern ‘d cells, 
Bordering her entrance way, or park, or stream. 
Others combine, brave soldiers, such as dwell 
Along the margin of meandering Trent, 

And banks that grace its long luxuriant vale. 
Some sped, where Southwell its hoar minster fane 
Lifts in its peopled burgh, by fountain springs: 

Or loyal troops, by martial spirit fired, 

Rush dauntless from the winding river's marge, 
Where spiry Newark guards its castled hold, 

And in the current clasps its verdurous isle : 

Or where the ancient crossing street, oblique, 982 
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Turns toward Tuxford’s grace and peaceful vill, 983 
Or under ridgy hills, by Retford’s pass, 

On to the rich expanse of rural Blythe. 

Warriors too haste by Rayton’s river stream 

From Wirkensop’s spread manor, by its earl 
Possess’d, of all that favour’d region lord. 

Or variously equipp’d, in arms superb 

Come warlike vassals from the frequent parks, 
And antique seats here chosen of noble chiefs: 
Whether from Welbeck’s venerable halls, 

Where honour'd Sweyn, and Gamelbere, have held 
Their hospitable state amid the scenes 994 
Wherd by the Idle river’s spreading lake 
Primeval oaks the massive bowers defend: 

Or else where Clumber’s feudal pomp unfolds 

Its interchange of lawnds, and forest-tracts, 

And tufted knolls, and cliffs with foliage hung 
Abrupt, or glens near waters glassy-smooth, 

Till seems the sylvan site enchantment’s dream. 
Or haply Thoresby from its wild-wood range, 
And arbour’d slopes, and glades where haunt the deer, 
Diversified with hill and valley-vert, 

Commends its ranks of green-clad chivalry. 

Or from his courtly manor Cukeney’s lord 1006 
Unites the bands, who range his fenced pale, 

Or hinds that joy to own bis cherish’d vill. 

And will not fancy deem too, now would haste 
Hither brave throngs from Clipstone’s palace-halls 
(Home of eld Kings) which lift their princely pile 
With ivied lodge ’mong groves of hoary age, 

And draw the charm’d vill to its sylvan court? 

Or soldiers, sped from rural Ollerton, 

By honour’d Alwold held in generous state, 
Where arching elms through Sherwood’s forest-tracts 
Conduct from margin of Maund’s vagrant wave: 
Or glean’d, where Edwinstow its far-seen spire 
Lifts in mid air, or Mansfield’s busy town 1019 
Collects bold yeomen to its mart and guild, 

Or with its wolf-hunt their roused spirit cheers ? 
From bordering purlieus thence of Sherwood’s chase 
And woodland districts, where the stag delights, 
Come foresters who long on foes to dart 

From passes wild, where lonely peers ‘the hut,” 
Beside whose heathy dells and valley lake 

Nature herself designs in some “‘ new stead” 

For future piety an abbey fane, 

After for ever dear to every muse. 

Else bow-bearers, and rangers of the pale, —1030 
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All men of noble name and courage proved, 1031 
From Annesley’s mossy woods and forted site 
The gallant Levenot leads with worthy pride. 

Or valiant Ernold brings his gather’d power 

From Papplewick’s or Linby’s spread domains, 
Or. led from Huckoall-Torcard’s vill retired, 

In whose sequester’d fane may haply rest 

Some future bard within his early tomb, 

Heir of these scenes, o’er whom may kind regret 
Grieve, while e’en erring genius it admires. 
Troop’d too from Greysley’s castle mailed bands 
(Vast in its range,) the puissant Ulfi brings: 1042 
Some too collected from the level tracts 

By Erewash stream, or farther winding on 

From villages on Trent’s meridian side 

That deck Soar’s banks below the beacon hill, 

Or still beyond, by Bingham’s bosom’d town, 

Or where bush’d Granby lurks by Devon’s stream. 
These kindly gratulates the pleasured King 

With condescending grace and willing praise ; 
Boding from all high action and success. 

Most lhe remember’d well from earlier day, 

When, with their aid, himself, a warrior young, 
Victory crown’d, and honouring love alike: 1054 
While sojourning in Nottingham’s won towers 

At Burthred’s court he wed his chosen bride. 

Nor with less pride and joy their former Queen 
Receives the chieftains, by herself recall’d 

As witnesses of her own nuptials too. 


But lo! e’en pressing on the heel of these, 
Rode on his neighing steed the princely peer 
Of Leicester’s province, the wide kingdom’s heart : 
Algar by name, o’er whom the crimson flag 
Floated, but with a single cinque-foil set. 
After him, borne along in thick array, 1065 
March’d the brave host, the flower of Leicester’s plains; 
Or from its numerous swelling hills combined, 
And undulating dales, and streamlet-fields. 
In various armour deck’d, and garb diverse 
Distinguish’d, ’fore the King’s review they pass: 
Troops, all with like intrepid spirit fraught, 
Whether convened from Leicester’s ancient town, 
Loved of the British Lear, and castled seat 
On Soar’s fair banks, and neighbouring forest-scenes ; 
Or where eld Groby’s forted turrets rise ; 
Or sought where Skeffington’s rich pastures feed 
The lowing kine o’er its manorial range, 1077 
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Or peers its calm vill o’er aspiring woods, 1078 
Or where on Wreak’s stream Ratcliffe overlooks 
The grassy meads, and landscape famed for grace: 
Or branching upward, where Eye's river laves 
Melton’s fair mart, and fields of fertile grain, 

Amid whose loved domains, of spread extent, 
Assembling swains io rural sports coutend. 

Brave bands too haste from forth the eastern Wolds, 
Or where the lordly furt, (pride of the shire) 
Crowning the summit of its lofty hill, 

O'erlooks, far glimmering, Belvoir’s pleasant vale, 
And Wollesthorpes manor, and the rich demesnes, 
Stretch’d beyond sight to the fair upland tracts: 
Whose halls, embattled o'er Dean’s passing flood, 
Shall long, as now, in dignity and power —_—_ 1092 
A race preserve, in history's annals famed: 

Or (turn’d on other hand) where Soar’s curved course 
Beholds with pride above its ridgy banks 
Mount-Sorell’s castle lifts its guarded pomp, 
Whose pinnacles adorn the grassy rock : 

Or else, where springs the carved cross of stone, 
Where Barrow’s quarry hides its flinty cones. 
Next soldiers come, in martial trappings gay, 
Convened, where Loughborough spreads its crowded 
And high-arch’d fane: orothertroopsappear, [streets 
Whose weapons, hilted with the buck’s rough horn, 
And in their turn’d caps fluttering leafy sprays, 
Shew’d verderors, cull’d from Charnwood’s forest 
Select from all the mountain-range, secured [holts 
By granite rocks and rugged precipices. 1107 
Or active huntsmen, with the bugle-sign, 

Rush, glean’d where Quorndon’s craggy heights as- 
Whose fanelet glitters o’er its open fields, [cend, 
And hospitable hall, by nature’s hand 

Design‘d for cheerful pleasures of the chase. 

Or warriors follow, drawn where Bardon’s bill 

A prospect eyes in vast immensity, 

Grandest and ample most in Britain's isle. 

Or hardy vassals issue, upward fetch’d 

Where Donington its sylvan park extends, 

’Mong woods o’er champain set mid triple vales, 
Or swelis in steeps projecting o’er the stream. 

A generous tribe too springs, who grace the board 
Of the brave race, who hold the stately pile 
Where Stanton-Flarold o'er its soothing lake 
Unfolds allurement of its friendly porch. 

Else ardent knights, in breastplates streak’d with gold, 
Rush, who allegiance own where Ashby spreads 
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Its seat manorial mid its threefold pale, 1126 
And o’er the hamlet lifts its castled hold, 

With pillar’d buttresses and mounds immured. 
After, distinguish’d by their falchions brown, 

And arrows, headed huge with barbed steel, 
Come soldiers, won from Bosworth’s hilly town, 
And field, expanding to the ruddy moor, 

Destined in look for future battle-scene : 

Or gather'd else, down Anker’s pictured banks, 
Tilt Hinkley’s homes rise o’er the pleasant hill. 
Some haply cull’d, where Lutterworth impels 

Its far-sought mills, and in its peopled streets 1137 
Warbles sweet anthems from its stalled choir. 
Else sturdy yeomen speed from Harborough’s mart, 
And manor, seated near its elder camp. 

Charm’d is the monarch to receive anew 

So numerous power, and aid surpassing hope, 
Hail’d by their comrades too with shout of joy. 


Whom follows soon Rutland’s illustrious count, 
Waltheof, of honour’d line, splendid in arms, 
Attended by a truly noble train. 

For after him continuous troops he drew, 

The pride of Okeham’s town, or Catmose vale ; 
Or where its parked pale extends afar 1149 
Burleigh’s proud state that decks its princely hill: 
Or Exton spreads its lawns and sylvan scenes : 

Or where the plain is screen’d by Insthorpe’s oaks : 
Or Cotsmore lures to pleasures of the chase: 

Or Uppingham protects its forest range: 

Or teems the vert by Welland’s river marge. 
These with just favour too the sovereign hails, 
Here recognizing many a former friend. 


But what new forces strike the dazzled sight? 
Lo! proudly sped to join their country’s need, 
(Since tidings told of Mercia’s aid regain’d) 1160 
Now come at head of mighty multitudes, 

The chiefs, assign’d Lincoln’s wide shire to sway, 
While its own rightful earl, young Turgar, still 
Unripe in age, not yet command assumed. 

Osgot, the reeve, and Morcar, lord of Brunne, 
(Descendants both of famous patriots dead) 

Were chosen meanwhile to fill that honour’d charge. 
Before these, borne aloft, shone Lincoln’s flag, 
Depictured on whose snow-white folds appear’d 
Emblazon’d broad the blood-red imaged cross, 
Whereon a single lily flower empaled 1171 
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Emblem display’d of spotless purity. 1172 
Them swift succeeding in conspicuous train, 

With loyalty inspired, came noble troops, 

By birth as office, Thanes, Knights, Seneschals, 
Warriors in splendid arms and burghers bold 

Sped from the eastern side of Mercia’s bounds ; 
Whether convened from Lincoln’s city seat, 

And suburb wide, and peopled vicinage, 

And mounts that range along by Witham’s stream : 
Or drawn where Holland spreads its moory fens, 
And southering precincts of its ample shire, 

Till Stamford opes its homes and princely streets. 
Some from eld Deeping’s mart, and champain tracts 
Onward, which curving rivers intersect, 1185 
Or castled Bourne, whence its illustrious Count 
Brings to the battle troops, his vassal train ; 

Or Grimsthorpe’s spacious park, or Spalding’s port : 
Or gallant youths, of former memory proud, 

The flower of Sutton’s or of Gedney’s fields, 

Still prompt their Croyland’s honours to defend, 
And guard the peace of Gutlac’s sacred fane. 

Nor yet have these forgot, or ceased regrets 

For by-past injuries of the invasive Dane, 

And deeds of Hubba, or Count’s Sidroc's ire, 1195 
Or by the hand of bloody Oskital 

E’en at the altar martyr’d, Theodore ; 

Ere scarce the good Toretus could escape 

With some scared few to Ancaryg’s hermit isle. 
Haply blend troops too, glean’d with eager haste, 
W here Holbeach spreads its lowland marshes wide, 
Or leftward rises inland Folkingham: 

Or won, where Swinshead crowns the fosses brown, 
Or cull’d from all the borders maritime, 

And deepening washes of the entrenchant sea, 

Till Boston’s wealth graces its reaching arm: 

Sped else, where Waynflcet guards the jutting cape, 
Or inner Spilsby shuns the shelvy strand; 1208 
Or Bolingbroke the peopled region shields : 

Or gladly ancient Scrilvesby imparts 

From its screen'd homes its champion chivalry. 

Or from its coigne Horncastle’s elder fort 

Well answers to its fame and regal pomp. 

Else Alford sends with joy its generous sons, 

Or speed gay comrades from Louth’s valley town, 
And the fair scenes that skirt its chalky hills. 
Others combine, where Caistor’s Roman hold 
Shields with its strength the stretching heaths and 
Or where along the coast Saltfleet’s shut vill [wolds: 
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Gleams o’er the shelter’d bay and bosom’d isle. 1220 
_ Or the cliff-towns by Humber’s opening gulf 
Dispense their power, when Grimsby meets the flood, 
Or Humberstane confronts Spurn’s island head. 
Or bands advance, gather'd with zeal along 
Ancam’s long winding stream, as it descends 
From Raisin’s neighbour’d mart; or westward drawn, 
Bold warriors crowd from Axholme’s fertile isle. 
Or shall we deem, that Gaines’ eld burgh could fail 
Troops to despatch, proud erst to own the sway 
Of noble Muchil, sire of Alfred’s Queen, 

Still reverenced in deathless memory ? 1231 
Or miss we gallant bands from Torksey’s vill, 

Yet memorizing honour’d Turgar'’s name? 

Or ranks from Kesteven’s interior range, 

Either where Sleaford’s castled station towers, 

Or Grantham graces Witham’s guardian stream, 
Or Harrowby its proud domain extends ? 

All these the King with cordial welcome greets, 
Pleased more, when with kind interest they enquire 
Fate of their youthful Earl, who (fame reports) 

Is with the sovereign, as his favour'd page. 

Soon tells the King, young Turgar, Lincoln’s pride, 
Proved faithful on that expedition strange 1243 
Bent to explore of late the Pagan camp, 

Absent awhile, like mission tempts again 

To bear a message to the captive Queen, 
Importing tidings of her children saved : 

Yet doubts he not escape and swift return, 

Haply thence charged with some consoling news. 
Such thoughts still anxious memory induce 

Of England’s Queen in perill’d jeopardy, 

New ardour for the battle, for success 

New hope in every bosom, her to save. 1253 


After these, most by Kenwulph’s voice recall’d, 
From Mercia’s eastern bound, with zealous haste 
Came the brave chief of Cambridge’ various shire ; 
Uffa surnamed, of ancient lineage proud. 

Whom follow generous troops with vying pride, 
Most from its centre drawn, where by Cam’s stream 
And site protected by its elder camp, 

Cambridge uprears its forted garrison, 

Nor less its pinnacles of learned halls, 

And regal Sigbert’s schools: in after day 

Still to increase in name and just renown. 

Cull’d else, where Trompington its rural walks 
For musing students spreads, and o’er the green 
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Lifts the Reeve’s mill, theme of romantic song. 1267 

Some quit the range of ‘‘ Balsham’s pleasant hills,’ 

And woodland heights, with British ramparts 
crown’d. 

Or eastward, some forsake the New-mart's downs 

And heaths, that court the vying courser’s speed. 

Others, array’d in brilliant arms, bespeak 

The noble race, who grace fair Kirtling’s vill ; 

Or hastening from the other hand, combine 

Where Caxton’s cells pursue the Ermin-street. 

Else where eld Cottenham opes its pastured fields 

And fair manorial seat, that flows with wealth 1277 

And teeming treasures of its lowing kine. 

Or sped below, some Linton’s townlet leave, 

And neighbour’d border of the Castle-camps : 

Or Royston’s vill retired, and verdurous mounts, 

And wondrous cave, scoop’d in the chalky rock. 

Others with rival zeal advance, who deck 

The generous line of Wimpole’s parked pale; 

Or upward levied, where by Soham’s mere 

The sainted Felix rear’d an abbey-fane, 

Victim to Hinguar’s, and stern Hubba’s ire. 

Some quit the marge of Stretham’s willowy lake. 

Then Eli’s champain isle and level tracts, 1289 

Whose plashy marshes are by lingering Ouse 

And blending rivers clasp’d, send hero bands, 

Pride of the city, in whose bosom towers 

The minster fane aloft in princely state; 

(Alas! too oft vex’d by the ruthless Dane :) 

Or foresters, who haunt its forted woods. 

Or ancient Wisbeach from its haven port, 

Its battlements, and hoar palatial halls, 

Yields its bold ranks, rear’d by Nene’s river side ; 

Or where its greensward rural March dispreads 

And simple mart, or Thorney’s abbey walls 

Invite the fuot of pilgrim anchorite, 1301 

Or Chateris’ plenty feeds the lusty swains. 

All these the sovereign welcomes to his aid, 

Nor less v’erjoy’d, alike too Kenwulph cheers. 


Close in their rear, vying in stately port, 
Follows the Count of Huntingdon’s domains : 
Before whose front the tissued banner shone, 

W hereon the hunter, mid the pictured wood, 
With bow and spear pursued the bounding hart. 
Delighted, in his train a power advanced, 

All noble warriors, whether sped diverse 

From Huntingdon’s fair town, and precincts apt 
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For pleasures of the field; or some the grace 1313 

Of Portsholm’s matchless meads, or where its halls 

Hinchinbrook rears, haply hereafter doom’d 

With seemly state to cheer a pleasured King: 

Or Gorman-chester for the war equips 

Her eager sons: or speeds a gallant troop 

From the throng’d vill, where charm’d in pristine day 

Saint Ivo, (Persia’s Christian pilgrim) fix’d 

His domicile in homes of ancient Slepe. 

Else from Kimbolton’s castle levies rush, 

And lawnds diffused around, and sylvan park, 

Haply hereafter dowry of a Queen, 1324 

Who here may yield her parting breath, in scene 

Yet to be memorized in deathless song. 

Or eastward some may dart, where wandering Ouse 

Laves Warbois’ meads, richest o'er England's space, 
And eld manorial seat, and wooded glades. 

— Or soldiers glide, where Ramsey’s sedgy town 

Borders the fenny tracts, whose alder groves 

And ashes wild scarce hide embroidering flowers ; 

Or drawn, where Whittlesea its rushy mere 

And vast expanse of fishy waters pours 

Amid the hollows of its spongy turf. 1335 

Or else stout yeomen blend, where Yaxley’s spire 

Peers o’er the verdure of Nene’s reedy stream. 

These too the sovereign, as. announced they pass, 

And Mercia’s mistress, hail with equal joy. 


Scarce had these pass‘d, ere instant after them 
Distinguish’d by the grass-green flag, on high 
Tossing above his head, came ardent on 
Northampton’s Earl, chief of its ample shire. 
Stately in figure on his prancing steed 
He rode. His dark-brown face in helm of steel 
Bespoke the manly soldier, prompt for act. 

Him when the monarch saw and recognized, ‘1347 
Scarce could he check his blent surprize and joy, 
Since him sad Fame had long reported lost. 

So was he for awhile: but Kenwulph’s quest, 
Further’d by Rohand's strict enquiring care, 
Discover’d him, and safe induced him back 

From forest-fastnesses, where he had lurk’d 

After strange scapes and perils, (which the time 
Admits not tell) in hermit garb disguised. 

Now to his country’s aid he hastes, while on 

He leads his generous troops, a puissant host, 

In various armour deck’d; the spear, the targe, 
The bow, the battleaxe,the sword, the sling. 1359 
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Under their steely caps, their clustering locks 1360 
Shaded their azure eyes, while every arm 

Seem’d nerved for conflict. Levied though in haste, 
Yet portion none of that rich province fail’d 

To yield its tribute of uniting bands: 

Select from inland vales, and swelling tracts, 
Pictured with woods, and vills, and lawny seats; 
Or whether crowding from the peopled town, 
Where eld Northampton spreads its central burgh. 
Else, gay-accoutred, warriors sweep along, 

Pride of the scene, where Wellingborough’s mart 
Her busy sons sends from her health-fraught springs, 
Or from the site where Higham’s rocky mount 
Lifts its hoar fortress by its fountain well. 1373 
Then Thrapstone, in luxuriant valley set, 

Pours forth her ranks ; or where near heights survey 
The extensive prospect of collected fanes, 

Each blends some comrade from its hamlet-home. 
Else Oundle, holy Wilfred’s favour'd cell, 
Answers abode of pristine piety. 

While Fotheringay sends from its mounded keep, 
(Famed now, but haply more in after day 

For captive royalty) its watchful guard: 

Or eld Mede-shamstede from her city seat 1388 
Profuses dwellers of her fenny tracts ; 

Some glean’d perhaps down Welland’s southern bank 
Along the fertile region, reaching on 

Where Rockingham its woods and forest glades 
Unfolds, or range of Geddington’s wild chase 

Its vistas opes amid the bowery vert, 

Ere Weldon’s Roman station gleams on view. 
These for the coming strife their active race 
Combine: while Rothwell from the walled gates, 
Skirting the hold rear’d on its rocky hill, 1393 
Impels the sons who drink her gelid fount. 

Then rush bold troops from ancient Cytringham: 
Others from Harrington’s fair westward vill, 

Or shelter’d Daventry’s salubrious homes 

And “‘ borough-hill,” and where its elder camp 

Its trenched ramparts spreads with ward secure. 
Haply brave knights quit Althorpe’s sylvan park, 
Or speed glad bands from Brackley’s ferny meads. 
Or from the camp effused o’er Toves’ fair stream 
By prowess of eld Rome, Tovecester blends 

Her choicest, gather’d froin her “* Bury-mount,”’ 
Or shepherd swains, who tend the hurdled folds, 
And sheer the woolly treasures of her fields. 
While from the southern border, gay with plumes, 
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Slung too with feather'd shafts and tough yew bows, 
Foresters rush from Whittlebury’s haunts. 

Then girt with belts, that bind the vest of green, 

_ The train advances, who the noble race 

Attend, where regal Grafton its domains 

Spreads, and white purlieus of its woodland range; 
Or in its honour’s right, where sweeping on 
Salcy’s thick forest for the browzing lair 

Of dappled deer its coppices extends. 1416 
While verderors and woodwards join the throng, 
Sped from the scene, where Yardley’s wondrous oak 
Shall win fresh fame, as theme of future song. 

All these the sovereign, with the Mercian Queen 
And comrade peers, gratulate, as arrived 

To aid their country in her final strife. 


Nor pause delays! for lo! e’en now at hand 
Pennons of azure, sparkling rich with gold, 
Whereon arose the triple-storied tower, 

Usher’d along another noble band. 1426 
Such well known signal to the sight announced 
The peer of Bedford’s province at their head. 
Champions he onward led in vast array, 

Whether on plunging steeds, or footmen large, 
Whose strong knit sinews more to gaze bespoke 
The flower of knighthood than their blazon’d coats. 
From that fair shire they press’d, and sandy belt 
That skirts her grassy hills and fertile dales, 

And pleasant plains. Equipp’d in radiant arms, 
And trick’d in martial pageantry, they moved; 
Whether bright ranks from Bedford’s wealthy town, 
And forded vale, through which Ouse gently creeps; 
Or else a gallant number, raised with pride 

Where Bletsoe’s fortress o’er the landscape peers. 
Haply a proud assemblage comes, select 

Where Melchburn’s park inclosing woods divides, 
Or won, where Ampthill’s territory-pale 1443 
Surrounds its antique oaks o'er holt and burst. 
Near whom a buskin’d troop with eager zeal [bound. 
From precincts throng of Brosborough’s parted 
Some else from Houghton-Conquest’s wide demesnes 
Speed, and the ‘* Dane’s field,”” mark’d by deeds of 
Haply stout yeomen haste too from the town, [fame. 
Where Wooburn graces the long sandy tract, 

And rises stately its palatial dome. 

Or thence the ascending eminences send 

Their tenants, clustering up toward Chiltern’s hills. 
Some hardy warriors troop from Leighton’s burgh, 
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For its fane noted, as its pristine camp. 1464 
Or Dunstable from its old mart unites 

Its valiant bands; swains some who joy to haunt 
The open chalky downs, or love the screen 

Of mounds and fosses that the fortress guard 
Where meet twin Roman streets by Chiltern’s rise; 
Or near Lea’s infant source, where Luton spreads 
Its spacious downs and eld demesnes of Kings. 
Or upward issuing, citizens descend 

Where Shefford’s mart on Ivel’s river looks, 

Or where fair scenery Biggleswade adorns. 

Or haply hardy soldiers come, secured 1466 
Where Potton lurks at foot of its fair hill 

By rivulets, bordering the famed Cesar’s camp. 
These in leagued puissance rush, with halberds raised, 
And javelins fore their steely vant-brace held : 
Whom welcomes too the King with equal joy. 


But see! where floating banners, snowy-white, 
Whereon the high-palm’d stag reposing sinks 
On the green imaged vert, bespeak arrived 
Another powerful legion, whom teads on 
Hertford’s brave Earl, chief of illustrious line. 
Magnificent in splendour shone his train, 1477 
Numerous in succours of proud chivalry. 
For heroes came from all that spacious shire, 
Most fraught of old with graced nobility. 
Foremost come princely thanes, and men of name, 
Whether select from Hertford’s bosom’d town 
And hill-girt vale, crown’d with its castled towers; 
Or where Panshanger’s eld manorial state 
Warriors collects in sumptuous equipage, 
Under their streamy pennons slowly led. 
Or speeds a bold band from the steep, by which 
Hatfield its princely palace rears of old, 1458 
(A chase, and eld domain of England’s kings) 
And crowns the ‘ stately brow,” by Lea’s smooth 
Whence warriors throng in gorgeous drapery.[wave, 
Others with emulous zeal advance, combined 
Where sainted Alban’s fane of majesty 
Extols its fretted roof and window’d pomp : 
And Roman Verulam from site renown’d 
Sends heroes, as of yore magnanimous, 
Rivalling trophies e’en of Cwsar’s fields. 
Or champions haste, pikemen in long array, 
Despatch’d from Gorhambury’s stately seat, 
Due long hereafter to renown eterne, 
As the choice home of philosophic thought. —_1501 
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Or in the sunshine flashing in bright steel, 1502 
From Brocket’s park descends a generous train, 
Alike all rich in warlike blazonry. 

Else too, by precincts of the ‘‘ Westering strect,” 
Troops speed from Redburn’s mart and rustic fane: 
Or from the green of rural Harpenden. 

Some gallant soldiers too both Hempsteads send, 
Whether from Hemel’s haught ascent, whose brow 
The kingly Ofta loved o’er Gade’s fair stream : 

Or where Berghamstead’s quiet burgh retires. 
Some quit the angled coigne of beechy Treung. 
These vassal bands, in varied mantles hung, = 1513 
Quit Gadesden’s fields and Ashridge’ turret dome. 
Or from King-Langley’s pale, and forted seat 
Majestic, post along with clang of spears 

More hardy heroes, as with thunder arm’d. 

While Richmerworth (domain of pristine Kings,) 
Exhorts its filed pride from pool of Colne: 

Or yielding not in fealty, contend 

Troops from the park, and manor of ‘ the moor.” 
Or Cashiobury (famous, as of yore 

Home of Cassibelan, the British King) 

Sends heroes, worthy of so proud a name. 

Else too from Eadlestree’s eld city walls 1525 
Come sentry guards, inured to act of war. 

Then dauntless veterans haste from Watford’s vill 
That joins the westering street by pass of Colne: 
Or Cheshunt’s Roman seat conjoins its band 

From homes and pale beside the wandering Lea. 
Some Barnet’s champain leave, or where to cheer 
The woody landscape the Weald’s hamlet springs : 
Else archers fleet from Gladsmore’s open heath, 
Apt for the chase no less than field of fight. 

Then Hoddesdon blends its ranks, or water’'d Ware, 
Visited by the barks of roving Danes. 1536 
Troops too quit A mwell’s spring and ‘‘ Barrow-field,”’ 
And scenes, to past as future memory dear, 

For contemplation meet and charmed peace. 
Others from Stortford’s seat episcopal 

Rush, and the valley, guarded by the towers 
Whose portals watch the Roman Ermin-street: 

Or by the Ickenild road, where Offa's ley 

Recals the Mercian King: and where dispread 

Tts garden fields and lengthen’d level tracts 
Distinguish Hitchin’s regal territory. 

Fair Wimondsley here too unites its bands, 

Or the six hills, that bound the public tract, 

Their portion add of soldiers, arm’d in proof, 1549 
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From Stevenhaught’s abode of elder Kings. —_1550 
Plated in mail, hot for the fatal field, 

Advance the noble companies, as when 

To games Olympic rush'd the pride of Greece. 
Like gratulation from the sovereign too 

Hails these, as from the groupe of thronging peers. 


Short interval scarce pause admits, ere these 
Withdrawn aside, lo! full in sight appears 
Pressing mid Brixton’s dell another power, 

Before whose front the crimson-waving flag, 

- Whereon the winged swan in golden chain 
Flutters aloft, proclaim’d to every eye 1561 
The chosen troops whom Kenwulph’s active zeal 
From Buckingham’s fair province had evoked. 
These Leoftan, their stately peer, led on 

Combined from chalky hills, and water’d vales, 
And towns, and castled forts, of ancient fame. 

W hether from Buckingham’s eld wooded vill, 

Or plains where Stowe its princely breadth extends : 
Or from the pass, where paved Stratford girds 

The Roman way: or Newport’s street o’erhangs 
Its cheerful brow: or from the banks of Ouse 
Gather’d, where Olney’s arches bridge the flood 
That clasps fair scenes of peace, by Weston’s groves, 
Haply hereafter home of pious bard, 1574 
Hymning its solace in immortal song. 

Some haste from Tyrringham’s irriguous meads, 
Or purlieus leave of Whaddon’s sylvan chase: 

Or quit W ing’s structured fane: or throng from bounds 
Of Aylesbury’s valley, rich with lowing herds. 
These grace the peopled mount of [vinghoe : 

Or tread the champain, where by Chiltern’s base 
Wendover spreads its mart for labour’d swains. 
These own with pride Chesham’s irriguous vill, 

Or speed whence Ashridge rears its hoary fane. 
Some march from Kimble’s fort, whose castled mound 
Form’d erst abode of British Cymbeline, 1586 
Where, Fame reports, his son in battle fell. 

Others from Richborough’s chalky hills descend, 
And heights conspicuous by the signal cross. 

From Bernwood’s forest rush these hardy bands, 
Or wend from Roman Wycombe’s wooded heights, 
Or proud collect from Desborough’s bastion’d mount. 
Others in union quit the steepy banks, 

Where Thame its broad and glassy current spreads. 
These green-clad warriors quit the flowery meads, 
Where Marlow glimmers o’er the passing wave, 
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Or speed from heights where Cliefden’s stately brow 
Peers o’er the landscape, rich with kine and corn. 
Some boast their course from Taplow’s rural grace, 
Or sped, whence Burnham’s moated palace towers. 
This troop, in mailed armour girt, defends 
Medmenham’s camp, in antique fosses closed. 
Those quit the hush’d recess of sylvan Stoke, - 
O’er whose still fane perchance some future bard 
May breathe enchantment of his deathless lay : 

Or speed from Eton’s rustic vill, and meads 

Laved by the waters of meandering Thames. 

Some leave the margent of Colne’s quiet brook, 

Or quit the turret bill of Beaconsfield : 1609 
While sunburnt swains Chalfont’s secluded peace 
Exchange for deeds of war, or speed from cells 
Where Amersham bedecks the bosom’d vale. 
Such grace the flag of honour’d Buckingham, 
Welcomed with general joy and loud acclaim. 


As yet from Mercia’s eastern tracts had come 
Brave troops, who there its sceptral rule obey’d. 
But now, behold! forth of its westward bounds, 
Next on his neighing steed the chief appears, 
Upon whose blood-red flag, before him borne, 
‘‘Powder’d with stars,” three pictured lions glared. 
He Worcester’s province held in glad command, 
Who, as its worthy leader, brings along 
Troops from its peopled vales, and rocky hills, 
And fertile meads, and spreading forest glades, 

Or stately cities, seats of eld renown. 1625 

Issue from Worcester’s walls in lofty helms 

Proud bands, by nature’s self for conquest framed : 

Or from the spacious skirts of Malvern’s chase, 

Its hermit scenes, its wilder’d fountain wells, 

And bowery valleys, Worcester’s Eden site. 

By flashing sabres, near boss’d bucklers held, 

Distinguish'd, yon bold throng the sacred ground 

Quits of Pershore, and Avon's wafted marge. 

Some leave the precincts of Croome’s parked pale. 

Else, fired with rival zeal speed gallant troops 

From rural homes of Evesham’s garden vale ; 

Or from Alne’s stream intrepid levies spring, 

Who joy to answer Alcester’s eld pride, 

Or own exultant Droitwich’ fount saline, 

Or regal range of Bromsgrove’s spread domain. 

These, by Stour’s current, Bedcote’s manor seat 

Forsake; or steel-clad troops the wood-fringed rock 

Quit, where its princely castle Dudley rears: 1643 
VOL. VI. P 
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Else where its fane decks Hagley’s sylvan park. 
Nor the throng’d mart on Chiderminster’s brow 
Denies her sons, or where on Severn’s side 
Bewdley’s graced home and orchard slopes extend. 
Some from the glades of Wyre’s dusk forest-bound, 
Or Hartlebury’s fort, to holy men 

Famed as the kingly Burthred’s pious gift : 

Or usher’d, where along Teme’s vagrant wave 

Its peopled burgh the fertile scene adorns. 

Such added aid, sequent on Worcester’s earl, 

The gladden’d monarch greets with cordial zeal ; 
Whom too alike the friendly Kenwulph hails, 1655 
And Rohand, with the new accession charm’d, 
Seeming by guardian Providence assign’d. 


But following instant, even as in train, 
See! bounds at hand Hereford’s puissant chief. 
Him, in the mountain fortresses conceal’d 
Of neighbouring Wales, had Kenwulph’s active quest 
Recover’d, and through trusty heralds won 
To join with his blent power the approaching war. 
He valiant soldiers leads in close array, 
Eager for battle; most in haste compact 
From Hereford’s throng’d streets, and city bounds, 
Or sped from Kenchester’s eld guarded camp, 1667 
Or summon'd glad from Ledbury’s peopled vill, 
And hills whereon the ‘‘ Beacon camp” surveys 
The grandeur of the prospect vast around : 
Else from the pictured town, where Ross o’erlooks 
The tranquil beauty of the pilgrim Wye. 
Some quit the “‘ golden valley's” charm’d repose, 
And scenery, rich with flocks, and fruit, and grain. 
Others leave Weobley’s cells and orchard fields, 
Or Kington’s homes, and Bradnor’s trenched mound, 
Or spring from skirts of Pembridge’ grassy hills. 
These dauntless warriors, proud of past renown, 
Quit Lemster’s fane, and eld palatial fort, 1679 
Erst by the kingly Merwald rear’d of yore, 
The Pagan Penda’s son: or where its towers 
Croft’s Castle lifts, or where along the north 
Teme’s current stretches its continuous flood ; 
Or Bromyard scarce through shadowy foliage screens 
The plenty, dropping from its loaded trees. 
Such swell the train of princely Hereford. 


But who are these, that in their bearing proud, 
With tall plumes tossing o’er their radiant helms, 
Rush down the dale ; following the martial chief, 
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O’er whom an azure banner floats, whereon = 1690 
A tiger’s visage glares? That standard’s sign 
Announces Salop’s leader, as he brings 

Troops from the province, which the marches bounds 
Of bordering Wales, and the high Briton hills, 
Renown’d for deeds of bold Caractacus. 

These haughty warriors speed from lovely scenes, 
Various in mount and dale, and pastured vales, 

Or rich in miny stores. Alike they form 

Portion of Mercia’s inexhausted train, 

Pride of the generous county, whether bred 

Where Severn glides by the Salopian streets, 1701 
Birth place of heroes, where in future day 

Haply a column, rear’d by patriot love, 

May grace some native warrior’s answering fame. 
Some quit the crook of wave-wash'd Attingham, 
Or eager bound from Moreton’s hoary fort. 

This fiery band its bold descent can trace 

From precincts of the Wrekin’s honour’d mount : 
Or Wellington’s fair peopled vill, or homes 

Where Shiffnall spreads her rest, or zealous leave 
Thong’s elder castle and manorial seat. 

Some boast their origin, where Wenlock’s fane 
Invites to calm content and charm’d abode: 1713 
Or for the coming fields of battle change range: 
Madeley’s throng’d mart, and Newport’s peopled 
Else the romantic town, where Quat’s eld bridge 
Strides o’er the Severn stream, and lifts its fort 
O’er jutting rocks that guard its cavern’d cells. 
Some, bearing bow and quiver, quit (’tis told) 
Morfe’s aged forest, and its hermit haunts: 

Or Apley’s spread domains, and banks that skirt 
The stream, alluring fisher coracles : 

Or Cleebury’s frowning tower, and ore-rich hills. 
Others from castled Ludlow’s precincts haste, 
Proud of its glory, whose majestic pomp 1725 
Haply some never dying muse shall grace 

With festive masque, while yet its strength shall guide 
«¢ An old and haughty nation, bold in arms.” 

Some quit the purlieus of Clun’s forest tracts, 

And region bounds of Offa’s guardian dyke. 
Others descend from Chirbury’s jutting nook, 

Or Oswestry’s grey walls and peopled vill, 

Or Ellesmere’s solace and sequester’d lake. 

Yon soldiers, bright with spear and buckler, own 
Wem’s turret mount, or leave with rival pride 
Hawkstone’s red fortress, and its wilder’d scenes, 
Whose wondrous promontory, rear’d abrupt, 1737 
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Towers o'er the country with its sovereign eye. 1738 
Some Drayton's mart and antique British site 
Forsake, or where upon the jutting north 
Whitchurch its bastion lifts and hoary fane. 

Such noble sons grace Salop’s crowded bands ; 
Whom with heart, throbbing from delight and joy, 
The King receives, and all the Mercian train 
Welcomes with hand of blended fealty. 


But what new power o’er Brixton’s bosom’d vale 
Descends from skirts of Deverill’s grassy downs? 
Behold ! the banner streams on air, whereon 1748 
Float castled towers, which ambient lions guard. 
Such sight proclaims the mighty Mercian lord, 
Who Stafford’s wide and beauteous province sways. 
He, by Earl Rohand in his refuge found, 

And late by Kenwulph to eld rule restored, 
Rushes to war with eager loyalty. 

Noble in aspect, Leofric by name, 

He of his generous line the princely state 
Maintains with answering hospitality. 

After him, proud to own his loved command, 
Came thousand warriors, glittering in bright arms; 
Many were knights and thanes of honour’d race, 
By shields distinguish’d as by pennon signs, 1761 
The voice of each obey attendant troops 

Various equipp’d, hale, and of form robust, 
Select; whose trains had left their ancient seats : 
From central city some of Stafford’s burgh, 

Or the manorial rest in Shugborough’s vale. 

Else from their bastion’d homes and castled halls 
Brave warriors issue, whether these may guard 
Ingestrie’s towers, or Sandon’s steepy slopes, 

Or Chartley’s fortress, of imperious name. 

Or where o’er regal Wulfer’s martyr'd sons 

A mother’s, as the pitying country’s, love 

Rear’d a fond sepulchre of during Stone, 1773 
That to the vill gave its perennial name. 

Or speeds the train, from Tixall’s hoary state, 

Or by the marge where Trent’s fair current winds, 
From many a park past Rugeley’s gather’d town, 
And the wide skirts of Cannock’s forest chase, 
Its woody precincts, spread with purple heath, 
And the high beacon hill, and guardian camp, 

A beauteous desert, where in after day 

Haply some valorous noble yet may fix 

His constant domicile and charmed seat. 

Some issue, where Trent’s turning river bends, 1784 
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O’erjoy’d to blend with tributary streams, 1785 
Past the Ridwares, and by wild sylvan tracts, 

Till onward borne to Burton’s arching bounds, 
Where to Modwenna, (virgin-name revered) 

Had Alfred’s pious sire, in grateful meed 

For his heal’d son, erst gifted Anderey’s isle, 

For the loved site of her memorial fane. 

Bowmen too blend, where Needwood’s forest opes 
Fair scenes, for ever fresh in after song. 

From such, the chosen abode of Mercia’s peers, 
Spring soldiers, dauntless in the open field, 

Most gallant bands, where Tutbury’s stately towers 
Beseem indeed a monarch’s residence. 1797 
Verderors too bound from many a woodmote court, 
Some where Dove’s conflux meets Trent’s wave, or 
Roleston its park and manor home extends : [where 
Or from the ring, where Hanbury’s airy tower 
Eyes spots, where sainted Plegmund erst had dwelt; 
Thence haply in his hours of lorn distress 

Visiting Swilcar’s scarce umbrageous oak 

To muse o’er grace, theme yet of fadeless lays. 
These billmen speed from Y oxhall’s coppice home, 
Or where the Holly-bushes spread their screen. 
Some from Blythe’s river-banks descend, or where 
Bromley its street dispreads, and antique fane: 
Else where Uttoxeter its peopled mart 1810 
Opes for a champain, rich in flocks and herds: 

Or soldiers haste from Loxley’s neighbour'd park. 
Then moated Lichfield sends her choicest sons, 

Or blended where in confluence Thame’s fresh flood 
Meets Anker’s wave, dear to the native muse, 
And lifts for shelter‘* Tamworth’s tower and town.” 
Some eager sally from the lowland range 

And miny district, rich in arts and ores, 

A sable multitude; collected chief, 

Where kingly Wulfer's region wide extends, 

And o’er the country peers his stately town; 
Others, where Wodensbury spreads its heath, 1822 
Or southering Himley screens its rural peace. 

Nor Envil fails its portion, and fair scenes, 
Embosom’d stilly by Stour’s bordering marge. 

Else upward Penkridge her prompt bands unites, 
While hardy swains quit Teddesley’s park and vill. 
Or yeomen stout leave Aqualate’s domain, 

Where mingling streams diffuse an ample mere. 
These loyal hearts boast Eccteshall’s eld pass, 

Or crowds a generous company, select 

Where past charm’d vales and gently swelling hills 
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Swinnerton’s vill invites, and royal home: 1833 
Or where sequester’d among fertile meads 

By Trentham’s grassy banks and sylvan wilds 
The sainted Werburgh fix’d her abbey-seat ; 
Where haply too, race of some prince of song 
May choose their home, and still an honour’d name 
There cherish proud, to England’s muses dear. 
Some speed from Caverswall’s old castled keep, 
Or chosen, where Western-Coyney’s elder line 
Spares not its aid from forth its tranquil nook. 
Then speed brave warriors, where the Castle new 
Summons its people, under bordering Lyme. 1844 
Some eager blend from Cheadle’s peopled streets: 
Or where on summit of the beetling cliff, 

(At whose dim base the ruffled Churnet winds,) 
Colred, eld Mercian King, uprear’d the towers 
Where Alveton wide surveys the wondrous scene. 
Some haste from Wooton’s home, or Ashcomb’s dells, 
Or leave Leek’s steepy hill and streets abrupt: 

Or upward yet, where under Mole’s high cop, 

That parts alternate the near Cestrian bounds, 
Spread the rich valleys and the moorland range, 
Where flocking sheep the purple-berried heaths 
Depasture free, and gathering streams descend 
From airy heights, till down the craggy rocks 1837 
And sunken depths, ‘mong woods with foliage hid, 
In hollow bed through channels subterrene 

Fair Hampse and Manifold their secret course, 
Wound past wild caves and fabled giant haunts, 
Bend under Thorpe’s aspiring pyramid. 

These noble chiefs and troops of envied name, 
Sped from the scope of Stafford’s province wide, 
The sovereign hails delighted: nor less warmth 
Glows in the bosom of the Mercian Queen, 

Who friends reclaims, pride of her palace coart ; 
Whom Mercian Plegmund too, their prelate past, 
Greets, as acquaintance of his former day, 

Till general pleasure beams in every face. 1870 


Nor wanes delay: ere instant peers the last 
Of Mercia’s new regain’d and countless throng. 
For lo! from ample, many peopled tracts, 
Which Chester’s fertile province form in charge, 
Distinguish’d by the standard, borne aloft, 
Whose emblem sign rich golden sheaves display'd, 
Came the bold lord of that far spreading shire, 
Whose pomp eld hospitable rites maintain’d. 
He on a prancing war-horse rode, that seem’d 
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Conscious of his proud burden. O’er his brows 
Glitter’d his helmet, like a diadem. 

Powers he led on, compact in knightly train, 

Of old and gentle lineage, or composed 

Of vassals bold and sturdy yeomanry. 

Clasp’d most they rode in armour bright, emboss’d 
Frequent with studs of gold, that shone as gems. 
These most possess’d wide lands, and old domains, 
Forests, and meres, through the fair Cestrian vales, 
And on their shields shew’d martial blazonry ; 
Proud of past honour, and on glory bent. 

Whether from Chester's walled city some 1891 
Rush, and her deep streets cover’d vestibules ; 

Or high-rear’d fortress, loved of elder Rome, 

(So prove her hypocausts and altars vow'd) 

Or where beyond her postern gate ascends 

The rocky brow, with Pallas’ figure graved 
Fadeless, as still on guard by Wisdom’s bird: 

Or where the Rood-eye meadows (martial plain) 
Lie sunk in nature’s amphitheatre : 

Where too the cloister’d aisles and high-arch’d fane 
Shield sainted Werburgh’s far removed shrine, 
Graced with successive scrolls of Mercian Kings. 
This noble band when holy Plegmund sees, —_ 1903 
Fond he recals full many a gracious friend, 
Known, when an anchorite in chapel cell 

(Form’d in the ruddy cliff, that overhangs 

Dee’s curving stream forth of the city walls,) 

He mourn’d the country’s lorn distress, nor scarce 
Dared dream of safety from the whelming foe. 
Now tears of joy and hope his heart reveal. 
Words may be none: for lo! with these at hand 
Haste soldiers, on their plunging chargers borne, 
The very flower of knighthood, chief select 

Where Eaton’s hamlet eyes the ‘‘ wizard Dee,” 
Beseeming grandeur of some stately pile, 1915 
Haply to grace these scenes in after day. 

Else by brave Edwin led, come gallant troops 
Who joy in homes of neighbour'd Christleton. 

Or champions tall, magnanimous alike, 

Issue from Beeston’s native fort abrupt. 

Nor less from Cholmeley’s tower’d mansion speed 
With haughty stride troops of commanding strength: 
Or hardy chivalry from Malpas’ heights, 

Or eager soldiers, quivering steely pikes, 
Combined where Wyburnbury spreads its range. 
Nor fail alike in prompt alacrity 

A band of generous heroes, proudly bred 1927 
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Where Combermere extends its bosom'd lake 1928 
"Mong scenes, apt nurse of sons, who still shall win 
Corrival glory in their country’s cause. 

Or coped in mail, that glitters in the sun, 

Sally throng’d warriors, rear’'d by other pools, 
Where Crewe beside the crankling river spreads 
Tts pale, to shield its friendly hall; or where 
Barthomley’s fane adorns the province verge. 

Such hasten from the southering bound extreme, 
While from the shire's interior depth descend 
With clang of arms, like some low thunder peal, 
Soldiery, cull’d from foresters robust, 1939 
Where Delamere far shoots its sylvan wilds. 
Bowmen were most, with rattling quivers, full 

Of feather’d shafts, or hunters, for the chase 

Apt on fleet steeds, and slung with bugle horn. 
These from the forest’s pale and chambers rush : 
Or past its plashes bred, where Oulton opes 

Its fenced lawnds, and hospitable home; 

Or westering on, where by the woodland marge 
Eld Tarvin spreads its croft and burrow’d sands, 
Whose fane may haply io its turf enclose 

The future mother of some grateful bard. 

Else speed bold bands from rural Taporley : 

Or bred in regal and luxuriant vales, 1952 
By Weever’s river laved, or Wheelock’s wave, 
’Mong wiches, Nant to North, for springs saline 
And mineral rocks renown’d, a nation’s wealth. 
Then plumed troops from princely Kinderton 
Hasten, or Marbury’s mount, and valley lake, 

Or where the sandbeach lifts its sheltering vill, 

Or such, who by their gallant Jeaders brought, 
Speed from the halls of Somerford, or Rode. 

Or marshall’d in distinguish’d ranks, they pace 
With crossbows arm‘d, and slings,or truncheons vast, 
Throng’d from the neighbour towns, and chapel sites, 
And woody purlieus, Gawsworth’s bowery peace, 
And thorny crofts adjacent, Capesthorne’s range, 
Onward, where Macclesfield its forest drear 
Stretches afar, till Lyme its signal cage 

High rears, and bleak park, where in apt abode 
Wild deer and kine disdain man’s taming hand. 
Hence troops, beneath a gorgeous banner led, 
Burn for the mortal fortune of the field. 

Poynton too sends its vassal train, equipp'd 

With spears and javelins for the bloody fray. 

Nor Stokeport fails its generous aid, or bounds 

Of Tame’s fair river, wide meandering on 1975 
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Past Dukinfield’s fringed banks, and Eastward 
moors. 

While Altringham’s rich soil and grassy sward 

Sends its strong race; and Dunham’s spacious park 

Boasts here alike its antique blazoory. 

Nor from the marge of Rosthern’s lucent lake 

Flag worthy bands, nor where its spread domain 

Tatton displays, and by its triple pools 

Profuses bounty of its generous halls. 

See! too, accoutred io rich plaited mail 

Come vassals, sped from Tabley’s fretted roof : 

Or else, for honest frankness well observed 1986 

More than by show, march Peover's manly band: 

Or under signal drapery of their own 

Presses the squadron from salubrious Mere. 

Else Arley sends her strength from fill’d repasts, 

Rivetted in their suits of massive brass. 

While from the High-Legh’s pastures green, where 

The Saxon Lega has his sway maintain’d. _[long 

Clad in their eld heraldic coats appear 

Troops, proud of trophies of their former fields. 

Oughtrington’s halls too blend their willing part, 

Or rural hinds combine from pictured Lymm, 

Or where low Stratham hides its quiet cots, 199s 

Or Grappenhall’s fane cheers with its sabbath-bells 

Its village haunts, or by the river's marge 

Thelwall protects its old tree-circled homes. 

Then, by their gallant bearing known, unite 

Succours, obtain’d where hilly cliffs o’erlook 

Hamlets, beseeming Cestria’s boasted grace 

By Mersey’s winding banks, till fair ascends 

Daresbury’s mount, above the sloping Moor, 

And wide surveys scenes that well mock the pen. 

In mottled mantles garb’d from Aston’s height 

Graced heroes too descend, of lineage old : 

Some, muster'd through its deep irriguous vale, 

Mark’d by their pointed lances and the targe. 2011 

Champions commingle, gather’d where along 

Frodsham its marsh and level champains spreads, 

Famed for the dairy, as for fertile fruits ; 

And island Ince, and lands that boast the guard 

Of Helsby’s ridgy hills and signal tor. 

Nor wanting fame in legendary lore, 

Majestic in their prowess, blend with these 

The knightly troop, who their proud fastness hold 

Where on the craggy brow Rock-savage frowns, 

Shielding the promontory, at whose feet 

Weever and Mersey join their subject floods. 2022 
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Eager too for the coming conflict rush 2028 
Timely supplies from Halton’s forted height, 
Known by their poinp of martial pageantry. 

Scarce with Jess bright ostent in haught career 
Bound o’er the dell the gallant train, who boast 
Norton’s delicious seat, and halls, of old 
Renown’d for splendid hospitality : 

Proud of a line, well answering Nature’s grace. 
By these advance, of aspect more severe, 
Yeomen, select from Runcorn’s curving gap 

And banks, where Mersey’s turning waters wiod 
Till gulf'd in broad and swelling estuary. 2034 
Pace too, in union link'd, the joyous crowd 

From Wirheal’s forest depth, and lands that jut 
"Twixt sandy Mersey’s flood and gushing Dee, 
Facing at full the broad Vergivian tide : 

Tracts, that from Blacon’s point to Hilbree’s isle 
Thick woods o’erspread ; from whose shores maritime, 
Stoke’s manor meads, or Stanlaw’s antique cells, 
Speeds help at need, in generous rivalry. 

Or faithful vassals throng from Hooton’s courts 
And sylvan pale, in gorgeous tissue clad ; 

Or soldiery, not inexpert to wield 2045 
The dazzling sabre, nursed where Eastham rears 
Its hoary fane; or Bromborough’s pile o’erlooks 
Its pool, far wound through pleasant coigne and creek. 
Or rural swains, in haviour frank and bold, 

Haste from the neighbour circuit, where on watch 
Hoar Bebington uplifts its ivied spire, 

Haply from forth the jutting Birchen head ; 

Or where the wood’s side screens the ferried pass, 
Bound hardy mariners, of feature brown. 

Else sped from out.the interior beechen groves, 

Or where the venerable oaks o’erarch 

The bowery glades, that in their coverts hide 2057 
Fleet, palmy stags, whose haunches hunters bold 
There with barb’d arrows gore, blithe foresters 
And verderors blend with glee their sprightly ranks; 
Most archers, met where Woodchurch opes its aisles 
To lessons of the pious anchorite, 

Or Bidston bears aloft its airy hill, [cell, 
O’er-watching Hoyle’s screen’d lake, and Hilbree’s 
Long vow’d on guard of Werburgh’s sainted shrine. 
Nor quail with these to issue gallant binds 

From Gayton’s verge, and Heswall’s towering mount, 
And Neston’s anchored bay and town marine, 
Afar conspicuous o’er the broaden’d Dee; 

There fronting shores, that by its wizard wave 2070 
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Stretch along Atticross’ fair hundred bounds. 2071 
Hence generous troops too speed, enclosed in steel, 
Banded, where Hawarden its native fort 

Lifts o’er the subject country, with command 
From Allen's wave to Clwyd’s neighbour stream; 
Closing Hope's mountain and Mold’s rural mart, 
And Winifrede’s chaste fount, and Coleshill’s range, 
Till bordering upon Rhudland’s spread domain. 
All these from precincts such, in aspect stern, 
Burning for combat, and of triumph sure, 

Rush from their native rampire’s craggy bounds. 


Comrades alike, with Cestria’s ample power 
March to the battle at the trumpet’s call 2083 
The champion sons of all the region wide, 
Stretch’d between Mersey and the Ribble’s stream ; 
Who shrink not, whether from the Lither-land, 
And shores that border on the Lither-pool 
By Esmedun’s eld cots and haven creek ; 

Where brooding Fancy dreams that future time 

Auspicious shall behold a castle rise 

And port, that after shall these fisher cells 

Make vie with noblest barbours of the world; 

When commerce proud shall hither wing her sail 

From every clime of earth’s terraqueous orb, 2094 

Till masts, like forests, crowd o’er Mersey’s brink. 

Else woodsmen issue, deck’d with tassel’d horn, 

From Tockstethe’s sylvan park and neighbour’d 
range, 

Sloping to Mersey’s marge from Smethedun’s mount : 

Or lively villagers combine, select 

O’er Yerton’s fronting vill, and where its mills 

Sefton protects, along the shelvy strand 

By Bootle’s dale, and Crosby’s sandy beach, 

Of courage undismay’d, nor failing e’er: 

Some bred where onward under winding Alt 2104 

Ince spreads its grassy grange, and hoary pile. 

From Croxteth’s ancient pale a hardy troop 

Springs too, distinguish’d still for deeds of fame ; 

Or nourish’d, where eld Childwelle rears its brow 

O’er beauteous scenes, or Allerton’s fair hill 

Beside its elder oak and Druid stones 

Swells, where in after day some gentle spirit 

May court the muse, and generous arts befriend. 

Then warlike heroes rush from halls of Speke, 

Proud under rustling standards ‘fore them borne, 

Glorying that righteous battle is at hand. 

While eager for exploits of due renown, 2116 
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Resolute hearts too bound from hutted Hale, 2117 
And banks that jut along its curving bay. 

Panting their King and country to defend, 
Intrepid spirits dart from Bold’s haught range, 
And region spread by Widnes’ eld demesne. 

Then Westward Derbé’s puissant lord careers 
From Knollesley’s spacious leas and courtly halls, 
Heading his numerous train of faithful friends, 
Who own glad homage to his generous rule. 

These with confederate squadrons join, of mien 
Imperious, and instinctive of command, 

Sons of contiguous woods and spreading dales, 
Drawo where eld Latham lifts its hoary pile : 
Who under floating ensigns move along, 2130 
Brilliant as sunbeams o’er the morning air, 
Prompt to encounter peril’s direst form ; 

Destined for models to succeeding time 

Of lineage, answering still sustain’d renown. 

~ Or ancient Bickerstaffe its vassals blends ; 

Chosen else, where screen’d among the bowery groves 
Burscough reposes by its quiet fane. 

Till, shouldering these for very eagerness, 
Conscious of strength, and fired with mounting hope, 
Scarsbrig unites its troop and daring throng, 
Joyous that now on charmed fancy beams 2141 
The land’s deliverance from invading foes. 

At hand bands rush from Halsall’s neighbour’d 
Or hasten to the coming enterprize [bounds : 
The portly race from Aughton’s champain fields. — 
Ungquell’d, unflinching, troops in thick array 
Speed from the hamlets through successive dales, 
That downward slope along the swelling bank 
And sandy hills that guard the fronted main 

From Northern Meols to Formby’s beacon-point. 
Or whether eastward, joining Derbé’s range, 
Soldiers descend, alike on victory bent, 2152 
Where by the Mersey’s willow’d margent peers 
Walintun’s forded town and manor seat, 

Whose fane, there vow’d to sainted Elfin’s name, 
Of yore aspires beside the forted mound 

At head of its throng’d hamlet’s antique street, 
Fronting the pass which Thelwall’s watch defends. 
Or from its vicinage, where Bewsey’s isle 

Its moated hall by verge of bowery woods 

Lifts over Dalham’s meads, on champing steeds 
Preceded by a stately pursuivant 

Come heroes, deck’d in princely pageantry, 

All sons redoubted of a valiant race, 2164 
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Chafing and restless for the deadly fray. 2165 
Next, glowing to acquire victorious wreaths 
Snatch’d from the conflict in the storm of war, 
Speed generous hearts, select where Winwick’s brow 
Uplifts its stately spire, and draws the feet 

To sainted Oswald’s pilgrim-haunted well; 

Within the precincts of whose hallow’d fane 
Haply may yet sires of some future bard, 

Proud to sing Alfred’s glorious acts, repose. 
Press too glad bands from Arbury’s pleasant slopes, 
And Southworth’s mount, and champain croft below, 
Where Enfield’s turret peeps, by whose hush’d brook 
Perchance in after day that bard obscure 2177 
May fix enamour’d his sequester’d rest, 

And joy to spend life's evening hours in peace. 

Or stalwart champions, under banners bright, 

Led by a haughty warrior, rush from marge 

Of Newton’s willow’d stream, and ample range 

Of Macre-field, boasting its spread domain ; 
Whose garrison, with battleaxes arm’d, 

Its oak-crown’d fortress and the barrow old 

Quit, rear'd majestic o’er its sunken dell. 

With these in friendly league come sinewy troops 
(Each in his grasp unscabbarded a brand) 2138 
The flower of Golborne’s park and winding dale. 
Impatient of restraint, on fire for fame, 

Combine throng’d bands from Haydoke’s ample 
Or in coruscant armour sweep along [plain ; 
Chivalry, bred by Garswood’s bounteous home. 
Or emulous of equal fame, aspire 

The valiant band, nursed where Bryn’s swelling brow 
Protects its race, for prowess old renown’'d, 
Ready alike, Winstanley’s generous line 

Speeds from its closures, and lawns fertile-fresh. 
While drawn from neighbour’d tracts, adventurous 
Comrades, select o’er Culcheth’s heathy range; [rush 
Or led, where Atherton its “‘ Chamber-hall” 2201 
Lifts, that its race adorns in long descent ; 

While yeomen bold the neighbouring village ‘‘ Leas” 
Quit, and its pastures, for the dairy famed. 

Or brave compeers quit the salubrious hill, 

Where ancient Tyldesley spreads its ridgy bank, 
Conspicuous with the casque and blazon‘d targe. 
Colleagued with whom, the gallant veterans spring 
Impetuous sped from Hindley’s mansion site ; 

Or onward gather'd, till the Douglas’ stream 

Laves scenes, yet sounding British Arthur's fame, 
Where Wigan rears its burgh and busied homes. 
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Intent alike on triumph, and to chase 2213 
Plunder, and Pagan fury from the land, 

Careers the legion, proud to own their birth 
Where o’er commanding heights the lordly Haigh 
Lifts its pavilion, and o’erlooks below 

The gifted region, rich in sable mines 

Of polish’d vein, kindling with orient flame. 

Near these too move, marshall’d in order due, 
Bowmen and billmen, cased in ringed steel, 
Summon’d in crowds from the wild region-tracts, 
Where Rivington its beacon-pike extols, 

And from the borders of wide-stretching moors 
And heathy districts, fringed with asphodel, 2225 
By which eld Hulton opes its spacious park ; 
From whose demesne, and the fair hamlet-vills 
That skirt its margin and contiguous deans, 

Haste seemly ranks, who grace the wilder'd bourne. 
Then full of spirit, in unwieldy arms 

Save for the bearers’ answering strength, appear 
Lever’s proud race; or upward glean’d, where’er 
Tottington’s regal manor spreads its call. 

Whom after, in their glittering baldrics known, 
Strong, and distinguish’d by Herculean bulk, 2235 
The forces gleam, from Radcliffe’s hoary tower ; 
Else where eld Bury spreads its peopled walls 

By Irwell’s growing flood, and by its marge 
Rears its broad bulwark, by its ‘‘ Castle-croft.” 
Or downward bending, gallant troops unite, 

Lively as youthful steeds, in precincts bred 

Where Prestwich stretches its extensive range 

Till meets its scope the outer hamlet-old. 

Then in habergeons, touch’d with gold, that mark 
Its graced illustrious line, from Heaton’s pale 
Come noble warriors, prizing scenes so fair. 

Or past morasses vast, and mossy ooze, 2247 
And alder-wastes, o’er which with native grace 
Blossoms wild myrtle and the flowering heath, 
Blend valiant friends from Trafford’s lower pale. 
Then from the Eastward bounds ef Mercia’s range, 
And hamlets cluster'd o’er its bordering line, 

In massive bucklers, thick as leaves in spring, 
Come troops who guard Manchester’s frontier-town. 
Train’d all and exercised to deeds of war, 

And vow’d to whelm invasive tyranny, 

They quit the bastion’d fortress, rear’d abrupt 
Within its ‘‘ Castle-field,” where Medlock’s wave 
The gliding Irwell meets, in happy site, 

Favour'd by nature for its peopling hive ; 2260 
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Where bodes rapt Fancy that in after time —_ 2261 
Industry, knowledge, and ingenious art 

Shall flourish, and with labours of the loom 
Advancing England’s wealth, and power, and name, 
Rival, while it supplies, the general world. 

While from its vicinage swarm generous bands, 
Whether combined where Chaderton extends 

Its graceful manor seat, or Royton opes 

Its closure’s sward; or on tall palfreys borne, 
Rush the bold throng, who Hopwood’s range adorn: 
Or, (in their girdles slung huge sheaths of steel), 
The lineage sprung from Heywood's bounteous home; 
Or where ’mong fairy dells Roche winds its stream, 
And lifts its vill beside the pleasant dale: 22741 
Scene, that shall haply add its honour’d name 

In long descent to warlike race futfre, 

Or ranking in its line some bard renown’d. 

Else from these precincts speed of massive frame 
Strong champions, bred by Blackstone’s mountain 
Or scatter’d thro’ Todmordene’s devious vale. [edge, 
Prone too, glean’d upward among ridgy hills 

And dales, far sloping south of Ribble’s stream, 
Crowd the brave powers of Blackburn’s ample shire ; 
Some sped, where Cuerdale’s manorial pile 

Trains its bold sons, or Witton spreads its pale : 
Or where both Harwoods screen their rural bowers, 
Or either Darwen its eld hamlet rears. 2287 
Some, won from Rosendale’s green forest glades, 
And scenes near Irwell’s head, by water’d dells 
Rich’d with wild roses decking wilder’d woods, 
Thick set with parks and graced manorial seats 
Amid the mountain district, on whose verge 
Luxuriant shrubs well mark the Hazel-dene. 

Dark warriors haste from Dunkley’s sylvan pale, 
Or eminent in stature, clustering come 

The buskin’d troop from Burnley’s numerous town, 
Ripe for achievements, worthy of the fame 2297 
Of Saxifield, and Paulin’s cherish’d cross. 

Equal in bulk, all bright in sparkling steel, 

Throng too the vassal train, who emulous dart 
Through Townley’s avenue of veteran oaks ; 

Or sprung where Ormerod shieldsits sheltering home. 
Salvage too more in aspect, troops advance, 
Gigantic, wielding massive bills, entrain’d 

Where Cliviger its clough and mountain gorge, 
And crags, wild haunts of wolves or tusked boars, 
Closes; by which Homle rears with witching grace 
Its oratory and its rock-roof'd cells. 2308 
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Some upward glean’d, where on the other hand 
Ightenhill’s parked fence and forest lawns 

In long extent sweep under Calder’s stream ; 

Or where shut Huntroyd shields its skirted halls, 
Or antique Read its calm abode secures; 

Or from eld Whalley’s ‘ field of wells,” wherein 
Sainted Augustin first by Valelg’s peace 

Beside the lonely forest tracts essay’d 

To lift through Christ’s true faith the soul to heaven, 
And joy’d to stablish his primeval fane. 

Of noble bearing too, some generous spirits 
Descend from Stonyhurst’s old buttress’d halls. 
Others, where Clidderhow’s haught castle lifts 

Its stony rampart on the rugged steep, 2322 
Haste, lapt in steel, from all the wide extent 

That its vast honour owns; and burn to mix, 

Hot as Bellona’s bridegroom, in the fray. 

Warriors too meet from Mitton's eld domain 

And scenery, where, (as ancient proverb tells) 
Waters diverse their friendly current blend. 
Troops too their mingling prowess add, combined 
Where Whitewell over Hodder’s brawling flood 
Its ivy-mantled crags and banks deep fringed 
More to the pencil than the muse displays. 

From Bowland’s forest too, and copses green 2333 
Where wild deer loosely haunt, robust and bold 
Bearing the tough yew-bow, strong archers come, 
Whose princely chief, wearing the symbol} arc 
(Around his neck the buglehorn too swung) 
Speeds from his ancient Browsholme’s festive hall, 
Set among thickets of the bosky bourne, 

And joys to own the pledged Bow-bearer’s home. 
Eager too for the impending mortal strife 

Against the Pagan hordes, Duke Wadda’s clime 
Sends forth its brood, where o’er the forded stream 
Bungarley's stepping-stones invite the feet: 

Scene, that hereafter may a pious King, 2345 
Shelter’d in hid distress ’mong lonely woods, 
Behold, alas! to final fate betray’d : 

Such to the great is fortune’s varying doom. 

Then under azure flags from giant hills, 

That in vast prospect eye the region round, 

Where Pendle rears its massive rocks abrupt 

And eagle-haunted steeps, with barrier proud, 

The “‘ Forest-Greave” a numerous levy brings 
Whose fiery valour sparkles in their Jook : 

Blent else where Colne its peopled street extends, 
Seated above the Calder’s flowing flood, 2356 
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Where Trawden’s forest spreads its sylvan wilds. 
Confident, longing for the dread assault, 

With these came too the warriors, troop’d from all 
The region, westering under Ribble’s bank, 

Where Leyland’s century of peopled homes 

Its daughters shields, for witching beauty famed ; 
Choice first of its own royal manor seat : 

Or, where beyond Hoole’s meads, in radiant files 
‘Farington’s domicile its succour blends : 

Else won, where over Douglas’ lower stream 
Standish its ancient castle proudly lifts, 

Holding in awe the subject region round, 2368 
Or Wrightington its mingling tribute adds 

Forth of its grassy pale and spread domain. 

Or mark’d by spiky helms aad moony shields, 
Stedfast in aspect, press the gallant train, 

Issued where Rufford spreads its smooth green turf 
Around its home, for courteous acts endear’d : 

Or from moist marshy wastes, the brawny sons 
Bred over Hesketh’s seaward bank, and dales 

Of Becconsall, or Tarleton’s moory heaths. 

Some from tracts onward borne, where Hutton’s fields 
Face Ribble’s gulfy entrance, and discern 2379 
Eve’s sunshine paint his purpling waves with gold: 
Or where ascending, Penwortham’s old tower 
And barbican, set o’er the winding flood, 

With stately shelter guards the beauteous scene ; 
Maintaining there a race in honour’s roll 

Still prompt for deeds of virtue and renown. 

Alike too comes the generous troop, combined 
Where Cuerden far extends its stretching pale. 

Or in fell combat shrinking not to die, 

Summon’d their bleeding country to defend, 

The dauntless warriors speed o’er holt and hurst, 
Where Hoghton proud uplifts its lordly tower, 2391 
Ne’er wanting laureate acts in honour’d line. 

Or soldiers bound from the delicious dale, 

Where Walton rears its vill and rural fane 

With pictured grace o’er Darwen’s curving stream, 
Hereafter to be famed in deathless song. 


All these in such a throng innumerous 
Came under Cestria’s leaders well array’d : 
From opening mouths of Ribble, Mersey, Dee, 
In barks convey’d to Severn’s tide, or led 
In cautious march to Selwood’s Western side: 
Thence ereeping hitherward, alarm’d lest note 2402 
VOL. VI. Q 
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Of their hush’d course reach aught the Danish ear. 
Saviours of England now, and “ chief of men,” 
Remembering their proverbial honour, these 

Hope victory’s scale to turn, when they enact 

In arduous battle deeds of wonderment, 

Worthy the glory of their ancient sires. 


Joyous, once more the monarch gratulates 
His country on the vast accession gain’d 
In Mercia’s blended puissance, and aguin 
To Mercian Kenwulph he extends the hand 
With cordial frankness ; which with reverence 2413 
And warm affection, sprung of gratitude 
For kind oblivion of his errors past, 
The new-won colleague presses to his lips, 
Then to his heart, in sign of fealty. 
Or haply but in few brief words he vows 
Truth to life’s end, and pledges fix’d resolve 
That life to render in his country’s cause ; 
With trust, that Mercia in the struggle near 
Will wrest due wreaths of honour’d victory : 
While, as he spoke, his eyes some starting tears 
Suffused, which proved with Nature’s eloquence 
The force of virtue struggling in the heart. 2425 
Beside her parent, his fair daughter bent 
Consoling, and her kind caress supplied, 
With his emotions mingling all her own. 
Such seem’d her beauty then, as o’er her sire, 
Girt in his mailed armour, fond she lean’d, 
As when the rugged trunk of oak, or elm, 
The woodbine clasps, opening its flowers at morn. 
These too with welcome Alfred’s sister hails, 
Once Mercia’s Queen: joy thrills her heart to mark 
Such champions rushing thus to England’s aid 
To hour of need, till universal hope 
Throbs in all breasts, and fervent confidence. 2437 
Plegmund too, (Canterbury’s prelate prime) 
Springs forth to meet full many a pristine friend, 
And greets with sacred zeal; of Mercian race 
Himself, once Wirheal’s humble anchorite. 
Nor Chester's bishop less, good Werbert, pours 
On many a head his omen'd benisons. 


Near whom behold ! the train episcopal 
Press’d glad, the prelates of the farther north, 
Ardulph and Edred, with the herald band, 

Whom late the King with letters had despatch’d, . 
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Summoning to the war Northumbria’s peers 2448 
From climes wide stretching beyond Humber’s flood, 
O’er bounds of princely York, and Cuthbert’s see, 
And region high as sainted Lindisfarne : 

Now from their executed charge return’d. . 
Beside whom too, lo! naval Octher stood, 
England’s heroic ammiral, beloved 

Much of the King, as well for faith as skill: 
Sailor in very aspect, hoarse of voice; 

Nathless in temper gentle, open, kind, 

In whose composure nature seem’d to vouch, 
Courage and talent strove, which most should win 
His crew’s admiring and devoted love. 

Such form’d the pride and jewel of his soul. 

He, well discharging his commission’d task, 

With proof what needful use to Britain's isle 

A power marine can furnish, had sped hack 

From Northern regions, (at the King’s request 
Late visited) and past the Western coast 

Had in his full-fraught galleys wafted o’er 

To Severn’s mouth, and Parret’s opening flood 
Where eld Bridgewater lifts her sheltering port, 
(Thence led along to Selwood’s forest side) 

The thronging people: not transported sole 2471 
To this fix’d rendezvous bold nautic troops, 

Led by his captains, prompt and brave alike, 

But in undaunted bands the Northern powers 
Who came obeisant to the regal call: 

Levied from all the country, spreading North 

Of Ribble’s or the guify Humber’s tide ; 

Both from eld Deira straught to parting Tees, 

Or wide Bernicia, urged o’er Tyne to Tweed: 
Regions, including those superb domains 

Which late the monarch by his pledging voice 
(With titles vow’d of York and Lancaster) 
Destined for princedoms to Eltruda’s sons. 2483 
Burst thus from homes remote the Northern peers, 
Elate, and fraught each with some tidings new, 
Important to the menaced country’s state. 

Each had encounter’d some adventure strange ; 
Scarce one, who had not from some hid retreat 
Emerged, where long secluded he had lived 

In “ pelting cottage, or sheep farm, or mill,” 

Or dens, and hermit caves, in por disguise 

To scape the fury of pursuing foes : 

Or sprung from exile o'er dividing seas. 

Now come they, or in Octher’s transport barks, 
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Or by forced march, expedient night as day, 2495 
Through lonely tracts, and woods, (from meet alarm) 
Yet all on high distinguishing exploit 

Bent in the approaching battle, which each feels 
The struggle, whereon England’s fate depends, 
Her single hope, her last deliverance. 
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Enumeration continued of forces, contributed by the northern 
counties to the great gathering of the realm. The King, 
passing in review this vast united power, is filled with admi- 
ration and gratitude. His speech to the army, previous to the 
march. Performance of the due religious rites, and benediction 
of the standards, After a grand banquet, Alfred explains to 
his chieftains his array of battle, shewing by a plan or model, 
the place of all the leaders, with the force of their respective 
counties ; and against which of the Danish generals their efforts 
are to be severally directed. 


KING ALFRED. 
BOOK XLV. 


URE tedious were recital : less to tell 
Than baply to be heard. And yet the muse 

Cannot, in justice, to recount deny 
And blazon in fame’s honourable roll 
Those noble families, whose generous worth 
Brought them intrepid to the pregnant war : 
Nor England’s lineage may it fail to please, 
And fire her sons with emulous zeal, to hear 
The valour and eld glory of their sires. 


First, under floating colours, that display’d 
The lion, walking o’er a blood-red field, 
Came warriors, from Lancastria’s Northern bounds : 
The numerous people, from all Agmonde’s-nesse, 
That champain field, and promontory bank, 
Stretching from Ribble up to throat of Wyre. 
These proud supplies haste to the deadly fight, 
Led by a captain, bearing port of Mars, 17 
Or as the famed Mzonian bard to sight 
Pictures Achilles, for the combat arm’d. 
Whom follow’d, in procession long array’d, [old 
Troops from proud Priest’s-Town, where her sons of 
Boast their guild-merchant, and its order’d trains : 
At head of whom her honour’d Port-mote moves. 
Which graceful company scarce past along, 
Ere with like fervour rushes on a crowd, 
Select from Ribchester’s eld Roman site, 
And Ribble’s Northern bank, deep curving thence ; 
Or from the range beneath long ridgy fells, 
The rural hinds, who haunt Stede’s ivied fane. 
Or full of mettle, issuing next, advance 
Distinguish’d most by their huge ashen spears, 
And shafts, and takell’d arrows, forest tribes 
From Fulwood’s sylvan wilds and bowery glades. 
Preceded by a stately seneschal, 
Speeds too the throng, from the rich country drawn, 
That level Fylde, for harvests famed of corn; 36 
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Still vaunted as the country’s granary. 37 

Nor for dread ouset eager less, attend 

Their chieftain’s word, plumed in high-nodding crest, 

The scutcheon’d band, who Clifton’s household fill. 

These under wavy pennons move along: 

Pride else of Lytham’s seat, by Ribble’s verge. 

Or bounds a noble company, combined 

Where Kirkham lifts its immemorial fane, 

Or Poulton, cluster’d by Wyre's opening stream, 

Trains her bold race to deeds of hardihood. 

Or from the coasts come hardy nautic bands, 

Bred by the ‘sable pool,” or where its huts 48 

Bisphain discloses by the sandy beach, 

Or by the borders of Wyre’s widening banks, 

Raught northward on to its safe haven-mouth. 

Nor quailing from the battle’s shock at hand, 

(But vow’d to win undying honour there,) 

Fail too to speed the nimble warreners, 

Rear’d o’er wild heaths to Rossall’s jutting point: 

All vassals of its hospitable halls. 

Or generous soldiers troop with equal haste, 

Where eastward stretching on the other hand, 

Pilling’s morasses front their spongy ooze, 

And sterile wastes, sole rich with feathery ling 60 

And scarlet fruitlet of the cranberry : 

Nursed else where Winmarley'sscreen’d homes abut, 

Or Rawcliffe spreads its wilder’d tracts below. 

Nor these alone: but from the neighbour-range 

Press forward patriots, bent on bold exploit, 

Usher’d where Kirkland opes its hillocks green: 

Others, the flower of Garstang’s rural town, 

And plains, profuse of pastured kine, whose brood 

Wide-spreading horns bespeak ; or joyous sprung, 

W here peers the sainted Michael’s ancient fane, 

Or gather’d upward from the wooded banks 

High-springing beyond Bleasdale’s moory wilds. 

Hither too matchless heroes congregate, 73 

The boast of Lonsdale’s district century: 

Some nurtured where a-right the forests drear 

Extend from Bowland’s trough and opening gorge, 

Past wild-boar haunts, and cloughs, and wolf-dwelt 
crags, 

And purple heaths, where safe the moor-fowl broods, 

Or booms the bittern among lonely tarns; 

Either where Thurnham. crooks its shelvy banks, 

Opening its halls among sequester’d dells, 

Or Glasson’s bosom wooes the passing tide. 

Else hardy rustics, bred by Ellel’s grange 83 


BOOK XLV. 233 


Flock bitherward: or from Lune’s eastern marge 
And scenes of nature’s beauty unexcell’d, 

Come vassals, pride of Ashton’s parked pale ; 

Led by their captain, mail’d, yet on whose arm 
The golden bracelets, set with sparkling gems, 
Token’d no less nobility than wealth. 

Him henchmen follow’d in superb array. 
Answering such herald well, behold! appear 

In emulous ranks, with bosoms all resolved 

To free their country from invasion’s pest, 

The succours bold, who in pledged league defend 
Lancaster’s princely hill and fortress old, 95 
Whose site bespeaks commanding majesty. 

Their advent from its walls and area green, 
(Conscious of safeguard in his faithful troops 
Closed up in steel, enclasping hearts as true,) 

A noble chief conducts, in lofty helm 
Conspicuous, blazing in his scaly arms, 

For form admired, no less than whom he leads. 
Beside whom eager rally bands who fill 

The suburb homes across Lune’s skirting stream : 
Or from the vicinage, past Skerton’s cells, 

Troops issue, where ascends the ‘‘ Beauteous mount,” 
Which shields its friendly hall and fertile grange, 
By which eld Ancliffe blends its hardy hinds. 108 
Known too by impress of their pictured shields, 
Slyne’s royal manor sends its gallant throng, 
Distinguish’d for devoted loyalty. 

While the near region eastward adds supplies, 
Such generous succours rush from Halton’s pale, 
Or fronting over Lune’s opposed bank. 

Quernmoor from forth its forest-purlieus pours, 
And parked range, (green haunts of dappled deer,) 
Its proud support of fearless woodsmen, cull’d 

By tarns that spread toward Clougha’s beacon-pike, 
With belted quivers deck’d, and falcon-plume. 119 
Fired with like fervour, and responsive zeal __ 
To aid their menaced country and their King, 
Lancastria’s other sons unite, who speed 

From all the borders, whether upward thence 
Following Lune’s current, and delicious vale, 
They quit its shelvy banks and wooded heights, 
Either (fair Wenning’s tribute wave beside) 

Where Hornby’s castle lifts its buttress’d pomp 
And lordly turrets, home of daring hearts, 

Who, as in elder day, an honour’d line 

Heiring its former glory shall maintain, 

Whose during motto shall be, “ Ne’er to change ;” 
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Or crowding whence with tranquil screen enfold 
Melling and Tatham their wood-shelter’d homes. 
Or upward yet, beyond Lune’s ferried pass, 

Come warriors stern, with lances couch’d in rest, 
In tawny coats, cull’d where o’er Greta’s stream 
Thurland its rampire rears and forted hold ; 

Or hot to join the tented field, unite 

Squadrons from Whittington’s high district range 
And fenced halls, or glean’d where Tunstall’s reach 
Parts the shire’s borders and its stretch’d expanse. 
Such speed from all the right. But following down 
Lune’s fair peninsula and opening gorge 143 
Leftward to Sunderland’s far-jutting point, 

With valour's equal energy combine 

Heroes, who all that region’s linguet fill, 

Peopling the coast that fronts wide Morecambe’s bay, 
Where Heysham hangs o’er its romantic cliffs, 
And sainted Patrick’s ancient oratory 

Exbumes its strange graves in the coffin’d rock ; 
Or where interior Torrisholme adjoins 

The fishy vills, spread toward Hest’s pilgrim bank ; 
Or drawn, where higher on the sandy verge 
Bolton the shore decks with its hallow’d fane, 

Or where contiguous Kellet’s grotto cave 155 
Hides in wild fall the subterranean rill. [lodge ; 
Some speed, where Carnforth screens its upward 
Or past Keer’s gushing flood, where Warton lifts 
Its craggy steeps, set with a beacon tower, 

High o’er the beachy strand, or Yealand’s vills 
Spread their alluring homes, whose cheerful hinds 
Carol at will their rustic roundelays. 

Some rush from Leighton’s pale, and bounteous halls, 
Or from the green slopes, and rocks hoary grey, 
Where Silverdale its race of nibbling sheep 

Feeds on sweet grass, and herbage juicy-rich, 
Offering to man’s glad hand the silky fleece. —_ 167 
Nor here Lancastria’s patriot ardour stops. 

But crossing Morecambe’s estuary vast, 

And sands, left bare by ocean’s ebbing tide, 

As if assembled in Arabian march 

Troop the brave multitudes, hearts frank and bold, 
Who Cartmel’s fair and jutting region own. 

Nor pause: for see! how hither congregate 

From precincts, as by Nature’s self cut off, 

(Yet not disjoin’d in heart and loyalty) 

The dauntless host, who urge their venturous track 
From all diffused Kent's wide westering bank, 
Wherein the holy watch with guard assign’'d = 179 
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Constant protects the healing hermit well, 180 
That gushes by the promontory head, 

And Wraysholme’s antique tower, and subject moors, 
And Flookborough’s rural mart, and bordering Cark, 
Within whose terraced hall a lineage springs, 
Who hither bear their unaffrighted minds. 

Then Holkar’s lawns, low-sloping to the shore, 
Its groves of covert green, and stag-fed dells, 
O’ercanopied by huge and mossy oaks, 

Whose hospitable dome and cherish’d roof 

Well answer nature’s beauty, send a race, 

Whom full wine-flaggons or the wassail-bowl 19! 
In gay carouse, soothed by the minstrel’s song, 
There cheer, and rouse the grateful countrymen. 
Bold troops too rush from Cartmel’s peopled vill, 
Where erst the wile of regal Ethelred, 

Again assuming won Northumbria’s throne, 

From York’s invaded sanctuary allured 

His rival Alfwold’s princely sons, and slew. 
Marshall’d in arms, from Cartmel’s beauteous vale 
Crowd too its generous sons, whether by homes 
Where quiet A ynsome rests ’mong rill-wash’d lands ; 
Or Hampsfield o’er its shelter’d hall extols 

The ridgy fell, with mountain-barrier vast, 203 
That in far prospect eyes the horizon round. 

Some speed from Broughton’s wood and ferny glades, 
Whose friendly mansions lend propitious aid. 

Else hardy swains from Lindale’s steepy cells 
Rush, and the valley fields, where Wiuster glides, 
Till winds o’er sands marine its varying pool 
Below the Castle-head, and beetling rock. 

Or stern they dart from Blawith’s wooded heights, 
Led to the contest by their gracious lord. | 
Or from the shores they haste, where rural Grange 
Its hostel opes, and gay assembled groups 

Share over glowing peats their oaten cates 215 
And nut-brown bowl, nor envy richer feast : 
Charm’d site! that overlooks Holme’s fairy isle, 
Where haply yet may first the attracted bard 
Delight to rear a simple cottage home, 

And form a garden ’mong green groves and grots ; 
A fancied Eden, where in summer hours 

He may with some congenial friend retreat, 

And there with nature’s spread magnificence, 

The ocean’s wonders, and still varying tide, 

The bath, the oar, and neighbour’d fishy lakes, 
Refresh his spirit, and pleased life regale. 

Why yet recount the brave? Since fame itself 227 
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(In glory richer than the Muse’s song,) 228 
Tells how the gallant warriors leftward sped 

From heights, where Bigland lifts its upward pale, 
And o’er the bill-tops spreads its unlook’d pools, 
Where undisturb’d the sheldrake broods at ease, 
And sports the reed-hen on the lake-spread brow, 
Which in vast view commands the Alpine scene! 
How too alike the sworded cohort sprung, 
Nurtured the Leven’s beauteous stream along, 
Which babbling ripples o’er its pebbly bed, 

Sunk between wood-fringed banks, with chequer'd 
Among rear hamlets and sequester’d farms, [grace, 
Till issuing out of smooth Winander’s breast 240 
The frolic rivulet glides, and laves the foot 

Of the huge swelling fell, which overlooks 
Staveley’s delicious peace, and Townlet’s head, 
There screening gentle breasts in charm’d repose ! 
Nor fail their power to blend the native sons 

Of Cartmel’s wild and rugged glens, that stretch 
Upward ’mong mountain precipices, haunts 

Of the scofe-stag, the hart, and tusked boar; 

That tempt the hunter’s cry and echoing horn 
Windermere’s eastern marge to follow far, 

Nor shun the wood that skirts her antique tower; 
Yet mid which rude scene peeps the modest fane, 
To cheer and teach the forest habitants. 253 
Then crossing o'er the Leven’s sandy mouth, 

Or where its wave by Haverthwaite’s green glen 
Glides with meandering lapse, and o’er its breast 
Allures the angle, or the fisher’s net, 

Fresh troops advance from Furness region-tracts, 
Sever’d by jutting promontory new, 

Renown’d for miny ores and Roman toil : 

Blent, or where Greenode’s creek and crossing arch 
Salutes Crake’s gushing stream, or Ulpha’s town 
For the land’s produce opes its friendly port. 263 
Or from the shores that front the widen’d bay, 
Distinguish’d in fame’s honourable roll, 

Proceeds the martial train, in seemly ranks, 

Mail’d all in complete steel, closed cap-a-pié, 
Who range o’er Conishead’s Elysian scenes, 

Its pictured dingles, and green knolls, that front 
The chapel islet’s oratory lone. 

Or the bid combat’s shock not slow to join, 

A gallant troop the jocund revels leave, 

Echoing of yore through Bardsea’s bounteous halls. 
Bold swains too crowd from Urswick’s cells retired ; 
While hastes a throng from tide-wash’d Aldingham, 
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- Ravaged by Ocean with disruption vast. 276 
Or furbish'd forth in military guise, 

Warriors from Gleaston’s castellated hold, 

With glittering sabres or scythed anlace hung, 
Rush, like a thunderbolt in blaze of wrath. 

Speeds a glad troop from Dendron’s woody glades : 
Meets too the dauntless company, whom, known 
By brazen bucklers, Dalton’s shelvy keep 

Boasts for defence, where erst Agricola, 

Intent his hard-won conquests to maintain, 

Rear’d a strong castle on the favouring mount, 
Under whose shield the vill and guarded fane 287 
Rest, where perchance hereafter varying Fame 
May nurse some son of art, and fond enshrine 

In honour’d sepulchre his last remains. 

Nor fail some friends to quit the still retreat, 
Where low sequester’d in the bottom dell, 

The vale of nightshade its clear streamlet hides ; 
Fit site, where haply yet may stoled priests 

Their window’d niches and high altars raise, 

And peal sweet anthems on the moonlight air. 
Others descend from Hawcote’s neighbour’d hill, 
Whose vast perspective holds the raptured eye 

In mute amaze, as spread below it grasps 299 
The island at its feet, the curving bay, 

The congregated Alps, the boundless main, 

And lost in hazy blue the bordering shores. 

Nor fail the sever’d isles, that southward stretch, 
To blend their willing succours, whether sped 
Where heathy Walney bends its crescent horn, 

Or Barrow’s wave-girt shelter lurks embay’d, 

Or where the Pile projects its native fort, 

Or Fouldry tempts the haunt of brooding birds. 
Else on the other hand from Duddon’s mouth 
Haste veteran heroes, fired with eager zeal 

Where Ireleth opes its pass and village fane, 311 
Or where by Duddon’s narrow’d waters rise 
Broughton’s eld turrets, whose proud lineage brings 
A faithful train, poleaxes in their grasp, 

Prompt all for battle, through whose beaver-bars 
Flash their eyes’ glare, as if with lightning fires. 
These ranks too join the pastoral hinds, who dwell 
Beside the shrubby hills and ferny lawns 

That upward lead past Torver’s cots, till opes 
Coningston’s water head and glassy lake, 

Whose glittering char delights its peopled vills. 

Or native heroes spring from sunken dells, 

At base of giant mountains, frowning dark 323 
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O’er nature's grandeur, or where Yewdale’s crags ~ 
Invite the raven’s or the eagle's wing, 

Nestling among their trackless citadels ; 

Or sent through massive chasms and hermit glens, 
Where yew trees gleam, the growth of centuries, 
Rush hardy miners, whose laborious strength 
Tilberthwaite’s slaty stores to use converts. 

Or gallant hunters press from neighbour’d caves, 
Where earth’d the she fox lurks and hides her brood, 
Or harbours in deep cloughs the wild boar huge, 
While the wolf's growl attracts the conscious ear. 
Through solitudes like these and holly-bowers 335 
Where couches in deep glades the antler’d stag, 
Fail not then generous succours to descend 

From Brathay’s river marge and hoary halls, 
Gracing Winandermere’s irriguous head. 

Whence downward by its verge some noble hearts, 
Nurtured by Hawkshead’s homes and quiet fane, 
Combine; hereafter to be haply blest 

By birth of some good prelate, dear to fame. 

Next bands unite by Esthwaite’s bosom’d pool, 

Or where by Claife’s fair hamlet cheerful hinds 
Smile at the name of fear; or generous friends, 
Summon’d alike o’er the lake’s western marge, 347 
Quit Graythwaite’s bounteous halls, with port of 
In scaly mail enclosed and serried shields; [Mars, 
Such who front peril in its sternest form. 

These track too rural swains, in rarer file, 

From hazel coppices and shepherd hills, 

Till from the lake’s foot issues Leven's stream. 
Allthese brave troops form proud Lancastria’s power. 


When such had past his glance, the attentive King 
So noble chiefs and soldiers of the North 
Graciously to the princes twain, his kin, 

(/Edelm and Athelwold, observant near) $58 
Announces and commends: since these his care 
Destines ere long to hold viceregal sway 

For valour’s meed in trusted fealty, 

O’er climes of Lancaster and stately York. 

E’en now to young and nautic Athelwold, 

(So late made happy in a bride betroth’d) 

The monarch pledges first Lancastria’s prize. 
Marking which promised honour, o’er the face 

Of meek Emilia play’d delighted smiles, 

While mantling blushes hail’d her lover’s praise : 
More, when herself too the pleased monarch shew’d 
To the charm’d strangers, as their future Queen. 370 
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Her gentle mien from all no less regard 371 
Than admiration drew, and in the prince, 

Selected as their head, Lancastria’s sons 
Welcomed a hero, not to fame unknown, 

Under whose banners led, each valiant heart 

Hails in bright prospect victory and joy. 

All hope, so honour'd rulers will ere long 

Among them dwell, and with just splendour hold 
Their princedom’s state, and court palatinate. 

Nor at that moment fails Eltruda's heart 

To throb with fondness of maternal pride, 

When she discerns ber younger favourite son 382 
First named in bonour’s roll, with pledge deserved 
Of so haught province and conceded sway. 

Yet in such preference, slight conceding none, 

No envy touch’d the princely AEdelm’s heart, 
Since to himself reserved in season due, 


By the King’s word he hoped Y ork’s regal rule. 


Speedily, when had past Lancastria’s strength, 
Following beneath a tissued banner’s folds, 
Rode Westmoreland’s haught chieftain, who bestrid 
His holster’d warhorse, tossing the arch’d neck, 
Impatient of the rein. His visor’d helm 398 
Half hid his dark brown visage, yet while waved 
Plumes o’er him, nodding to his charger’s step, 
Fancy might deem him rivalling in look 
Anchises’ offspring, pride of Maro’s song. 
Sheeted he came in ringed steel, and sway ‘d 
A marshal’s truncheon in his glaived grasp: 
While in gold scabbard low beside him swung 
A deadly brand. A patriot lord he was, 
Of largess liberal, and in command 
Ruled a throng’d vassal train; serving with joy 
A leader whom they loved. Next him advanced 
Thanes, crested knights, and stately vavasours, 405 
In vanguard, most on prancing palfreys set ; 
And after these the portly yeomen sprung, 
And muster'd soldiers, troops of vying friends, 
Wielding the battleaxe, or ponderous spear. 
Scarce one thus hither press’d, who had not pass’d 
Some strange adventure, happen’d late to each, 
That from his country’s desolation rose, 
Whose sunk oppression each now burns to free. 
A warlike lustre flamed in every eye, 
As under various captains march their files : 
Whether from borders where disgorging Kent 
Seeks the sea sands, and shelvy banks that prop 
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Arnside’s strong beacon fort, o’erlooking far 418 
Morecambe’s vast bay marine; or upward stretch 
Where Milthorpe opes for barks its single port, 
Yielding the country’s produce barter’d trade. 
Some hardy heroes speed from Dalham's tower 
And bounteous halls, and marshy heron shaws, 
Equipp’d in all with apt caparison ; 

Or roused where Haverbrack’s eld forted hill 

Its Roman site assures: or champions bold 

Issue, where Beetha’s fair translucent stream 
Laves the hoar castlet by its water’s fall. 42% 
Some haste, where. Burton spreads its peopled vill, 
Or Farleton’s height its bulwark summit rears. 
Some blend, where Heversham’s reposing fane 
Adorns the slope, that eyes Kent’s wave afar. 
Then, ready all for death’s arbitrement, 

Stalk from the covert of their beechen groves 
Those gallant spirits, in the water'd vale 
Nurtured, where Leven’s pale its sylvan lawns 
Extends, and by its petrifying fount 

Diana’s Roman temple peers, with charm 

No less of antique art than nature’s grace. 

Soldiers too, by their coats of watchet hue 440 
Distinct, come throng'd from Sizergh’s turret court, 
And where the Stirk-land’s grazing pastures stretch 
O’er the green landscape : or with eager zeal 
Bound to the war the rural hinds, who lurk 

O’er Ulva’s moory tracts, and heath, where blooms 
The purple ling, and the wild cranberry peeps ; 
Guardian o’er which, Whitbarrow's shelving scar 
High rears its hoary front, and native hold. 

Or strung with sinewy nerve, baste rustic swains 
(Fed but on oaten and unleaven’d cates) 

From hazel copses and sequester’d glens, 

Where Witherslack conceals its craggy steeps 
And on its hill extols the Fairy-chair : 453 
Scenes, destined haply with unshaken faith 

To shield their lord, exiled in Jorn distress 

From fortune’s chance, serving in future day 

For legend of romantic history. 

Nor fired with less of emulation, fail 

Warriors, by Winster’s stream and basin tarn 
Combined. Or sped across the country’s ward, 
Heroes, of aspect stern, with bruised casques, 
Dinted in fight, from vales of winding Kent 
Descend, where Kendal lifts its castle stead 

And bastion’d ramparts, loved of Roman choice. 
These, glorying in the test of former fields, 465 
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Wield massive halberts in their iron gripe ; 466 

By pages tended, met in portly train, 

Issuing from porches of the Abbot's hall. 

Or crossing glens of Crook, a generous band 

Quits the graced margent of Winandermere, 

Where Bowness’ harbour in its arching bay 

Shelters its fairy fleet and fisher barks 

That stem the crystal lake ’mong charmed isles, 

Fair as Italia’s bard renown’d has feign’d 

Armida’s garden, or as Homer paints 

Calypso’s grots, or Circe’s nectar'd bowers. 

Then verging near, a troop of hardy swains 477 

Issues, where Troutbeck’s pastoral vale of peace 

Screens its primeval fane ; o’er whose green bank 

Hangs the How's modest mansion, which may prove 

Haply hereafter Learning's favour’d seat, 

Guarding a race, still worthy of their sires. 

Or dauntless hearts collect from Kentmere’s pool, 

Contiguous ; home perchance in future day 

Of Christian zeal and active piety. 

Else garb’d in green, falconers skirr along, 

Hungry for prey, from Sleddale’s forest glades : 

While forth from arbour’d lanes and shrubfringed hills, 

That Windermere’s superior borders close, 489 

Champions impetuous, like a torrent, pour 

From Amboglana’s Roman fort; or leave 

Rydale’s commanding steep, aod pictured vale, 

Where haply may some future bard select 

His home, mid Nature’s grace and grandeur set, 

And there inspired delight a nation’s ear 

With moral beauty, lasting as his theme. 

Or honest hinds, in native fleeces clad, 

Sole dipp’d in simple dyes, crimson or blue, 

From Grasmere’s hush’d, delicious lakelet speed, 

And tofts, embosom’d among circling hills, 

Nor sigh to leave for war their charm’d repose. 501 

Then mountaineers rush from the cliffy range, 

Where Langdale’s pointed peaks, and beacon stones 

Proclaim the boundary of the closing shire. 

Nor yet a-right Helvellyn’s awful brow 

Fails its own portion: nor where Kirkstone’s heights 

Stretch far their steepy ridge, and scant the pass 

Of valley inlets, stint new aid to blend 

Stout shepherds, not unused prompt arms to seize 

At call of signal fires, o’er clustering hills 

Ranged on their spiry tops from watch to watch. 

Or from the crook’d Ulswater’s southern verge 

Bold spirits blend their power, or where recline 513 
voL. VI. R 
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Patterdale’s sunken glens and bosoin'd cots. 514 
Or nerved by homely fare, the sturdy tribe 

Unite from Mardale’s slopes, and the green edge 
Of Hawes’ smooth mirror; or beyond, where Heppe 
Its pillars of unsculptured granite huge ° 
Crowds o’er the ridge in avenue superb, 

A race, in strength surpassing, quits in ranks 

The wondrous masses, whether Druid works, 

Or during monuments of Danish power. 

Or passing Bampton’s fane and rural vill, 

Crowds eager sally from the woody glades 

That decorate the winding Lowther’s stream, 525 
And glens, where haply through perennial time 

A noble race shall dignify the scene. 

For lo ! now issues thence the lordly peer, 

Who there his state magnificent sustains, 

And sways the region tracts with ‘‘temper’d awe ;” 
Giver of bracelets, who his bounteous halls 

Opes to devoted trains, where minstrels strike 

The joyous harp, and foaming goblets cheer 

Alike the peasant’s, as the warrior’s, heart. 
Himself, encased in scaly steel, whose shine 
Blazed on the gaze, led with majestic pomp 

His gallant chivalry; a portly band, 537 
Booted in sabatans, who sweep along 

In tunics and heraldic trappings, cross’d 

By crystal studs, prank’d o'er with trophied badge, 
Memorials all of deeds for just ostent : 

In mien the martial regiment bespeaks, 

What high exploits their valour will enact. 
Distinguisb’d under flags of various cope, 

A troop came next, from Arthur’s table round, 
Entrench’d in sunken amphitheatre 

By Eamont’s stream, below its crossing arch, 
Where ancient knights, Lancelot, or Calidore, 
Shrunk not from conflict of the tilted joust. 549 
Some too, who form the guardian garrison 

Of Maybrugh’s castle, add their willing aid: 

Or who the Maiden-way’s eld pass defend. 

Then Brougham’s barbican and forted walls 

(Site of Rome’s martial train) despatch to war 

A cohort, that its raised portcullis quits, 

And with it brings the extensive region’s power. 
Else in their coats of green a hardy race 

Rushes from Whinfield’s forest tracts and maze 
Of foliage, wild haunts of the bristled grize. 

Or in bold union a conspicuous troop 

Springs from Aballaba’s throng’d Roman town, 561 
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And moated rampart, set o'er Eden’s wave. 562 
Or emulous in zeal, compatriots haste 

From Bewley’s towers, eld seat episcopal. 

W hotoo may doubt, that Milbourne’s spreading chase 
Lends its own portion, who with restless speed 
Burst from the labyrinths of the tangled wood ? 
Nor fails to blend its aid Burgh’s rural mart, 
Whose cheer enlivens Stainmoor’s mountain range, 
Commingling cattle from a hundred hills. 

Alike the race from Wharton’s parked bounds 
Joys too to share the danger and the meed, 572 
And quits its bonnteous hearths, and chimnied beams, 
Graved o'er with quaint device, and antique rhime. 
Else where huge oaks, the growth of centuries, 
Shadow the forest depths of Mallerstang, 

Its brawny bowmen in assemblage crowd. 

Or soldiers, stern of aspect, leave with these 
Pendragon’s castle, and the turrets hoar, 

Set over Eden’s still continuous wave, 

Whose course unchanged mocks Merlin’s baffled art. 
Interior Orton too its tribute blends. 

Nor lingers Killington’s wide fenced pale 

To mingle from its hospitable balls 584 
And thicket groves a gallant train: or bands 

Of yeomen, troop’d from many a grange, built all 
In fortress form, with area close immured. 

Or in their rye straw hats of country guise 

Crowd sun-burnt peasants from the pastoral vales 
Down Lunedale’s sweeping course; the harmless race, 
Who there industrious ply their cottage tasks 

O’er flames, that glimmer from peel’d rushes’ pith, 
Nor shrink such peace to leave for fields of blood. 
Mix’d too brave warriors, where the Kirk by Lune 
Adorns the pleasant hill, that overlooks 
Underley’s lawny meads; or heights, where spring 
Casterton’s bowers and variegated cliffs. 597 
Such form’d of Westmoreland the numerous power ; 
Whom the King praises ’fore the noble friends, 
Attendant round, and from their martial air 
Anticipates with presage confident 

The worthy deeds, which in the coming strife 

At duty’s call their valour will enact. 


But who, of port so stately, next careers ? 
The gorgeous banner, by its impress known, 
Discovers instant Cumberland’s haught lord ; 
Who, lock’d in scaly armour, his war-steed 
Rein’d with strong curb, and in gigantic frame 608 
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With Telamonian Ajax seem’d to vie, 609 
Theme of Homeric lay. His dark-brown brow 
Huge lashes overhung, that made his look 
(Mark’d through aperture of his vizor’d helm) 
Seem fierce and grim, as when a lion frowns. 
After him follow’d his courageous power, 
Prepared for daring deeds: various in garb, 

Since sped from scenes diverse, yet bringing all 
Hearts that scorn’d fear; frank, honest, and sincere. 
Like eagles from their native mountains, these 
Come sallying on their prey, and from afar 

Snuff the death-scent, e’en as the regal birds. 620 
Whether from marge of Duddon’s opening gulf 
They crowd, and quit the station’d garrison, 
Where Milham’s castle lifts its bastion’d towers ; 
Or from the jutting region, o’er whose range 
Black-Comb extols its summit to the skies, 

As for the province nature's sovereign throne ; 

W hence,spread in wondrous prospect, the struck gaze 
Ocean’s and land’s magnificence combines. 

Bow’d at whose kingly feet, o’er pastoral hills 
Blend rural hamlets, that with rival zeal 

Despatch their sons; some from the peopled tract 
Where Ravenglass its sheltering street extends, 
O’er confluence of the triple rills, which there 633 
Unite their pearly floods: Esk’s winding wave, 
Mite’s fishy river, or Irt’s shell-rich tide. 

Tts joyous train leaves Irton’s plenteous halls ; 

Or in their brazen hauberks proudly dight, 
Molecaster’s turrets to the battle yield 

Heroes, of valour’s guerdon there assured. 

Nor quail then from endanger’d enterprize 
Dwellers by Branscar’s fallen city old, 

Not shaming its majestic ruin’s pride. 

Else speed they forth of Ulpha’s stretching park, 
Nor at the clarion’s call regret to change 644 
Its sylvan coppices and crystal pools 

And pipe of shepherds, for war’s ravin roar. 

Or from the verge of Devock’s finny lake 

Spring hardy fishermen, on bomely fare 

Content, yet now not shrinking peaceful toil 
(Summon’d their injured country to defend) 

To leave for havoc, strife, and fields of blood. 

Or from the bosom of its tranquil vale 

Calder’s charm’d stream and arch-crost borders blend 
A manly troop, well gracing scene so fair ; 

Haply hereafter sooth'd religion’s home. 

Nor then forbears its generous train to join 056 
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Ponsonby’s mansion'd home, but sends to fight 637 
Sons, worthy its time-honour’d ancestry. 

Or Egremont, from out its vaulted fort, 

And shielded burgh, and scenes of pristine war, 
Collects its conscious habitants, leagued all 

To equal ancient glory of their sires. 

While to the peremptory conflict’s shock 

Foresters bound from Copeland’s forest-glades, 
Patient of bard fatigue, and prompt to dare ; 
Swung o’er their quiver'd shoulders tough yew-bows, 
Or wielding two-edged sabres in their grasp. 

Or o'er its lonely wilds and tangled dales G68 
Burst from their ancient heritages, sons 

All native to the soil, bold, curbless, free, 

Who to the war-cry and the charging shock 

Like famish’d eagles on their quarry dart, 

Or as gaunt wolves o’er their own valleys prowl. 
Some issue, where Saint Bega’s promontory 
Scowls o’er the main; or alabaster cliffs 

For mariners inclose the favour’d haven, 

To guard their anchor’d vessels mid the bay, 
Screen’d by the high peak from south-western blasts; 
Else where eld Werkinton by Derwent’s gorge 
Erects its chapel-cell, and sentry-tower. G50 
Others descend, where by its northward stream 
Eln’s forted borough towers, and spreads along 
Relics of Roman pomp and martial choice, 

Or Allonby extends its vill marine. 

Else soldiers leave the bastion’d garrison, 

Set in the castle mid the water’d vale, 

Where Coker’s wave meets Derwent’s passing flood. 
Or following these, the tranquil villagers 

Emulous quit their oratory fane, 

Where Erkard’s sculptured stone with pride records 
The Dane’s conversion to the faith he scorn’d. 
Else rustic swains from many a pastoral grange 692 
Blend, where clear lakes their fishy waters spread, 
Eitber by Crummock’s breast ‘mong rugged hills 
Closed, or where Buttermere past shiver’d rocks 
Spreads its fair bosom in the woodland vale: 

Or where its wide scope Bassenthwaite expands. 
Rusb valiant hearts too from the forest-skirts 

And region tracts, where Skiddaw’s mount extols 
Its pyramid amid the skiey dome; 

Whose ridgy steeps and precipices huge 

Screen Keswick’s charmed vill, and safer shield 
The flocks that bleat o’er Newland’s verdurous vale. 
Then generous spirits from the grassy marge 704 
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Combine, where Derwent’s sunken waters sleep, 
Shut in wild mountains’ amphitheatre ; 

Soothing the murmur of Lodore’s hoarse fall, 
Where sainted Herbert (pious Cuthbert’s friend) 
Forth of the grotto on his hermit-isle 

Charm’d nature with melodious prayer and praise : 
Scenes, haply yet choice home of laurell’d song. 
Soon all unthought, from Borrowdale’s low gorge 
Dart swains athletic, such as may have won 

At wake or fair the struggling wrestler’s prize; 
Else, haste from valley-passage of Saint John, 

Or where Thirlmere spreads ‘its adjacent pool. 716 
Or on the other hand collected, bound 

The village vassals, who the Druid cirque 

Skirt, set aloft o’er the commanding rise, 

Or where its grandeur Ulswater displays 

Far ’mong the rocky piles that stretch beyond. 
From these, beside its curved marge, descend 
Stern warriors, guards of Lyulph's watchful tower, 
Or the throng homaged train, who own for bome 
Gowbarrow’s sylvan park, and leafy bowers, 

By watery plashes hung, (wild mallards’ haunts) 
Or where in fury Airey’s hoar cascade 727 
Through the green foliage hurls its dashing spray. 
Strong, hale in look, these speed, howbeit their fare 
Chiefest dried fishes form, (saved from the lake) 
Less at the bidden wedding’s frequent feast 
Spiced frumentry precedes the nut-brown mead. 
Rush too with kindly emulation, bands 

Loyal, and glowing for achievements high, 
Whoe’er in Greystoke’s fortress watch and ward 
Hold unfatigued, and shield its ivied towers. 
Compeers with these speed in gay crowd, combined 
Where, above Eamont’s current, Penrith’s fort 
Defends the northern pass, there of eld time 
Raised in proud state along its beacon hill; — ‘740 
Whose aged fane in fond memorial shews 

The kingly Ewain’s pillar’d sepulchre. 

Troops too descend from Dacor’s bounteous tracts, 
Or territories spread o’er fair Dalemain. 

Or speed the merry men, by quivers known, 

And long yew-bows, swung by their girdled waists, 
From Plumpton’s paled park and tufted groves, 
O’er which its castle stead and walled camp 
Strews the broke relics of past martial time. 

Or champions, brave and bold, as e’er of yore, 
Knights in chain-mail, under their pennons rich, 


Vizor’d in gold-clasp’d helms, (each lance in hand) 
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Sally on expedition’s wing, select 753 
Where Arthur’s castle, ‘‘ on its hill so high,” 
Gleams o’er Tarn-Wadling’s pool, enduring yet 
As theme of eld romance, and warrior-song. 

Fleet archers leave Inglewood’s forest wilds; — 
And after these, the stern moss-troopers come, 
Bands, here for border service still equipp’d, 
Prompt to avenge, e’en by the bloodhound’s track, 
Long harbour’d feuds and harried outrages : 

Such who the upward region haunt, and hold 
Caerleol’s eld pass, and famed cathedral seat. 763 
Some too collect, where Stanwix’ fortress frowns, 
Or where the marches their Lord-Warden shields, 
Dealing his sentries o’er successive towers. 

Others with rival hurry rush, colleagued 

Where Adrian’s wall, on the huge Pictish mound, 
Parts the cross’d kingdom, led from sea to sea; 
Or muster’d, where by Eden’s gulfy gorge 

The fane and castlet o’er the rocky cliff 

Peer, hence surveying Solway’s surging tide. 
Some from these precincts, gallant sportsmen, speed ; 
Gay salmon hunters, who on practised steeds 
Urge o’er the yellow sands the darted spear. 
Springs too a jocund company from shores 776 
Where by broad inlet of the invasive main 

The westering Wampool opes its spreading bay. 
Yet upward too, issues a gallant band, 

In haste assembling from Esk’s pictured banks, 
And where fair Longtown shoots its rural street: 
Or higher hence, beside Esk’s sylvan marge, 
Where Netherby extends its ample pale, 

And crowds the vestiges of Roman war: 
Memorials of its seat, and martial pride. 

Others, where Liddel’s long baronial range 
Stretches, or Nichol’s woody forest glades 
Dispatch strong bowmen, with green garlands crown’d, 
Fierce as wild falcons, hovering o’er their Jair. 
Others from broaden’d vales, and straths that sweep 
Onward to regions, wash’d by sea-ward Clyde; 
Or eastward gather’d, where on other hand 
Bewcastle’s ramparts rear their lichen’d strength. 
Then noble Warriors, bred in Irthing’s vale, 

Or where the rural peace of Lanercost 

Contrasts with the huge wall and massive mound, 
Work of Agricola, Rome's mighty chief; 
Stretch’d o’er the extensive plain, that sweeps along 
Till check’d precipitous by Irthing’s wave. [pomp ; 
Mail’d chiefs too haste from Naworth’s buttress’d 
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Others from Brampton’s peopled town; or where 
Wells in its deep glen Gilsland’s healing fount. 
Some throng from Sowerby’s fort, or where How-hill 
Lifts its huge mounds, or from the guarded brink 
W here Castle-Carrock shields the ‘‘ sunken kirk ;” 
Else from the tracts, where sainted Oswald’s fane 
Adds its hush’d beauty to the genial scene. 

Nor want e’en Aldstone’s moors, (drear, bleak how- 
Forth of the sparry rocks and miny ores [e'er,) 
To send the swarthy labourers of the forge, 
Pledged all in friendly band and mutual vow. 811 
Such furnish’d Cumberland’s impetuous powers : 
Who from the harbours of its western shores 

Had sped, by Octher’s naval captains brought 

Up Severn’s flood, till thence in cautious march 
Escorted on to Selwood’s forest side. 


Their advent the glad King congratulates, 
Commending Octher’s care. Ensues some pause. 
Vast seems the host already met. O’er these 
The monarch-general his ‘‘ experienced eye 
Darts,” as upon their glittering ranks the sun, 
(Advanced beyond his zenith in mid heaven) 

Shot rays aslant, betokening day's decline. 828 
While flash’d their armour changeful on the gaze, 
Magnific was the vision, that absorb’d 

The soul in awe and wonder, as when first 

From some high precipice the wanderer eyes 
Ocean outspread, and to the horizon's verge 

Its waves, far dancing in the noon-tide blaze. 
Such vivid image touch’d the sovereign’s heart 
With conscious pride: but o'er its throb a sense 
Of strength inadequate yet coldly came. 

For still he knew such puissance, proud howe’er, 
Inferior much in numbers to the foe, 834 
Whose myriad host o’er Edington’s spread plain 
So late encamp’d he saw. His brooding thought 
Ponders, if all his force has yet arrived, 

England’s last shield,summon’d throughout her shires. 
Thus further potence from the populous north 

Yet he expects, with charm of eager hope. 

Octher he swift addresses, who at once 

Resolves the sudden question, and assures 

That yet remaining powers from princely York, 
Durham's wide tracts, and haught Northumberland, 
Responsive soon will join their country’s call. 


Nor long did anxious expectation miss 846 
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Ample relief. For lo! in sight comes on, 847 
Borne on his prancing steed, a mighty chief, 

Over whose head the snow-white banner roll’d, 
Whose folds display’d a crimson cross, whereon 
Five tawny lions stalk’d, a noted sign. 

Such York’s wide province in plain test confirm'd, 
With powers at hand. Press on in dusty cloud 
Troops multitudinous; a hardy race, 

Blunt, proud, of piercing look, keen as the air 

Of their own native hills; generous in spirit, 

And bounding as wild bulls o'er pastures there. 
Select from all its vales, towns, varied scenes 8538 
Through the vast circuit of its regal shire 

Speed its intrepid sons; whether combined 

From southern borders of its western part, 

By head of Don’s young stream, where Penistone 
Nearest meets Mersey’s source by Mercia’s bound, 
Whence Wentworth from its fort and fenced pale 
Sends noble chieftains, eager for the fray: 

Or sped in throngs from Barnsley’s numerous town, 
Or tracts beside of Bretton’s sylvan park, 

Or southward led from W harncliffe’s beauteous range. 
Else following Don’s course, generous troops advance 
From the Sheaf-field, and Hallam’s district-shire, 
Bordering o’er Mercia’s northern edge; apt site 
Where likeliest her choice culture future art 872 
May fix, adorning, while she serves, the world. 
Troops too from Rotherham’s gay vill proceed, 

Or speeds the warlike garrison, who hold 
Conisbrough’s turret hill and castled pile: 
Equalling in emprize their ancient sires. 

Or from the fortress on Don’s ampler flood 

And the green turf, apt for the courser’s race, 
Hastes to the war a gallant compaay: [wilds 
Some, where Thorne’s bastions guard the neighbour’d 
And Don’s departing wave; some, bowmen bold, 
Levied o’er Hatfield’s spacious chase, and scenes 
By pagan Penda’s battle’s given to fame. 

Else hardy bands quit Goole’s cell’d street, that skirts 
Ouse’ curving bank, ere meeting Humber’s tide. 
Or westward turn’d, interior Hutherstield 

Sends from the other hand its brawny sons, 

Wrapt in grey coats of felt, and covering coifs 
Warm bound with aigulets, in country guise 

From native fleeces wove with curious art; 

Or banded, where on Calder’s winding wave 
Wakefield’s tall spire ascends, whose affluent mart 
Diffuses wide the bounteous region’s wealth. 894 
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Or in loop’d mantles broad, troops haste, combined 
Where Dewsbury lifts its homes and fane, that still 
Honours with praise Paulinus’ holy zeal. 

Some bound from Sandal’s vill, hereafter doom’d 
Haply to witness strife of bloody war. 

Some from Kirklees’ sequester'd glade descend, 
Destined for annals of romantic fame. 

Others where Kirby’s burgh by Wash of yore 
Rears near Aire’s confluent stream Rome's antique 
Or where its waters hail the ferried pass. [fort, 
Bold troops, in tlexile mail, with beavers up, 

Sally from Ackworth’s precincts, or the pale 906 
Of Stapleton’s eld hospitable halls. 

Snaith’s rural messuages and fertile plains 

Their tribute blend; or Selby, where it spreads 

Its cloister’d porches by Ouse’ broaden’d wave ; 
Or Cawoo.! from its eld palatial seat. 

Others collected, far a-left, where built 

By Calder’s marge, Halifax opes its town ; 

Engirt in russet prize, of growth their own. 

Else sturdy hinds, of ample limb, unite 

Issuing where Bradford spreads its peopled streets, 
Swath’d in large woollen folds, not scant of grace. 
Or garb’d in glossy cassocks, smooth as silk, 918 
(Which the lamb wore, ere fabric of the loom,) 
Intrepid heroes rush from crowded Leeds. 

Others, the vassals of the bounteous board 

Where foams the corn-juice, or the wine-flask glides, 
In semblance Temple Newsham’'s state beseem. 
‘Then chosen horsemen rush on fiery steeds 

From post, where peers Tadcaster’s double town, 
Guarding Wharfe’s valley with its Roman hold. 
While Towton’s, Saxton’s, neighbour’d vills alike 
Despatch their eager race from scene, perchance 
Destined to witness their curved stream run red 
With blood of Britain’s own contending sons. 930 
Bold bands too rush from Elmet's royal seat, 

Or Bramham’s moor and sylvan pale, or where 
Wetherby’s mansions watch its prone cascade, 
Checking in vain the salmon’s upward vault. 

Or noble warriors from fair site descend, 

Where o'er Wharfe’s current Harewood’s castled 
And storied fane peer in majestic grace. [hill 
Or from the green marge Otley’s rural mart 

Sends the brave tillers of her fertile vale, 

Or Farnley’s home its general succour blends, 
And Denton’s slope: or where fair Ilkley’s fount 
Rome’s altar decks, rear’d to Verbeia’s nymph. 942 
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Quit its throng’d vassals too the antique hall, 943 
Loved home, where haply future bard may tune 
To England’s harp Italia’s lofty song. 

Then Bolton from its woody terraced banks 

And glens, sequester’d o’er Strid’s rifted rock, 
Blends the hush’d inmates of its hermit cots, 

Or such as lurk by Barden’s star-watch’d tower. 
Bowmen too glide from Rilstone’s parked bowers, 
And wild haunts of the silver-coated doe. 

Then Craven’s range forth of its district tracts 
And pastured hills, where long-horn’d oxen graze, 
Outpours its sun-burnt peasants, sinewy limb’d ; 
Some warriors, pride of Skipton’s fortress tower, 
Craven's metropolis, and plenteous vale, 956 
Flowing with milk, paced too by bounding steeds. 
Then Kildwick’s still retreat on whispering Aire 
Mingles its aid from many a cultured grange ; 
While Keighley adds its band, nor Bingley fails 
Its hasty levy from its healthy rise. 

Deem we, that Dunholme’s pale its part denies, 
Darting with ardour to the summon d field ? 

Far from the westward border Gisburne’s sweep 

- Unites its glad supply: while Sawley’s cells 

Vent vigorous hearts, and Bowland’s forest-skirts 
Collect bold troops, from purlieus far, till lurks 
Whitewell’s lone fane o’er Hodder’s brawling stream. 
A gallant bevy jocund union adds, 969 
From Settle’s homes, based near its beetling rock : 
Or natives barbour’d by the neighbour caves, 
Yordas, or Malham’s cove, or Gordale’s scar: 

Or hamlets sunk at Ingleborough’s feet, 

Or by Whernside, or mount of Penigent. 

Break too bold swains from scope of Ribblesdale, 
Or where by triple rivers Sedbergh’s nook 

Is wooed by Y ore’s, and Dent’s, and Roather’s lapse. 
Its generous train hastes too from Ingmire’s glens 
And green banks sloping down the water’d vale. 
Bowmen from Langster’s dale and spreading chase 
Combine, or issuing by Nid’s crooked stream, 
Either where Paitley rears its friendly arch, 

Or Ripley’s townlet opes the rustic mart; 

Or o’er the cliffy rocks where Koaresbrough lifts 
Its rampired fort, and regal manor-seat, 

Beside its hermit cave, and dripping-well, 

Or past its isle and forest territory, 

Where Harrowgate exudes its healing springs. 
Then upward levied on Ure’s wandering wave, 
Stern troops collect, throng’d at the clarion’s blast 
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’ Fore the staid ‘ wakeman’ blown, where Ripon’s fane 
Adorns with seemly state the town, late chosen 

By Alfred's charter’d gift a royal burgh. 

Proud bands blend too from Studley’s princely park, 
And scenes, in nature’s beauty unexcell’d, 

Led whither Hackfall shades its deepening glens: 
Else where the antique Borough’s bridge expands 
Its structure, by the wondrous obelisks, 
Monuments as of superhuman power. 

Numerous as these, its sons, Y ork's province wide, 
Sole cull’d from forth its Western district, sends. 


Slight interval succeeds of vacuous pause, 1002 
Admitting to the King and noble train 
Brief admiration, ere discern’d at band, 
New banners, tossing in the sunny air, 
Announced fresh warriors, which to thought scarce 
Division; such was blended union’s link. [mark'd 
Lo! banded from its Eastern precincts, move 
Other battalions in superb array 
Elect from kingly York’s metropolis, 
Its city seat, and hoary castled walls, 
Where Rome’s eld emperors, and warrior chiefs, 
The Christian Constantine, or mighty names, 1013 
Yet deathless in renown, erst joy'd to hold 
Their throned pomp and votive altars rear’d, 
Blessing with civil manners the subdued: 
Loved home alike of Saxon Kings, ere yet 
The Danish Regner’s sons with lla strove, 
And bound his princedom in oppressive thrall. 
Brave bands too rush from all the extensive vale 
Wash’d by the waters of far stretching Ouse, 
Either where Christian Bishops in their Thorpe 
Meditate holy thoughts, or yet below 
Cawood’s hoar fortress lifts its sullen state. 
Soldiers combine too, southward verging on —1025 
‘Toward northern bank of Humber’s estuary 
Through Howden’s spacious shire; or glean’d along 
Where on Hull’s river, Miton’s infant haven 
Dreams in its rise of grandeur yet to be. 
Then from the vicinage with rival pride 
Wressel’s eld battlements and castled seat 
Send yeomen grooms in squadrons mail'd; or such 
Who skirt the meads and beached territory, 
Thence sloping down, where juts upon the main 
Raven-spurg’s head and promontory point. 
Levied alike with emulous energy, 
Come hordes of generous soldiers, all who range 
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Burton's fair precincts, where their Constable 1038 
Leads in his radiant train the thronging ranks. 
Distinguish’d by their gallant bearing’s look, 
Bands too advance, inclosed in steel, who own 
Beverlac’s town and fane, which saw so late 
Hinguar and Hubba glut their savage ire. 

Rush too the sturdy champions, such as range 
Deira’s wild wolds, or who the fenny tracts 
Traverse where Hlornsea sea-ward spreads its mere, 
And islet-haunts of fish, and airy fowl. 

Press too the neatherd hinds, whose sinewy tread 
Roves o’er the region tracts of Holdernesse, 1049 
Sloping to Humber's marge and marshy shores, 
Pastured by cattle, of short-studded horn. 

Alike unites the heart-warm yeomanry, 

Collected higher, where its royal chase 

Driffield expands, or Bridlington embays 

Its shrinking coasts, screen’d from the northern blast. 
Swift with responsive eagerness attend 

Bold spirits, dwellers by the lofty cliffs 

Where Flamborough’s jutting head and ocean-caves 
Rear high their shelvy home for myriad birds, 
And o’er the hamlet the sky’d beacon springs 
Whose nightly flame to far off mariners 1061 
With friendly radiance emulates the moon. 

Heroes too with impetuous ardour cross 

The sandy warrens and the woody wilds, 

Stretch’d onward thence, till Hunmanby’s high hill 
Its fortress rears o’er the projecting ness. 


Short stop might intervene, when thus had pass’d 
From Eastward portion of York’s province wide 
All its bold power, who from the favouring King 
And nobles, equal admiration drew, 

With generous praise, whate’er had graced the rest. 


Low sounded now a bugle horn, that seem’d 1072 
To instance, as convoked at distance brief 
Under new leaders, fresh approaching troops, 
Who ’neath acknowledged pennons soon appear’d 
Banded in league of union confratern. 


Behold! from precincts sped, which Northward 
bound 
York’s princely province, now with stately march 
Advance the warrior chieftains, who lead on 
Soldiers, in martial port yet unexcell’d : 
Whoe’er inhabit the wide forest range 1081 
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O’ershadowing Y ork’s girt town; or various garb’d, 
Who fill the moor-edged mart of Easingwold, 

Or homes of Thirsk: or who with garrison 

The burgh and strength of Malton’s fortress guard. 
Others, as eager, haste from peopled tracts, 

Where Helmsley spreads its vills and granges green, 
Safe under its dense rampart’s sheltering tower. 
On palfreys, rich caparison’d with gold, 

Issues the train of Duncombe’s sylvan pale, 

Or blent, where Gilling’s castle lifts its front. 

Or girt with scarfs, swung o’er the saddle-bow, 
Come the gay bands from Pickering’s confines met, 
Whose aged bastion shields its spiry fane ; 1004 
Or rushing from the promontory hill 

Crown’d with Crake’s moulder’d turrets, that o’erlook 
With suited majesty the subject scene. 

Else prompt for war's arbitrement, in vests 

Of steel, with native azates intertwined, 

Speed forces, proud of Scarborough’s barbican, 
Rear’d o’er its cliffs impregnable aloft, 

Screening its fisher port and shores afar, 

For healing springs still to be dear to fame. 

Press too the generous sons from grots and glens 
Where Hackness slopes its deep sequester'd vale ; 
Loved site, where sainted Hilda erst had rear’d 
Her hermit cell among its gushing rills. 1107 
Or glaived in iron, the strong yeomen bands 
Unite, where Sledmere’s vale and stretching hills 
Peer o’er the Roman soldiers’ mounded track. 
Then troops marine spring from the lonely bay, 
Perchance hereafter famed for apt retreat 

Of some freebooter, theme of England’s song, 
Soothing with wilder'’d tale the captive ear. 

Bands too with glad alacrity combine, 

Where Streanshall’s watch-tower warns the lashing 
To spare the cherish’d region’s abbey fane, [waves 
Long sought for home of Christian piety. 1118 
Some hasting burst from Dunsley’s curving strand. 
Crowds rush to fight in squadron dense, composed 
Where Mulgrave's turrets o’er the coast impend, 
By Saxon Wada dwelt, of giant-frame : 

Or gather’d o’er extent of Cleveland’s vale. 
Staith’s fisher hamlet too its portion blends ; 

Nor fail’d from Runswick’s steep romantic cells. 
Nor scants Kirkleatham’s park and lordly hall 

To share the peril of the summon’d war. 

Throngs too the power of Guisborough’s stretch’d 
Or levied on, till Roseberry’s peaked hill [defile ; 
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Shoots its conspicuous landmark to the clouds. 1130 
Stokesley’s green pastures yield their rustic swains, 
While Yarum, triply wash’d by flowing Tees, 
Mingles the squadrons of its haven town. 

Nor with less pride Northallerton conjoins 

Its generous race, in flowing mantles garb’d 

Of silky plush, girdled with curved swords. 

In their own serge array’d, strong peasants blend, 
The pride of Thornton's colder moors ; or met, 
Where its famed beauty marks the favour’d range, 
Or to the traveller opes its lengthen’d street. 

From its long marge a multitude forsakes 114th 
Swale’s sacred river, in whose chosen wave 
Paulinus, Britain’s early Christian guide, 
Thousands baptized to light of truth and heaven. 
Nor all the rich and varied country spares 

Its tribute of graced heroes, proudly bred 

O’er hills and pictured rocks, by Nature’s self 
Destined for fortress-seats, scarce needing art ; 
Nor sites, which Catterick’s Roman relics trace. 
Alike its strength the beauteous region adds, 
Which Wensley’s dale adorns, or where delight 
Leyburn displays along its terraced cliffs. 

Nor scants its share the second Burton too, 1153 
Whose officed Greave its woody bourne defends. 
The fruitful Masham next its troop combines, 
Mounted on prancing steeds that scorn the spurs 
Of gold, which deck the scarlet-booted train. 
These blend the force of Norton-Conyers’ court ; 
Or such as flaunt from Bedale’s valley-homes, 

Or Ascrig’s magic scene, or busied Hawes. 

What gallant band bounds too with fervent zeal, 
Known by the torques-chain and tabard-sleeve, 
The pride of Rokeby’s halls and Greta’s dells ; 

Or from the forest on commingling Tees 

Collected, signall’d by the bonnet-blue, 1165 
And wielding each the lance and mountain pine ! 
All these of York’s spread province form the power. 


When these had to their station pass’d, of all 
Admired most worthily, in transient pause 
That ty diversity gave grateful change, 
To them, and to all York’s assembled train, 
The King, advancing with attendant chiefs, 
(Seized such occasion) in his proper hand 
Conducts Prince Adelm, whom such gracious act 
Announces to their note and hoped good will, 
As purposed their viceregal future chief : 1176 


256 KING ALFRED. 


Due meed of his prized worth and pledged desert. 
High gratulation of beseeming joy 

Welcomes such name, while his betrothed bride, 
The kind Matilda, (peerless flower of Kent) 

Felt, from shown favour to her best beloved, 

Her generous bosom swell with answering pride. 
Such seem’d her beauty, heighten’d by that sense, 
While play’d the mantling colour on her cheek, 
As, ere the sun above the horizon verge 

Extols his orient face, the clouds of dawn 

O’er the hush’d landscape redden into day. —:1187 
Her sire, Kent’s honour’d lord, new pleasure binds 
And gratitude in firmest fealty. 

While e’en Eltruda (stately mother Queen) 

In her son's meditated honour owns 

Proud satisfaction, meeting fondest wish; 

And Thora fair, (yet as her mother haught,) 

Feels amplier indulged her brooded thoughts, 
Train‘d early to a throne and regal state. 

In added harmony all seem well pleased. 

Victory sole remains to realize 

Anticipated hopes, triumphant peace ; 

And nerved to such design is every heart. 1199 


Yet short was stop, scarce checking of the time 
Its instantclaim. Areallyetcome? Some power 
(So memory points) e’en yet seems unarrived— 
Durham’s, Northumberland’s. Awaked alarm, 
Child of anxiety, suggests, (till these 
Are yet beheld,) some ambush may detain 
Their intercepted course, and from that clue 
Sudden detection by the Danish King 
Endanger and defeat the plann'd surprize. 


But no! in happy certainty such doubt 
Relieving soon, behold ! e’en now at hand 1210 
Came, eager following the broad flag unfurl’d, 
Whose sable tissue the white cross adorn’d, 

The lordly chief of Durham’s province famed ; 
Of yore the sainted Cuthbert’s patrimony, 
Endow’d for true religion’s maintenance, 

And to diffuse for aye Christ’s heavenly faith: 
All the rich country clasping in its range, 

Its plenteous rivers, and far-reaching dales, 
Oak-shadow’d forests, and rich miny tracts, 
Outstretch’d in wide expanse from Tees to Tyne. 
In front, the pix and silvery chalice shone: 
While censers with high curling incense steam’d. 
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Leading the impatient ranks, their marshal rode, 

Who clench’d the symbol truncheon in his grasp. 

Succeeding whom, press’d many noble Thanes, 

Flank’d on each side by waiting Seneschals, 

Each bearing wands, tokening committed power. 

The vast procession’s mien might seem at first 

For pilgrims meet; but soon habergeons bright 

Of border-troopers, and the visage stern 

Of armed men forbade such fancy’s dream. 

Conspicuous more and more as they advanced, 

Blazed all in hauberk, corset, spear, and shield. 

Whether the race of sturdy mariners 1234 

Nurtured, where o’er Tees’ curving waters rise 

Stockton’s eld walls, ere opes the broaden’d gulf: 

Or bred, where Eglescliffe’s fair vill confronts 

Opposed Yarm, each teeming haughty sons: 

Or gather’d from the coastward vills, ere yet 

Past its cragg'd promontory Hartness’-pool 

Admits forced Ocean o’er its barbour’d breast ; | 

Where Ecgreg, bishop of the Holy-isle, 

Fix’d his eld seat, to pious votaries dear. 

The interior region too its tribute adds, 

Brave hearts,who guard Sedgefield’s salubrious town, 

Or joy in Hardwicke’s halls and marshy pale. 1246 

Known by their figured coats and mantles grey, 

Throngs the graced troop, who boast with native pride 

Darlington’s mart and altar for their own. 

Else from the castles, bordering guarded Tees, 

Mail’d warriors crowd ; whether the fortress pile, 

Proud sentinel of Marwood’s wave-wash’d tracts, 

Or the huge mass of Staindrop’s stony tower. 

Bounds then the martial train, whose scaly vests 

Gorgets surmount, o’er their broad bosoms hung, 

Enchain’d in brooches gemm’d with tongues of gold, 

Select, where Raby’s high majestic fort 1257 

Its buttress’d pomp and sculptured bastions rears, 

Whose strength the pervious causeway’sroof admits, 

Set in the parked range, which stretching far 

O’er terraced heights sweeps to the horizon verge. 

Strong hinds, broad falchions flashing in their gripe, 

In caps of iron oer their hooded crowns, 

Rush, throng’d from Streatlam’s verdurous pale, or 

The Bishop’s Oak-land its manorial seat [where 

Slopes, by domains o’erspread with veteran groves. 

Speeds too with eager zeal a gallant band 

From Eldon’s vill, indebted yet to fame; 

Destined hereafter to give title proud 

To studious learning’s boast: whose honest heart 
VOL. VI. s 
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Shall best adorn the legal seat; alike, 1271 
Patriot, unswerved in firm integrity. 

Nor Witton’s fortress on meandering Wear 

Denies its power, sent to the summon’d war. 

Or from the forest’s mazy labyrinth 

Impell’d, where Teesdale’s sounding cataract 
Through the hoarse air far-strikes the conscious ear ; 
Or past the marble hills, where Weardale hoards 
Its leaden ores, and sable miny wealth. 

Deem we, that worthy puissance fail’d to blend 

W olsingham’s luscious vale and stream-laved town ? 
Or Stanhope’s hold, rear’d mid the circling hills? 
Or that in arms equipp’d, on barbed steeds —1283 
Heroes not rush'd, glowing for high emprize, 
Bred, where the castle of the wild brawn’s-path 
O’erlooks the country of the tusked boar ? 

Nor faints at need in spiritless alarm 

The hardy race of Roman Lanchester, 

Shielding incursions o’er the forded flood. 

While from her towers and rock-built parapet, 

Set inaccessible o’er ambient Were, 

Majestic Dunholme sends her bravest sons 

Forth of ber bastions and huge sally-ports, 

That guard her city old, religion’s home, 1294 
‘Her halls palatial, and cathedral fane, 

Where “ storied windows” o’er gemm’d altars beam 
Heaven’slight, as quired hymns thither wing the soul. 
With these came Dunholme’s officed citizens, 
Conspicuous all in velvet crimson vests, 

Cross’d o’er the shoulders by broad folded scarves, 
Rich as might scarce war’s bloody shock beseem, 
Save that below the belted waist of each 

In golden scabbard the huge sabre swung, 

While each in hand the two edged battleaxe 
Grasp‘d fixedly, and o’er their beetling brows 

_ Helmets of brass, o’ertopp'd with sable plumes, 
Not wholly their staid visages conceal'’d. 1307 


As these advanced, the Bishops of the North, 
Ardulph and Edred, (heralds of the King) 
Witb natural pride, refrain’d not just exclaim: 


‘* See! with what gallant bearing to the war 
Speed Dunholme’s gracious sons, and take their place 
Scarce needing summons, ever prompt to share 
Their country’s and religion’s true defence ! 

Alas! that ere few suns shall set and rise, 
Hearts, generous as are theirs, whose courage sure 
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Will lead them foremost where worse peril threats, 
Must sink in death! How many mothers’ tears 
Will wail their sons, lost in these southern fields ! 
How many widow’d wives and orphan’d babes 
Plain their dead husbands, sires, with vain lament, 
Nor see these noble heroes e’er return !”’ 


Whom then o’erhearing not unmoved the King, 
And general, thus addresses.—‘‘ Holy men, 
Be your foreboding’s kind regret consoled ; 
Remembering what effect the precious death 
Both of those dauntless friends you love the best, 
Alas! of many other comrades here, 1328 
Or haply too, e’en of ourself with them, 
Shall for deliver’d England yet achieve ! 
Dying in its just cause, for faith’s, and heaven’s, 
Say, that may hap to any of us all 
In coming battle e’en extremest fate, 
Such as your gentle sorrow has presaged, 
Sweet sure, as martyrs, will it be to yield 
Our latest breath, still in our country’s love 
Embalm’d in deathless, envied memory ! 
Heaven seizing our dear spirits to itself, 
Its bliss our guerdon, its eternal love ! 1339 
Purchase, for which on earth what mortal life, 
Princely or royal, but is price too poor ! 
But to whome’er may live, spared from the shock, 
What will the triumph of survivors be, 
(Nature’s fond tear shed o’er their fellow’s loss,) 
With heart-throbs witnessing the blessings, peace, 
W hereof their own work will a main part be ! 
Through after life hail’d in extatic joy 
By a proud nation : for their native land 
Uniting all to found a stablish’d state, 
That shall be source of grateful happiness, 1350 
Through endless time, to millions yet unborn?” 


He ceased ; for by this time had other troops 
Crowding advanced, sped from the adjacent shores, 
That eastward skirt the main: still Durham’s boast. 
For following, had rush’d on with fiery zeal 
The bands select, where Castle-Eden’s pile, 

Set o'er the woody precipice, o’erlooks 

The rocky denes, and wild romantic glens, 
Successive stretch’d along the deep defile. 

Nor close by these, the gorgeous vested train, 
With visor’d faces, ‘‘ bearded like the pard,” 
Lingers; the pride of Seaham’s bounteous halls. 
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Nor at their heel, buskin’d in hairy greaves, 1363 
Fail the bold race of Ryhope’s beached strand, 
And coast, o’erwatch’d by Dadon’s mouldering 
Others, for martial genius eminent, [tower. 
Hitherward press; the garrison, in charge 

W here Hilton’s turrets guard Wear’s plenteous vale. 
Else Sunderland from forth her peopled town, 

And ferried pass, sunk in her low ravine, 

Trains hardy mariners to dare the field, 

Proud of her rising piers and native haven. 

Then bearing halberts, and enring’d in mail, 
Combines with equal ardour a brave troop, = 1374 
Throng d from the prelates’ eld manorial seat 

That graces Wear’s mouth with its hoary fane. 
Nor halting stays the numerous retinue, 

Accoutred in chivalric trappings rich, 

Caps of velours, and mantles ermine-furr’d, 

That joys to till Harraton’s antique halls, 

And park, through whose greenlawns Wear's current 
Pointing upon its banks Worm’s legend hill. [glides, 
Crowd warriors too, and doughty knights of proof, . 
Heading with baldric bright and scutcheon’d shield 
Bold bands, that grace Lumley’s majestic fort, 
And area-court, and hospitable roof, 1386 
Echoing to harps of native minstrelsy. 

Swiftfrom the camp, that guards the northward street, 
Speeds too the dauntless legion firm of word, 
Famed for bands open, and for hearts as free. 
Press too, by burgonets of studded gold 
Distinguish'd, heroes on true service bent, 

Pride of the region, where in seemly state 
Ravensworth’s towers peer o’er its oaken groves. 
Else, ruder-garb'd, the people, through the wilds 
Summon’d where Gateshead rears its cliffy burgh, 
Assuring pledge of its eld Roman seat, 

And willing strength: join’d too by comrade bands, 
Issuing where (prey so oft of Pagan rage) 1399 
Jarrow well boasts Bede’s venerated name, 

There long enstall’d in pious learning’s chair. 

F’en the rude shieldings, on the shores that edge — 
Tyne’s gulfy mouth, their martial tribute lend ; 

Site yet, where Hope’s and Fancy’s prophet-eye 
Sees future grandeur, here by nature’s self 
Destined to guerdon persevering toil, 

And watchful care of ages yet to be. 


Such ranks compose Durham’s impetuous power, 
Who, as they move, enforce admiring praise. 1469 
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Brief interval succeeds. Had waned the day, 
And evening’s hour drew on, for now the sun 
Threw mellow radiance o’er the inspiring scene. 
Brixton’s embosom’d dell, that in its peace 
Closed Egbert’s signal-stone, its sloping hills, 

And village-fane, and groves, and straw-root'd cots, 
Shew’d ne’er before with armed multitudes 
Encompass’d thus, whose bristling lances shone, 
And sabres blazed, and floating standards waved, 
O’er tented awnings, tinged in crimson beams. 

As o’er so animating vision gazed 

The King, mute contemplation for awhile 1421 
Held him : his bosom confidence and joy 
Swell’d, and the natural thrill of conscious pride. 
But lapsed few moments, ere his anxious thought 
Recall’d, a portion of his countrymen 

Still unarrived ; and busy in his care, 

His doubts surmise, what chance may thus detain, 


What happen’d perils check friends still unseen. 


But satisfying soon expectant wish, 
Lo! from remote Northumbria sped the last, 
(Completing thus all England’s gather'd power,) 
Marshall’d in seemly ranks, new troops appear, 1432 
Sought by the zeal of pilgrim-messengers, 
F’en from the borders of far Lindisfarne. 
Straightanswering well the sovereign’s charter’d call, 
Convoy’d were these, through Octher’s guiding care, 
Within his captains’ ready barks, dispersed 
Along the shores and harbours of the west, 
Till safely entering Severn’s inward tide. — . 
Such power Northumberland’s haughty Earl led on; 
A noble figure, on his sable steed 
Who rode, his golden beaver up, that show’d 
Under his plumed helm his coal-black hair, 
Shadowing his brow and awful countenance. 1414 
As an aged lion o’er the sandy waste 
Stalks ’fore his tawny brood, the champion came. 
No trumpet-blast heralded his approach, 
But singly his controlling voice, that growl'd 
Like distant thunder, listening bands obey’d. 
Such was his look, as the Mzonian bard 
Shows Agamemnon, worthy chief of men, 
Brought against Ilion from the states of Greece. 
His eye obsequious pursuivants still watch’d, 
While under various banners follow’d close 
Chiettains throughout Northumbria’s province cull’d, 
Of ancient houses all and line renown’d : 1456 
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Bulwarks of war and still unvanquish’d there. 1457 
These their attendant trains in order’d ranks, 
Succeeded ; soldiers, sinewy-limb’d, whose frame 
Bespoke the hardy natives of the north; 
Compatriots, gather’d at the clarion’s call 

With hue and cry through all the region, stretch’d 
In long expanse from Tyne to upward Tweed. 
Whether where Tynemouth’s hoary fortress guards 
Its Christian fane: and clitts impregnable 

Mock the wild fury of the salt-sea flood ; 

Or where Monk-Chester’s triple-crowned hills 
Announce the Roman site, and camp, whose pride 
Induced the imperial Adrian’s Elian bridge. 1469 
Else where Severus’ wall in wondrous length 
Extends its rampire o’er mount, vale, and plain, 
Throng sturdy warriors; or on fiery steeds, 
Champing the bit, sally the heroic bands 

Issuing, where Prudhoe’s ivy-clasped keep 

Lifts o’er the scene its princely battlements. 
Compeers of whom, wielding their massive pikes, 
In garb, steel-suited, and of watchet hue, 

March friends, combined where Ovingham expands 
Its friendly arch across the miny banks. 

Haste too the sentries, set where o’er the wave 
Hexham extends its shire, and with fit care 1481 
Shields for the region its time-honour’d fane. 
Equipp’d as for the joust or tournament, 
Redoubted rivals press, from all the forts 
Scatter’d along the Pictish mure and mounds, 
Whose barrier turrets in successive chain 

Send each to fight an armed garrison. 

Nor tarrying back, but on their snorting steeds 
Impetuous borne, the champion-train succeeds, 
Colleagued to battle, and as brothers bred 

Where Chipchase’ beetling barbican its pile 

High o’er the subject river's moat extols. 1492 
Or curtelaxes in their clenched grasp, 

Speed sunburnt yeomen, ancient Swinburne’s pride, 
Gracing its halls and eld manorial seat. 

Others the cheerful blazing fagots leave, 

Where Bellingham secures its village hearths. 
Nor only these: for rush with equal zeal 

Blithe foresters, who Tynesdale’s marches range, 
Or who in vests of green with horn and hound 

W ander, co-mates, o’er Redesdale’s wilder’d tracts, 
Darting barb’d arrows from the deadly bow. 

Such to war’s conflict now they bring, or joy 

To wield the boar-spear, and spike-studded staves. 
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Soldiers advance too, such who more a-right 1505 
People the tracts, where Morpeth’s valley-mart 
Opes its wall’d burgh, by Wansbeck’s branching 
Or sentinels of Bothal’s castled hold! [brook ; 
Or sprung where Mitford's ivy-cluster'd towers 
Ward the fair scene; or ancient Stanton spreads 
Its founded domiciles, or sea-ward Blythe 

Curves its safe street beside the deepening bay. 
Nor fail to appear, well answering legend-fame, 
Warriors, combined on gliding Coquet’s marge, 
Where through deep foliage Warkworth rears its 
And moated fort, and oratory cell, [mound 
And hermit cave, scoop’d in the solid rock : 

Or ourtured, where the near bird-baunted isle 
Shelters securely its own Chapel-fane. 

Else from the forest-purlieus gallant hinds 

Unite their strength; or in full plenty bred, 

Where cavern’d Rothbury its beauteous glen 
Guards, and the country, rich with ruddy ores. 
Then too the officed Moor-greaves lead along 
Bands, each distinguish’d by their warlike badge, 
Follow’d by guards of Whitton’s stately hold ; 

Or garrison’d within the ridgy fort, 1527 
That tops on high Carlington's cloud-hung peak. 
Else prone descending from the Northern street, 
Haste banded multitudes, arm’d cap-a-pé, 

Led on by chiefs of famous ancestry, 

Whose brows are graced with coronals of gold, 
Moving beneath their silver-tissued flags, 

Radiant in scales of burnish’d steel, or closed 

In brazen cuisses o’er their brawny thighs: 

Pride of the scene, where on Aln’s passing wave 
Ascend the towers of Alnwick’s princely seat, 
Tier over tier, that throngs with suited pomp 

Its corbell’d halls and lofty window’d courts, 

Shut in portcullis of its ponderous gates. 1540 
Scarce all had pass’d this martial pageantry, 

Ere burning these to emulate, behold ! 

Heroes, not strange in register of fame, 

Present their vanguard, rough with bristly spears, 
Sped from the intrenched mounds of Otterbourne ; 
Or where o’er glens, (wild haunts of browzing deer,) 
Cheviot’s green hills far stretch their lonely range. 
Else booted knights, dight in their spurs of speed, 
Ride forth, their knees engirt in joints of steel, 
Champions, who shield Widdrington’s castled site. 
Then splendid in their mail’d habiliments, 

Springs the bold troop, which fills Hulne’s parked pale, 
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And screens its honour’d fane, and grassy glebe, 
Or revels joyous over Brislee’s hill, 

Whose scope surveys the region-prospect round. 
Soon furbish’d all in fitted equipage, 

Speeds the brave soldiery, from champain haughis 
And vill, where Wooler’s cheerful bells are wont 
Knoll the brown rustics to its moss-grown church. 
Pleased yet may be the sons of after day 

To learn, their valiant sires not spared to blend 
Their presence at their country’s call, despatch'd 
Either where Dunstanburg’s majestic seat 1563 
Frowns o’er the landscape ; or its closured Jawns 
Chillingham’s fortress eyes, and wildwood glades, 
Haunted by native cattle, yet untamed. 

Known too by thick-breathed accents guttural, 
(Whose hoarse tone marks these dwellers of the 
Issue the generous vassals, clad alike [ North) 
In gaberdines and orange-tawny vest, [fends. 
The brood, whose puissance Copeland's tower de- 
Or fraught with sharp-edged bills and partizans, 
Dart forth the armed sentinels, who guard 

Ford’s terraced platform, raised o’er limpid Till: 
Or, crooked seaxes swinging at their side, 
Henchmen, obeisant to the race, that sways 1576 
Branxton’s eld state, or halls of Haggerston, 

Or in command curbs Flodden’s border-hill. 
These, as they pass’d, drew admiration’s gaze. 


But not the pilgrim-heralds of the King 
Pleased comment could forbear, (albeit themselves 
All inexpert in usages of war) 
Seeing approach the guardians of the isles, 
Dear to their former life and memory ; 
Fetch’d from the sainted cells of Lindisfarne. 
These, wrapt in amice gray and hooded cope, 
In cause of Christ’s religion rush’d to fight, 1587 
(Unused howe’er) and left the shafted aisles, 
And cells, so long of sainted Aidan home, 
(To Britain Christian missionary prime :) 
After, to holy Cuthbert refuge too, 
Till finding there his honour’d sepulchre : 
Nor less the kingly Oswald’s chosen retreat, 
For ever dear in grateful memory. 
These joy’d with the mail’d garrison to blend, 
Sped from the abode of eld Northumbrian Kings, 
Where Ida’s fortress on the cragey coast 
O'er Bebbanburgh (in history’s roll renown’d) 
The impalure of its lofty citadel 1589 
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Rears, and spurns back check’d Ocean’s eddying 
Else:from the Staple’s numerous islets press [surge. 
Friends of warm heart, invoked where cluster’d rocks 
O’er tempest-riven precipices lower ; 

Or won, where Belford rears its fosse and fane. 
After these came, in murrey mantles clad, 

Lieges, select where Berwick’s boundary spreads 
Its fishy hamlet on Tweed’s tawny beach. 

Else in more martial blazonry equipp’d, 

With lance or javelin high upborne, or sway’d 

In their strong gripe the Northern battleaxe, 
Descends the train from Norham’s castled steep, 
Or where eld Ubbanford, from pass of Tweed, 
Sends its war-harried race, and people used _1613 
Inroads, and sudden ravages to ward, 

Wielding bright morions, or the huge claymore. 
These, as if blended in confederate clans, 

Issue from out Northumbria’s last confines. 

Such form the prowess of her farthest shire, 
Whose advent joyous gratulation hails ; 

For now from every province of his realm 

Sees England's monarch the proud puissance come. 


Nor only these: but powers from all the shires, 
Which along Severn’s northern bank confront 
The Somersetian, or Devonian shores, 1624 
(Forming the sovereign’s realm of Southern Wales) 
Haste hither; fiery voluntaries; troops 
In multitudes, by their own chieftains led, 
Friends of the King, who erst his standard join’d. 
At whose survey, well then might conscious pride 
Swell the King’s bosom. Yet if kindled there, 
Such sense too needful apprehension check’d, 
And cautious doubt, since all this host so summ’d, 
All England’s strength, from every province sped, 
Inferior far in numbers still he knew 1634 
To the foe’s puissance, which his eyes had scann’d, 
Late witness’d vaunting o’er Wilts’ tented fields. 
Nathless when all the nation’s power had thus 
Rush’d to the war, and stood for act prepared, 
Grand was the view, inspiring to the soul. 
So congregated, while the mingling spears 
Flash’d mid the standards flapping the stirr’d breeze, 
Brilliant was then their sheen, as ocean-waves 
Quivering and dancing in the moonlight’s play ; 
Or dazzling bright at times might be the glare, 
As when the traveller in Arabia’s wilds 
Discerns the strange mirage illusive gleam 1646 
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In undulating splendour, while the sun 1617 
Exhales its hot dews from the sandy waste. 

Bright armour glisten’d in the sloping rays 

On every side, as when the starry train 

Illumes the ethereal dome, and gilds with beams 
Of tremulous lustre valley, wood, and hill. 

Such seem‘d the assembled army in array, 

As when at eve innumerable clouds, 

Dispersed along the sky from end to end, 

Float calm upon the bosom of the air 

O’er the sun’s throne, fountain of light and grace; 
Nearest, in purpling gold; shadowy, remote, 1658 
Streak’d all with rays of every changeful hue. 

As in an amphitheatre’s wide cirque, 

Spread were.the thronging squadrons all around © 
On the hill-sides, or o’er the hollow breast 

Of Brixton’s grassy dell, by either marge 

Of the hush’d rill that parts its bosom’d glen ; 
Inclosing its tower’d fane, and hamlet-cots 

With tented domiciles, in guise unwont, 

Till a strange forest of erected spears 

Made all the space seem set with trees of steel. 
Thus scatter’d thick, the mooned legions show’'d, 
As when a flock o’er a vast valley crowds, —_1670 
Settling to rest, and variegates afar ~ 

The verdurous banks of some wide-curving stream. 


Such full assemblage, when the King beheld, 
Highly emotion throbb’d within his breast, 
Whose fervour bent in utterance to express 
Of speech, befitting then the pregnant time, 
Forthwith, attended by a train of peers, 
He seeks an eminence, from whose ascent 
Best might the observant host all mark and hear. 
The long procession fill’d an ample space, 1680 
Clear’d for their station. Thus while prominent 
From forth the duteous band the king advanced, 
Conspicuously he shone upon the gaze, 
To all reveal’d, as Maro’s matchless lyre 
Pictures to thought Anchises’ godlike son, 
When through his heavenly mother’s guardian care 
First shown in radiance fore the Tyrian Queen. 
Studded with gold the sovereign’s armour blazed ; 
A helmed diadem inclosed his brows: 
On each hand England’s ensigns broadly waved ; 
One, whereon floated o’er its tissued folds 
The Christian symbol of the crimson’d cross ; 
Another, lifting to delighted note 1693 
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The ancient signal of the argent horse. 1694 

At view of their loved monarch, lost so long, 

(By most deem’d dead, or fled to foreign climes) 

After so many tribulations past 

Recover’d thus, new-risen as from the grave, 

Nor solely living, but thus sudden come 

At head of such a vast united power, 

Consummate general, patriot King beloved, 

Leading triumphant on to instant war, 

Rapturous delight and joy in every heart, 

Enthusiasm uncontroll’d, with deep amaze 

Contending blent. All as a miracle, 1703 

Or sole the effect of magic or a dream, 

The vision seems: that scarce the wondering crowds 

Can trust indeed the very sense of sight, 

To deem heaven’s glorious work reality, 

Or satiate admiration with survey 

Of object, which each greedy eye drank in, 

Blinded almost with tears of extacy. 

Glow’d every bosom with adoring love, 

Fraught all with firm resolve to sacrifice 

Life in their country’s and their King’s defence. 

But lo! the monarch wafts his hand, as ’twere 

In act to speak. Instant a silence, sprung —:1717 

Of gratitude and reverential awe, 

Held chain’d attention ; not a whisper then 

Scaped the check’d breath: but hark! with vocal 
charm 

Heart-moving accents broke the taken air, 

Heard in each word throughout the concave dell. 


‘“Countrymen, fellow-soldiers, peers, and friends, 
Now is the prosperous time at last attain’d, 
_ When after perils dread and woes untold, 
By our poor country borne so many years, 
Her sufferings all shall cease, and be repaid 1727 
With peace, and bliss, and glory without end. 
Through guardian care of Providence, (for which 
Grateful my bosom needs must beat) myself 
After strange ventures and privations past 
Wondrously am preserved, and thus restored 
To meet my people on our grand emprize. 
Before me I behold the nation’s power, 
Assembled England’s sons from homes of pride 
(Degenerate never from their high descent) 
Her warriors all in honour’s splendid roll 
Combined in friendly union, as one man, 
Moved by one heart, nerved as with single arm, 
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Wherefore invincible of every foe. 1740 
At hand is our achievement: the great task, 

To be perform’d, ere thrice shall set the sun ; 

That fight, whereon (work of one single day) 
England’s last stake and hope of safety hangs. 
Now must arbitrement of mortal war 

Decide in final proof, at one result, 

Whether our dearest country shall remain 

With fellest horrors torn, the dismal scene 

Where unresisted murder stalks at will: 

Her placid rivers running red with blood 

Of her own sons, who groan beneath the yoke 

Of foreign lords and Pagan tyranny : 1752 
Our wives and daughters, to the grasp exposed 

Of foul abuse, and ruffian insolence: 

Spared not e’en infant innocence, but oft 

Toss’d on sharp pikes before the parents’ sight: 
Our altars trampled, and our holy men 

Mangled in mockery, or exiled with scorn: 
Religion scoff’d, and crush’d the Christian light, 
While Odin’s heathen race would in our land 
Stablish war’s fierce and dark idolatry : 

Untill'd our fertile fields, or the poor swain 
Robb’d of the product of his toiling hands: —1763 
Our kingdom, form’d by heaven the ark of peace, 
Haven of order, home of happiness, 

Broke by alarm’d unrest, her laws o’erthruwn, 
Made rapine’s prey, a wilderness of wolves. 

Now must our arm conclude in one debate, 
Whether our bleeding country we will free 

By one bold blow from sorrows such as these. 
Now strives the combat, whether Britons born 
Shall in their native land possess their own; 

Shall there enjoy all their forefathers left: 

Whether their wives and children in their homes 
Shall sleep, secure from wrong, and undefiled : 

If, chasing from our isle the pest of war, 1776 
At duty’s call by courage of our own, 

We will defend onr state, religion, laws, 
Bequeath’d us as our dearest heritage, 

And to our children yet transmit, as theirs : 

Yet see our native land, through act of ours, 
Flourish in happy peace, in plenty smile, 
Spreading in prosperous growth to endless time. 

In such a cause, to shed his blood, to die, 

To perish every man, (if such need were 

In chance of war) our country’s rights to save, 
Noble were sure the alternative, and sweet. 1757 
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And not a man I see before me stand 1788 
(So my full trust assures) but willingly 

In her defence would render up his life : 

And, if expiring o’er her ruin, breathe 

His last gasp, for her weal in prayer to heaven !” 


Sudden he paused ; for when so touching words 
The sovereign spoke, the host straight gave response, 
And smote their iron spears on echoing shields, 
With wonted signal of the weapon-touch, 

That told in meaning sound each heart’s resolve 
Plainerthan speech. But hark! the King resumes. 


‘* But ruin, said [?— Heaven forefend! for who 
In such a cause can doubt of victory ? 
When England’s warrior-sons, in union’s league 
All blent, to conquer are resolved, prepared ? 
True, we are fewer: for the Danish hordes 1803 
Swarm, thick as leaves that strew the autumnal fields. 
Yet by so much as mightier are our foes, 
Greater the glory proves of their defeat. 
Trebled were e’en their number, yet our host 
Of English hearts ne’er may I deem o’ermatch'd, 
Whose rising courage still surmounts the need. 
Just as our cause is, right our hearts are too. 
A hero I discern in every man. 
But for our foes ; I know them, through their camp 
Passing myself of late in minstrel guise— 
By eye-proof I have witness’d and explored 
All their condition; every avenue, 
Entrenchment, guard, and station, I observed. 
Secure and careless all their feasted hours 1817 
They waste in riot, sports, and revelry ; 
Drunken and stupified with mead and wine, 
Sleep the gorged sentinels, all off their guard : 
Tottering, while wake, half-dead ; since all the night 
Wallowing in frolic mirth, and music: then 
Lolling on powerless couches, till mid-noon : 
Heap’d, all confused ; unapt for quick array ; 
Expecting no resistance, but assault 
Deeming impossible, scoff’d but with scorn. 
Fear them not then, nor doubt of full success. 
We are alert, strong, and for war equipp’d. 
With courage answerable, all is ours. 
Heaven favours: God himself is on our side. 
In dreams and cheering visions from above 
We are encouraged to this high emprize, 
For our own cause to battle, and for heaven’s, 1833 


270 KING ALFRED. 


And in its service we are instruments. 1834 
The Danish standard (prize of Kinwith’s field, 
Reft in that glorious day by English hands) 
Follows us, crouching low beneath our own. 

Then under trophy of that puissant fight 

We, with God’s second blessing, now will make 
That proud example and auspicious proof 

Earnest of nobler triumphs, waiting us. 

T will lead on: for all the examined way, 

The order of our march, and of attack 

I have concluded, fixing every guard. 

Victory beckons us at hand; is sure, 1845 
Easy. Methinks, she yonder on her throne 

Sits in full view, with trophies rich’d around, 

And in her radiant hand, to crown the brave, 
Waves golden diadems and laurell'd wreaths, 
Which with us every worthy comrade shares.” 


He paused a moment; for a sudden shout 
Rose from the host, which would have rent the air, 
And long continuous would have fill’d afar 
Heaven’sechoing vault. Butthe King’s wafted hand 
With signal understood such burst repress’d 
Of the host’s noble ardour: when his voice 1856 
Thus to the listening tribes his thought pursues. 


‘* Yet still remember, valiant countrymen, 
(To assure the triumph of our enterprize) 
Secresy, caution, prudence, are no less 
Than courage needful, lest aroused alarm, 
Caught by the foes, all our design betray. 
Our purpose is to whelm them by surprize, 
Ere of assault aware: and to the world 
Shew proof, how skill o’er numbers can prevail ; 
The mind’s ascendancy o’er brutal force. 
From our bereaved condition we will raise 1867 
Answering resources in adversity, 
And wrest our fortune at a single grasp. 
Well though I know the vantage of the site, 
Yet to my charge the care must fall, that nought 
Of discipline, or order, be forgot. 
To-morrow’s turn, ere the first village-cock 
Has hail’d the streak of dawn, we strike our tents. 
Every man active at his post shall move 
In battle to confront the Danish power. 
Now need your weary limbs the due repast, 
And in our tent composed we will array 
Consulting all our captains, summon’d there, 1879 
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The order of our march, and of assault : 1850 
There at our suited ease we will at best 

Assign the place of every regiment. 

Every man to his noble leader give 

Full trust; known each, and to you all endear’d. 
My part, your King and general, is to guide 
Straight on to victory, deeming each man’s life 
Committed to my care. Therefore am I 

In justice to you all responsible. 

A trust how awful! Yet with God’s good help 

In vast discomfiture we will o’erthrow 

Our adversaries, in entire defeat, 1891 
Never from that hour forth to be retrieved. 

I ain prepared: my resolution’s ta’en. 

Vanquish the foe we will, or else with you 

I too will perish on the self-same field, 

Leaving my mangled body on the earth; 

Nor ever as a captive, will I ask 

Of ransom aught, but sole a grassy grave: 

Yet deathless in my country’s memory. 

Glorious and happy too to after time 

Shall that man be esteem’d, whose fortune ’tis 

In battle so august to bear a part. 

Living or dying, be partakes the lot 1903 
Of England’s princes, and her noblest stock : 
Renown on earth, his country’s best rewards, 

If he survive; and should conspicuous wounds 
Proclaim his worth, these shall his person deck 
With splendour more than martial blazonry, 

Or robes of gold, or honour’s jewell’d stars. 

But in the conflict, if alas! he fall, 

A nation’s growing love and gratitude 

Shall still through rolling centuries descend : 

A blessed martyr’s crown his meed in heaven. 
Earth’s globe shall be our tomb; and we shall there 
In an invisible unwrit record, 1915 
The human heart and mind, from age to age 

Herit a monument, enduring more 

Than stony sepulchre, or graven brass: 

In virtue’s rate, how infinite of price !” 


So as he utter’d, every warrior’s eye, 
Dissolved in tears; tears yet of stern resolve. 
While of his look the solemn dignity 
Presented then the King to fixed gaze 
(Through awe and admiration so sublimed) 
Than mortal more. But hark! he yet again 
Thus utterance of his bosom’s fraught pursues. 1926 
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“ Follow me then. Yonder at distance brief 
E’en in this province, our own Wiltshire’s fields, 
The foe lies vaunting in his careless camp. 

Scarce two days’ march bears to his very verge 
Our squadrons ; which unlook’d shall on them dart. 
On, noble English! little care presents 

This quarry to our grasp, an easy prize. 

He, that in such a cause fears wounds, or death, 
(Ere yet our standards move) let him retire. 

But why breathe aught of this? Itshames my tongue: 
Since every man would here deem flight a crime. 
Of England’s bravest lineage I perceive 1938 
The native lustre blaze: impatient fire, 

I witness glow and sparkle in your eyes. 

Our country’s lion-spirit is aroused, 

Eager to spring upon the crouching prey. 

Doubt, fear departs. Asa confineless flood, 

An unresisted torrent, on we rush. 

In God’s name therefore, English gentlemen, 
Strike home. Let every man with gifted power, 
Valiant as confident, smite the doom’d foe. 

Think every man, that on his proper arm 

His country’s safety rests. ‘ England expects 
Each man to do his duty.’ Be this then 1950 
The motto and the watchword of the fight. 

By your exertion now, I prophecy, 

All is in bappy train achieved our own. 

I see it all in full accomplishment. 

Our England lives, to each successive age, 

In arms, in arts, empire, at home, abroad, 

The envy, admiration, of the world ; 

While we, the happy doers, shall be hail’d 

Her saviours, fathers, through eternal time.” 


He ceased, and as his cheering accents fill’d 
The attentive host with hope and confidence, 1961 
Though sonnet loud or clarion’s throat blew none, 
The monarch’s very utterance was to all 
More animating than a trumpet’s blast. 

Patriot resolve and dauntless fortitude 

Inspired the soul with glory’s appetite, 

Urging to deeds of prowess, martial fire, 
Surpassing human: while enthusiasm reign’d 

And deep devotion in each soldier’s heart ; 

That not the meanest peasant, cottage-born, 
Partook not there his chief’s nobility. 

Lulling alarm, though clamour was subdued, 

With token as significant, again 1973 
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Each touch’d with glittering weapon (lance, or sword) 
His bossy targe, in ancient ceremony, 
For test and seal of truth and fealty. 


Nor at that solemn hour, while thus tne aost 
Compacted stood, on eve to undertake 
Enterprize so momentous, did the King 
Forget, whence sole a blessing on their arms 
Must own its source: whence all success must spring. 
Wherefore his voice now bids the assembled bands 
(Behest to none unwelcome) kneel devout 
On the green earth, while holy ceremonies, —_—1984 
Religion’s pious orisons, implore 
Heaven’s gracious favour on their pledged design, 
Intending furtherance of the christian cause. 
Forthwith obeisant to his kingly word, 
The numerous companies on ported arms 
All humbly bend at once the willing knee. 
Through the deep dell a solemn silence reigns. 
Grand and inspiring was the unwonted scene, 
Affecting too not less, when lowly bow’d 
The gather’d multitudes of warlike men, 
Protecting home and all that makes life dear: 1995 
While the King too with humble reverence stoops, 
(With him the princes, nobles, honour’d dames) 
In hope to hallow war’s severe result 
Withrighteous judgmentfrom heaven’s ruling throne. 
Nor fail’d angelic guardians (ready still 
To waft the pious mortal’s heartfelt prayer 
On wings of love to their celestial seat) 
Above to hover on appointed watch. 


Forthwith the holy prelates, Plegmund first, 
Shepherd revered of England’s christian flock, 
(Archbishop high of Canterbury’s see) 

With sainted Adulph, kinsman of the King, = 20:7 

And after these the venerated train 

Of mitred bishops and deep-musing priests, 

Grimbald, in sacred scriptures erudite, 

Affection’d Asser, learned Erigen, 

With them the trusty pilgrims of the north, 

And pious Werbert, head of Chester's seat, 

And venturous Sighelm, India’s messenger, 

Advance conspicuous in the army’s front. 

Then venerable Plegmund’s voice, far-heard, 

(Since such a stillness hist, that not a spear 

Unmark’d could drop upon the grassy turf) 

Implores, with suited look of sanctity, 2019 
VOL. VI. T 
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And eyes upraised, and hands outstretch’d on high, 
Heaven’s blessing on their meditated task ; 

That purposes to plant Christ’s heavenly faith, 
England’s salvation work in wished peace, 

So to secure a nation’s happiness, 

Which sole by instrument of mortal arms 
(Heaven’s ministry below) may now be won. 
Soon his responsive claim in posture meek 

Saint Neot adds, praying the Eternal Power, 
Who all things in his own creation guides 

In heaven and earth, under his shielding wing 

To guard the christian army ; to give strength 2031 
To every English soldier’s sworded hand, 

That now beneath Christ’s red-cross banner fights, 
His servant to remain to life’s last end, 

Till call’d to share the due reward in heaven. 
Heart-stirring was that tender orison, 

Whose incense angels messaged through the skies, 
Not lost, nor slighted by an ear divine, 

For ever open to a good man’s prayer. 

Rises the host: and o’er the open field, 

Closed solely by the temple of the skies, 
Britannia’s portion of the christian church, 

‘* Militant here on earth,” prepares response. 2043 
Hark! choral hymns, (albeit in tone subdued,) 
And fervent anthems in harmonious chaunt 
Ascend to heaven, and seem to glide along 
Propitious air, as from rich altars fumes 

The breath of Indian odours, gums, and balm. 
The soften’d notes stole on the tranced ear, 

As music from a congregated choir, 

Borne over waters, at hush’d distance breathes, 
While doubts the listener whence the strain proceeds. 
Nor yet are ended piety’s due rites: 

For lo! his holy benediction next 2054 
The sacred Plegmund, with auspicious charge, 

On England’s bending standards deigns to pour; 
Invoked (through heaven’s protecting benison) 

To shine as stars through peril’s darkest strife, 
And guide the valiant on to victory. 

So as his moving hope predicts, he bears 

The regal standard to the melted King, 

Who, from the prelate’s hand receiving, greets 
The gifted tribute with a solemn kiss, 

Praying, its loss to witness but with life’s. 

Then to its brave protector he confides 

The precious sign, more dear than life to guard. 
Nor might that ceremonial rite, remark’d, 2067 
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Pass, failing in the general host to wake 2068 
Emotion deep, affected e’en to tears, 

Which then bedew’d full many a warrior’s eye, 
Softening the martial fire that sparkled there. 

Yet much with holy calm, religious trust, 

All at such presage were composed and cheer’d. 


The sun was in the horizon’s western verge 
Setting in gold, when now, with willing change, 
Obeisant to the sovereign’s thoughtful care, 

The soldiers all to their white tents retire ; 

War’s light and temporary domiciles, 2078 
With awnings spread wide o’er the bosom’d dell. 
There they partake at ease needful repast, 
O’erwearied limbs with new recover’d strength 
Recruiting thus, till sound and early sleep 

Arouse them vigorous to their summon’d march. 


In the tent-royal, (a pavilion broad, 
Rich with adornments) ’fore whose portal high 
The signal tufas waved, the numerous chiefs 
Assemble ; all the sage and holy men. 
Alike with these, the noble female train, 2088 
The monarch’s sister kind, late Mercia’s Queen, 
At head, and near her, haught Eltruda, once 
Alike a Queen; with whom, her princess-stem, 
Fair Thora came: near too Devonia’s pride, 
Stately Honoria, whose loved matron-side 
Sweet Hilda graced: then, boast of Somerset, 
Fidelia, honour’d Rayner’s consort dear; 
The foster-mother of the royal brood: 
By these Matilda, Kent’s chief virgin flower ; 
Gentle Emilia, Sussex’ ornament, 
Late to a prince betroth’d, and after her, 
The fair Felicia, gem of Warwick’s towers: 3100 
Next, Emma’s modest mien, whose beauty glow’d 
With richer charm, owning a sire restored : 
By these too shone, good Ordmer’s daughters twain, 
The matron first, then Rosamond demure. 
These soon (their tresses stuck with ready gems, 
And quick attired in silken floating robes, 
Bordured with golden stars) the cheerful board 
Cheer with their presence; and the welcome meal 
(Here but a banquet prompt, as claims the time) 
Make by their air and converse doubly sweet. 
For these, in natural trepidation’s spite, 
At coming danger, (present still to thought) 
A dauntless resolution could put on; 2113 
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Sustaining well its part, assign’d by heaven, 2114 
In adverse hour to soothe and solace man. 

These noble ladies follow'd to the camp 

Their heart’s possessors, each with duteous love, 
Proffering their watchful care, with province wont. 
Now graceful honours to the festive scene 
Pleased they dispense. Fromthetent’s ceiling hung, 
Lamps o’er the table shed a mellow light; 

W hereon were viands plain, in martial guise, 
Substantial simply, and affording strength, 

Soon sped, nor delicate; and yet enjoy’d 

With relish, passing rarer luxuries. 2125 
Though thus on martial peril’s verge (to some 
Haply a meal preceding early fate) 

Of all the mien composed night semblance give 
Of stiller hour, and happier festival, 
,As e’er shared erst in court, in hall, or bower: 
Now but with haste seized in the tented field. 

Nor was the goblet, fill’d with generous wine, 

Or honey'd mead, or spiced ippocras, 

Here wanting, frequent pledged from lip to lip, 
Exchanged with mutual vow, and friendly league. 
Recruited with the cheer were all, and pleased. 
Nor wanted music, or the charm of song: 2137 
For here, with service prompt, were officed bards, 
Both English Wilfred, kindly generous man, 

(In seat of favour near the grateful King) 

And famed Geraint, the blue-robed boast of Wales, 
Bard of the chair, skill’d in his country’s lore. 
These to the harp attemper warlike airs ; 

Or to the listening hero’s ear attune 

Brief strains, recording deeds of ancient fame, 
Theirsires’exploits: perchance some favourite theme 
Of kingly Egbert's day, (reminded here 

By very site of his memorial stone) 2148 
Alfred’s loved grandsire, scarce in honour’s roll 
Less than his mighty master, Charlemagne ; 

Or lay of Roland, dear to eld renown. 

Then haply intermix’d, love adds its claim 

With ditty, pleasing to a lady’s ear. 

Who may not deem too, but that on request 

To soothe (nor seem’d it forced) the transient hour, 
The fair themselves their magic spell accord, 

Or with rare touches of the golden lute, 

By ivory fingers of the Mercian Queen 

Solicited, or by seraphic voice 

Warbled, that wings the thought from earth to 

heaven? 2160 
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But soon (in English wont) the festive scene 
To serious business turns; and now becomes 
Itself a very council (here uncall’d) 

Of war. At instance of the musing King, 

Slides willing converse and attentive thought 

On the near battle’s preconceived array, 

And all the order of the fix’d assault. 

As the field’s marshal, from his mantle’s folds 
The sovereign opes a scroll, which he dispreads 
Fore all the observant chiefs, wherein is drawn 
In clear design a model of the fight, 

In figure shewn each noble leader’s place, 2172 
Each county’s force, each legion how disposed. 
This too with surer voice the King explains, 

And tells, in three battalions shall be ranged 
(Connected each) the army’s general power : 

That after march which cautiously shall wind 
Along the forest’s edge, screen’d thus from note, 
Creeping along as ’twere with ambush’d stealth, 
(Sole needed one night’s halt for tented rest) 
When down from Bratton’s steep and forted hill, 
By foes deserted for the plain below, 

Pass the dense columns, with concerted speed 
O’er Edington’s vast champain forth shall spread 
England’s assembled host, to triple charge. — 2185 
On the left wing shall gallant Aylwin lead 

(The soldier tried, prosperous as bold in war) 

His native Wiltshire’s legion; and by these, 
Proud too scarce less to own his loved command, 
Shall combat still those troops of Mercian race, 
To his used guide observant: by whose side 
Shall fight the fiery sons of Southern Wales; 
And in like station of the field shall blend 

(As to their dauntless spirit fitted well) 

The new-gain’d puissance of the hardy North. 
These will upon the western flank oppose 2196 
The foe’s throng’d numbers, loosely guarded there 
By ramparts and entrenchments low of earth, 
Where their thick congregated hordes surround 
The ivied mill and house-bespeckled croft, 
Stretching below West-Ashton’s hamlet-cells, 

Or opposite beside the wide-roof’d farm 

They name their Dairy, occupying thus 

The western quarter of the Paynim camp; 

(So, as the King relates, he has observed) 

Ruled chiefest by dead Regner’s princely son, 
The mighty Haldene, not to fame unknown, 
Brother of Hubba, slain in Kinwith’s field: 2208 
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Now daring, since the kingly A‘lla’s fall, 2209 
Assert the sceptre of the ravaged North. 

But e’en such warrior, proud and fierce soe’er, 
With all his power, will not securely stand 
Aylwin’s impetuous shock, conducting troops 
Confident in their leader; nor will less 

The northern lords in conflict joy to meet 

The oppressor of their homes, and on his head 
Hurl fated vengeance for deeds acted there. 

But toward our strongest centre verging more, 
Shall the vast force, by regal Kenwulph led, 
(Happily now to England’s ranks restored) 2220 
From the wide realm of inner Mercia drawn, 
(Save of the strength their numbers best can spare 
To form, as need may point, our kept reserve) 
With mighty battle fall upon the foe. 

These will, with proudest zeal, before them face 
That dangerous precinct of the Danish camp, 

(As the King opes, his witness has o’erseen) 
Where in his hold imperious Oskital, 

The bloody, savage, avaricious King 

Reigns in command, and sits mid heaps of spoil 
Pillaged from Mercia’s affluent provinces, 2231 
Crowland’s, Medeshamstede’s, Ely’s rifled fanes, 
Region he ever sought himself to sway. 

Toward the mid portion of the Pagan tents 

His crowded hordes extend (so tells the King, 
His watch remark’d) till stretching northward on 
Groves compass the Hurst’s farm, and skirt the field, 
Passing toward Steeple-Ashton’s village-fane. 

On these (be sure) our Mercian bands will rush 
With fury irresistible ; compell’d, 

Suddenly from their spacious seat dislodge, 
O’erpower, and from them wrest their gorged spoil. 
While our main central body shall advance, 

Led by the noble Oddune, Devon’s earl, 2244 
(A captain, prudent, politic, as brave, 

Successful still in battle, ) bringing on 

His gallant son, victor in Kinwith’s field, 

The Danish Reafen floating o’er their heads, 
There captured, now with terror to the foes 
Against them borne, as if by magic’s change. 
Ranged in this portion of the field, shall rush 
Somerset’s power, by honour’d Rayner brought, 
Their rightful head, and near them, Dorset’s strength, 
Govern’d by Athelard, their trusty chief, 

With all the potence blent, which spacious Hants 
And Vecta’s isle can send, led by their bold 2256 
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And active lord, Edgar, on fire for fame. 2257 
These, order’d thus, shall here resistless force 
Join, and in valour vie, invincible. 
Albeit their part assign’d must there contend 
With the foe’s fiercest legions, fix'd in this 
Their central station : (so from ocular proof 
The sovereign warns) Amund, war-loving King, 
Of jousts, and sports, and feasts as fond in turn, 
And near him holding scarce divided seat, 
That other prince (deceased Regner’s brood) 
Unvanquish’d Hinguar, bruited by renown, 
Model of war, of genius born to rule ; 2268 
Now thirsting to avenge fallen Hubba’s doom. [fields 
These, with throng’d powers, o’erspread the fertile 
Which their fond pride their second Dairy. names, 
Inclining on toward the foe’s eastern wing. 
Rear of our central battle in reserve, 
Ready at call of danger to support 
Whatever friends each way most need their aid, 
Shall Mercian bands be placed (the numbers sped 
Forth of their ample realm such strength supply) 
Whose succour shall make victory doubly sure. 
Our right wing’s chosen powers shall own command 
Of noble Osmund, Cornwall’s earl, of yore —.220 
In war experienced as in council sage, 
Whose mighty puissance shall contain no less 
Troops from his sea-clasp’d region, than the strength 
Of those rich shires by eastern nobles ruled, 
Kent’s, Sussex, Essex, Surrey’s provinces ; 
With whom our kinsmen princes too shall blend, 
/Edelm and Athelwold, their gallant aid, 
All eager for the fray, in post whate’er. 
This portion of our battle will assail 
That quarter of the camp, where most the Danes 
Hold their head-station, in the rural vill 2291 
Beyond the avenue of sheltering trees [ward on 
Thence named “ Dane-head,” and stretching east- 
Toward their Earl’s Stoke, peopling with crowded 
The level region of vast champain tracts: [hordes 
An arduous station, since by choice possess’d 
Where Guthrun, kingly general, keeps his state 
In his tent-royal (so the King forebodes, 
\s witness’d by eye proof) wherein but late 
=ld captive was our very Consort-Queen : 
‘ distant from his side, where numerous bands 
nN" to Ocean, Hastings, stern Sea-King, 
Sway futeous to his voice, and leads along, 
Proude the charge in his instruction bred, 2304 
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The youthful prince, Biorn, the rising hope —2305 
Of Denmark, last of royal Regner's sons. 


‘‘ Ourself (the sovereign general so instructs) 
For observation will our station take 
At first on Edington’s high peaked hill, 
With a selected band of Windsor’s guards, 
Near to our central battle; whence our sight 
Best can survey and guide the whole attack. 
Heralds, despatch’d thence, over all the field 
Can bear our charged direction, to our will. 
The course and operation of each part 2315 
Reviewing thus awhile, our care shall be, 
That of our troops none fail for timely aid. 
Nor will we shrink in person too to join 
Our squadrons, and due share of conflict add, 
Where’er most peril may our presence claim. 
No towers, or forts, impede us. All is now 
Struggle of strength with strength upon the plain. 
Let every Englishman but act his best, 
And soon in an inextricable net 
We will encompass and involve the foe, 2325 
Till, maugre all resistance, resolute 
And fierce soe’er, while Providence itself 
Seconds our efforts to so righteous end, 
Defeat and ruin shall their host o’erwhelm.” 


Thus understanding each his several charge, 
Suited response in turn the chiefs adjoin, 
Delighted all to hear apt post assign’d, 

Till all anticipate the fight’s events ; 
While coming fortune seems in every eye 
Forecasting shadows, ominous of truth. 2335 
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Tue King, inthe course of the banquet, adverting to the absence of 
the captive Queen, is gratified by the return of his envoy, Turgar. 
He gives an account of his reception in the Danish camp, by 
Guthrun ; and of his interview with the Queen, to whom he had 
delivered Alfred’s signet ring, and whom he had assured of the 
saefty of her husband and children. Turgar communicates also 
some information gleaned in the Danish quarters. The King 
knights him for his services, and creates him Lord of Scrivelsby, 
and Champion of Englund. They break up from the banquet 
with cows of mutual truth and fealty. Solitary reflections and 
prayers of the King in the night preceding the grand enterprize. 
The army commence their march, which ts continued with all 
possible secrecy, until advanced within actual sight of the Danish 
tents, and to the point of the general attack. Before the dawn of 
the next day, the English fall suddenly in full force on the sleeping 
and unguarded enemy. The great battle of Edington begins. In- 
cidents. Death of the Earl of Gloucester. The Danish General 
Amund is slain by Aylwin. Earl Rohand ts mortally wounded. 
Rayner falls by the hand of Oskital, and is carried off the field. 
Combat between Oskital and Kenwulph, in which the Mercian 
Viceroy is victorious, but ts himself severely wounded. The dis- 
abled English Lords are conveyed to the side of a riculet at 
Lockham, in the rear of the army. They expressing a wish to 
see Alfred before they expire, Guy hastens te conduct the King 
to their presence. 


KING ALFRED. 


BOOK XLVI. ' 


\ HEN thus affairs, of import national, 
Had been despatch’d first with attention meet, 

Private affection next its duteous claim 

Prompted awhile in the King’s fervent heart. 

He, as a man, a husband, and a sire, 

Bends his fond thought upon his Consort-Queen, 

Alas! not in this noble train discern’d, 

Still pining captive in the hostile camp. 

Upon the children (pledges of their love) 

Alike he muses, England’s princely brood, 

The elder present at this very board, 

Through favour near the kind Fidelia set, 12 

Who pleased assumes the foster-mother’s part. 

The sovereign, gazing round the table’s range, 

Misses, as here not seated with the rest, 

Lincoln’s young earl, his true and graceful page, 

Turgar, late sent on venturous embassy 

To one most dear, nor from his charge return’d ; 

Whose interesting errand now the King 

Recals, with throb of meet anxiety. 

Till soon the wonder of his labouring mind 

The King expresses, what unlook’d mischance, 

Or what endangered incident, detains 

Pledged undertaking of his youthful friend, 24 

Disguised to carry to the prison’d Queen 

News of her children’s rescue; and to warn 

In the near battle her own life to guard. 

General anxiety is woke in all, 

And fond expectance for the wish’d return 

Of the young herald, daring such exploit: 

Fraught haply too with tidings of the foe, 

Whose purport may affect the present need. 

Chiefest, the noble ladies, ever kind, 

Share in such feeling, with no common care 

Pondering on their loved mistress in distress. 

Nor in that pause of reminiscence fail 

The valiant thanes, from Lincoln’s province sped, 
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To blend their duteous zeal, with eager hope _—38 
For safe reception of their rising chief. 


Behold ! e’en now, responsive to desire, 
Turgar, the sprightly page and henchman true, 
Returns, and here in very sight appears. 

Though his rosed cheek and yet unbearded chin 
Gave his fair face almost a lady’s air, 

Yet that complexion, courage, dauntless- brave, 
Toherited, and brooded “ dragon-spleen,”’ 
Inspired to daring ventures, passing thought. 

Late having skirted at the dusk of eve 48 
In passage Selwood’s forest-edge along, 

Mid the tent-royal now he hastes, where all 

As yet were o’er the careful table ranged ; 

Before the King falls sudden on his knee, 

Who straight the stranger hails with glad embrace, 
Beheld thus safe to anxious hope regain d ; 

Bids him arise, and at the listening board 

Unfold his mission’s chance in swift report : 

How fares the Queen: whate’er of her he learns 
To feed all ears : whate’er of import too 

His note has in the Danish precincts glean’d. 
Encouraged thus, modest, with graceful mien 60 
The youth relates : that following to his best 
Instructions of his honour’d lege, the King, 

He doff’d his proper garment and put on 

The Danish coat, which erst Count Sidroc gave 
At sack of Crowland’s abbey-fane, what time 
There captured in his boyhood’s studious haunt 
Him had the Dane through strange compassion saved, 
And bade him shun relentless Hubba’s rage. 
Equipp’d thus in disguise, he bent his way 
(Already known) amid the Danish tents, 

Spread in wide range o'er Edington’s vast plain, 
Bearing too in his hand (so more to lull 72 
Suspicion’s eye) the minstrel-lute, whose strings 

_ In Crowland’s peace his cloister’d leisure’s choice 
Had learn'd to touch; best deeming in this garb 
(As in the King’s example mark’d at first) 

To mingle in the Paynim festival, 

Whereat each minstrel was a welcome guest, 
Charming its groupes with melody and song. 
Singly thus through the hostile tents he pass’d, 
(Suspicion by his Danish coat disarm'd) 

And sought the favouring moment to approach 
E’en the tent-royal of the Pagan King, 

(Majestic Guthrun, o'er the host supreme) B4 
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Wherein alas! (so then with bated voice 85 
The youth proceeds) ‘‘ I knew our England's Queen 
Captive, and whom I trembling hoped to find 
Safe, with kind care by kingly Guthrun still 
Treated, though held in guard: albeit I knew, 
Absorb’d in natural grief by fate so hard, 

For consort, children, from her sight bereaved. 
Here her attention as I strove to gain, 

Ere long by regal Guthrun’s ken observed, 

His strict enquiry question’d my intent.” 


So as he told, Alfred, alarm’d, bespeaks. 95 
‘* How scaped you then detection, so besought ? 
Noble, and unsuspicious though he be, 
Yet on that point, sensitive, and at guard, 
My own remark has seen the royal Dane. 
Gain’d you then entrance to his o’erwatch’d tent, 
Holding so precious object of my love ?” 


Instant the graceful herald thus return’d. 
‘* His doubts, if raised, I quell’d by promptresponse, 
Purporting, I was once Count Sidroc’s page, 
As e’en the Danish coat which then I wore, 
His gift, would testify: nor more: for straight 
Observing me more nearly, Guthrun knew 107 
The coat, dead Sidroc’s broider’d badge indeed ; 
Yet of my business more desired to hear. 
Whereat I told, (adhering too to truth) 
The gift I had at generous Sidroc’s hand, 
When Crowland’s treasured abbey was o’erwhelm’d 
In sacking flames, where, as I would have fled 
(A novice student in its peaceful walls) 
To scape its helpless inmates’ deadly doom, 
Such noble chieftain, pitying, saved my life, 
Bade me, where’er he went, to follow him, 
And most of all avoid stern Hubba’s ire. 118 
Guthrun replied at this: himself was there, 
And yet remember’d Croyland’s chanced events. 
But who, and what I was, still press’d to know. 
Embolden’d, I pursued, and told indeed, 
I was of noble birth; my sire no less 
Than Leofric, (Count Algar’s seneschal) 
Then scarce in Kesteven’s sad battle fallen! 
Fate, that soon wrought my sorrowing mother’s death ! 
Waiting, alarm’d, my kind protector’s steps, 
Medeshamstede’s capture, and its fall, I next 
Witness’d, and all its splendour wrapt in fire. . 
When following with the victor-army’s rear, 130 
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While in Nen’s river two rich-laden cars 181 
(Spoil of the fanes) lay sunken in its ford 

Busying Count Sidroc and his train, myself 
O’ercome with panic dread, (I so confess’d) 
Moved with regret too for loved Crowland’s fall, 
Fled, all unconscious whither, and awhile 

Hid in a neighbouring wood, had walk’d the night, 
Till as the day-break redden’d, I again 

Reach’d Crowland’s burning ruins; sought again 
Medeshamstede’s wreck ; but finding there no rest, 
In terror, or with other shelter’s hope, 

Southward I fled toward Glastonbury’s shrines, 

If haply there might Avalon’s screen’d isle 143 
Respite afford to my bewilder'd spirit. 

That fane alike, by roving Hubba’s hand 

I saw devoted to devouring fires ;' 

Ere yet in Kinwith's field (so bruited fame 

E’en to my outcast ear) the warrior fell. 

What might I do then? whither turn? each home, 
Such as for peace my helpless years desired, 
Seem’d to myself denied where’er I look’d. 
Among the conquerors my protector kind 

Was dead, in chance of Ashdown’s bloody field. 
Houseless, an orphan, and my Mercian fields 154 
As prize of conquest sway’d by other lords, 

I wander o’er the country, music now 

My solace and support; and in this plight 

By rumour hearing of their festival, 

Visit the Danish camp, fain tendering there 

The humble service of my lute and voice.” 


So as the youthful messenger recounts, 
Waking strange interest at the attentive board, 
Alfred, observant, thus alarm express’d. 


‘* Frank was indeed your answer, and sincere : 
Scarce aught admitting of retain’d disguise. 163 
Into the tent were you admitted then? 

And did you there behold the pining Queen ?” 


Swift the moved page pursues : ‘‘ The kingly Dane 
With my plain history’s very truth was touch’d ! 
Most of whose circumstances he recall’d 
And knew for facts, which he in person shared ! 
He said, an English manner, frank and free, 
Bespoke his favour: and compassion too 
On my forlorn condition, that so young 
Had yet so much encounter’d and endured. —175 
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And since I once was his friend Sidroe’s page, 176 
He bade me follow him within his tent, 

Where straight to presence e’en of England’s Queen 
(Whose sacred features instant I recall’d) 

I thus was brought; but trembling with alarm 
Lest her emotion yet might all betray !” 


Burst of impatience, not restraining here, 
Thus Alfred questions. ‘‘ Oh! what then ensued 2 
What said she, or what did? in health how fares ? 
Haste to disclose,—I burn to know it all !” 


‘<The royal Guthrun (swift the youth return’d) 
With air of pity to the amazed Queen 187 
Repeats my story’s leading passages, 

What venturous hazards I so young had scaped ; 
Which when she heard, and somewhat had composed 
Wilder'd surprise, herself (to strange delight 

Of my eased heart, and use) its truth confirm’d : 
Herself a Mercian, born in very site 

Of Lincoln’s province, had in former day 

Known both my parents, noble Leofric, 

Alleged my sire, my mother too, her friend, 

And for their sakes some favour to the son, 
(Wandering distress’d,through chance of war,as seen) 
At royal Guthrun’s hands she kindly urged. —_199 
Tears too of pity sprung, that seem’d to calm 

Her panting breast’s alarm, though inly feit, 
Visible to my watch, with care suppress’d. 

The warrior-Dane responds, himself should wish 
To hear the boy’s essay of lute and song. 

This when I striving granted, with such art 

As flutter’d trepidation could allow, 

Himself was pleased to praise my voice and skill; 
_ And added, since no longer war engaged 

The Danish host, but English army none 

Remain’d to combat, only sports of peace 210 
And joyous revelry were left to cheer 

The jaded time; the mimic joust, the dance, 
Mirth, music; most too, in the present feast. 
Therefore I unmolested might remain 

Long as I chose, and stray about the camp: 

But (as he deem’d) the Christian stranger too 
Might, ere departure, soothe the pensive Queen 
With strain and charm of eld-remember’d song. 
Such his considerate kindness then the Queen 
Appear’d to accept with seemly gratitude.’ 220 
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Smit is the listening group, to overhear 221 
Such traits of kindness and compassion shown 
By the chief Dane, and deem at least in this 
His bearing voble and magnanimous. 
Promptly the royal Alfred too adjoins. 


‘‘ Kingly he is, and bears a kinder heart, 
Than ’mong his war-bred nation most is wont. 
But satisfy impatience, more and more 
Alive to hear: while quivers every nerve. 
Sprung opportunity ? and to the Queen 
Disclosed you all our message? swiftly tell.” 231 


Instant the trusty harbinger: ‘‘ I spied 
The favouring moment, to the Queen alone 
Safe to deliver the charged signet-ring, 
Credential of my errand; and with voice 
Half-whisper’d, cautious, (knowing where I was, 
Compass’d with guards) ’fore her, all trembling-pale, 
In homage bow’d, [, as I might, assured 
Her greedy ear of tidings most desired ; 
Her children’s rescue, through the ventured act 
Of her King-Consort, all as he had pledged, 
Now safe in his, and kind Fidelia’s care. 242 
Extacy at the news, received, believed, 
Almost o’erpower’d her frame and faculties, 
And Nature scarce forbore a sudden swoon. 
Yet soon as her rapt spirits could at all 
Recover somewhat of composure wont, 
When tears of transport to her swelling heart 
Had lent some ease, celestial smiles illumed 
Her grief-wan beauty, and a rosier tinge 
Flush’d o’er her cheek. Affection, gratitude, 
To her loved husband, who had thus (so first [task 
Breathed her soft voice, scarce caught) his promised 
Perform’d in all, most dear, since saving thus 
Treasures, more precious e’en than life itself: 255 
To favouring Providence her thanks ascend, 
Since recognized is here its hand and guide. 
The signet-ring she kisses o’er and o'er, 
Known symbol, and assurance of the truth. 
Grateful, to me too, with fresh tears of joy, 
Its bearer, daring for her sake again 
To pass through jaws of danger, unappall’d, 
Her meed of thanks far more than all repays. 
Proud of me as her own, (her generous word 
So honours me) her Lincoln countryman, 
Her Knight she names me, come what fortune may. 
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Before my royal mistress mute I knelt, 267 
Scarce in less transport than herself could feel, 
And mingled at her feet my tears with hers.”’ 


So as he utter’d, Mercia’s former Queen 
Regards him, of so bold a native too 
Proud equally, and o’er his story’s course 
Adds pleased the tribute of her tender tear. 
Alike Fidelia, Rayner’s consort kind, 
Blends from her eyes hush’d drops of sympathy. 
Nor least concern’d Prince Edward, (eldest born) 
Unripe of years, attentive yet to all, 
Asks of his captive mother tidings more, 278 
And still the pausing herald importunes. 
The sovereign wipes away the glistening gem 
That trickled o’er his cheek, silent; or sole 
With faltering voice, himselfintreats: ‘* What more ? 
Told you the Queen of our attack at hand, 
That purposed too deliverance of herself? 
Should her saved children to herself restore, 
Brought to her arms, in height of victory ! 
Warn’d you of her own life peculiar care ? 
All, as erst charged, and pledged with solemn vow?” 


Instant replied the loyal page. ‘<I did: 269 
Told her of all the favouring, strange events, 
Following the children’s rescue, as if all 
Hung on that deed through ruling Providence : 
All to the host’s collection that induced, 
Consequent thence: Somerset’s long-lost earl, 
Strangely in happy restoration met: 

Next, treason’s head, in base Hianfrid’s fall, 
Crush’d, and in sudden ruin overta’en, 

In his own snares’ entanglement destroy’d, 

And scarce by shame of ignominious end 

Doom’d so to expiate a course of crime: 300 
Thereafter, Kenwulph and the Mercian power 
Recover’d, and attach’d in countless aid : 
Wonders, all tending to the host’s array 
Accelerated; to impending fight ; 

Victory, unlook’d, assured from hoped surprize : 
Deliverance thus her own: her children too 

Safely (as promised) to her arms restored : 

All, all, [ told, e’en as in charge enjoin'd. 

But, as my sovereign’s chief command, I[ urged 
Most to her thought, care of ber proper life ; 

Till victory crown’d the destined enterprize, 

And all shall be to fondest hope achieved!” = 312 
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He paused a moment, as if memory 313 
Of incident so tender (e’en revived) 
Choked for awhile imprison’d utterance. 
Nor paused: for all impatient, as he mark’d, 
Alfred with doubled eagerness enquires. 

[posed ? 

‘* What was her ’haviour then? Seem’d she com- 

Or aught express ‘d, importing waked alarm ?” 


Responds expediently the gallant youth. 
‘* Wondering, the Queen, as I proceeded, scarce 
Could yield belief, but interrupting oft 
Question’d me, for the truth’s assurance more. 
But when she learn’d of battle thus at hand, 324 
Purposed assault e’en of the very camp, 
Convinced, strange terror seized her labouring soul. 
Alarm, cold-shuddering, now takes place of joy, 
And all her mien show’d deep anxiety, 
Death-pale. But for her husband’s safety fear 
Absorb’d her thoughts: so, tremblingly her voice, 
Half-utter’d, oped: or soon she more express’d : 
‘ What if meanwhile discovery all defeat?’ 
(Faltering, she breathed) ‘ Or if too bold attempt 
Success not follow, as design would will? 334 
My children too! how shall their infant lives, 
Prime prize and prey of the destroying foe, 
Prove aught secure, with perils compass’d round ? 
And I shut out from yielding them my care? 
Oh! my poor babes! dear helpless innocents, 
Already suffering in this troubled world 
More than your part, or lot of common woe, 
Not ended yet I see your dismal doom, 
But more of hideous sorrow still impends, 
Darkest, I bode, and deadliest yet to come.’ 
So natural alarm broke out in words, 
Whose every touching accent on my heart 346 
Grates still, as when first heard. And still to tone 
Of wilder’d passion, louder than was meet, 
(Considering in what place her life was bound) 
Nature had yielded way, in burst uncheck’d. 
But cooler recollection of mine own 
Recall’d the scene, and ventured to herself 
Suggest hush’d caution. All I could, I soothed 
Her strong emotion; bade her trust to heaven, 
Which ever guards the good and innocent, 
And on her consort’s care and love repose, 
That yet would work out destined happiness ! 
Whereat reminded, and as warn'd to adopt $53 


BOOK XLVI. 291 


Guarded composure, her mien changed again: 359 
And for subdued alarm (I joy'd to mark) 
Succeeded calm'd hope, answering all my wish : 
For meek she breathes: ‘ My care it shall be then 
To trust in heaven, and guardian Providence. 

My constant prayers may reach the skies, to send 
Angels that may protect my husband's life,’ 
(Plain ’twas to see, that thought still occupied 
Her full-fraught soul, than her own life far more : ) 
‘ And in his courage and experienced skill 

I will fix confidence, there fitly best, 

As King and general, England’s stay and shield, 
And in his conduct look for victory. 371 
Him valour seconds of our England’s sons, 
Resolved to save their country and their King.’ 
She paused ; for deep emotion for awhile 

Forbade her speech, till soon a tender charge 

She bade me back to her loved consort bear, 

To be observant of his priceless life, 

Her children too ; her jewels, and his own; 

Then eased excitement in a flood of tears.” 


So as recounts the faithful page, and brings 
In his description, scene he but relates 381 
Vividly present, as it seem’d, to sight, 
Strangely affected are the listening guests. 
Till anxious beyond all, again the King 
Fond question thus adjoins. ‘“ Ended then here 
Your interview? Or did aught else transpire ?” 


Obeisant instantly, the youth returns. 
‘« At last, (as if on thought) in solemn tone, 
More hush‘d, this calm resolve escaped her lips, 
Which, spite of her composure late assumed, 
Betray'd fears, natural to the female heart. 
‘ But if alas! our fortune adverse prove, 
If against hope and mortal orisons 393 
Heaven to our arms (too weak) success deny ; 
If in war’s many chances all be lost; 
If never husband, children, must my sight 
Bless yet again, or but as corses come, 
I too will perish with them, I am then 
Prepared, nor resolution want to die, 
But share (’tis fit) whate’er may be their doom. 
Well after woes and sufferings, pangs than death 
More keen, will death itself become to me 
Relief, as placid as an infant’s sleep, 
And end my sorrows in a quiet grave. An} 
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No change of lot, no fortune new, shall force — 405 
Royalty’s earthly phantasm (press’d howe’er) 

On my fix’d soul, or duty draw aside. 

W idow’d, bereaved, earth’s only treasures lost, 
These will I, following, hope to meet in heaven ! 
So as she said, she melted, and her face 

Hid in her robe. Observing her, with awe 

Seized and o’erpower’d, I mutely stood awhile: 
Till of the royal sufferer as thus 

The gestures I contemplated and words, 

Her very sight suffused my eyes in tears, 

And then I would have broke in haste away.” 416 


Instant the King. ‘‘ So suddenly that thought 
You not pursued ; but softly took your leave !” 


‘¢ Duty, as feeling, prompted me no less! 
(With meek but graceful air the youth replied) 
Pardon, my gracious liege, if anxious zeal 
Prompted me aught due reverence to o’erstep : 
But ere we parted, (since time precious seem’d) 

I ask’d of her condition: in this place 

Confined, how treated by the warrior-Dane ? 

Of her own health? that to your wistful ear 426 
I might bear tidings, I knew welcome most. 
Whereat she frankly answer’d: ‘ Kindly sure 

The Danish chicftain, royal in his acts, 

Entreats his captive, as a prisoner scarce, 

But all he may essays, to soothe and please. 
Alfred his credence deems (and so would fain 
Make belief current,) dead, or fled the realm. 

But from my living husband sever’d thus, 

Reaved of my children, my life’s comfort all, 

Me, save their presence, what on earth can soothe ? 
And body’s health, these wanting, needs must pine !’ 
She paused; for here, observant as she spoke 438 
That those heart-rending words much moved myself, 
And rapt me sad in sympathetic grief, 

Me too discerning on departure’s point, 

The gracious Queen, unwilling (it might seem) 

To speed me last with message but of woe, 
Strove, all she could, to cheer her drooping spirit, 
And in kind tone charged me with fond commends 
Both to the King her consort, his graced kin, 

The Mercian Queen, all of the royal race— 

And oh! besure, to her loved infants too, 

And their protector, kind Fidelia chief. 

To all the noble ladies dear regard 450 
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Tender she urged, words full of care and love: 431 
Nor less to every English friend, her thanks, 
Blessings, encouraging to victory.” 


Ceased the young venturer, and as he stopp’d, 
His angel-featured face bow’d meekly down, 
O'er which his dark locks in full ringlets fell : 
W hile on his heart his hand, in duty press’d, 
E’en more than words warm loyalty assured. 
To such announcement of his trusted charge 
Respond, as meet, feelings of all who hear. 
Specially then, the gentle female train 461 
Yield nature way, dissolved in graceful tears. 
Though silent, wistfully upon the King 
They gaze, and on the chiefs, his comrades there, 
As now their saviours and deliverers. 
Nor fail'd those looks of beauty near to plead, 
Even as accents hither borne from her, 
Absent, that as a trumpet animate 
Each patriot breast, and fire heroic zeal: 
While grafted tenderness and pity’s self 
Enthusiasm’s sense, and glory's height, sublimes ; 
Till each in breathless interest seems rapt. 472 


At such a moment too the elder prince, 
Fair hope of England’s throne, (as at the board, 
Of all observant, by Fidelia’s side 
He sat) alike contagious influence caught. 
Hearing of his Queen-mother’s lorn distress, 
He blends awhile childhood’s soon-springing tears. 
Then by innate nobility inspired, 
He all- unlook’d, but firm, request appeals: 
And fondly urging, of his royal sire 
Asks in the battle for himself a place; 
There, as is meet for England’s prince, to share 
Her dangers, like her other sons; defend 484 
His captive mother, and assist to save. 
Struck with the generous wish, yet premature, 
Were all, but most the proud exulting sire, 
Who calls his son, fond kisses him, and thus 
Gently consoles, adding in tender tone. 


‘‘Forward beyond thy years, and in thy thoughts 
Mature, o’erpassing nature’s corporal strength, 
Thy gallantry delights, while I admire. 

But for thy childhood in the field of war 
Station were all unapt. Thy time not yet 
Is come, whereof thy spirit yields such proof. 495 
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Of future prowess shines thy promise forth, 496 
As fruit is presaged trom the blooming flower. 
Hereafter in thy manhood’'s ampler growth, 

Thou shalt thy country worthily defend, 

When in the tomb I[ sleep: and thou shalt then 
(So my heart augurs, Providence will deign) 
Herit a throne, more tranquil than thy sire’s, 

And England’s sceptre sway, in happy peace : 
Work haply of our own ensuing broil.” 


He said, and by such counsel scarce restrain’d 
The prince from urging his request anew, 506 
Whom fond Fidelia greets with matron-kiss, 

W hile the pleased chieftains, each with vying hand, 
Their future comrade hail, no less than King. 

The bravery of the boy the noble dames 

Chiefest admire, and thus induced, add here 

They too to battle (whereto summons now 

All claim of duty) will their valiant friends 

Follow with aid, though in its very shock 

Nature forbids their weaker sex to blend. 

Yet to their power assistance they will bring, 
Which now no arm how weak soe’er, declines. 
©’erhearing which gently the general voice 518 
Dissuades and rather prompts these to retire, 

Safe out of peril's way, nor in the range 

Of deadly war expose their tender forms. 

But no! the noble dames in fix'd resolve 
Persever, one and all, and fond insist 

W oman’s asserted right and privilege, 

(Custom of yore through northern nations near) 
That to the war her medicinal skill 

And tender care she should contribute, glad 
Husbands, sons, brothers, lovers, friends, in fight 
W ounded, to tend,—so solace and assist, 

And with kind nurture best to health restore. 530 
Nor yet may fancy err, in trust that heaven 

Will not deny to bear her purer prayer, 

But shield its object io the fatal fray. 

And in such train, the royal children too 
(Treasures to every English bosom dear) 

Safe under guard, with watchful female care, 

At distance clear uf danger, shall be led. 

The female will o’errules : the chiefs, as wont, 

At first reluctant, yield compelld assent. 

These all, and nobles, of rank high soe’er, 

With such exampled kindness pleased, yet feel 
Courage aroused, but more and more intense; 542 
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And add the due exclaim :—if to the fight 513 
Females, and children, voluntary press, 

How shall not men, powerful in health and strength, 
Feel as with iron nerved, and at the call 

Of danger them in manly act surpass? 

Then e’en the sovereign too is touch’d, and feels 
Exalted, patriot eagerness his own, 

Which thoughts of instant battle more leads on. 
Then (not unmindful) of the berald-page 

He yet enquires, with careful vigilance 

Curious, which well the general’s note beseem’d, 
Importing main concern of present need, 554 
The Danes’ condition in their very camp, 
Whereof late notice may evene of use. 


‘‘ Such the strange interest of your narrative, 
Graced messenger (benign the King applies) 
It has awhile diverted us to ask 
Things of import, by you last witness’d; whence 
Your embassy may to main vantage tend, 
Of weighty moment to our near emprize, 
Since you can ope to us the present state 
Of the Danes’ camp: if in condition still 
The same as noticed by ourselves at first ? 565 
Or what new change may have in aught occurr’d, 
While now we meditate the doom’d attack, 
Rendering on our parts needful suited change ?” 


To whom the observant page at once returns. 
‘‘ Most, honour'd sovereign, in the Pagan camp 
Remains, as by your own eye witness’d late, 
When there I follow’d you in minstrel-guise. 
All still o’erspread the plain. None choose to stay 
In Bratton’s fortress on the breezy hill. 
In distribution, still as erst observed, 
Their former stations the same chieftains keep. 576 
Riot, and sports, and revelling proceed, 
E’en as before; or yet more madness marks 
With jollity their crowded festival : 
Whereto from all the country numbers vast 
(Exceeding far the host we first beheld) 
Have since assembled, honouring the feast. 
And even yet among them discontent 
Murmurs, that Mercian Kenwulph fails to bring 
(Further to grace their proud solemnities) 
His subject throng of tributary slaves : 
Nor why Hianfrid (their pledged vassal chief) 
Comes not to join them, can surmise divine. 588 
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A novel standard, framed by magic art, 589 
(Gift of the fatal sisters to their hand, 

So to supply dead Hubba’s former loss) 
Transports their frantic joy, and swells their pride. 
Enflamed, they reel, careless, disdaining guard. 

If some vague rumours have reach’d Guthrun’s ear 
(So in my wanderings from report I gleau’d) 

That some few shires commotion may disturb, 
Yet nought worth serious thought he can combine; 
And deems it in unsettled districts sole 

Casual rebellion of insurgent arms, 

Slight opposition of some English bands, G00 
(Ever impatient of the Danish sway) 

Worthless of note. But army to resist, 

Calling his victor-legions from their site, 

None he beholds: Alfred his voice proclaims 
Dead or else fled the realm, since strictest quest 
Can nothing of him glean,—if yet he lives : 
Whence vanquish'd England at his own feet bows. 
But though the Danish general not in aught 
Suspects against him gather’d England’s host, 
Caution is not the less most needful now, 
Especially to screen the coming march, 

Lest permature discovery all may mar, G12 
And give the foe apt leisure to prepare. 

No scouts, no ambush, on the tracts late pass’d 

I saw; no sentries posted on the heights, 

But every Dane engaged on idle mirth.” 


Instant the attentive sovereign adjoins : 
‘* All our concerted, preconceived array 
Is then by latest tidings more confirm'd. 
Safeliest our march will skirt the forest’s edge, 
Soscreen'd,unwatch’d. The favouring moment calls, 
And without time’s loss our swift march begins, 
Despatch’d hence even with to-morrow's dawn. 623 
Our watchwords are, care, silence, secrecy. 
Good observation of experienced eye 
Warns our charged messenger, albeit so young, 
Thoughtful above his years, and more acute 
Made by necessity, the fount of wit. 
Well he his task confided has perform’d 
To all, and now shall take his just reward, 
Not sole our thanks, our gratitude, his right, 
But in memorial of bis venturous act 
To future ages, henceforth, gallant youth, 
Thou shalt be ‘ England’s champion:’—honour still 
Which in thy native Lincoln shall be held, G35 
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And with thine own manorial Scrivelsby 636 
Descend for aye in heritage of thine.” 


So as the monarch said, he ’fore him bids 
Kneel the graced youth, Turgar, his trusty page, 
And there with all of knighthood’s ceremony 
Nominates Scrivelsby’s possessing lord 
Title of ‘*‘ England’s Champion” still to bear : 
Her King’s defender, faithful to the death. 
To his distinguish’d servant then the King 
Officed command assigns, to lead amid 
The approaching battle choicest Lincoln troops: 6.16 
Proud all so worthy leader now to own. 


Such stirring incident (e’en of itself) 
Ungovernable ardour wakes in all. 
Scarce more of impulse the momentous time 
Might need, but this its grateful bias adds. 
Private affections of the heart combine 
To stimulate and urge each warrior’s soul. 
Instantly then the observant King adjures. 


‘* Now let us over this assembled board 
Every man mingle his devoted brand 656 
In solemn token of united faith : 
And let us here exchange our last farewel, 
Conscious, that some of us in such repast — 
Haply may never live to meet again. 
If such our fate, we in our country’s cause 
Fall, and that thought shall consecrate our end. 
W hoe’er survives, his living comrades greets, 
Crown’d every man with glory’s richest wreath. 
Now let each soldier, with ancestral rite, 
Kiss his grasp’d weapon, as in sacrament, 
For pledge of mutual truth and fealty. 
Such warrior-courtesy may prove our last.” — 63 


Scarce had he utter’d when the chieftains all 
Rose, and from forth its scabbard haling each 
His sabre, flashing in the blaze, perform’d, 
F’eo as the sovereign bade, such sacred act, 
With ceremonial sign and symbol’d league. 
Excited are the loftiest, tenderest thoughts, 
That can exalt, and swell the human heart. 
Roused all to daring, and proud scorn of death, 
As wont, they interchange the blended vow 
Each other to protect through all extremes, 

Life for their country and their King to hold — gio 
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In gage, and pledged to free the captive Queen. 680 


W hen corporal strength wasthus refresh’d, nor less 
The mind’s resistless energies enflamed, 
Since wore the closing night, the monarch warns 
Need of refreshing sleep, for all, to fit 
Their wasted spirits for the morning's toil. 
Yet to their shrouded pallets ere they turn, 
His last instructed charge the King enjoins. 
That careful guards and watch be spread around, 
Warding surprize, and that each chief alert 
Wake his glad followers, ere yet sings the lark. 
Cheers too his word, that sole another night = 691 
Shall screen their couches on the tented field, 
(Heaven’s starry vault their curtain’d canopy,) 
Ere battle shall determine England's fate. 


Breaks up the supper: from the royal tent 
Depart the leader-guests, and seek assign’d 
Under loose awning on war's truckle-bed 
The boon of scant and temporary rest. 
Slumber soon closed in dark each eye of fire, 
Lock’d the dozed sense, and soothed o’erwearied 

limbs. 700 

Yet while innumerous these lay stretch’d at ease, 
Haply, mid brief repose, throng’d dreams of war 
Employ the busy and impatient spirit. 
Alone the kingly general remains, 
And for awhile in solitary thouglit 
Prolongs that earnest vigil’s wakeful time. 
The weighty cares that fill the regal mind 
Press to prevent for him the approach of sleep. 
Considerate only of his martial host, 
Of the vast stake, each circumstance and charge, 
Dependent on his guide, in anxious mood 
Forth he looks out into the deepening night, = 712 
And scans the compass of the hollow dell. 
Silent was all, and hush’d in brooding gloom. 
Though to this hemisphere the moon was dark, 
Some golden stars yet sparkled o'er the sky, 
Twinkling in contrast with swart shadows dim ; 
And by their lustre o’er the vasty space 
The sovereign could discern white tents dispread, 
Flickering through misty vapours indistinct, 
Wherein reposed so many gallant men, 
Whose lives were to his conduct trusted all ; 
Many of whom ere long, alas! must sleep 
The sleep of death, the bloody earth their bed. 724 
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Enrapt in such reflections, tremors cold 725 
Crept o’er his frame, of human eye uomark’d: 

A conscious awe and reverential dread 

His own responsibility recall'd. 

Nor in such meditative mood absorb’d, 

Impulse intense could he restrain, awhile 

Musing to pace into the open air, 

Ere yet in his pavilion, curtain’d close, 

On his lone pillow he should woo repose. 

O’er the hill-tops his studious ken looks round, 
Where, he deem’d, trusty sentinels were set, 735 
And there by glimmering star-beams, since no light 
Gleam’d from off earth, unless from grassy tufts 
The glowworm haply shot his tiny flame, 

His gaze discern’d at times to cross the sky 

A moving shadow, there betokening watch, 
Whose vision might to other eye present 

Some airy spirit, or night-wandering ghost. 

The bosom’d tower of Brixton’s hamlet-fane 
Peer’d mid the lower air in duskier mass, 

More fixing thought, when thence the signal bell 
In drowsy tone toll'd one past midnight’s wane, 
And all again to former silence sunk ; 

So solemn then, that to the brooding ear 748 
E’en the hoarse raven’s croak, which shelter’d there, 
(Disturb’d, as conscious of the scene unwont) 
Seem’d loud, and to waked fancy fraught with fear. 
While too across the hazy front of night 

Micht flit, as in response, the pallid owl 

On flagging wing, and by his omen’d hoot 

Seem'd to arouse the bat, that hover’d round. 

The straining sense then listed (to prevent, 

Rose not a murmur which the pause could break) 
The ratton’s labour io the village grange, 

Whose shrill squeal pierced with sound, as of alarm. 
Else the weak field-mouse in his nest, for prey 760 
Struck by his purblind foe, sent cry o’erheard. 

In the suok rill the otter’s sudden plunge 

Seized tuo attention, at so pregnant hour, 

E’en at that moment to the mind acute, 

(Fraught but with thoughts and images of war) 
The very cricket’s chirp, if caught at times 

From some low cottage-hearth, took martial tone. 
Mid gloom so hush‘d, perchance with louder note 
The night-wind, rushing through some new-leaf’d 
W ould waftaside the wove tent’s looser folds. [grove, 
Then of some guard, or busied step astir, 

W ould creep the fitful sound, (unknown of whom, 
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Whether of soldier by his restless post, 773 
Or villager, alert his aid to lend ;) 

Answering to which, as conscious of the time, 
The war-horse in his temporary stall, 

Or to some tree tied in the neighbour’d bowers, 
Would fright the mute dark with his sudden neigh. 
'Clangor of trump or clarion echoed none ; 

Yet borne through silence of the hollow vault, 
The very bandog’s bark itself would seem 

To bear betrayal to the distant foe. 

All suits together with the place, the time. 


Observant of the scene, the pensive King = 784 
Ponders o’er alt, and at an hour so grave 
Might seem, as when from off some lonely hill 
A shepherd gazes on his outspread flock, 
And marks dark clouds from all the horizon round 
Gradual descend, that warn approaching storms. 
Late he returns within his silent tent, 
After all other comrades had withdrawn ; 
Where yet awake, thoughtful, as waned the night, 
Yielding to o’erwatch’d limbs contracted rest, 
By his couch-side, unseen of mortal eye, 
Humbly he kneels, and thus to watchful heaven 
He utters from the heart his secret prayer. 796 


‘“‘ Thou in whose hand are issues of success, 
?Fore whom, as King of Kings, earth’s rulers bow, 
Oh! God of hosts, whose providence o’ersways 
Events and motions of this lower world, 

To thy protecting care and guardian wing 

My supplication and deep trust commend 
England’s assembled sons, ere long to meet 

In mortal struggle with the nation’s foes. 

May thy good guidance and defensive aid 

Our righteous cause bless with thine arm divine! 
Vouchsafe thy favour, as our guide, our shield, 807 
That victory may the needful conflict crown. 
Whence we in irresistible assault 

May vanquish aod o’erthrow the heathen throng, 
Rioting through our land, o’erwhelming there 
Christ’s laws and altars. Prosper thou our aim ! 
Be we but here thy human instruments, 

Thy soldiers, fighting for our God, our all. 

Inspire our hearts with courage that befits: 

Nerve every soul with resolution meet : 

That fresh and vigorous, roused as danger swells, 
We may with unaffrighted minds prevail. 818 
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O’ernumbering ranks of our proud adversaries, 319 
Thine own almighty puissance can o’erturn; 

Can make the feeble strong, and giant-might 
Whelm in defeat by a weak stripling’s sling. 
Against vain human tyranny oppose 

Omnipotence, and vindicate thyself. 

Let but thy gracious mercy so incline, 

War, slaughter, robbery, and wrong, shall cease. 
In thy name then our standards shall be raised. 
Send angels down, till conquest on our sword 
Ride, and at thy high bidding stablish peace. 

If on our foes confusion shall be heap'd, 830 
Be thine the glory and the praise: success 
Ascribe we sole to majesty divine. 

Through our endeavour, if it be thy will, 

Justice and truth, religion, piety, 

Yet through our land may reign, and ever fresh 
Flourish for ages, till time’s latest date. 

For this, ere thrice shall set the wheeling sun, 
How many souls, martyrs on this low earth, 

Shall join their blessed company in heaven! 

For this, be Britain’s glorious privilege 

(As from a sea-mark) boundless happiness 

Among earth’s grateful nations to diffuse, 412 
From henceforth to the ending of the world !” 


So he preferr’d his fervent orisons. 
Then, as exhausted Nature overpress’d 
Required some pause, lest in to-morrow’s toil 
Demanded slumber should o’erweigh the spirit, 
On his war-pallet laid, he seeks repose. 


Thus as his shutting eye-lids he composed, 
While in hush’d doze, ere wholly sunk in sleep, 
(Whether entranced, or lull’d in vision’d dream) 
Behold! before his vivid spirit’s sense 852 
An angel-form appears, whose radiant robes 
Floated on air beneath its starry wings. 

Not less its beauty than celestial smile 
Proclaim’d its state a messenger of heaven. 
With’solemn grandeur soon it waved the hand, 
That as a sunbeam shone: then thus address’d. 


“ Worthily England’s sovereign lord, be bold: 
Cast away fear; for to the battle’s shock 
Angels before thy heaven-blest standards fleet, 
And in the cause of Christ, of truth, and right, 
Triumph against its enemies is thine.” 863 
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Greatly is Alfred’s soul consoled and cheer'd ; 
Nor less with sleep refresh'd the corporal strength. 


Now scarce had night sunk from the bending pole. 
Ere dawn had glisten’d o’er the stockdove’s nest, 
The soldiers ’gan forsake their stinted beds. 
Impossible was there composure’s sleep, 

Such was expectance, and in every man 
Ungovernable spirit, that bespoke 
Earnest of triumph, e’en assured in this. 


Not yet the vane of Brixton’s hamlet-tower 873 
Was by morn’s radiance tinged with redden’d gold ; 
Nor, where the clouds o’ercast the hills with mist, 
Flew through the leaden haze the swallow tribe; 
Nor the lark’s trill was by the village-cock 
Anticipated, ere the cuckoo sang, 

When England’s sons were each already up, 
And stirring o’er the field in eager haste. 

The tents were struck: the glad battalions all 
Were in their posts drawn out, fully equipp’d, 
And ready on the march to be led on. 


All are on fire. The soldiers, in array, 8x4 
All take their ranks and stations: at whose head, 
Before his captains proudly eminent, 

The monarch Alfred leads the joyous host. 

No trumpet calls them on; but sole the voice 

Of their loved King accites the willing train ; 
Cheerful, as when the lark in marning’s clouds, 
While nature smiles below, salutes the dawn, 

And cheers the landscape with his grateful song. 
O’er the battalions their known colours wave, 
And various ensigns, floating high, display’d 

The columns, vast and dense, from van to rear. 
Brilliant was then the view, and grand the scene, 
As when successive o’er the night, foregone —_—97 
By Hesperus o’er the seven-set Cynosure, 

Stars glitter thro’ heaven’s vault in countless throng 
Around the throne, which from the golden main 
Selené lifts in majesty supreme. 

Or such they seem’d to grace the purpling air, 

As in the vernal months illumined showers 

Drop o’er the azure sky, nor veil the sun, 

Whose beamy face the purfled rainbow fronts, 
While flowers beneath the genial moisture spring, 
And birds with music hail the greener groves. 
Thus on their march the congregated powers 908 
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In silence move, unless the neighing steeds 009 
Paw the stiff ground, or the huge litters creak, 
Laden with tents, and arms, and foraged stores. 
Thus may they seem to urge each other forth, 

As ocean-waves surge to the rocky coasts. 
Throbs every bosom, roused to loftiest pitch 

Of waked enthusiasm, and patriot zeal, 

As to last crisis of their great emprize 

In full-exerted strength they pass to strife 

Of nation against nation, and may seem 

To fancy’s eye on such their onward “course 
Resistless, as the impetuous current sets 920 
From Mexico’s broad gulf, when eddying winds 
Drive in one mass the tropic’s heated flood 

Amid the green Atlantic’s soundless flote. 

Else to imagination may present 

Such legion-troops, as from Damascus move 
Toward Mecca’s fanes in boundless caravan 

The pilgrim bands, from every kingdom met 

And region where the Turkish empire spreads 

Its sovran crescent o’er its turban’d sons. 

While in defence of England, to the prize 

Of her deliverance and to conquest’s goal, 31 
Eager, united, on their toilsome way [deem, 
Speed her throng’d cohorts, roaming thought may 
Not more intently, nor with numbers more, 
Peruvian Pacos pass, by thousands ranged 

In deep array, laden with gems and gold, 

Ores, gums, and spicy drugs, the precious stores 
Or of Potosi, or the miny hills 

Of Oropeza, when up steepy heights 

They urge their difficult path, a convoy-horde, 
Transporting wealth through nations, while around 
Merchants from many a country crowding blend. 
Closing the safest rear, the female train 

Follow, wives, mothers, sisters, matrons pure, 914 
Endear’d by every tie; their generous breasts 

By tenderest feelings agitated all, 

By love, by hope, by dauntless courage too : 

And faith may trust, that o’er a charge so dear 
Kind angels hover, with due guide and guard. 


The season now had gain’d upon the spring, 
Till e’en encroaching on the summer's verge. 
Nature bespoke the warmer sun’s approach, 

For seven full weeks had glided gently on, 
Since Easter’s festival, and Christian note 
Drew to the hallow’d time of Pentecost ; 955 
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While all things in appearance to the eye 956 
Shew'd far advanced the jolly month of May. 
Budded gay flowers aloug the grassy earth: 

In every nook and o’er each moss'd tree's root 
The safiron cowslip and pale primrose bloom’d, 
And o’er the cultured ground the wheat was green. 
Birds sung in bushes, deck’d with hawthorn wreaths, 
Scattering fresh fragrance through the balmy air; 
While young leaves quiver'd upon every tree, 
That screen’d from sight the pretty choristers. 


Past her first quarter now the growing moon 966 
Had fill’d her crescent to a demi-orb, 
Which in the turn of morning scarce had sunk 
Below the horizon of the misty sky : 
While dusky twilight to the opening dawao 
Gave place, enveloping in dewy grey 
The glimmering lan:lscape. Awhile dim in haze 
The route proceeds: still westering forward thence, 
They shun the public tracks, and lonelier wend 
Through unfrequented ways as caution prompts. 
Thus wound along the Deverill’s grassy vale, 
O’er gently sloping downs their passage speeds, 
O’er many a stretch of turf and rising ground, 978 
And winding hollows, spread with yellow broom, 
And feathery fern, and bush of golden furze, 
Till westward of Hill-Deverill’s hamlet-homes 
They bend their path. The sun’s disk, scarce half- 
' Slanted obliquely o’er the daisied meads; __[risen, 
The skylark twitter'd, lost in vapoury air, 
Save where some clouds, fringed o'er with braided 
In richer light token’d Aurora’s foot, (gold, 
While the thick copses, sprent o’er hillocks green, 
Were tinged with crimson hues, that tipp’d alike 
The grove’s hung chaplets, and the velvet sward. 


Thus undiscern’d in guarded secrecy, 990 
They march, by devious and sequester’d turns, 
Till amid Selwood-forest’s deepening glades 
They pluoge, where screen’d atnong its sylvan bowers 
And hoar recesses, their close masses move. 
Through eastern angles of Leat’s lengthen’d park 
Their progress tends, skirting with watchful heed 
Long avenues, that cross the woody lawns. 

So under covert of umbrageous trees 

They wind along, where varying foliage clothes 
The thicken’d shaws: the olive-colour’d oak, 
The glistening beech, the lofty-clustering elms, 
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The lush-leaved sycamore, the stately pine, 1002 

’Mong arbours, where o’erspreading ivy clasps 

Aged trunks, that scarce disclose their wrinkled bark 

E’en on their ragged horns : high groves they pierce, 

Where eyries of the brooding birds were seen 

Half hid by sprouting leaves; while overhead 

Rooks, cawing o’er their airy nests, alarm'd 

At note of so unused multitude, 

Wing with wild scream their startled flight away. 

Yet deem we not, but that such journey’s toil 

Is cheer’d along by melody of birds, 

On dewy bushes perch’d throughout the woods. 

The ousel whistles, and the throstle tunes 1014 

Delicious music from his spotted throat; 

The shercock’s pipe resounds ; the stockdove coos, 

And e’en the painted jay and chattering pie 

‘Send notes not unharmonious, while from far 

The cuckoo blends at times his single lay : 

And mingled too, the listening ear discerns 

The clicking woodpecker, albeit unseen. 

Oft as they pace through many a winding glen, 

Where glossy holly-thickets speck the vert, 

Whose boughs e’en yet are hung with scarlet studs, 

Through the long vistas herded stags retire, 

The forest’s denizens, nor longer dare 1026 

Browse in their used retreats : then sudden stop, 

In troops, and backward at safe distance gaze. 

Forth from such numberless advance of men, 

Start too the white-hair’d goats; the slinking fox 

Stealthily glides away ; nor such approach 

The squirrel stays, but bounds from tree to tree, 

While from the fern bursts oft the rustling hare, 

Oft in dim alleys, where commingled boughs 

Shed deepening gloom, in sudden contrast shot 

Of broad, rich light, the morning sun-beams break 

Thro’ high-arch’d bowers, brightening the chequer’d 
ground, 1037 

And beckoning thus the dubious footsteps on, 

The warrior-host, impatient as they are, 

(On their great expedition’s aim intent, 

Absorb’d in this the soul of every man,) 

Yet linger as the advanced meridian sun 

Climbs the mid sky. Haply in suited place, 

Beside the waters of some gurgling brook, 

Along the banks of Wily’s infant stream, 

Or where Shear’s lake expands its crystal wave, 

The trooping legions on their eager way 

Halt for awhile, as beams the warmer noon, 1648 

VOL. VI. x 


306 KING ALFRED. 


(So bidden by their general’s thoughtful care,) 1049 
To some brief pause of not unwelcome rest. 
Reposing on the dry and verdurous grass, 

In order’d ranks, their arms and luned shields 
Awhile they may depose, where rushy reeds 

And sallow osiers fringe the water’s marge. 

Else with their helmets, from the surface bright, 
With open’d lilies, white or yellow, spread, 

They scoop a simple, but refreshing draught : 

Nor scorn to notice, how, as unalarm’d, 

The fleeting swallow in it dips his wing 

In near approach; albeit the statelier swan 

Has to remoter safety swift withdrawn (061 
In sudden sail, and from the brink alike 

The stalking heron wafts his slow-wing’d flight. 
Thus on a carpet of smooth mossy turf 

Reposed at ease along, the army shares 

Needful repast ; soon served from stores at hand, 
Despatch’d as soon; yet wanting not of zest, 

Or e’en of graceful charm, partaken thus, 

As Nature calls, and mid her sweetest scene. 
Lull’d for awhile in moments of delight —_[spring, 
By fragrance, breathed from flowers around that 
Leisure not fails to mark sight, scent, or sound. 
Deck’d seem’d Creation in her richest choice 

No less of blossoms, than of perfumed smells. 
Haply beside, o’er every bush and bower 

The woodbine curls her tendrils, and regales 
Repose with odorous air, that soothes fatigue ; 
While all at foot the wood-anemoné, 1078 
The violet, or the lily of the vale, 

Wan oxlips, or the yellow king-cup’s gem, 

Gold marybuds, and meadow-orchis, blend 
Beauty ; nor e’en the fox-glove’s thronging bells 
Want potence to refresh the drooping spirit, 

Ae by medicinal, or magic spell. 

Nor boasts the ground alone diffusive wealth : 

For overhead the flowering chesnut waves 

His plumy tassels, and scarce here a shrub 

But hangs through netted foliage, unconceal’d, 
Flowerets of every hue, rivals in vain, 

As lavish of variety as grace. 

Attractive site! Haply o’er whose “ long leas,” 
Among their sylvan depths and shadowy dells 
Some stately mansion may hereafter rise 

To be the fix’d seat of a noble race, 

Distinguish’d by their brave and patriot zeal ; 

Its daughters too by virtue and by grace. 1006 
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Thus nature's wants sufficed, through masses grey 
Of licheu’d stems, again they wind their course, 
Choosing the level tracts that northward point, 
And softer turf for the foot’s readier ease; 
Leftward inclining from the site, where peep 
Crockerton’s rural cells and straw-roof'd cots, 

And furrow’d fields, that more man’s culture shew’d 
Where corn was waving in the silky blade. 

Haply at distance o’er the village-glebe 

They catch a glimpse of homelets, o’er whose porch 
The trellis’d honeysuckle twines its arch ; 

While from abodes of lowly innocence, 1108 
E’en such as these, waked caution not disdains 
Needful alarm’s surmise, lest haply here 

May lurk some spies, or scouts of roving foes, 
Whose near discovery may their march betray, 
And yet defeat, or mar, the summ’d design. 

Such sense they stifle more, while memory 
Recall’d the Danes at their high feast detain’d. 
Thus while the host well deems the General-King 
Knows the track’d way, who all the vast emprize, 
Treasured in his capacious mind, revolves, 
Confidence in his prudent guidance firms 1119 
Each soldier’s heart, while thought of danger fades. 
Lord-like, of lion-port, in spirit gay, 

Though grave in deep resolve, all frank and free, 
They march, albeit to death, with martial joy. 

So press they forward, unaccompanied, 

Save haply by few rustic villagers, 

Then not unware of so strange warlike stir, 
Discern’d remotely gleaming through the woods; 
Who, after satisfying roused surprize, 

Soon willingly are turn'd to active guides. | 


Onward by secret, unsuspected paths 1130 
Gradual they creep through glades of thinner copse 
To the wood’s side, their course inclining more 
By oak-grown skirts of Long-leat’s sylvan park, 
Till herded pastures break upon the sight, 

Aud bleat of sheep, or tripping here and there 
Along the velvet swards young lambs at play 
Bespeak the clearer country, oped at hand : 
Where yellow butterflies their fluttering flight 
Wing o’er the champain in the sunny air. 

Then come they out amid the extended plain, 
Where Hcglea’s precincts spread its ‘* Lea of oaks,” 
And in green beauty new its fertile lawns 

Cheer with rich plenty Aicglea’s neighbour vill, 1143 
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Which still the rustic tongue and popular voice 1144 
Corrupts at will to Buckley’s homelier name ; 
Over whose oak-girt lea, the double mount 

(From site, of yore named haply the ‘‘ Lea- Hill’) 
Towers o’er the landscape with its chalky front, 

A natural fortress (which the peasant-mouth 

With accent simular surnames, “ Clay- Hill ;”) 
Begirt of old with earthy rampart-mounds, 

And fosse beneath (eld work of pristine guard ) 
Beyond whose northward station, Norridge woods 
Wind with commodious screen of leafy shade. 


Day lapses: they have linger’d (it may seem) 1155 
In Long-leat’s sylvan bowers, till Eve had donn’d 
Her saffron stole, and airs that breathed of heaven 
Usher’d with odours rich her moist approach. 

Cool west-winds o’er the dew-gemm’d landscape 
The low of cattle echoed from afar: [blew : 
While from the western sky the setting sun 

Shot o’er the landscape streams of varying light, 
That made the stretching fields, the massive groves, 
Shine tremulous, of golden-crimson’d green. 

Scarce Sol had dropp’d in pageantry of clouds, 
Ere the moon’s semi-globe, (already risen 1166 
Haply twain hours) high-mounted in the sky 
Peer’d on its front, as Twilight’s coronet, 
Brightening in meekest lustre more and more, 

As closed the dusk o’er Phebus’ last farewell : 
And next, around her queen-like state, disclosed 
Successive, troops of silver-tressed stars 

O’er heaven’s blue vault composed her sparkling train. 


Following direction of the sovereign chief, | 
Their tented station under Ecglea’s hill 
His army takes, screen’d there by Norridge woods 
Secure, and warm against the blasts of night, 
Least too exposed to notice of the foe. 1178 
Speedily o’er the meads and grassy sward 
The expanded tents and awning-roofs are raised, 
Or in the shelter of contiguous woods, 
And o’er the ramparts sentinels are set, 
Commanding view of the spread landscape round 
Above the smoke of peopled Warminster. 


Here as the host reposes for the night 
Strength to recruit, ere morrow’s final march 
Conducts their progress to the battle’s edge, 
The sovereign Alfred, mindful in his care 1188 
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Well to discharge whate’er may duty claim, 1189 
Sire of his people, provident o’ersees 

All to their safety, comfort, best disposed ; 

Nor wants to any, princes, nobles, chiefs, 

Nor to the meanest comrade, so review’d, 

Whom in such progress he accosts in turn, 

Some cheer, or word of kind encouragement. 

And to his officed captains haply here 

His voice inspired may prophesy : ‘“ This place 
Shall be immortal made by one night’s chance, 
Which England's best shall envy ; where, as now, 
Her noblest sons to still-recording time 1200 
Prove in great act their dauntless fortitude. 
Hereafter ever, near the Paschal feast, 

With custom still observed, about ‘* Lea-Hill,” 

In grateful memory of our enterprize 

A concourse vast of England’s gallant race 

Shall gather, and commemorate with joy 
Protection yielded by these scenes to us, 

Their sires, our country while on march to save.” 


Brief was the night’s repose : for every heart 
Throbb’d panting with expectance, every brain 
Teem’d with throng’d images of heady fight. 1211 
All thoughts were brooding o’er to-morrow’s doom, 
And not a soul but augur’d victory. 

Early were all retired ; and after act 

Of nightly piety the sovereign’s couch 

Celestial guardians visit, hovering there, 

Albeit unseen. What fancy may not deem, 

*T was from their charge, that then auspicious dreams 
Soothed Alfred’s rest (whose care so mighty trust 
O’erruled,) with courage, perseverance due 

To fire, and animate his royal spirit ? 1221 


All yet was silent. But the moon had sunk, 
And in its wane the day-star, dimmer grown, 
Yet twinkled in the zone of fading night; 
While Twilight shook his locks of leaden grey 
O’er dappled clouds, that scarce with pale red tinge, 
Or purpling streak, announced approach of dawa. 
Not from her opal portals glimmers yet 
Rathe morning, though through air a soften'd hue 
Flecks the dull dusk; and eastward o’er the hills 
That rose beyond the peopled Warminster, 
Mists crept, and seem’d a denser smoke ascend. 
Zephyr, dawn’s usher, with his breezy fan 
’Gan gently stir the leaves of Norridge woods, 1234 
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And the tree-tops seein’d touch’d with hoary gleam. 
Thin vapours curl’d along the flowery lea, 

Where, shut in sleep, the marygold not yet 
Unclosed its golden eyelids on fresh light. 

Day had not broke; nor stole the lapsing hour 
That from his couch should call the early sun. 

To his wont shelter in some ivied bower 

Already has, from his nocturnal prowl, 

The owlet shrunk; but thro’ the uowaken’d groves 
Tune not the birds as yet their melody, 

Nor has the shrill cock from his lifted throat 
Sounded his bugle to arouse their choir. 1246 


In time so hush’d, anxious for morning’s shine, 
The sovereign general foremost was awake, 
And rose, himself much cheer’d, and all-refresh’d. 
Full soon repairing to the tent of each, 
He visits there his captains in glad turn. 
Bidding good morrow with inspiring air, 
The noble Osmand, faithful Athelard, 
Devonian Oddune, and his gallant son, 
Rayner, of Somerset recover’d pride, 
Aylwin, the bold; Edgar, brave heir of fame ; 
Rohand, graced Warwick’s boast; the knightly Guy ; 
His kinsman princes, and the warlike lords, 1258 
Sped from the eastera, as the northern clime, 
From their pavilions in his primal walk 
He summons, greeting each with kind salute. 
These generous peers and comrades he accosts, 
And tells, the blessed day at last has dawn’d, 
Which shall in England’s wrought deliverance, 
In full career of waiting victory, 
Their past privations more than all repay : 
That oer his pillow cheering visions, deign’d 
From heaven invite them on, and angel-guards 
Before their standards wing their guiding way. 1269 
All, each, he thanks; assured, that every man 
Will on this arduous day well act his part, 
And well recals his several post assign’d. 
From such his hearty words and joyous mien, 
With valour as with condescending grace 
Fraught equally, royal alike in both, 
The rest draw courage. Every soldier there, 
Glowing with pride danger’s worst shock to meet, 
Is prompt to yield his life for England’s sake— 
Ah! by how many on the bloody field 
To be laid down, ere sets the unrisen sun! 1280 
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By timely sleep refresh’d, and soon arisen, 1281 
When their swift meal has added vigour new, 
The assembled host burns eager to depart. 
The tents are struck; the standards wave in air; 
And in array the allotted columns wait, 
Till at command all move on march renew’d ; 
Bent in few bours to assail the foe unwares, 
E’en in his very camp, dispersed along 
Edington’s champain-tracts, from this screen’d spot 
At brief, or no fatiguing space remote. 
From Norridge’ ambient woods issuing behind, 
And the low grounds, where hid from note they lay, 
The host advances, and pursues its course 1298 
O’er moory heaths, with wary policy, 
Northward, not entering Warminster’s near town, 
But passing onward o’er the hilly downs 
Above its peopled homes, and skirting thence 
Beyond the “ copped hill,” and fir-crown’d mount, 
More eastward under Arnhill’s grassy height: 
Then on the open turf for many a mile 
Careering Boreham’s level sward along, 
And over lonely unfrequented tracts 
In hollows screen’d and undulating swells, 
Where deep ruts of the wain’s unwonted draught 
Sole mark’d the way, yet by the watchful King 
Remember’d, on his former journey seen, 
Bent hither to explore the dubious road. 
Perchance some solitary pool reminds 
The previous track, or seen through hazy air 
Smoke of some straggling farm, at distance caught. 
Thus o’er the steaming grassy verdure press’d, 
They choose their path, (for better safety’s sake) 
In bill or valley, under breasted knolls, 
So shunning errant observation’s eye. 
While the sole living object, here and there, 
Proved haply (mitigating prompt alarm) 1316 
Some solitary shepherd-lad, whose pace 
Trudged, idly slouching o'er the treeless void, 
( Athwart whose waste one face of sameness reign’d) 
To seek his straw-thatch’d hut, or wattled fold, 
Visited, ere yet peeps the hooded morn; 
While the lark carols from the matted grass, 
And twitters, mounting high on gradual wing, 
Herald of day, with hymn to “heaven's gate” borne. 
As thus the march advances, rosy light 
’Gan paint the clouds; and danger, it might seem, 
Increased as nearer still the host approach’d 
The site where lay encamp’d the gather’d foe. 1328 
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Grows apprehension more, lest scouts abroad 1329 
Dispersed, or e’en but roving foragers, 

The country's stores collecting for the feast, 
(Albeit is crush’d Hianfrid’s treasonous watch) 
Discern their progress, and alarm the Danes. 
The more, since (not untruly) from report 

"Tis glean’d, that Guthrun, kingly general, 
Though all-undeeming that so vast a league 

Of England's power bursts on his camp at hand, 
Nathless with some surmises, slight and vague, 
Broods, not alone mysteriously infused 

By the prophetic sisters, on their gift 1340 
Of the new standard, pledge of grand events 
Impending, but from rumours through the land 
Reaching his ear, that might that pledge confirm. 
Yet still the Danish monarch sole esteem’d, 
Commotion aught, if haply such disturb’d — 
Some provinces, singly might owe its rise 

To rebel insurrection, ill at ease : 

But judged his state secure, nor power on foot, 
Daring (vain dream !) to cope with host like his. 
Whence even bravery's very vaunt disdain’d 

All heed, and his delusion blinded more. 

E’en too the conscious Demon-powers believed 
The fated English falling into snares, 

In their own net in this last venture caught, 
Through overpowering numbers of the foe. 


Howbeit with closer watch and caution more 
England’s array proceeds, lest incident 
Aught of betrayal in their course evene. 
Nor needless is such care, since near at hand 
Their steps advance toward Bratton’s forted hill, 
And Edington’s spread camp, where lies the foe, 
Now distant but brief space. Such busied thoughts 
(As to the battle’s very verge they speed) 1363 
Fill but the heroic men with more regard 
Of the dear females’ safety, and (in train 
With these) of England's princely family. 
For their loved sake, new vigilance designs 
Best guard and means, so precious charge to shield. 
The sovereign with his officers of choice, 
Directs that here the generous female band 
Stay, compass’d in the rear with ambient guard, 
In shelter of soon-lifted tents disposed 
Contiguous, and at hand, though out of reach 
Of the wild battle-shock, howe’er it rage. 
Here, ere they pass Bratton’s high-trenched hill 
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And not remote from Westbury’s village-homes, 
Leftward low-sunk beneath, halting secure, 
Prompt they shall be for every purpose kind, 
That brings them hither, by their own firm will, 
Howe’er their love was otherwise besought : 

In this rear station, offering near resort 

Of access, and for safety best disposed, 

Soon join’d from Ediogtou’s ope road below, 

And from the fight’s occasions quickly found. 
Such fraught intent to their considerate ear 

The King explains. The graceful train submit, 
And while the rear-guard lingers now behind, 1387 
Ere onward from its momentary halt 

Rushes the army to the battle’s edge, 

Now parting at the last from all most dear, 
Tender adieus succeed, with fond appeal 

Of husbands, wives; of children, and their sires ; 
Of sisters, brothers, lovers firm-betroth’d. 
Embraces are exchanged ; the lingering kiss, 
Tears, broken sighs, and sobs, that speak the heart 
Far more than studied eloquence of words. 

W hat prayers, what blessings, on each head descend! 
Breathed in hush'd accent from the female tongue, 
How many vows assure the parting friend, = 1399 
If he be lost in battle, she alike 

Will perish and prove faithful to the death ! 

In turn the heroes pledge assurance too, 

Sole to return with wreaths of victory. 

Foremost the Mercian Queen takes tender leave 
Of her loved brother, Alfred: nor forgets 

The faithful Athelard, observant near, 

But frankly to his seizure yields her hand, 

While, raised, the other hides the starting drops, 
That trickle silent o'er her paler cheek. 

Eltruda o'er her sons, the princes, bends: 

While o’er her brothers the fair Thora pours 1411 
Her soul's best wishes, and warm benisons. 

The kind Fidelia to the watchful King 

Uplifts his children, as the Mantuan bard 

Pictures liilus, by Creusa’s hand 

Raised to his father in Troy’s fatal fall. 

Alfred his offspring blesses, kisses fond, 

And to the care commends of guardian heaven ; 
Pledging to them, to charm’d Fidelia, vows 

Soon to restore their mother, and her friend. 
Again in press’d expostulating tone 

The elder Edward, the boy-prince, iotreats, 

He yet may join the battle, check’d in vain —1423 
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By his fond sire, and scarcely soothed, to hear 1424 
His unripe youth deem’d yet unapt for war. 
Fidelia too to her own honour d spouse, 

Recover’d Rayner, utters dear farewell. 

Nor less Honoria, (Devon's consort graced) 

Nor her fair daughter, peerless Hilda, fail, 
Parting, on noble Oddune to bestow, 

As on his gallant son, young Eldred, too, 
Caresses, and their fervent orisons: 

Husband, sire, brother, mingling various claim. 
The mother, weeping o’er her dauntless son 

(Yet deck’d with badge of Kinwith’s bloody field) 
Owns now her pride that in her offspring joys, 1436 
And bids him, while in battle he preserves 
Unsullied honour of his ancestors, 

Not too much to encounter danger's front, 

Brave as he is, where most his post will be : 

Then shuddering, as in sad presentiment 

Of fatal chance, her cheek turns ashy-pale, 

And sudden tremors shake her struggling frame. 
Her warning voice too his kind sister adds: 

Nor then sweet Hilda to young Surrey’s love, 
Attendant near (accorded with a blush) 

Denies memorial of her dear regard. 1447 
In turn, Matilda, lively and acute, 

(Daughter of noble Kent) her lordly sire 

Greets with becoming love, and mingles there 
Kind valediction: nor her known regard 

For the Prince A:delm (trusted as beloved) 

Then by plain token to himself denies. 

Next too, Emilia, pensive and demure 

(Sussex’ fair flowret) o’er her soften’d sire 

Leans, and his neck in gentle sorrow clasps, 
Boding best hope; her brother too salutes 

With happy auspices: then gratulates 

Prince Athelwold, whose plighted hand and faith 
Are to her meritorious love assured ; 1460 
Nor while her votive presage is bestow’'d, 

Refuse her dove-like eyes the comely tear. 

Lovely Felicia next to Warwick’s chief, 

Rohand, her princely father, meek prefers 

Her aspirations, and upon his breast 

While bending her fair features, plainly shows 
Touch in her bosom of dark augury, 
Foreshadowing death: till from her melting eyes 
Involuntary gush grief’s crystal gems. 

Not distant, waits the gallant Guy, and fain 
Would her distress to calm composure soothe ; 1471 
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Sensible of whose gentle care, to him 1473 
Gratefully she extends her friendly hand. 

With gracious mien, the gentle Emma too 

To Mercian Kenwulph, her loved sire, imparts 
Her filial kiss, new-reconciled, new-won : 

While in her heart a luckless omen steals, 
Presaging deadly issue, doom’d in wait. 
Compassionate, the generous Edgar notes 

Her flutter’d grief, and while his care consoles, 
Receives from her kind boon accorded meed. 
Ordmer’s enchanting daughters too, with zeal 
Solace their old blind father, and his steps 1583 
From the near conflict, as unmeet, detain. 

Yet one to valiant Aylwin not omits 

Token of love besought, nor ill deserved : 

Nor fails the younger prize, meek Rosamond, 

To Essex’ chief, the noble Bertolph, yield 
Encouragement, that valour shall reward. 

Such tender interview, (here all unlook’d,) 
Diversifies the march, while every man 

Feels in his bosom spring a waken’d claim, 
Incentive new of courage, as he eyes 

Wife, daughter, sister, or his virgin-love, 

Till dreadless energy but glows the more, 1595 
And deepest interest, answering to the time. 


As morn advances, Titan’s fiery steeds — 
Lift their bright fetlocks o’er the horizon’s verge, 
While his red disk above the purpling hills 
Gan pour his level beams along the downs, 
Till the scene blush’d and sparkled all around. 
For o’er the smooth-green carpet glittering dews 
As rubies glow’d, emeralds, or crystal gems, 
In mingling radiance o’er the surface thrown. 
Plainlier discern’d, now to his hurdled pale 
The shepherd from his tent-like hovel plods, 1506 
Preparing to let forth his folded sheep, 
And brings fresh fodder on his light-wheel’d car. 
Leftward disclosed, the opening country gleams 
Afar, ere hasting on through gulfy glens, 
Distinguish’d by scant furze or straggling thorns, 
Verges their course toward Bratton’s lofty hill, 
Whose stretching range to windy gusts exposed, 
With keener blasts announced the very post, 
Abandon’d by the late-encamping Danes 
For the warm vills and plenteous plains below. 
Far seen along the heights, the fortress vast [round 
Spreads its huge mounds and broad entrenchments 
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In numerous ranges, o'er its area space 1519 
Offering to many a thousand, home of guard. 
Wide-ope the gates of its broad entrances 

Show’'d not a sentinel, in station set. 

Lone seem’d its barbican, and fronting towers, 

All the strong hold through felt security 

Forsook by its late occupants; nor glared, 
Apparent o’er the barriers, as on watch, 

A single soldier, left in charge within. 

Round the high-forted hill the columns wind, 
Descending underneath the trenched mounds 

Mid the deep pass and steeply sloping dell, —1530 
Where, bosom’d at the sunken base below, 

In the shut valley, coped by chalky cliffs, 

Bratton secludes its cots and humble spire. 

In their prone way, precipitate, the host 

Mark, where along the right the ‘“‘ Dane’s green lea” 
(Late favour’d station of the shelter’d foe) 

Spreads its choice siteo’er Lockham's water’d springs 
And bottom-valley, where the green-cress’d brook, 
Whose current parts Edington’s neighbour'd bounds, 
Offers to grateful man its crystal wave. 

Towers on the right Edington’s peaked hill. 
Ascending gently toward its hamlet-cells, 1542 
On the caught view the spreading country opes. 
And here the wary monarch, glad, perceives 

His purpose well-achieved, his England's power 
To interpose between the Pagans’ camp 

And their strong fortress, seen thus guardless left, 
Whence he can block, or stay, their hoped retreat. 
With soldier’s eye the prospect he surveys, 

And ponders, and explains, the battle’s course. 


At glimpse of the vast champain-scene below, 
Spread (far as eye can reach) with Danish tents, 
Encamp ‘d ’mong smoking villages, and mills, 1553 
And farms, and verdurous fields, and elmy groves, 
Glimmering on every band in morning’s air ; 
Stretch'd eastward from the west for many a mile, 
Where Cavell, Coulstone, Buckington, extend 
Their range, or Hindmarsh blends its rural cells, 
Northward too borne, from Edington’s sunk vill, 
(Seen at their feet) Ashton’s dim tower beyond ; 
Eagerness and enthusiasm, unrestrain’d, 

Ardour, impatience, wound to loftiest pitch, 

Fire every bosom, every soul absorb. 

Shout is withheld; no trumpet sounds, or drum, 
Which might alarm, or wake the unconscious foe. 
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But sole at their loved Alfred’s signal voice, 1566 
Downward in silence the dense columns rush, 
(Like forest-lions, bursting on their prey) 

On hope’s close object and full-witness’d prize : 
To pvinted station, wing, and post assign’d 

Each opening on the destined adversary, 

Whom ail well deem thus to surprize, unwares, 
Guardless, time none accorded for array,— 

Ere yet from drunken revels of the night, 
Prolong’d till morning’s shine, and heavy sleep, 
The troops arouse; since through the stilly camp 
Not yet a suttler stirr’d, nor blazed one fire 1577 
With dull gleam o’er the landscape’s hush’d expanse. 
So, as a torrent irresistible, 

To verge of onset, breathless from suspense, 
Prone on the foe the English host descends : 
Sweeping to battle, as a thunderbolt 

Bursts from the darkness of o’erclouded heaven. 


Thus early ere had fully broke the day, 
While scarce May’s morning-sun had in its rise 
With golden splendour chased the sullen mists 
That o’er the hush’d earth crept on stealthy plume, 
Led by their monarch’s guiding voice, (by all 
Felt as the genius of the vast emprize) 1589 
England’s assembled legions, in array 
Dispread of lengthen’d line and open’d wings, 
Assail at all points o’er the champain tracts 
Denmark’s innumerous hordes, reposed below 
Edington’s peaked heights and hamlet scenes. 
In ardour uncontrollable, the ranks 
Suddenly spring on their unguarded foes, 
Storming the camp with simultaneous charge. 
O’er the wide plain descending, all at once 
Host darts on host, with onset’s fiercest shock. 
Conglobed behind their serried shields, the troops 
Career along in unresisted rage ; 1601 
Rushing upon the Danes, while sunk in sleep, 
Nor yet from fumes of festive revels roused. 
Such danger smites them, listless, unprepared. 
Sentinels none the dire assault forewarn ; 
Else hastily surprized, o’erpower’d, themselves 
Perish, ere the mark’d shout can aught disclose. 
Woke sole by clamour of the close attack, 
Start up the astonish’d adversaries; death, 
Havoc, seen at their threshold maddening wide. 
Terror, confusion, tumult, and amaze, 
Ineffable, arose: distress, as when - 4612 
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In populous cities the midnight alarm 1613 
Of desolating fires with uproar scares 
Unconscious slumbers, while disturbed crowds 
Assembling hurry to the blazing wreck. 

Slaughter ungovern’d reigns: on every hand 
Thousands on thousands overwhelming press, 
Where’er the Danish People lay along, 

Like locusts for their very multitude, 

Stretch’d o’er the ground. Its greensward, tables 
Cumber’d, among the tents in open air [long 
Diffused ; o’erstrown with relics of late feasts, 
Broke viands, and superfluous mead and wine. 
Else instruments of music on the earth 1625 
Were left memorials of the midnight dance, 
Carelessly toss'd beside huge heaps of spoil. 

Now all undream’d, as unprevented, spreads 
Destruction strange and ruin. Panic flight 
Disorder makes at first more terrible ; 

For fast advanced the English squadrons urge 
Their furious van. All disarray’d, while yet 

The time admits not to the Danes escape, 

No English arm of all his country’s host 

But strikes some Pagan soldier to the death, 
Most haply many: while hot sword in hand 
Every man eager to the carnage flew. 1637 
But still o’erpowering numbers live, unreach’d, 
Whom not as yet so strange invasion grants 

To form battalions, for the conflict arm’d. 

Shot from the British army over air 

Descends of arrows a continuous cloud, 

That darkens heaven with hurtling canopy : 

Or ponderous stones from sounding slings are hurl’d, 
Each to some Dane a messenger of fate. 
Conscious, the startled females swell with shrieks 
The horror of the scene. Still, still, uncheck’d, 
Sweeping past dead and dying, overthrown, 1648 
Mid the camp’s inmost heart the victors pour 

In stern pursuit, wreakful as ocean-waves 

Dash on far-spreading coasts, surge after surge ; 
With clamour such as when black tempests rend 
Pelorus’ promontory, till boils the sea 

From Scylla’s to Charybdis’ answering gulf. 
Insatiate lasts attack on every side 

And infinite affright, while sallies on 

The aggressive host in columns, broad and densc. 
Forth from the yielded tents the routed Danes 
Retire vast space, scouring the champain’s width ; 
Nor can their crowds yet rally in array, 1660 
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For on them plunges their invaders’ course, _—1661 
Terrific, swift, as on bis victim darts 

The brinded tiger, bred in Indian wilds. 

Riven with tremendous arm, these crushing whelm 
Not less the prostrate drowzed, than whomsoe’er 
Awaken’d dread may strive by flight to save. 

The astounded Paynim vauntguard not for long 
Surprize admits in conflict close to join; 

While from the English legions constant plied, 
Dark-vollied javelins, shadowing overhead, 

As with a death-pall, cope the vault of heaven ; 
Beneath whose iron roof, in steely mail 1672 
Inclosed, and cover’d by their tortoise shields, 
Moves their vast mass, compact, each wielding lance, 
Or weighty battleaxe, or beam-like spear. 

In consternation thus the Danes give way, 
Diverging back from point to point, diffused 

On every hand in their bewilder’d range : 

Yet northward crowd in chief, nor yet can make 
Stand, or recover from extreme amaze. 

Effort in vain the boundless havoc wards. 

For o’er the scene such devastation teems 

As, where the western Ind in tepid seas 1683 
Extends her crowded isles, and clothes their face 
With richest verdure, plaintains, and the cane 

Of luscious pulp, (delight of distant climes) 
Hurricanes sudden tear the cloud-swoln skies, 
Resistless ravaging the land: where late 

Plenty and riches smiled, contagion steams 
Plagues, death; until aghast the merchants turn 
Their shuddering vessels from the tainted shores. 
O’er the destruction of war’s lawless field 
Commotion strange its noise and terror blent, 

Such as with earthquake-shock convulsed the ground, 
When all Trinacria shriek’d, as ruin'd fell 
Catania’s crowded city, all her pomp 1696 
Whelin’d in an instant; storm’d the sea; the sky 
Lower’d, black as night: while unforeboded burst 
Tempests of flame from Htna’s roaring caves. 
Prone on the foe all England’s puissance fell, 

As the destroying angel at heaven’s hest 

With stroke as of a blasting pestilence 

Smote Egypt’s first-born, so that not a house 

Of all her impious race but mourn’d its dead. 

Fain would the Danish chiefs the dismal rout 

Stop, or the panic’s wilder’d haste compose. 
Nought their outnumbering multitudes avail : 
Distracted, and dismay’d, the very press 1708 
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Turns e’en to ampler hurt. The ransack’d tents 
Reek with invasive bloodshed : else their stores 
Of spoil and riches vacant are forsook. 
Thousands that leap from sleep but sink to death, 
To more enduring rest : for their arise 

Waits but the spareless sword, with lethal doom. 
Long undefended slaughter they sustain. 

O’er all the champain, roll’d in hugy heaps, 

Lie the drench’d corses, in such throng convolved, 
As when o’er ripen’d meads in spread array 

The mowers’ scythes level the seeding stalks, 
And whelm to earth the summer’s myriad flowers. 
Still on their prey the conquering English tire, 
While o’er the region speeds the fleeting foe, 

As swollen waters break o’er sunken vales, 
Rushing along in foamy cataracts. 1424 
Death o’er the scene stalks in a thousand forms. | 
Mingled sink Danish lords and serfs alike, 
Peasant and prince, the illustrious and the low, 
While staves and lances on the riven casques 
Thunder, and flashes on the morning air 

Blaze of coruscant arms, incessant waved. 

Sprung up, as if by magic miracle 

Such power of England seems ; daunting the foe 
With frantic dread, to the North’s hardy sons 
Rare, or in oft-tried fields unfelt before. 
Reluctant howsoe’er, the Paynim hordes 
O’erpower’d recede, while on them roars amain 
Clangour of England's native chivalry, 1737 
Spurring their coursers at the clarion’s blast. 
Dash the fierce war-steeds fetlock-deep in blood, 
And scarce less swift, the banded infantry 

Bound o’er the mounts of slain, or groaning men, 
Yet half-alive, and weltering in their gore, 

Till in the moated trenches glides a flood, 

That crimsons every where the clotted grass. 
With very labour in the work of death, 

The strong assailants early feel fatigue, 

But still they urge at large their fatal toil ; 

Ere gradually aroused, and by events 

Impell’d to understand the wondrous truth, 

The Danish host recoils. _Where’er admits 

Brief opportunity, in loose array 

Caparison’d with haste, their legions blend. 

Each chieftain, as he may, exerts command. 

On Odin and their martial gods they call, 
Clamourous for aid in crisis so unlook’d. 

From such convulsed dispersion, scarce their ranks 
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Can first own blind connexion, but ere long — 1757 
Present vast ridges of opposing war : 

Such teem’d their populous legions, yet escaped. 
All, seizing arms, on their pursuers turn: 

Men, women; priests of fabled deities, 

And blue-robed bards. Confusedly they dart 
’Mong the throng’d tents, with clamour as of fiends, 
Or likest Furies, feign’d in elder song. 

While snatching courage even from despatr, 
Behold ! (what wonder may the Muse unfold ?) 
Flying so late, intrepid now retort | 

The Danish females first; matrons and wives 1768 
To battle urge their husbands, and their friends, 
And ’fore the recreant troops their stern rebuke 
Present with check of shame, to form a stay. 

On the fight’s edge the Danish consorts stand. 

Nor may such momentary curb be deem'd 

Sole here peculiar: since their wont was such 

In war, as proved their Amazonian heart : 

By education, more than nature, fierce, 

E’en as the Roman dame in Juno’s rites 

Comb’d her bright ringlets with the purple spear, 
Pluck’d from the gladiator’s bleeding breast. 

Now grew such general contest o’er the field 1780 
As when with nature’s own antipathy 

In strife conjunctive, fire and water meet. 

Or as when whirlwinds, on some forest dash’d, 
Fraught on their wings with drifts of snow and hail, 
Bury huge trunks of centenary trees, 

So on their foes the gather’'d Pagans turn. 

Now withering waste ensues. All drown’d in gore, 
Numberless gasping steeds and fallen men 
Promiscuous roll. Edington’s vasty plain 
O’erflows with blood: red runs its crossing brook 
For many a mile, as to a torrent swell’d ; 

And with like step, the rival combatants 1792 
Wade in the moisture of the slippery earth. 

When lo! a marvel! sudden all the air, 

As with a veil of darkness, is obscured. 

A misty haze, more dense than suits the morn, 
Involves the plain, which e’en near objects shades: 
And who can doubt, but that to win apt time, 
(Needful for due recovery and array 

Of their own favour’d side and Paynim troops) 
The Demon powers of evil interposed ? 


Sudden, induced by supernatural power, 
Fork’d lightnings flash afar, and rolls along —-1803 
VOL. VI. Y 
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Deep thunder, as of a supernal voice. 1804 
Guthrun, the Paynim King, at such portent 
Calm’d, and as if inspired, with cheering call 
Restrains his people, and with majesty 

Darraigns his battle, Loudly he bids sound 
Trumpets on every hand, while borne himself 

On his hot steed, he rides from chief to chief, 
Station to station, till the encouraged troops 

Rally from wild confusion, as they hear 

His summons awe the flying multitudes. 

Yet scarce awaken’d, thousand warriors blend, 
With instant aspiration flush’d, and stung 1815 
By shame’s sense to heroic energy. 

Now the vast Pagan host, in some array 

From worst disorder, as by magic spell, 
Marshall’d, opposes battle’s front, and stands 
Unshaken in firm ranks, battalions dense 
Successive form’d, and thronging regiments, 
Whose obvious barrier stems their foe’s advance. 
Such martial conduct of their leader prime 
O’ersways, and to resistance bends defeat, 
Ferocious, till it seems invincible. 

Shrill-throated cornets to the peal of drums 
Answer’d, and mingled with the cries of men, 1827 
While war’s hoarse voice echoing alarums join’d. 
Thought augur'd well, that every bugle’s blast 
Howl’d out the knell of thousands: for o’er each 
Fresh shouts and groans arose, with din of arms, 
Whose clamour sank to faint receding tones 

That sole reveal’d destruction’s spread extent, 
Such as eye took not in, or might discern, 

Where every object, image, sound was fraught 
With destiny, and harbinger of death. 

But more enchafed and general waxes still 

The conflict ; more tremendous, as the morn 
Advances, far diffusing light and strength. = 1839 
With varying fortune either side prevails, 

As struggles fierce strife with alternate change. 
Magnificent the scene, albeit so dire 

That its fell fury, fate, distracted roar, 

Defies all human tongue, or e’en to deem 

Its horrors, pain’d imagination shrinks. 

Waved over all the air, red weapons flash’d 

That cadent shiver’d blazing shields and mail ; 
And on plumed casques the thundering battleaxe 
Dash’d, that with trailing light like meteors glared ; 
While o’er the cluster’d legions lifted swords 

In every soldier’s hand, as firebrands, flamed. 1851 
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Ardour ungovernable swells each heart, 1852 
Nerves every arm, where every meanest man 
Deems victory’s issue on his act depends. 

Through purple deluge of the spouting blood, 
Likest unearthly spirits, stalks each host. 
Innumerable clash'd the meeting spears, 

With deadly errand all alike instinct. 

Warriors in myriads press the reeking earth. 
Arrows are drunk with blood: the sharp-edged bills 
Glutted with human flesh. Such mortal scathe 
Reigns o’er the field, as when the Grecian bard 
Feigns Mars himself goading his fire-eyed steeds 
And lightning car o’er Ilion’s doubtful plain. 1864 
Amid that jar, in unavoided death 

Such numbers sank, as when a giant treads 

O’er summer’s insects: or in forest-depths 

As crash the million oaks, Britannia’s pride, 

Fell’d for her navies, ere they daunt the world. 
Rioted there such spareless massacre, 

Death on that day so cloy’d his iron fangs, 

As if that field alone must expiate 

All former cruelties, all insults past, 

Exterminating wrong with vengeful ire. 

Grand and stupendous the contention grew —:1875 
Beyond example of all pristine strife. 

Spreads hideous outrage, desolation such, 

As when subterrene discord vexes earth, 

Where Teneriffe uplifts his rocky peak, 

Forth from his drear volcanoes prone descend 
Rivers of fire: the riven mountain reels, 

While pitchy volumes choke the shrouded air. 

Still onward the cheer’d English rush amain, 
Piercing the exterior camp: all rampired mounds 
Scaled in their course, and whelm’d pavilion-domes. 
Yet oft must true-recording justice own 

These in their turn repulsed, as o’er the face 1887 
Of the wide country pour the indignant Danes, 
Retorting in assault with eagle-swoop. 
Commingled o’er the ground, the maim’d, the dead, 
Lie, grovelling : souls innumerable at once 
Gasping their last, expire, while myriad eyes, 
Film’d with death’s shadow, from their bloody bed 
Gaze on the fading sun their latest look. 

On the fight’s course intent and watch’'d events, 

To every needful quarter of the field 

“Alfred, the kingly general, speeds his charge. 
Alert, aware, he, more as danger press‘, 

Cool, circumspect, sagacious in command, 1899 
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Inspires success, and the stern struggle guides, 1900 
Though dubious seems reluctant victory. 

Patient eudurance, to his temperament 

Peculiar, native magnanimity, 

Possesses his full heart, resolved, composed, 
Unterrified in danger’s direst scene, 

W here ruin indiscriminate proceeds, 

Endless: for sank together high and mean, 

Noble and swain, the vassal and his lord, 

English and Dane, invader and his foe, 

Gash’d all with wounds, blent in respectless death. 
With carcasses the level and the fosse, 1911 
Choked both, seem every where advance to bar: 
Howe’er severe and merciless hardihood 

Diffused encounter more and more embroils. 
Sword parries sword : shield swings on adverse shield : 
Foot strides o'er foot, with stumbling wrath, malign. 
Nor yet may martial and experienced eye 

Scan aught, which side is victor, vanquish’d which : 
But led by Alfred’s voice, his English bands, 

At need with mounting courage venturous, 

Burst on their foes, albeit they stand as rocks, 
Obdurate in the fray, robust of mould, 

Salvage in aspect, as untamed of mood. 1923 
Nathless such quenchless resolution fired 
Britannia’s bold and undegenerate sons, 

That fore their feral and audacious tilt 

Quail their amazed and bow’d antagonists. 

Vainly the Danish battleaxe cleaves down 
Successive ranks, whelm’d by its vulture-gripe. 
Unawed, unflinching, England's race persists. 

In brunt of conflict, urged with spleen of hell, 

The Pagan squadrons melt: their force is foil'd, 
Broke their own ranks: their visor’d soldiers shrink, 
And through their legions frightful chasms areclear’d. 
From skirt to skirt of the vast champain’s scope, 
With overpowering rage importunate, 1936 
England's met patriots in close-foughten grasp 
Abreast of the resisting adversaries 

Plunge through their sever'd masses, and divide 
(Maugre their leaping and Berserkic ire) 

Colossal prowess of their huge brigades, 

Torn by sheer dint, as those Maldivian isles 

(Once one join’d tract) which all-invasive seas 
Split erst asunder, through whose parted range 
Enormous whales roll their intrusive bulk, 
Disturbing ocean with their boisterous brood. 1946 
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Fresh fortune holds the battle’s chance again. 
To England’s part and valour-kindled hearts 
Triumph awhile inclines. While thus enflamed, 
Blend the thick swarms, astonishment anew 
Seizes the scarce-believing Danish host. 
Cadaverous dread palsies them to behold 
Their own lost magic Reafen, broad-unfurl’d, 
Floating in air above the Christian troops, 

In battle ’gainst its former masters turn’d ; 

While desperation, fury passing bounds 

Usurps struck Terror’s place, and strange dismay : 
Shrieks, and mad cries, their doleful discord blend. 
Now first the Pagan host in truth discerns, 1959 
That Alfred’s self is to this field restored 

With England’s puissance, wondrously combined 
By means portentous, passing mortal thought. 

All peers to sight disastrous prodigy ; 

Whose doom’d result to shun, or not endure 
Defeat and capture, hated worse than death, 

Many stern warriors, true to Odin’s faith, 

His name invoking, lifted sword in hand, 

On their own bosoms turn the deadly blade. 

None crouch to beg scora’d life, but prompt dispel. 
While by their consorts’ side, the female train 
Frequent dispersed, in black dishevell’d robes 
Flying abroad, like frantic prophetesses, | 
Augment alarm with desperation’s scream. —‘1973 
Seems now the final struggle in debate 

Of nation against nation, in such stress 

War’s dread arbitrement and last appeal 

Exerted, while each strove for masterdom, 

A kingdom felt to each the guerdond prize, 
England or Denmark, Christ’s or Odin’s sway, 
That as one bosom pants of each the power. 

A world’s assemblage on this risk seems met, 
Unquell’d, though every moment thousands fell. 
For with more numbers, mutual-fierce resolve, 1983 
Fought never those far-congregated hosts, 

Europe’s and Asia’s rival legions, sped 

To combat on the plain of leaguer’d Troy. 

In broad immensity, stretch’d boundless on 
Where’er eye gazed, e’en to the horizon’s verge, 
Raged the divulged and mortal contumely, 
Exhaustless, inexpressive, unconceived. 

Fell joust of cohorts and immeasured turms 

_ Embattled the mail’d throngs, in count unsumm’d 
As ocean’s sands, or sparkling stars of heaven. 

In many a baleful deed, unknown, untold, 1994 
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Did moody, self-will’d, and encroaching war 1995 
Grapple, with pith and vigour still supplied, 
Severe, inexorable, unappeased. 


Yet lasts the conflict, difficult and hard. 
Flags high resolve on neither part: each bent 
On stubborn conquest: glory’s hovering meed. 
Might seem, as Victory, blind in her suspense, 
Then, e’en as pictured Justice, held her scale 
In equal poise of battle ; unassured, 

On which hand to distribute triumph’s palm, 

How waver’d fortune, or where vantage lay. 2005 
Sedulous toils each host for hoped success. 

If ceded some warp’d way, the quarrel bends, 
Alternate change apparent loss redeems. 

So sways the battle’s motion, as at height 

The tide of varying ocean ebbs and flows, 

Or full-ear’d corn bends with the rustling gale. 
Duty on either side each heart inspires: 

Purpled and bathed in blood is every hand. 

A cloud of ravens hovers o’er the field, 

_Croaking, as if in wait for scented prey : 

Or haply ominous of dark intent, 

If Demon-powers, with tutelary ban, 2017 
Remorseless, England’s yet unshrinking crest 
Would ruinate in timeless destiny. 


As the sun rises toward his zenith height, 
From heaven’s bluedome bis lustrous beams dart down 
On Edington’s vast champain, and disclose 
In horrid prospect to the shrinking gaze 
Its landscape, oped in unconfined expanse, 
Like one wide sea of blood, from whose warm ooze 
Dim smoke and steam, exhaling slowly, roll 
In vapour strange along the muffled air ; 
Which half-reveals, obscure and indistinct, 2028 
Pernicious relics, vestiges of woe. 
For far as eye could reach, the ensanguined scene 
Appear’d a swamp, changed from its natural garb 
Of green, to crimson tint, and lurid brown: 
Strown o'er whose ground in heaps, like drifted snows, 
Lay rider, steed, o’erthrown together, knights, 
And steel-bright chiefs, gored all with ghastly 

wounds, 

All stiffening to numb clay, as their life’s fount 
Gushes, slow-saturating thirsty earth. 
Augmenting horror of such spectacle, 
Haply full many corses, with fell spleen 2039 
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Hewn down the dorsal spine (in Danish wont) 2040 
Wallow, expanded like an eagle’s wings. 

Down trod, torn standards, all with stains embrued, 
’Mong shiver’d armour, aulace, or the lance, 
Besprent confused, bespeak terrific fight, 

Where whelm’d too are the camp’s rear’d domiciles. 
Through opening vistas of the cloudy glare, 
Drizzled with bloody rain, ere yet observed 

Sight that might well appal the stoutest heart, 
Caught in broad masses, the vast outline shew’d 
Unstanch’d, unsated, headlong fight proceed. 
Plumed helms and starry crests, in movement swung 
Continuous, gradual to dim distance borne, 2052 
Vanish mid forests of high-bristling spears; 

Then brandish’d turbulently in wild flare 

Dazzle heaven’s face with ever-restless fires. 
Discern’d by flashes of the steely gleam, 

Were blazon’d shields uplifted and withdrawn : 
Oft too the glittering Danish battleaxe. 

Banners and ensigns there, with streamers hung, 
Peer’d o’er the volumed haze, and in their track 
As comets glared, where’er they rose and sank, 
Preludes of death and blasting pestilence. 
Hurrying in boundless sally, press’d afar 2063 
Legions, driven on as if through thickening mists ; 
While ever and anon from out the verge 

Of that terrific feud, as twere to scape 

Its tyranny and foul endamagement, 

Some sole war-charger bounded, riderless, 
Snorting with open nostrils, eye of fire, 

Unrein’d, and spurn’d the ground with yerked hoof, 
Every way darting o'er the fearful field, 

Till o’er his loose rent trappings, soak’d in blood, 
Down he sinks groaning on the sloppy earth. 

Nor witness’d sight alone that awful waste : 

For dismal noise responded: the hoarse air 2075 
Fulmin’d with various peal, combined in one. 
Bellows the clang of arms, the crashing din 

Of shatter’d mail, the warcry’s deafening shout ; 
Fear’s madden’d yell, the writhed trumpet’s tube, 
The charger’s neigh, the drum’s incessant grow} : 
O’er all, deep groans; agony’s moaning wail, 
These with such murmur fill’d the skiey vault, 

As rush of torrent-waters, or when rock 
Tempestuous winds huge towers and cloud-capt 
Clamour no less astounding rends the ear, [spires. 
Than when Vesuvius’ gorged volcano hurls 
Iaterior entrails of earth’s central depths : 2087 
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Or as when fabled in Atnean caves 2088 
Cyclopean giants forge the thunder’s bolts. 

With ominous assurance every test 

Spoke undistinguish’d ruin’s work on foot, 
Limitless, and o’erpassing parallel. 

Confounded seem the very elements, 

As if mid such wild uproar nature’s frame, 
Aghast, in shook subversion would dissolve ; 
Earth, heaven, convulsed, would order hold no more, 
But tottering wreck waste chaos bring again. 

For anarchy immane of rampant war 

In that incensed and all-engrossing broil 2099 
Made either nation utmost power effuse. 

Then sateless Death on his seized quarry prey’d. 
Vengeance and fury held licentious sway, 

While each side for exultant victory 

Fought, and each trophies of proud valour claim’d. 
Innumerable were the feats of arms, 

The exploits of peerless magnanimity, 

Achieved on that great day, whose doughty act 
Well asks the laurel, and undying fame. 

How imay the Muse compress the infinite? 

How e’er assume to blazon and rehearse 

The course of that stupendous field? how e’er 2111 
With aught of justice to the swelling theme 
Recount events, in order as befel ; 

Albeit with tongue endued, and power of song 
Eloquent e’en as the Meonian bard? 

Stirring and strange nathless was many a chance, 
And incident of that redoubted fray, 

Worthy of inspiration’s just record, 

In memory’s page, and annals of renown. 


Foremost Wilt’s gallant earl, Aylwin the bold, 
Impatient e’en to rashness, soldier tried, 
Proud of his province and consign’d command, 2122 
Advances to the fight, where on the west 
Stretches the British leftward wing, and leads, 
Glorying, Wilts’ troops, his own: and link’d with 
Fiery Demetians, who his voice obey, [these 
Pembroke’s, Glamorgan’s power, with Monmouth’s 
Eager and fierce alike, those Mercian bands, [pride : 
Long to his side attach’d, Gloucester’s stern strength, 
And Oxford's race, and daring Hereford’s ; 
Each troop cheer'd forward by its honour’d earl: 
With these too, people of the hardy north, 
Lancastrian yeomen, Cestria’s stately tribe, 
Skill'd both to draw yard-arrows to the barb, 2131 
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W estmoreland’s sons, Cumberland’s wrestling hinds, 
Northumberland’s haught lineage, and the flower 
Select from Durham's vales, and princely York. 
These, led by noble Aylwin, hurry on, 

Assailing the dazed foe, in pellmell course 
Careering "mong their squadrons, that surround 
The ivied mill, and long-dividing brook, 

And woody hursts, and cattle-pastured farms, 
Verging toward East-town’s precinct, and fair vills 
Where rest vast cohorts, safely (as they deem) 
Intrenched, and occupying choicest post. 

Thus forward presses Aylwin’s active wing, 2146 
Till e’en they reach the wide-spread site, where rules 
The kingly Amund; foe, their ardour seeks, 
Further some speed too, push'd impetuous on 
Beyond the grange and speckled croft, that skirts 
West-Ashton’s hamlet cells, or opposite 

The dairy’s wealth, which feeds the westward camp, 
Where late the princely Haldene (Regner’s son) 
Aiming himself to be Northumbria’s King, 

For bravery famed, had join’d his social bands, 
Strengthening with cheer the regal Amund’s rule. 
On each side fiercest battle rages here: 

Both issuing proud their full-exerted strength. 21:8 
Death plies his operations, unrestrain’d. 

Firm on his spot possess'‘d, each combatant 

. Falls, for to yield one foot each warrior scorns. 
Under brave Aylwin’s guide, distinguish’d fought 
Lancastria’s heroes, as of stately York, 

Cull’d too from all Northumbria’s provinces. 
Prompt and rejoiced were these in open field 

Thus ’gainst the Danish Haldene to contend, 
Whose deeds tyrannic had provoked their ire. 
With these too eager combated at hand 

Demetian heroes, boast of Southern Wales; 2169 
Whose chiefs, Glamorgan’s, Pembroke’s noble earls, 
Neighbour’d no less in site than stedfast friends, 
Alas! too rash from hot-enkindled spirit, 

Of their o’er-forward valour paid the price. 

For both, while dauntless they together strove 
’Gainst the foe’s thickest press, together fell, 
Roll’d on the red earth in their coats of steel. 
Where, as they gasp’d their last in lock’d embrace, 
Their weapon'd arms each o’er the other flung : 
E’en as they lived, these pledging in their deatlis 
Eternal friendship, wing’d their souls to heaven. 
Near them then rushing, Oxford’s valiant earl, 
Sank, gash’d with deadly wounds; scarce in that fight 
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By his confederate train from capture saved. 2183 
But noble Gloucester, his attach’d compeer, 
Pierced by a javelin in the densest crowd, 

While to the succour of his friend he flew, 

Vainly his own troop struggled to redeem. 
Gloucester’s proud chieftain, in his golden mail 
Glittering, conspicuous by his plumed helm, 
Cruelly trampled under adverse feet, 

The foe relentless seized; him, ere yet dead, 
Hew’d from the nape, and as an eagle’s wings 
Spread forth his sever’d ribs on either hand : 

Then bore aloft on pikes the mangled corse, 2194 
Still dropping blood o’er their exultant ranks ; 

A horrid spectacle! with face unscarr’d, 

(By features known, ghastly howe’er and wan) 
Turn’d toward his band, in hope to daunt their rage. 
Other effect ensued. Indignant grief 

Inflamed their ire. Wilt’s generous Earl at hand, 
Observant, more exasperate, sallies on ; 

Deals wounds, confronting every opposite ; 

Dares sternest battle, and impetuous hurls 
Destruction all around, as thunder-clouds 

Follow the ‘‘ quick-cross lightning,” and explode 
Hot-bolted fury o’er the shrinking earth. 2206 
Aylwin’s example his bold troops pursue. 

Then holds its tenor slaughter unrepress’d. 

The intrenched moats are heap’d with falling dead : 
Where, mounting on the hills of corses slain, 
Wilts’ gallant chief shouts to his watchful friends. 


‘‘ Warriors, in Wiltshire’s plenty born and rear’d, 
Shall ruthless Pagans, rioting in blood, 
Pollute our native fields ?— Follow, my sons, 
Banners, that from our vales shall clear the foe, 
And, as of old, lead on to victory.” 2216 


Nor more: responsive to their chief’s appeal, 
His thronging soldiers rent the air with shouts, 
And where his ardour summon’d, forward sprung. 
Spreads fiercer contest. Iron-barbed shafts 
Fell in dense shower, wing'd each with shunless fate. 
Crash’d the strong spear, and ponderous battleaxe. 
Thousand opponents o’er the tawny ground 
Welter’d, crush’d down in mortal controversy, 
Yielding to vengeance forfeit of their lives. 

The irriguous brooklet past the green-leaved mill 
‘Ran reeking many a mile” with Danish gore. 
So plunged Wilts’ sons in very throat of death: 2228 
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Till they advanced in precinct of the camp, 2229 
Where kingly Amund held his chiefest power, 
Disclosed by token of encircling lists 

For tournaments, near his pavilion set. 

He, though by boldness of the assault surprized, 
Soon vigorous, and to answering valour roused, 
Issues against the advancing adversary : 

And, like himself, with regal majesty 

(His brows engirt with helmed diadem, 

Nor screen’d his stature by his scutcheon’d shield,) 
Cheers on his legion, gem-bright sword in hand ; 
Till strength of his supporting subject hordes 2240 
Wards England's fiercest onset in repulse. 

Instant the royal Danish potentate 

(Himself a soldier, favourite of his troops, 

Of bards no less, as of the admiring fair) 

Eyes in his bold approach Wilts’ daring chief, 
Where gallantly he leads his warlike bands ; 

Soon recognizing as a peer of sway. 

For both his stately aspect and attire 

Bespoke him noble. Hoop’d in iron round, 
Wherever active turn’d the British chief, 

His broad-limb’d bulk yet moved with supple ease, 
Expert in arms: his scaly hauberk glow’d, —2252 
Checquer’d with gold: a star his baldrick graced, 
And on his steel-gloved wrist rich bracelets shone. 
His dark-red visage through his vizor peer’d, 
Watching his foe in turn. Whon, ere attack, 
Amund, the royal Dane, high-soul’d, though fierce, 
Accosted thus, in few, with lofty taunt. 


‘* Whoe’er thou art, whate’er thy rank may be, 
Noble, methinks, (for so thy look proclaims) 
Glad swells my soul, that to no hand save mine 
Thor, God of power, directs thee, but assigns 
To me, King Amund, his chosen favourite still. 2263 
His will has doom’d it my sword’s prize to make 
Thyself his prey ; presumption such as thine 
To quell, and check thine insolent career. 

Now as a victim to his deity 

My arm devotes thee. Ravens shall devour 
Thy carcass on this field, and to the rest 

Thy skull shall add me a new drinking-cup 

To quaff delicious mead, when in my tent 
Revels the feast, while bards attune fresh song, 
And o’er the frolic joyaunce smile the fair.” 


So as he spake, he forward sprung. Wilts’ chief 
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Brook’d not his arrogance, nor answer deign’d, 2275 
‘But with haught stomach darted to the fight. 
Wheel’d in wide compass round, their falchions 
Thrice their prone circuit in that combat fell [flash’d. 
On either’s gold-bright casque: thrice by the targe 
Stopp’d, dioting with deep force its symbol’d orb. 
Obstinate, still each champion plied his strength, 
Of triumph emulous ; till Wilts’ bold earl, 

As with new-prompted valour nerved by heaven, 
Suddenly turning, with one downright stroke 

Cleft the plumed beaver of his furious foe, 2285 
E’en to the brain. Down sank the Pagan King, 
Wallowing in blood, that gush’d on earth’s cold face. 
Exulted not the generous English chief, 

But to his fallen enemy approach’d, 

And with a soldier’s ready courtesy 

(’er his riven crest’s dire-gaping orifice 

(Dismal that wound !) placed soft his fractured shield : 
Nor from the crowned helmet pluck’d one plume, 
But in his own grasp'd mute the dead man’s hand. 


Panting from that hard struggle, Wilts’ brave peer 
On to fresh battle bends his untired steps, 
Turn’d to more dangerous quarter of the field : 2297 
Nor stays to hinder, while with eager haste 
The royal Amund’s retinue advance, 
Intent on rescue of their honour’d lord. 
His corse they hale o’er neighbour’d bodies, whelm’d 
Alike in carnage of that fatal field. 
Kingly was yet its aspect, e’en in death. 
Though trail’d along the ground, his waving locks, 
(Smooth’d with such care,to please fond beauty’s eye, ) 
Clotted were now with gory drops, and smear’d 
With miry stains his golden-tissued mail. 
Soon conscious of his fate (so sped the tale) 
To his near tent a throng of duteous bards 2309 
Join their prompt aid to bear him; and at hand 
A train of lovely dames their mournful cries 
Utter, with shrieks; on his paled features gaze, 
And wail his manly grace, how changed and torn; 
His kindness and his love, for ever lost ! 
These Danish females, the fallen Sea-King’s wives, 
And near attendant a fair virgin-troop, 
In sign of pluint for their reft favourite’s end, 
Rend their loose robes, and scatter to the winds 
Their tresses, with disorder’d sorrow torn. 
Calmer, the Scaldic tribe and poet-band 
(Still near the chief retain’d to sing his acts) 2321 


BOOK XLVI. 333 


Pledge dear consolement to his parted ghost, 2322 
Whose fame shall yet survive in deathless lays: 
While Thor shall on his slayers wreak revenge. 


Alarm’d, perturb‘d, at this first fatal loss, 
Satan, observant, summons in mid air 
Hell’s wicked agents, on his service sped, 
And opens thus in haste his deep intent. 


‘« See, how the hated Christians o’er this field 
Spread hideous ruin, foiling our summ’d hopes ! 
Banded beneath the watchful Alfred’s care, 2331 
Comes England’s puissance hither, all unlook’d ; 
Combined through train of favouring circumstance, . 
Which well the Dane might deem impossible. 

But danger and destruction threat at hand : 
Behoves us instant vigilance and aid. 

Let every spirit now roused effort use, 

That may inspire, engage in fury’s work 

The fierce and credulous nation, long absorb’d 

In Odin’s warlike faith. On watch let each 

Of our o’er-hovering band appear in shapes 

Of any fictious god, or ravin sprite, 

Such as may suited best inflame each Dane, 2343 
To needful ire, opposure adequate : 

Whose counter-action, spreading o’er the fray, 
May triumph’s issue to our wish ensure, 

To crown this broil, and seeming-final strife. 
Haste! for the time admits not pause; but claims 
From all, from each, his subtlest, wiliest art.’’ 


Nor more : for instant the dark train disperse. 
Incontinent appears the dread effect. 
Suddenly o’er that district of the plain, 
Where Haldene, the Northumbrian tyrant, strove, 
Where to new conflict press'd Wilts’ fiery earl, 
Arose to sight a ‘“‘ specious miracle,” 2355 
Intelligible soon to Danish gaze. 
Unwonted darkness veil’d the o’ershadow’d heaven, 
As if the noon-sun labour’d in eclipse, 
Or wrapt in cloudy covert hid his beams. 
Through the thick gloom, at once in mellow light 
Heaven's realm itself seemsopen’d; where discern'’d 
In wondrous vision by the conscious Danes, 
Sat on his thunderous throne the imperial Thor, 
God of the boundless air. For such no less 
That pomp proclaim'd to sense and raptured view 
His dignity divine. On columns shone, 2366 
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Stretch’d beyond sight, Thrudwanger’s palace-halls. 
Sudden the kingly God with raised right arm 
Launch’d down his sulphurous bolts, when crashing 
Bellow’d along the sky. The potent state [peals 
Not less of reverence drew from Denmark’s thought 
Than feigns the Grecian, or famed Mantuan bard, 
High-seated grandeur of Olympic Jove. 

Nor ceased the marvel. Lo! descends a shower, 
Fronting the sun-beams, ruddy as of blood ; 
Startling observance with its strange portent. 
Drawn thus attention of his votary race, 
Slow-waved, the Deity’s bright-sceptred hand 2378 
Points to the spot where late King Amund fell, 
With meaning sign. On princely Haldene next 
(Sunk on bow’d knees in awe, with eyes upturn’d) 
The skiey ruler bends his awful brows, 

(As with deep interest moved, he chose this chief 
In his lost favourite’s room :) then to the prince 
Thrice becks with motion, tokening his will 

That eastward toward the camp’s interior range 
The warrior with his gather’d power should haste. 
This done, upborne on a vast rainbow’s arch, 
Glides back the God, as to his seat in heaven. 


. 


Obedient straight to the command divine, 2390 
To scape the threatening jeopardy around, 
Prince Haldene to that safer post retires ; 
Tardily leading his flaw’d ranks along, 
Howe’er it irks pain’d valour so to shrink, 
Parthian-like, fighting e’en as he recedes ; 
Where his brave brother Hinguar, with his aid 
Supporting, can his puissance join at need. 
He passes central station of the camp, 
Where with vast sway the stately Oskital 
Reigns o’er his yet unmutilated power. 
Still in the thickest battle Wilts’ bold chief —_2401 
With unslaked ardour fought; and fore his troops, 
Impels along the ridges of grim war, 
Himself unconscious that a wound severe 
Prey’d on his frame, till faint through gushing blood 
That fill’d his fur-edged greaves unto the brim. 
Nature o’erpower'd compell’d in him a pause, 
As by degrees his weakening efforts slack’d. 
Ah! when of such his peril yet shall learn 
Ordmer’s fair widow’d daughter, with what care 
Shall her assiduous hands his pang assuage ! 
Such is the tumult’s denser press, that hence 
Endanger’d now seems Aylwin’s very life. — 2413 
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But how shall just-confiding faith not deem 2414 
That (demon-vengeance so to counteract, ) 

Angels assembled to protect the brave, 

Soldiers, beneath the Christian banners ranged ? 
Haply by these impell’d, (as sprung such need) 

A herald flies with tidings to the King, 

(Holding his post on Edington's peak’d hill) 

How fares the conflict, and that Wilts’ prime chief, 
Wounded, must needs his noble daring cease. 
Instant, as if inspired by heavenly cheer, 
England’s true monarch to that call responds, 
Tutelar genius, general of the field, 2425 
Who by his mind directs the course of all, 
Watch’d too with martial ken intuitive. 

Prompt he despatches succour and supply, 

Fresh, nor as yet engaged, but well select 

From Mercia’s throng’d reserve. These rush at hest 
Where leftward first the contest fiercest raged. 


Roused at such stir is Danish Oskital, 
The fierce and avaricious King, who holds 
His neighbour’d station, central more, along 
The plenteous leas and meads, and farms, that form 
The invaders’ ‘“‘ dairies,” stretching endless on 2436 
To hursts and groves, that skirt the landscape’s verge: 
Where for his subject tribes the sateless chief 
Hoards wealth and spoils of ravaged provinces, 
Corn, cattle, steeds: else for himself in heaps 
Gold, silver, brazen vessels, coin, which long 
Rapine and stern exaction had amass’d, 
While wasting Mercia’s region, he had sack’d 
Crowland’s, Medeshamstede’s, Ely's abbey-fanes. 
His bandit-hordes to the mix’d strife he leads, 
Whom to oppose, of the tyrannic King 
Observant, hating long his savage deeds, 
Kenwulph, vice-regal chief, with eager zeal 2448 
Brings on to battle his main Mercian power, 
From post, where toward the centre these incline. 
Ineffable were now the countless acts, 
Worthy renown, by Mercia’s chieftains wrought, 
Wondrous the valour of her native sons, 
Exploits that signalize her numerous shires : 
At first, of Leicester’s, Rutland’s, Worcester’s troops, 
By vying nobles led. No less than these 
Distinguish’d too, Bedford’s brave warriors shone, 
While Hertford’s potence admiration drew ; 
Or whom earl Alric, Huntingdon’s proud chief, 
Conducts, graced bands that crowd his palace-halls, 
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And legion, sped from stately Buckingham. — 2461 
No quailing hearts shrank from that fatal strife, 
But strove high reputation to sustain. 

Yet spite of his throng’d people’s utmost strength, 
Kenwulph nathless, the Mercian potentate, 

Still fore the Danish aggregated force 

Bends, by superior numbers overpower'd, 

And seems environ’d by repelling foes. 

Whom to defend, his favour'd officer, 

The faithful Bernulph springs, and by his side 
Young Turgar, Lincoln’s pride, and close at hand 
Nottingham’s generous peer, and Cambridge’ chief. 
These from the press the Mercian viceroy screen'd, 
Shielding with guard and succour opportune. 

But ah! while ‘fore his lord brave Bernulph rushi'd, 
And his own person’s shelter interposed, 

Him to the ground the infuriate Pagans dash‘d, 
Hurling his helm in air; then by the locks 
Dragg’d him, and with huge battleaxe’s stroke 
Sever'd his head from off his fallen corse ; 2480 
Instant at hest of cruel Oskital, 

Lifted for trophy on a lofty pole, 

And ’gainst the starting Mercians borne along. 
Far was that piteous sight observed, and known 
Among the British host the barbarous deed, 

Till yearns for vengeance many a noble heart. 

Still on wedged phalanx of the Mercian power 
Oskital fiercely pours his swelling rage, 

And after hated Kenwulph follows on. 


But in the tumult while the Danish King 
Makes way with strength that seems impregnable 
’Gainst England’s ranks, yielding reluctant ground, 
Warwick’s brave earl, the noble Rohand, darts 
Aware, at front of his provincial band. 
Through surging conflict on his fuamy steed — 2495 
He plunges peremptory, and essays 
To aid his countrymen oppress’d, nor least 
The Mercian viceroy, (his Felicia’s kin) 
To his own house through nuptial link allied. 
While Warwick’s chief on his spurr'd charger thus 
Careers, and follow’d by his faithful troop 
Makes in turn fluctuate the momentous fray, 
Repelling Oskital’s inflamed assault, 
Mid fell encounter of the rival hosts 
Dire chance, alas! ensues. An iron shaft, 
Barb'd with huge hook, and wing’d on deadly plume, 
Clang'd from some nameless bow its certain aim, 


BOOK XLVI. 337 


And whizzing through the air, with hideous crash 

Struck the conspicuous Rohand, e’en through bars 

Of his closed helm, and in the warrior’s face 

Deep-fix’d a dismal wound : for through his mouth 

Piercing, the forked arrow cross’d the throat, 

And at the neck behind apparent hung. 

Fighting at hand, the young and gallant Guy 

Perceives the dire mishap, which has befallen 

His honour’d leader, lord, and hoped-for sire. 

Swift as a wild goat o’er impending hills 

Shoots over cliff to cliff, through danger’s gorge 

Agile and buoyant, the roused hero bounds — 2519 

To Rohand’s aid, while from his steed, unrein’d, 

Sinks the dazed chieftain; by his rushing train 

Caught ere he fell to earth, and in their arms 

Upborne, while crowding contest raved around. 

Then his disabled chief intent to save, 

Stung to fresh valour’s height, the generous Guy 

Prodigies of unsampled feat achieves, 

And his own martial passion vents at full. 

Likest he seem’d, as paints the Homeric lay 

The youthful Troilus, of Troy the pride, 

Peerless in grace as arms: or might in war 

Strive with firm prudence, e’en as Pallas’ self. 

For his lord’s valued life he scorn’d his own: 

Or haply at that moment cross’d his thought, 

What sorrow would the loved Felicia’s heart 

Affiict, to lose a father held so dear; 2535 

Whom if his arm could save fond hope e’en here 

Breathed, that her grateful love would greet the prize. 

Not his own wounds Guy’s bold defence restrain, 

Though through his steely corslet spears diverse 

Had torn his flesh, and o’er his figure oozed 

Through the gash’d fissures gore in various stream. 

Howbeit with stress of Rohand’s dauntless train, 

(All Warwick’s sons, cheer’dtoo, while rush with aid 

Northampton’s sylvan race) the faithful Guy 

Wards from his wounded lord and keeps at bay 

Denmark’s assailant squadrons, till apart 

And safe from their stern malice, out of reach 

They bear from instant pressure of the field 

Warwick’s prized chieftain to the calmer rear. 

Might seem to thought that rescue’s hard exploit, 

Such as in tale has classic fancy feign’d 

Alcides, who redeeming from hell’s hold 

Departed Theseus, thence e’en Cerberus’ self 

Dragg'd forth, and justly won the garland crown. 

Laid gently on his hollow shield’s expanse, — 2555 
VOL. VI. Z 
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Lives yet the noble Rohand, while his friends, 2556 

Anxious, instructed by the attentive Guy, 

Wrench off the sticking arrow’s bearded hooks, 

And backward from the patient sufferer draw 

(Poignant howe’er his pangs) the rankling shaft. 

More freely now he breathes, though gushing blood 

Seems as to suffocate his gasping breath, 

Frequent emitted from his open’d lips ; 

As if yet lingering life were loth to part. 

Ghastly and pallid, faintly Warwick’s lord 

E’en speaks, expressing to the assiduous Guy 

Gratitude for his life, now twice preserved. =. 2567 

But charging silence to the gracious peer, 

Him they bear onward from the battle’s range, 

Where in the valley beneath Bratton’s hill 

Beyond the hamlet, Lockham’s water springs, 

Whose wave, they deem, shall clear the throbbing 

[ wound. 

Exultant over Warwick’s force repell’d, 

Oskital, Denmark’s salvage chief, incensed, 

Leads on his slaughtering troops, and works his way. 

Seeking out Kenwulph, as his destined prize, 

Furious he rages, with fell dragon ire, 

As with his mighty masses he careers 2578 

Likest a torrent river, o’er its banks 

Bursting afar; on further pest intent, 

To glut with vengeance sateless cruelty, 

By Kenwulph’s death, and Mercia’s added spoils. 

So storm’d his fury, as eld story paints 

Lycaon, changed into a mountain wolf 

For his life’s acts, Arcadia’s impious King. 

At crisis of that moment, to direct 

His passion, and complete destruction’s charge, 

Alert were Demon-powers with subtle wile. 

Behold ! ensues another miracle ! 

Visible to the ruthless Oskital 2590 

And following Pagan tribe, (accordant thus 

Both to expectance and their utmost hope) 

Strange shapes seem hovering o’er the embattled field, 

Such as absorb amaze, nor transport less. 

For soon in these wrapt wonder recognized 

The steel-wing’d Valkyries, vouchsafed to earth, 

Valhalla’s handmaids, Odin’s cup-bearers, 

His, and his bride’s, wont martial messengers, 

Who chuse in battle, and divide, the slain. 

Encased in mailed armour, they bestrode 

Steeds, flamy-maned ; and wielded each with ease 

A lance, high-tipp’d with two edged blade, and deck’d 
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With fluttering pennon. Golden helmets check’d 
Their ruddy locks, streaming profused in air: 

Such as at once bespoke to Fancy’s eye 

Forms, not of male, or e’en of mortal, sex. 

Instant these plunged amid the thickest tight, 
Dashing through blood, as in a whirlpool’s gurge. 
Intent they shew’d, there fitliest to provide 

New victims, more mysterious sacrifice, 

To war's high ruler, and his regal spouse. 

O’er them, discover’d in the sunny rays, 

Vultures sail’d, floating, and what seem’d to sight 
As yellow-footed eagles, on broad wings 2614 
Poised ; whether from Valhalla’s regions sped 
Doubt scarce surmised, for more than earthly-fierce 
They seem’d, nor denizens of nether air. 

Not less terrific, flash’d upon the gaze 

Those battle-heralds, than past fable feigus 

The Gorgons, dissolute with snaky front; 

Or stern Alecto, theme of Maro’s song ; 

Or that fell Dira, whose sole look could quell 
Roused spirit, and with horror freeze the blood. 
To credulous superstition, these may peer 

Troop’d hither or by deep enchantment’s spells, 
Or else vouchsafed by watchful powers divine, 2626 
To aid their votaries in this wondrous strife ; 

To point to its due breast the destined spear, 

To bear the brave and bold to realms of bliss, 
And daunt the foe with terror and dismay. 

Close at whose heels, a phantom follows next, 
Urged amid wicked gloom with shadowy speed, 
The war-wolf, Managarmer, dog of hell, 

Monster abhorr’d; abortion, which of old 

Loke on the foul witch Angerbode begot. 

His howl the griesly hell-hound now proclaim’d, 
Hunger-starved, issuing from his murky den, 
Mission’d on his pre-officed prowl to glut 2688 
His ravin maw on corses of the slain: 

Then in his miscreated gorge to bear 

Cowards to Hela’s dark empoison’d floods. 

Her mischief’s minister, for very ire 

Gloating, red-eyed, along the restless fight, 

The Spectre’s vast-expanding nostrils glow’d, 

As scaly Gryphon, sung in eld romaunt, 

Vomiting smoke and fire. Brief aspect caught 

Of the dire phantom’s eager virulence, 

Burning for act, harrows the shudder’d soul. 
Shape not more hideous, Pagan tale relates, 
Deforms those Harpies, that with rape infest 2650 
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The Strophades, on human flesh who gorge; 2651 
Or the Lernean Hydra’s springing crests, 

Scarce by unfainting Hercules subdued. 

Such air-drawn aids, supernal images, 

Press nearest Oskital, and in his eye 

Instigate carnage, where it most should rage. 
Hovering around his standards, these impel 

War's current, and to fiercer vengeance lead. 
Tempest of shafts and well-aim’d javelins pours 
Resistless over the far-shrinking files, 

Afflicting air, and seeming barb'd with flame. 

Else hurl’d from pelting slings, huge stones descend, 
Urged e’en to hair’s-breadthtruth. In huddled brawl 
Fugacious, straggling, quail the Mercian ranks, 
From impress of that fury, so embroil’d 

By more than earthly potence, and recede 
Backward, where flight may seem impassable. 
Absorb’d at first in extacy’s amaze, 

Oskital feels his soul, as new-inspired, 

And to fresh efforts aggravates his rage. 

Amid that slaughter heading his fired troops, 

On Kenwulph close he bends, and his turn'd wing 
Bears down, while thus the struggling Mercian chief 
Is girt, ere ware, with peril imminent. 2674 


Conscious of Mercia’s squadrons yielding way, 
And whom he loved in peril, sdeigning pause, 
Somerset’s earl, good Rayner, from his post 
In the near centre, where his courage guides 
Force of the gallant Somersetian bands, 

Rushes with aid, where most destruction threats. 
Venturous and bold, (grave howsoe’er and staid,) 
Responsive to such call, the hero darts 

Swift as an Arab, when his agile limbs 

Spring on a sudden from his lair, in chase 

Of horses, trooping o'er the desert sands. 2685 
At head of his obeisant comrades thus 

He flies to rescue of his ancient friend, 

(Fraternal kinsman, through the marriage-tie, 
Thoughdead were long his sister, Kenwulph’s spouse, 
Dear in her offspring, beauteous Emma, left,) 

At need, conducting his intrepid power. 

He sallies to his prized ally’s relief, 

Aroused to agitation and alarm, 

Not less than as the Muses’ prince records 

Nestor protecting perill’d Diomede : 

Or haply England’s warrior, so impell’d, 

Hastes to that service, by affection stirr’d 2697 


BOOK XLVI. 341 


E’en as the Grecian bard’s immortal lay 2698 
Shews gallant Hector, eager to avenge 

The timeless fate of his loved Polydore, 

Braving incensed Achilles’ deadliest ire. 
Somerset’s puissance interposing thus, 

While these in battle’s throngest press contend 

- With fresh and dauntless vigour, Rayner’s skill 
Backward, perforce, restrains the Danish crowds, 
Whose ranks, in spite of strife renew’d, succumb, 
So screens he Mercia’s chief from trampling rage. 
But soon, while thus succeeds his sped career, 
Rayner, advancing ’fore his bold compeers, = 2709 
(Conspicuous by his port and daring act) 

Oskital marks, and straight the British chief 
Singles, for Denmark’s best-selected prey. 

He marks, how Somerset’s determined chief, 
Half-hid behind his bossy shield, essays 

With its broad covert to extend and win 

Shelter, where fought at odds his Mercian friend, 
Else soon in Danish toils caught and o’erwhelm’d. 
But timely succour of the southern lord 

From danger extricates his kin, beset : 

Alas! at cost of his own life redeem’d ; 

For here himself escapes not mortal wound. 

The noble Rayner in his generous zeal 2722 
Furious approaching, Oskital assails, 

And venting without word impetuous wrath, 
Smites him with ponderous star-tipp'd battleaxe, 
Keen as a sword ; that like Thor's mallet, fell 

On the raised helm, and through the crashing mail 
Pierced deep below the astounded warrior’s neck, 
With savage gash, ere his uplifted arm 

Could the fell stroke more to the shoulder ward. 
Mortal that wound each anxious eye would own; 
But added scathe straight follow’d, e’en as dire. 
Crowding with sabres, Danish soldiers hurl’d 2733 
Successive hurts, all on brave Rayner’s front ; 
Haply, the least itself instinct with death. 

His grey and grizzled locks were instant seen, 
Beyond his temples, and beneath his casque, 
Bedrench’d with blood, that trickling fast ran down 
His cuirass, and dropp’d off his hoary beard. 
Dismal that spectacle! for haggled o’er 

With wounds the chieftain show’d: all ghastly-wan 
And haggard were his features, as he reel'd 
Backward at first; faint soon from blood effused, 
As from such openings gush’d life’s fount away. 
Yet still, unquell'd, the dauntless hero fights, 2745 
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But lifts with gradual-weaker arm his shield ; 2746 
Till hindward blow of a spiked club immense, 
Wielded by some enraged gigantic Dane, 

Dash’d England’s warrior in that unmatch’d coil 
Sheer from his prancing charger to the ground. 
Instantly of their leader’s state aware, 

Seeing ’gainst multitudes opposure vain, 

Some Somersetian friends with ready care 

Spring to his aid, and half-alive, their lord 

Bear through the clamouring press of Mercian troops, 
First in their arms, then on a litter seized, 

To the safe rear, reaching the chosen spot 2757 
Where in the vale Lockham’s cool water flows. 
Nor of the rest (Somerset’s soldier band) 
Surceases combat. Mid the hot turmoil 

These are left warring: whose brave deeds combine 
To hold in check the maddening Danish ranks, [pass. 
Where most they would constrain their murderous 
For still ’gainst Mercian Kenwulph, whom his course 
Persists to seek with vengeance, yet unslaked, 
Oskital, with Berserkic ire on flame, 

Lords it around with haughty insolence, 

Dealing remorseless in the desperate field 

Orgies, of more than bestial cruelty. 2769 


Amid that tumult (by the fate incensed 
Of Warwick’s, Somerset’s brave peers, his kin) 
Kenwulph, the Mercian viceroy, ’fore the files 
Of his experienced veterans springs to meet 
War's progress, and indignant strives to impede, 
Whate’er he may, fierce Oskital’s career. 
His life he valiantly exposes now, 
Disdaining danger, as if full resolved, 
By conduct on this memorable day 
In service of his country, to repair 
All errors past, and vindicate his name. 
The Danish battle thus he intercepts. 2781 
Well too the Mercian peers, who form his guard, 
Second his ardour. There shone Derby’s power, 
Proud might of Cestria, Stafford’s deep array, 
And Salop’s strong command, with vying zeal. 
Nobly each then contends, in mode diverse. 
Loud twangs the bow ; resounds the weighted sling ; 
Crash the broad bills, and rings the levell’d lance. 
While on the Dane a sable whirlwind pours, 
Varies again the fortune of the field ; 
For Denmark’s cohorts belly in retreat, 
By violence of Mercia’s sallying race 2792 
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Press’d northward o’er the farms and cultured fields, 
Whose bladed corn is trod by myriad feet. 

In a deep hollow of that champain space 

Oskital’s crowded subjects thus are driven 
Rearward, against huge waggons there compiled, 
Laden with spoil and forage, that obstruct 

Their forced recoil, and yield death added plea ; 
Till overpower’d in desperate assault, - 

Hurries along their central infantry, 

Beleaguer’d and oppress’d in routed herd, 
Plunging by hundreds in the blood-streak’d brook. 
Before his warriors Kenwulph boldly rides, — 2804 
Cheering chief after chief; and feats enacts, 
Surpassing credence e’en of awe-struck sight. 

On other hand, the infuriate Oskital 

Perceiving thus his worsted troops give way, 
Shouts to his vassals :—‘‘ Now, Danes, play the men: 
Valiantly fight: your ancient courage prove. 

Fear not, nor shrink from nerveless Christian dogs, 
But exemplary vengeance on them hurl, 

_ And let us toss their carcasses to wolves. 

For to the fight is Managarmer sped 

To aid us, and the sateless Valkyries, 2K15 
Who now shall load the field with heaps of slain.” 
So as he cries, along the ranks he drives, 

And ranges, as a bear in piny woods. 

To such his call well then his troops respond. 

Ere long, opposed Kenwulph he espies, 

And recognizes straight his rival foe; 

Whose eager zeal ’gainst Denmark’s part when now 
He marks, (deem’d late a subject tributary,) 

On Mercia’s chief he fixes watch malign, 

E’en as a serpent in some thicket-glade 

Coils his dusk folds, and prompt for deadly sting, 
Sweltering in poison, eyes his destined prey. 2827 
Scarce then containing bloated scorn and rage, 
Sternly ferocious, Oskital accosts 

The Mercian with insulting leer, aloud. 


‘¢ Hold, traitorous villain! thee, of all mankind, 
I wish’d to meet, and with repeated quest 
Hearing thee there, have through this battle sought. 
For thy dared treason and secession, now 
Fighting ’gainst those to whom thou owest a crown, 
Thee, and thy trust’s abuse shall justice venge. 
Rank’d once ’mong lords and princes of the Danes, 
Thee pity none shall spare nor ransom save. 
Of carrion-kites thy offal shall be prey ; 2839 
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Nor with a slave so vile more parle I deign, 2810 
Or tarry from swift vengeance, earn’d thy due.” 


Such arrogance in silence Kenwulph heard, 
Nor if he purposed, aught could give reply. 
For while at Oskital’s commanding beck 
The embattled squadrons, check’d, recede apart, 
Instant the Danish King (to English eyes 
Such by his golden coronetted helm 
Shewn, and his broad shield’s regal conusance) 
Spurs his proud war-horse toward the Mercian chief; 
And with rear’d arm his crescent scimitar, 
That in the sunbeams as a meteor blazed, 
Dash’d on his adversary’s bossy targe. 2852 
But the huge weapon of the giant Dane 
Breaks, shiver’d with that death-intending stroke. 
Yet not by this is he disarm’d : for lo! 
As substitute, the savage Paynim King 
Plucks sudden from his jewel-studded belt 
A broad starr’d battleaxe, whose spiky points 
He hurls on Kenwulph’s triple-plumed casque, 
And smites the golden dragon from his crest. 
Then on his mail he dints the cutting blade, 
And drives its beak oft into Kenwulph’s flesh, 
But to his deadly purpose fail’d alike 2863 
Strokes so impell’d; for in so desperate aim 
Scarce disengaged, ere long the clubbed axe 
Flew from the grasp of his half-palsied hand. 
But near his side his armour-bearer springs, 
Aware, and to his royal lord supplies 
A massive lance at need, whose outstretch’d hold 
Seizes the ready prize ; ere from the earth 
Gathers the knight that reft axe, whirl’d afar. 
Few moments was the furious Dane disarm’d, 
And to assault in so brief while exposed. 
But poising in his burly arm the spear, 2874 
The madden’d Pagan, forward sprung, its point 
Verberates frequent ’gainst the Mercian’s breast, 
Shattering its scaly cuirass o’er and o’er: 
For vainly warder then, the grained ash 
Sdeign’d screen of Kenwulph’s oval-hanging shield ; 
Till with exertion fatigate and faint, 
The Dane’s own toil exhausts his boisterous strength. 
Then too in turn, on watch, with fresher blow 
Kenwulph more fierce invades his enemy ; 
Nor longer parries in defence alone 
Assault, that seem’d at first death’s harbinger, 
But now himself assailant, with hurl’d stroke 2886 
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’Gainst the ring’d corslet of the stagger’d Dane, 
(Idly in its gold collar’s vantbrace held) 

Smote his crook’d sabre, and its bateless edge 
Through effigy of his emblazon’d targe 

Drove sheer; then deep within the body pierced. 
Nor such his vantage Mercia’s warrior stay’d, 

But thrust, recovering, his broad sabre’s point 
Through the Dane’s visor bars into the head. 

Nor ceased e’en yet attack: for his huge brand 
Withdrawing, on spurr’d steed he rush’d again 

On his dazed rival, and by stunning blow 

Close by the temples on the cloven helm 2898 
(Whereon the gold-starr’d coronet was riven) [sank, 
Fell’d the fierce King. Down the bruised Pagan 
Clattering on his curb'd steed, who in that strife 
Flounder’d with sudden whirling lapse to earth, 
Where his rich trappings were o’erdrench’d with 
Fell the proud Dane, e’en as Bellerophon (blood. 
Sank on the Aleian field, when vainly borne 

On Pegasus, in prone descent from heaven. 

Else might the salvage monarch, at that fray 
Lowering in his unearthly ire, remind 

The fabled Minotaur, in fight o’ercome 

By valiant Theseus, Athens’ boasted King. 
Instant his anxious subjects, in alarm 2911 
Aware, their fallen sovereign rush to aid, 

And with their myriad hordes, yet unrepell'd, 
Renew the battle’s struggle, now intent 

To save him from captivity, to them 

Direr in aspect, hated more, than death. 

Choking resistance by heap’d numbers, these 
Succeed the wounded King to bear away, 

Who in faint words, scarce-utter’d, as he goes 
Ekes out: ‘‘ Brave comrades, mortal are my hurts ; 
Short time, I feel, is mine to breathe, or vaunt. 

In the dull gust, methinks, a spirit calls, 2922 
That beckons me from off this nether world, 

While to the hated English back revert 

All my heap’d wealth, my lands, my spoils amass’d. 
If these must conquer us, may lightning-blasts 
Pursue them, and yet Hela own revenge! ” 


So borne away, he vents his sullen curse. 
All ghastly staring, and for very ire 
And anguish gnashing, though he pants alive, 
Yet in his livid visage death at hand 
Glares visibly. His features still retain 
W ont fierceness, and to thought may then recal 
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Hin, the stern tyrant, whom the Mantuan bard 
Pictures at end, Mezentius, impious King: 

Or Catiline, by Sallust’s pencil drawn, 

Found at a distance on the bloody field 

’Mong undistinguish’d dead, yet by his looks 
Grimly disclosing, speechless, who he was. 

Their leader slain, and Oskital’s fierce spirit 
Amoved, his bands yield way, thro’ pride rebuked : 
But to their aid, from the near centre sped, [back. 
Spring crowding friends, who yet press Kenwulph 
Contest renew’d ensues, with effort vast. 

At this awed moment, as if now they feel 2045 
Claim on supernal aid, the Demon powers 

Ply their deep guile. More busied o’er the field, 
Fleet the strange spectral shapes. From rank to 
Dire Managarmer, the grim war-wolf speeds, [rank 
While with wild echoes peal his crunching jaws. 
With hair all loose, the hurried Valkyries 

Incite fresh war, and like Megzra, rage. 

Spreads hideous ravage on. Death yet proceeds, 
Such as dusk Indian divers, seeking pearls 

Deep in green ocean meet, when waiting sharks 
Crash their gorged prey in ravine, thousand-fang’d. 
Soon clears the doleful truth; for hid till this, 
Now peers the event, that in such combat, held 
Not less with Oskital, than since his end, 2959 
The Mercian Kenwulph faints, opprest with wounds: 
Who in that awful struggle trampled, pierced, 
Scarce can escape with his endanger’d life. 


Hearing of such dread chance, on watch alarm’d, 
Edgar, Hants’ gallant chief, with ardour roused, 
From his near central post, where bold he fights, 
Hastes to assist with his collected power 
The sire of Emma, his own love betrothed. 

Swift as the startled elk o’er hills and vales 
Springs agile, bounds the hero to the scene. 

Stung thus to valour’s loftiest pitch, he darts 

Not less intent to mark how Kenwulph fares 

And bear on wing of friendship apt relief, 

(Such was his interest felt for Emma’s sake, 
Charged by her last request to guard her sire) 
Than panting for renown, on fire for fame. 
Throngs his battalion, cull’d from vales of Hants, 
And Vecta’s charming isle, whose might soon turns 
The wavering battle ; for he clears hard way 

Even to sought Kenwulph’s person. Him he finds 
Driven from the front of his receding troops 2980 
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In grievous state, deep hurt with deadly wounds ; 
Mid heat of conflict missing needful care. 

Weak from much blood effused, the Mercian chief 
Behind his ranks lies sunk on the red sward, 
Disabled longer to contend, or check 

Clamorous assault ; whom with attentive zeal 
Approaching, the kind Edyar in his arms 

Raises, with gentle question cheers, consoles : 
Then round his bosom’s gash’d, deep streaming 
Wraps a broad sash, whose folded ligature [wound 
Staunches awhile and curbs the crimson flood. 
Then to the thankful viceroy’s ambient train 

(The vassal tenants of his Stratford home, 2093 
Dwellers of Avon's fairy banks and fields) 

The generous Edgar trusts his earnest charge 

To bear their master from this perill’d strife, 

Laid in deep hollow of his oblong shield, 

Beyond the cross’d flank of the western wing 

To the safe rear by Lockham’s springing rill, 
Where nature’s medicine his wash’d hurts may 
Observant of his hest, the train obey ; [soothe. 
While (Mercia’s chieftain tended to his best) 

As now the advancing enemy invades 

The camp’s interior pass, with utmost speed 

Edgar himself to the thick fight returns, 8005 
And with new ardour meets their fiercest rage, 
Thrice opening thro’ their ranks a vacuous lane ; 
Still heartening England’s squadrons to persist. 


Soon Kenwulph’s guards reach Lockham’s hollow 
And hail the solace of its cooling wave : [dell, 
Where on the very verge of bickering fight 
Ensues a scene of changeful tenderness. 


Wounded alike, already here are brought 
(Withdrawn from out the battle’s instant scope) 
The generous Rayner, Somerset’s brave chief, 3015 
And noble Rohand, Warwick’s puissant lord: 
Each companied with train of anxious friends. 
Near Rayner, seem’d the ground in haste o’erstrewn 
With his doff’d armour, as he lay reposed 
On the green sward, spread with soft fern for ease, 
And thus half-stript, plain his deep gashes shew’d ; 
Not by his beard conceal’d, that overhung 
His bloody breast, but left half-ope the neck. 
Busied were his attendants, laving still 
His clotted wonnds, that trickled yet with gore. 
So ghastly was his aspect, that he peer’d 3026 
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At point of death; gasping indeed alive, 3027 
Yet mid severest sufferings, calm, serene 

His lofty spirit waited its repose. 

Nigher beside the water’s verge, where space 
Confined not play of the fresh air, the bank 

Held on its moss brave Rohand’s limbs outstretch’d. 
Yet drew he breath, although at times ’twould seem 
Half-suffocated by the gushing drops, 

That from his deep-pierced mouth and throat fast 
Short respite too for his departing life [flow’d. 
Alike his ashy look made evident. 3037 
To him due claim divides his comrades’ care. 

The rescued Kenwulph Stratford's faithful guards 
Gently lay down; on his broad shield unbrace ; 
Above the rivulet’s transparent lapse 

Raise, and with soft hand clear his reeking wounds. 
At first all smear’d from ‘‘ helmet to the spur,” 
The Mercian viceroy, through such apt relief 

Soon feels recover d strength; till at request 

They yield bim upright on his feet to stand 

For better breath, while ’gainst a willow’s trunk 
That bends its pollard frontlet o'er the stream 

He leans, supported by his lifted shield. 3049 
Refresh’d by posture’s change the hero seems, 

Yet weakly tottering, shews to every eye 

Nature far-spent. In his wan features death 
Glares visibly, and in his tremulous mien. 
Somerset’s earl, good Rayner, gently asks 

Ere long from Kenwulph, station’d near his side, 
How fares the battle, how the friends there left; 
Expressing tenderly his grief, to mark 

Brought wounded to this spot een Kenwulph’s self. 
Much more then of the thoughtful Rayner’s state 
.The Mercian chief enquires, nor can compose 

For his prized kinsman deep anxiety. 3061 
Seem’d as if friendship here held fuller sway 

In mutual suffering; amid like distress 

Shone but more purely warm, more fondly true. 
Plains the sad Kenwulph, and his heart’s regret 
Iterates, since he knows his generous friend,— 
Brave Rohand too,—both hurt thus for his sake. 
Responsive soon with suited dignity, 

Good Rayner grieves not for himself at this : 

‘* But since my duty to my best I did, 

(So the kind chief, with faltering breath, repeats) 
And in my country’s service yield my life, 

I shall die cheerful.” Then he fond repeats 
Question, importing of the battle’s chance, 3074 
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And welfare of his Somersetian friends. 3075 
Whom somewhat satisfies the Mercian soon, 
Telling, ‘‘that gallant Edgar bravely led 

Hants’ power in aid of struggling Somerset : 
Himself, when fallen in fight, rescued and saved, 
Repulsed at head of Mercia’s quailing bands, 

But Edgar straight to guide fresh strife return’d.” 
Kenwulph thus, strongest of the three, though faint 
Himself, in anguish,—pierced with mortal wounds 
And verging to his end,—by solace kind, 

Soothes both the other friendly chiefs in turn, 

Nor to his own hurt state in aught refers. 3086 
On this nathless kind Rayner thinks; entreats 

His Mercian kinsman to himself attend : 

Whose life (he tells) may to his country yet 

Prove aidant, still preserving sparks of strength : 

‘“‘ But for myself (the hero faintly adds) 

I feel, my closing life ebbs fast away. 

Would but, ere yet I die, I could have seen 

Once more my sovereign,—loved Fidelia too,— 
And breathed a parting benison to each ! 

But never must on earth that bliss be mine.” 3096 


Hearing these mournful words, the Mercian chief, 
Heart-broke and mute, leans o’er his dying friend, 
Too conscious of his swift-approaching fate. 


Then too the noble Rohand, Warwick’s lord, 
Echoes that utter’d wish, and faint adjoins 
Like hope his own, (if possible) again 
To see his honour’d liege, ere yet he die, 
And in that presence pledge a last farewell. 


Observant of such word, the faithful Guy, 
With ready zeal and roused alacrity, 
Himself a voluntary messenger, 3107 
Starts off (albeit unbidden) to the King, 
Where in his neighbour’d station, primely fix’d, 
On Edington’s peak’d hill his staff abides. 
Hither the youthful herald tidings brings 
Of the three chiefs, his friends, from battle borne 
Thro’ grievous wounds to Lockham’s springs at hand ; 
And to the listening monarch opes the wish 
By Rayner, and good Rohand, just express’d, 
That he would deign (if aught admit the time) 
Visit their dying hour with last adieu. 3117 
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O gratify, and prove how he regards 

Peers, friends, so brave and loyal, to his ear 
Reported in condition thus extreme, 
England’s true sovereign, general of the field, 
Hastes, by a few of his staff-officed train 
Attended, and returns with Guy, who leads, 
To Lockham’s wave, beside the peaked hill. 
Here svon the King finds the three wounded chiefs. 
Straight from their pallid countenance, and the look 
Of Rayner, Somerset’s loved lord, nor less 
Of Warwick’s peer, brave Rohand, he discerns 
Each at near point of death; but yet awhile 
Lingering in life (he deems) may Kenwulph stay. 
To honour’'d Rayner first the sovereign bends _—14 
His kindly care; long known, and prized, as spouse 
Of good Fidelia, to the Queen so dear, 
And foster-mother of the royal brood. 
Here straight the wounded warrior, laid at length 
Half-bare and stripp’d on the soft ferny couch, 
Gently the King accosts, with gracious words, 
And grasps the fallen hero’s shrunken hand ; 
Who, with raised grateful gaze, but feeble strength, 
Lifts to his blood-stain’d lips the sovereign’s palm, 
And fondly kisses, while his bosom swells 
With heaving throbs; ere yet faint tones find way, 
That falter out his true heart’s loyalty. 26 
“« My service to my country—(so he breathes) 
Fain would [ hope, my sovereign liege approves. 
Now on death’s brink [ hover,—and must soon 
Enter eternity.— Y et ere I die, 
Once more I wish’d—my monarch’s face to greet, 
To gasp my parting wishes for his weal. 
For this dear condescension take my thanks. 
Commend me to the Queen —her princely flock — 
To loved Fidelia— may all yet live long! — [then, 
Happy—in peace !”—Paused his hush’d accents 
As if yet labour’d with full fraught his breast. —87 
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Gently the King his mark’d emotion svothes. 33 
Then soon kind Rayner from his quivering hand 
Draws off a ruby ring, which there in charge 
Delivering to the sovereign, faint he adds. 


‘‘ Liege, ever-honour'd, oh! be pleased to bear 
This precious token—’tis my latest pledge— 
To loved Fidelia :—’twas her own first gift. 
Me from this hour she will behold no more 
A living man,—but must receive a corse. 
Yet of her merits sensible I die, 
Still loving-true. Of her I thought in death,— 
Her welfare has my latest wish and prayer. 
Nor grieve I for my country to have died.” 50 


Scarce with oft-check’d, affecting tenderness 
The dying chief express'd his solemn charge, 
(Which the King plights his faith he will perform) 
Ere with long sob, deep-fetch’d from his hoarse chest, 
And weakening groans, that own’d exhausted breath, 
With feebler power the King’s grasp’d hand he laid 
On his glued, foamy lips :—then the lull’d heart 
Surceased its function, and the wafted spirit 
Suspired its last. Dignity e’en in death 
Mark’d yet the hero-nobleman, and such 
The very body’s grandeur, soul-bereaved, 61 
Seem’d then, as might to brooding thought remind 
Some venerable castle, ancient seat 
Of heroes, crumbling into rujn’d dust, 

Broke by decay, or desolate by storms, 

When moss and ivy o’er its bastions creep, 

And ravens croak within its dreary towers. 

The King is moved, and all is for awhile 

Mute awe. Till witnessing the piteous sight, 
Kenwulph, (though still in armour bruised and loose 
Wounded he bleeds) in agony of grief 

Falls over Rayner, his lost friend and kin ; 72 
Embracing, hangs upon the mangled corse, 
Speechless at first, so wrung, until at length 

His feeling’s paroxysm in words found way. 


‘‘ Alas! that e’er, to shield my worthless life, 
A friend so faithful should his own expose, 
For me too lose it in the dangerous field ! 
Oh! that by fortune’s better chance for him 
Myself had died! Callous and sear’d indeed 
My heart must be, unless this doom I felt, 
And, matchless Rayner, mourn’d not thus for thee!” 
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So as he said, affectionate he clings 83 
O’er the dumb relics of his kinsman dead, 
Augmenting so the doleful spectacle ; 

While the deep pathos of his poignant woe 

And plaintive wail pierces the harrow’d soul, 

And lacerates afresh the melted heart. 

But to allay his anguish, for relief 

Gush'd to his cover'd eyes a flood of tears. 
Witnessing scene so tender, the kind King, 

His train, nor less the hush'd by-standers all, 
(Failing not any hardy soldier there,) 

Whose breasts throb each with generous sympathy, 
O'er the prized hero, from his country torn, 95 
Deny not now their tributary tears. 

These were good Rayner’s primal obsequies. 


But follows yet another sorrow’d scene. 
Now to himself scarce less attention draws 
Brave Rohand, Warwick’s peer, reposed at hand ; 
O’er whose loved person still, assiduous leans, 
And tends with ceaseless zeal, the gallant Guy. 
The King approaches to the wounded chief, 
Where on the verdurous bank of Lockham’s rill 
The illustrious warrior lies, who breathing yet 105 
Lives, but whom obvious death has seal’d his own. 
Gently the sovereign takes faint Rohand’s hand, 
And stooping o’er him, for his grievous hurts 
In mien and word gives proof of interest deep. 
Pleased, noble Rohand smiles, as if his pangs 
Such welcome act assuaged; and soon as e’er 
Woke feeling could to grateful thanks yield way, 
These faltering words,—yet eloquent,—express’d. 


‘* Not long, (the ghastly hero adds) not long 
Rests in this world my stay. But ifin aught 115 
My past life has my suffering country served,— 

If aught from me of benefit or use 

Has e’er my gracious King avail’d to please,— 
I may not deem that I have lived in vain, 

But think that closing life, on earth well lost ! 
Yet in assurance of his dear approof, 

- Would that my liege here grant my latest boon! 
Then end I life with honour,—die composed.” 


He paused, as anxious for the King’s response ; 
Wha instant pledges acquiescence full. 
At which brave Rohand to the monarch’s ear 
With adjuration his request unfolds, 127 
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Thus faintly uttering:—‘‘ Now at edge of death, 
Duty demands my final testament. 

Deign then to list. My exiled fortunes still 
The gallant Guy has follow’d, and has saved 
Before my perill’d life;—here too again 

With equal valour and fidelity 

He rescued it from out the battle’s press, 

And bore my body from the torturing foe, 
Mortal although its throbbing hurts 1 feel, 

Not granting me to inhale the vital air. 

Since then my earthly honour longer date 138 
Spares not, permit me, ever-dearest liege, 
Bespeak, and from your royal favour hope 

Due honour and reward for faithful Guy. 

If not by birth, noble by nature’s gifts, 

In gallant bearing and behaviour graced, 
Valiant in action, as myself have proved.” — 


Paused then again the chieftain, scarcely less 
From too apparent weakness than as seem’d 
His heart was big with thought, not all reveal’d. 
But straight the sovereign pledges glad assent, 148 
Bids him speak on, and the wish’d honours name. 


Encouraged thus, soon Warwick’s peer proceeds. 
‘© When I am dead, and with my ancestors 
Sepulchred, since unconscious I am not, 
That my loved child, Felicia (on whose head 
May bounteous heaven perennial blessings shower, 
Though her on earth mine eyes must ne'er behold) 
The only scion of my princely line, 
Will from long-cherish’d love on Guy alone 
Bestow the rich prize of her loyal hand, 
Be pleased, my alder-liefest sovereign, 
For her sake, and in memory of her sire, 160 
Hereafter him to elevate, Guy’s self, 
Her chosen consort, to be Warwick’s earl. 
By title then, not less than valiant deeds, 
Shall the world deem him worthier of her love, 
And she ’fore all shine a more honour’d bride.” 


Not sole the King, but all who stood around, 
Feel their stirr’d bosoms with new pleasure glow 
Marking such act of seemly gratitude, 

By the haught warrior at last hour evinced ; 
Whose native pride thus to intrinsic worth 

Bow’d and gave place, owning true merit’s claim, 
Where erst himself, disfavouring, had opposed, 172 
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And fix'd on noble birth alone his look. 173 


The generous sovereign to the dying chief 
Pledges, that all shall be, e’en as he wills ; 
And instant adds :—‘‘ For earnest of that pledge, 
Brave peer of Warwick, high in my regard, 
Now in thy very presence, on this field, 
Knight-banneret shall gallant Guy be raised, 
His meed for service on this scene of fight: 
Memorial fit of bis exploits, there wrought.” — 181 


Nor pause :—for at such word the monarch bids 
Kneel the much-wondering Guy ; who grateful bends, 
And from the King’s hand, waving o'er his head 
A royal soldier’s sword, receives with awe 
The proffer’d honour; and the hand that gives, 
Then yielded, presses to his fervent lips. 


The dying Rohand, past expression pleased 
By the King’s kind concession of his prayer, 
Turns toward observant Guy, whose hand he grasps 
Tenderly in his own, and with low voice, 
Tremulous from emotion, — faintness too, — 192 
Thus breathes: “ As ’tis my loved Felicia’s will, 
Since thou, I know, in her affection livest, 
To thee I leave her as my dearest gift. 
Take my consent (ere yet I part froin life) 
To union, that may form the bliss of both. 
In Warwick’s castle, through her right enjoy’d, 
Be thou her husband :—still to her be good ;— 
I know thou wilt.—Heaven’s blessing on you light ! 
Remember there with love, as wont, her sire, 
Who unrepining for his country died. 
And to assist that memory, from me 
Accept some gifts, still to be there preserved, 
(Perhaps among its eld traditions dear,) 205 
Bequeath’d thee as my latest legacy, 
Memorials ever of this fatal field, 
Nor e’er by me in battle needed more.” 


So as he utter’d, to attending Guy 
He gives of armour, which himself had worn, 
His falchion, helm, and shield, all sprent with gore, — 
Broad breast-plate, gold-inwrought, and scaly mail. 
Last, with true trait, the genuine nobleman, 
Recalling, as he left this transient world, 
Unsullied honour of his ancestry, 
(Dear to his heart, e’en from its earliest beat) 216 
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Thus to bis pledged successor tond enjoins. 217 


‘* Since the kind King so deigns to honour thee, 
Io Warwick’s reverend castle still preserve 
Its ancient rites of hospitality. 
Thine was before the near romantic cliff; 
Henceforth thine also must my castle be. 
Honour, and love, shall both make famous still, 
Both still to annals of our England dear ! 
Now I await close death, composed, at ease ; 
Trusting my house and lineage will descend 
Worthily, and with pristine honour live. 227 
Haply (I prophecy,) as Warwick’s earl 
Thyself shalt be throughout the world renown’d 
For daring feats of patriot chivalry, 
And my loved Warwick’s towers be famous yet 
Through rolling ages to time’s latest—” 

Ceased 

The gradual-tailing voice, abrupt; for death 
Shut, unexpress’d, the noble’s fondest wish, 
Which thus the conscious King throughout supplied. 


“'Time'slatest end shall come, oh! unmatch’d peer, 
Ere Warwick’s fame shall cease, or honour thine !” 


So as he utter’d, over Rohand dead 239 
Sigh’d admiration and regret of all. 
Absorb’d in speechless sorrow, o'er his lord, 
Almost unconscious (such his bosom’s pang) 
Guy bends, while tears suffused his manly eyes. 
Mute o’er their chieftain Warwick’s vassals bow. 
Then too the observant Kenwulph’s grief alike 
Honours the kindred Rohand’s last remains. 
Fondly he touches the dead chief’s cold hand, 
And utters as he blends the trickling tear: 248 


“Oh! friend beloved: once deemd a firm ally 
Never by me divorced: alien’d from me 
(If aught,) ‘twas to my own demerits due. 


The Mercian viceroy (tho’ from his deep wounds 
Himself in anguish) fill’d with sorrow, felt 
At losses which inflict upon his soul 
Pangs, sharper far than those that rack his limbs 
O’er friends and kinsmen fallen in his behoof, 
Restrains not passionate exclaim; but sense 
Of present woe reminding his past life, 
Thus yet in moying tone impatient pain 259 
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He vents :—‘ Why longer lives a wretch like me, 
Or died not first, or e’en with these dear friends, 
Who by their fate prove how myself they loved ? 
But them I follow. In this world not long 

I stay: life oozes fast, and to my grave, 

Fit place, I haste. Just Providence in this 
Shows righteous retribution, that not me 

Permits to share the victory and its meeds, 
Unwon, nor by my sad revolt deserved. 

Yet may I[ hope my past delinquency 

Heal’d and atoned by contrite penitence. 

My efforts, ineffective howsoe’er, 271 
Some service to my country sought to yield, 

And by my loyalty, though late, sincere, 

Blot and redeem (if aught) my grievous faults. 

But all has ended fatally. Alas! 

Not on myself alone mischance has lit, 

But these dear objects are for me involved 

In like destruction, not their due, but mine.” 


In piteous strain like this the Mercian breathes 
Rankling regrets, now render’d more acute 
By corporal weakness, and at door of death 
As conscious he discerns his end approach. —282 
To hide the starting tears, that dimm’d his eyes, 
His fail’d hand droops his helmet o’er his brows. 
Whom in compassion the kind sovereign soothes, 
Speaks comfortably with consoling words, 
Pledging regard with admiration blent, 
And, with a sigh, assures forgiveness full : 
Thus urging: ‘‘ All the past, o’er which you brood, 
Is well retrieved: in blank oblivion sunk, 
Excused, forgiven by all: nor can in aught 
Derogate from the present; lessen acts 
Done for the country, and deservings high 
Through direst fortune of the deadly field.”” = 2u4 


Scarce had the King so said, ere at full speed 
Borne hither, comes an officed pursuivant, 
His steed all foam, himself too in the face 
Deep-wounded, rent his mail, bespatter’d o’er 
With gouts of blood, as from the battle’s heat 
Hardly escaped. A mission’d messenger, 
Tidings he brings, that lately have advanced 
Hinguar and Haldene (kingly Regner’s sons) 
With their new standard, work of magic deem’d, 
On central battle, where it rages most : 
That there the Mercian bands are overpower’d, 305 
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Albeit by Edgar, and Hants’ puissance, well 306 
Supported, there enacting miracles ; 

Succour’d as well by Somerset's brave power, 
Aidant to Warwick’s broken force at hand : 

Yet each alas! conceding way, deprived 

Of their wont leaders, and now wanting aid. 


Immediate, Alfred, general as King, 
(Wisdom and courage in whose person blend) 
Cool, vigilant, and conscious of his charge, 
A kingdom’s safety trembling in his hand, 
Patient in all, (solicitous howe’er 316 
Rightly and best in every part to guide) 
Seeming but more inspired, as peril grows, 
Bolder, as rising difficulties press, 
Revolves within his mighty mind the need : 
Instant makes up resolve and prompt resource, 
(Calm, though his train around turn sudden-pale) 
And to the herald gives impressive charge: 
Straight bidding Oddune, Devon’s noble Earl, 
Advance, with his brave son and sequent power, 
From the main centre, with their succour strong 
To turn the wavering battle, where distress’d 
And by the Danish princes most o’erborne. 328 
Kind message of encouragement and cheer 
The monarch to the brave Devonian chiefs 
Sends, that in their known valour confident, 
Assured he feels that all shall yet go well, 
And the Dane bend ’fore glorious victory. 
The graceful messenger, his helm in hand 
From his barr’d temples held at length of arm, 
With proud submission on his fiery steed 
Bending, as if impatient to be gone, 
Proves, as his gore-smear'd features are observed 
Now by more notice of the watchful King 
(Ere to the fight he bears such message back) 340 
To be young Turgar, Lincoln's trusty Earl. 
But time admits not greeting courtesy : 
To the press’d battle swift the herald flies. 


Then tvo incontinent the gallant Guy 
Proposes yet again to join the fight, 
And add by his return what aid he may. 
The King such act admires, approves, admits, 
And to the daring Guy adds words of cheer : 
Willing him straight to take in trusted charge 
Through heat of battle Warwick’s fainting bands, 
Sole quell’d, as late of noble Rohand reft; 351 
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Nor will their new protector be to these 352 
A faithless guard, less strenuous, or unknown. 
The sovereign too commands brave Guy to seek 
The noble Edgar, with instructed hest 

Hants’ power with all dispatch to lead along 

Tn aid of Somerset’s diminish’d troops, 

By Rayner’s death lorn of their former chief; 

Nor will the attentive Guy too fail at need 
Succour to add himself, and second all. 

‘* No cause for fear, (with air inspirited 

The King calls jocund) all as Englishmen 

Behave, and England’s triumph beams at hand.” 
Delays not e’en with thanks, or bended knee, 364 
The warlike Guy, but full of soldier-fire 

On a seized charger, vaulting to his seat, 

With few of Warwick’s vassal train, speeds on. 


The Mercian Kenwulph (ere the sovereign parts) 
More wan in look, in worse pain labouring seems, 
Streak’d o’er with stains from forehead to the feet, 
While to his shield’s rim cleave his wither'd hands, 
Or lean, supported on his sabre’s length ; 

Rear’d else for ease beside the willow’s trunk. 
Considerate, the King bids in gentle tone 874 
His officed train here to the wounded chief 

Ply added care, for surely (as he deems) 

Sharp howsoe’er be present agony, 

Mercia’s recover’d ruler yet will live. 

Kindly the royal visitant remarks : 


‘‘ This dell so hush‘d, e’en on the battle's verge, 
As in disdain of its repell’d turmoil, 
Scarce hears its roar. All here is perfect peace ! 
Here stay, and soothe him, till the fight be done. 
Lull’d in this safe retreat, let him repose ; 384 
Laved from this babbling brook, whose pilgrim lapse 
Glides on, scarce fluttering its crystal wave 
With heedless murmur to a bloodier scene. 
Sure here, if any thing on earth may cure, 
This Eden spot of shut tranquillity, 
Where every image sheds a sacred calm, 
May with medicinal delight compose 
Both corporal suffering and the troubled spirit. 
Look ! all around how every coigne of the vale 
Teems in this stilly solitude with joy. 
The primrosed banks, aud cowslips at our feet, 
Throng’d daisies, daffodils, and harebell cups, 
Vying in freshest beauty, ope their bloom 397 
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To the warm sunshine and blue sky of May. _—398 
In the green foliage of each glossy copse 

Revel in happiness the careless birds. 

The blackbird, in the sheeted hawthorn-bush, 
Trills his love-tribute to his nestled mate, 

And charms the human heart to sympathy ; 

Till the fraught air, enchanted, breathes alone 
Fragrance and music, while rich nature blends 
Exquisite grace, for sight, smell, hearing, summ’d. 
But I must hence away, to other scene, 

How different! for awhile: still duty calls. 

For these two chiefs deceased, at season due, 409 
They shall have noble burial ; sepulchres, 

Fitly becoming soldiers so renown’d, 

Immortal in their country’s memory.” 


So his directions tenderly enjoin’d, 
The monarch with bis chosen staff returns 
To his first post on Edington’s near hill, 
Where of the battle a full prospect peers. 
Thus as he speeds along his anxious way, 
The pious sovereign breathes a secret prayer, 
Unheard of any save of conscious heaven. 419 


‘‘Oh! Thou, at whose will nations sink or rise, 
Whose beck makes earth’s hosts prosper or succumb, 
Be thou our shield! My England’s soldiers nerve 
With strength and resolution, adequate 
To meet the perils of this trying hour.” 


Nor more: for on the re-apparent fight 
As full he gazes, mid the open’d sky 
He deems vouchsafed to him a vision strange. 
Through the purged air, to his extatic sense 
He sees reveal’d a glimpse that stirs the soul— 
Angelic guardians, hovering overhead 430 
And ‘fore his sequent standards guiding on. 


Cheer’d and consoled, his bosom swells with hope 
That victory soon shall England's efforts crown, 
Though won with losses that may rend the heart. 


No needless care the Christian side to aid 
Had moved the angelic watch. Nor had mean- 
Inactive on the opposing part remain’d [ while 
The Demon powers of darkness. These aware 
Of infortune events, of vantage won, 
Where least they wish'd; of Amund, Oskital, 440 


BOOK XLVII. 363 


O'erpower’d and slain; of danger imminent 441 

Lest true religion’s cause should straight prevail, 

(Thought they abhorr’d!) had by their art inspired 

King Regner’s sons, Haldene and Hinguar, (both 

Potentates of high name) with furious haste 

To bring to central battle their blent power, 

Following the magic standard, (recent gift, 

By the Weird sisters wrought with spells divine) 

So to defeat England’s impell’d success. 

Swift at the unearthly call, to battle rush’d 

Dead Hubba’s brothers, issuing from their post 

Eastward beyond the stream where crowded tents 

Compass the vaccary; advancing high 453 

Their Raven-eusign, where their timely aid 

Was needed most, to succour as they might 

Oskital’s power repulsed. Frightfully wild, 

Raged new assault, by hellish fury urged, 

Fierce to the occasion, desperate to the want : 

Nor yet of skill devoid ; for answer’d well 

The courage that graced Haldene with renown, 

Hinguar’s known martial genius, apt compeer. 

Gigantic each in figure, their brave troops 

They led conspicuous, shouting for revenge. 

"Fore their awed followers, to the mystic flag 

(New gift of Frea’s votaries, couferr’d 405 

With solemn rite) believed with charms endued, 

Which its possessors make invincible, 

Proudly its owners point, as when at sea 

In storms the sailor to his battered crew [clouds : 

Shews the North’s lode-star, opening through the 

This, safety’s pledge: that, victory’s harbinger. 

Thus new inspired, again the Paynim Danes 

Regain advantage of the dubious field, 

Till fore their dense shock England’s squadrons 

[ bend. 

But to oppose that havoc, at the call A75 

Of Alfred, sovereign-general, faithfully 

By Turgar brought, (with tidings that import 

Kenwulph o’erpower’d, Rayner and Rohand slain) 

Alike on added news of Edgar’s self 

By Hubba’s brothers in near fight o’erborne, 

Rush to the scene of peril Devon’s Earl, 

The noble Oddune, with his gallant son, 

Young Eldred, Kinwith’s hero : who their powers 

From the main centre lead, and ’fore their van 

Display the Danish banner, in whose folds [prize, 

Floats the charm’d Raven, once dead Hubba’s 

By Eldred seized, in Kinwith’s fatal fight. 487 
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Which well-known ensign when with strange surprize 
The brothers mark o’er Devon's salient bands 
Waving aloft, borne gainst its former lords, 
Madness usurps their souls. For prompt revenge 
Cry the roused Pagans: every bosom burns 

With emulous fire the treasure to regain, 

And with such offering Hubba’s ghost appease. 
Now fiercest struggle grows; contest severe : 
While Oddune’s chiefs, and all the central powers, 
Assign’d to his command, Dorsetian troops, 
Owning the sway of faithful Athelard, 

Nor less with added aid [lants’ puissance, brought 
By Edgar, and the strength of Somerset, 500 
Fight hard, each answering his confided charge. 
At sight of their lost standard, come again 

To battle thus (of Oddune’s presence soon 
Conscious, and Devon's hated conquerors) 

The Danish princes with exerted voice 

Clamour for fated venzeance, to be won 

Now ’gainst their brother’s murderers; glory new. 


‘Spare not, (they shout) but on his foe this hour 
Rush every soldier, like a thunderbolt. 
Lo! o’er us too enchantment’s second gift 510 
Floats, the broad Reafen, that with fresh-wrought 
Attracts great Frea’s favour to our side. [charms 
This then let valour adequate bear on, 
New ‘gainst the reaved, and here win back ourown.” 


Awhile with mutual succour, side by side, 
The noble Oddune and his valiant son 
Together hold. But soon the indignant Danes, 
Resistless in their fury, and as ‘twere 
Inspired with spleen of hell, make cruel way 
Through the Devonian ranks, that sink amain, 
Till on the champain’s marsh and oozy swamp 521 
The Paynim hordes repel the British bands, 
Where by dense press of crowd innumerable 
The daring Oddune sudden is engirt, 
And shut within still-gathering labyrinth. 
On him here presses peril imminent, 
For foundering in the loose and slippery tract 
Staggers his war-horse, gored with mortal wounds. 
Hurl’d to the ground, the martial Oddune then 
Falls prone, bimself alike by stroke of foes 
Gash’d on the thigh with ghastly scars diverse, 
That deep his scaly cuisses dinted through. 
So look’d the-chieftain, as a lion crush’d 533 
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On sudden by some forest-cedar’s lapse, 534 
Tangled among its huge and spreading arms. 

From conflict near, to his loved father’s aid 

(Seen compass’d thus by swelling multitudes) 
Straight rushes Eldred forth, his generous son, 
And through the midst, where swarm’d the thickest 
Spurring his fiery charger, plunges on ; [throng, 
Thus with his wielded sabre opening way 
(Enforced through terror of his hot assault) 

To instant rescue of his leaguer’d sire. 

Under broad cover of his blazon’d targe 

He screens his father, and his life defends. 545 
Awhile with power prodigious, Devon’s troops 
Sustain the battle’s shock, and with the mass 

Of quadrant columns, wedge-like squadrons dense, 
Ward off awhile the aygressive Pagan host. 

Still are both noble captains, sire and son, 

With dangers close encumpass’d, and may seem 
Empaled as stags, caught mid the hunter’s toils 

In deep glades of some woody wilderness. 
Straight his own steed young Eldred to his sire 
Offers solicitous, whom on the ground 
Dismounted, smit with streaming wounds, he guards. 
But such relief the generous Oddune sdeigns, 557 
Adjuring thus inhaste: “Thanks, thanks, brave son; 
Life saved awhile, I to thy courage owe. 

But see! how thousands of o’ernumbering foes 
Environ us, whom scarce our utmost force 

Keeps back. Behold! with congregated powers 
How Hubba’s brothers, maddening at the sight 
Of their lost standard, ’gainst that ensign rush. 

No efforts, or fierce struggle, will they spare 

To glut their vengeance, and the prize regain. 
With odds so vast I see us overpower’d, 

That both our lives are in great jeopardy.” 


E’en as he spake, throngs of the raging foe 569 
Seem near the standard borne. When thus the son: 
‘‘ Dear father, I discern you hurt. Retire, 

I pray you, from this press. Myself at head 
Of Devon’s dauntless legions yet will stem 
This torrent, and endure its utmost rage. 

Yet shall our Reafen-flag wrest glory new.” 


‘‘ Alas! my son, (sudden the sire exclaims) 
That trophy to recover, every moment 
Mark’d with new fury by the shouting foe, 
Thee they will overwhelm: its captor’s death 579 
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Will be their triumph’s height: thy past exploit, 
So glorious to our house, will be this day 

Cause of thy death—here but thy ruin prove. 
So shall I lose my son, I prophecy. 

Oh! pardon, if at such presentiment 

Oddune now first feels fear—but ’tis for thee.” 


‘Trust me, loved father, (urges instantly 
The gallant youth) so deep alarm for me 
None needs. I can their strong assault repel.— 
But you are faint. Take, I implore, this steed.— 
Haste to the stiller rear, with some few guards, 590 
Whose needful care may tend your gushing wounds. 
Some ready knight will on another horse 
Remount me, as to battle I return.” 


‘‘Oh! ever valiant scion of my blood, 
(Oddune rejoins) but inexperienced too, 
Retire, I bid thee :—to thy fiery steed 
Set now thy golden spurs, while time yet grants. 
Hence! to less dangerous quarter of the field 
Scape while thou mayst. There, if thou wilt, con- 
But here remain no longer, nor thy life [tend ; 
Needlessly forfeit, which thou yet mayst save, 601 
Seal’d for destruction in this spot ;—here sure 
To perish, if my warning thou reject.” 


‘‘ Forbear, my father! (noble Eldred cried) 
What words of piercing import strike my soul ! 
Never such odious counsel did thy son 
From lips of Devon’s chief expect to hear!” 


‘* Oh! listen to thy father’s prayer,—command,— 
(Fervently Oddune still his hest adjures) 
"Tis not to fly, I charge thee, but recede 
On other captains, from this peril’s proof,— 611 
Thickest, most dire, I deem, of all the field. 
Bear thee away, and yet let England own 
Best use and vantage of thy valued life.” 


The noble son by such entreaty pain’d, 
Swift answers:—‘‘ Oh! my father, do not thus 
Ask, or enjom.— What ! shall it e’er be said 
By the still-taunting world, that Devon’s son 
Fled in the battle, while his father lay 
Bleeding, distress’d, endanger’d, on the field, 
Nor stay’d the fate of his own troops to share ? 
No! list to my persuasion. Seize this steed: 622 
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Y ourself withdraw, as your hurt state demands. 
Advancing our known standards o’er our friends, 
I will with Devon’s force this furious charge 
Repulse, and well preserve my menaced sire !” 


‘‘ Thy fiery charger for thyself retain, 
(Oddune, much moved, persists again to urge) 
See ! buy, where nearer closes the fierce foe. 
Away ! inevitable death, if here 
Longer thou pause, awaits thee ! Time avails, 
If thou be brief. Instant, I charge thee, hence, 
And with thee bear along the Danish flag, 633 
In other quarter victory’s star, but here 
Destruction’s beacon, flaring to thy doom.” 


Not e’en by so impassion'd words o’ersway'd, 
Yet lingers Eldred by his father’s side, 
Who straightresumes: “‘Oh! for my sake, brave son, 
Thine own, thy country’s, guard thy precious life, 
Whose opening youth has in reserve to run 
A long career of glory, of more worth 
From thy proved valour than mine now can be. 
If I fall, timely is my end: in war 
A veteran tried, ’tis now my country’s due, 644 
The goul of nature, the worn course of age. 
Thy spring’s unripe: thy honours are in bud. 
Stay not! fresh dangers momentary crowd. [die.” 
Choice scarce rests, which shall live, or which shall 


‘Oh! then be mine that fate, and not my sire’s ! 
(Brave Eldred straight responded) ne’er the stain 
Shall to my name attach, that I could stoop, 

From dread to lose a crude and untried life, 

To craven flight, and left my sire to die! 

My being’s author, such a dire disgrace 

Impose not on your own. Yourself would blush, 
Living, to hear me named: nay, all my kin, 656 
To latest generations, when ’twere told 

That Devon’s son in England’s hour of need 

Fled, from a wounded father shrunk aloof ! 

How might I ever face the noble train 

Of heroes, feasting in our Kinwith’s halls, 

Eyed then by every menial vassal hind 

With scorn, as he whose heart in danger quail’d ?” 


Scarce for a moment through emotion paused 
The youthful champion, who had honours won 
In Kinwith’s bloody field, and o’er his brows 666 
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For very shame lifted his covering hand, 667 
Till indignation burst again its way. 


‘‘ Such taint would brand yourself alike, if spared, 
As sire of him who fled with infamy. 
No! death I can endure with pangs its worst, 
Albeit it were a thousand times to die, [years 
But not life, kept with shame. What! some few 
Of longer breath, licence on earth to crawl, 
Purchase by base and paltry cowardice ; 
Insulting nature’s, duty’s holiest claims ? 
Far be the thought! Honour, not life, I prize; 
Nor from this battle ever will I flee, 6738 
But while life’s fabric lasts, must deem it sole 
My country’s property, my King’s, and yours.” 


Instant, to agitation wrought extreme, 
As denser conflict raged, Devon’s brave peer 
Rejoins: ‘‘ My son, obey my voice. On thee 
Not even malice’ tongue could cast reproach. 
None can accuse of hateful cowardice : 
Suspicion none could ever blot thy name. 
Warrant ’gainst that assures thee Kinwith’s field, 
There ’bove thy years surpassing glory won. 689 
Tis martial policy, ’tis all my own, 
My charged direction, to whose sole command 
Is England’s central puissance by my King 
This day assign’d. For blame, I bear it all, 
Since ’tis my act. But blame there can be none.” 


So as he utter'd, wistfully the sire 
Gazed on his offspring’s countenance, to mark 
' Those words’ effect; whom, seen yet firm, anew 
The flutter’d father earnest thus address’d : 
‘* Oh! I conjure thee, Eldred, hence depart. 
Haste to more dextral station, where less pride 
Will watch thy Reafen-standard. Quit this post, 
Dangerous most, wherever else thou fightest. 701 
Other stern hazard seek, where’er thou wilt, 
Where not, as here, Hubba’s fell kinsmen press, 
And death to thee is certain penalty. 
When thou art gone, here fury will abate, 
And by division, weaken present stress. 
Go! with a soldier’s fortune—o’er thee yet 
May Providence vouchsafe paternal care ! 


Secure thy safety. Why should perish both ?” 


E’en as he spake, shouts and the thunderous roar 
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Of arms drew nearer, while in grappling strife 711 
Seem’d as if Devon’s bravest ranks fell back ; 

So numerous hordes o’erpress’d the stoutest hearts. 
Narrowing on every side seem’d ambient space. 
Which witness’d, youthful Eldred in his mien 
Impatient grows to join the thickening fray. 

But him with poignant agony the sire 

Witbholds yet back, and fervent thus appeals. 


“ Bethink thee, Eldred, here if fatal harm 
Befal thee, if war’s deadly chance of thee 
Bereave us, (as my too assured soul 721 
Forebodes, if ’gainst my voice thou here wilt stay) 
What were our woe! thy mother’s, sister’s, pangs ?” 


Paused his choked voice, while hotly gushing tears 
Plainlier disclosed a father’s tenderness. 
But instant thus again roused passion pleads. 


‘‘ What were thy grievous loss! foregone in thee 
An only son, sole guardian and support 
Of Devon’s house and lineage, which to thee 
Must owe succession of our princely race. 
Kinwith’s old fame to be by thee sustain‘d, 731 
Our dignity, and eld pre-eminence. 
If this in thee be blasted and cut off, 
Through rash incaution, lack of counsel due, 
My honours then, as thine, in long descent 
Untimely perish in a needless grave. 
Dies with thyself our puissant family, 
Ruin’d, demolish’d, wasted, all at once. 
Dispatch; ere a few moments’ longer pause 
Shall stretch thee dead, e’en in thy father’s sight.” 


So spake the deep-stung parent, and gave way 
To strong emotion, more as peril sprung. 742 
To whom, with paler look, but air composed 
In solemn calmness, Eldred swift replies. 


‘¢ Not so, my honour’d father; these keen words 
Have rack’d my inmost heart. But not in this 
Can I obey e’en a prized sire’s command. 

Here will I guard our honour, not my life. 

Ere I will bear from hence my Reafen-flag, 
And, as if desperate, from the strife retire, 

This field shall be my body’s sepulchre. 

Here will I stay my tather to protect, 

’Less you will scape, and leave me here to war.”’ 
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A moment waited for his sire’s response 764 
The gallant youth, and to his use again 
Proffer’d the neighing steed. But signal none , 
Of hoped acceptance the sire’s look averse 
Yielded; when thus the noble son pursued. 


‘If such must be the fortune of the day, 
In true devotion to my sovereign liege, 
Conscious of duty done to him, to you, 
Believe me, I lose life as pleasantly 
As dawns fresh morning on an infant’s sleep. 
No dastard fear of death can make me shrink 
From thee, dear father, in thy hour of need.” 765 


Few accents Oddune, but with starting tears, 
Pathetic, yet insists. ‘‘ Alas! my son: 
Thou canst not aid me, longer tarrying here. 
For care of thee here frustrates all my toils, 
Absorbs my thought, and all endeavour mars.” 


‘*Then, good my sire, (the high-soul’d youth rejoins) 
Weak, wounded as you are, beseech you, yield 
My urged petition. Be prevail’d on. Now 
While with myself your war-tried captains fight, 
Save, as you yet well may, your valued life. 775 
Sure to our country great its loss would prove, 

So long her safe-guard. But let happier days 
Long hail, and wait you, in victorious peace.” 


‘‘ Slight are my wounds: (the valiant Oddune adds) 
Yet to the battle on another steed, 
Provided by some faithful knight at hand, 
I can advance, still cheer our fainting bands, 
Nor to ward off this fury yet despond.” 


‘‘Then with you I too stay: oh! dauntless sire ! 
(Eldred exclaim’d) together let us rush 785 
To the near battle, and there side by side 
Draw down heaven’s blessing on our mutual toil.” 


Brighten’d the youthful hero’s countenance, 
As thus he said; and genuine martial fire 
Glow’d in his eyes, while cheerful he pursued. 


‘‘'Why e’er, my noble father, entertain 
Fearful forebodings for myself, that might 
Unman less settled temper? These your care, 
Kind and considerate, (as I ever feel) 794 
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Yourself sore wounded thus, must yet excuse. 795 
But sure my soul presages, that this day 

New glory is for Devon's name reserved, 

Which I will win, or in the achievement die. 

This day, upon this field, new glorious deeds 

Shall from our arms, triumphant tribute blend, 
And our own trophies earn distinguish’d fame. 
See! yonder, how, unvanquish’d, Devon's troops 
Turn back the battle’s tide, e’en ere we come. 
Advance our ensign: now the shrinking Danes 
Strike with new terror. Fight with Devon's house, 
For Alfred, England ! Ours is victory !” 806 


So to enthusiasm of his swelling heart 
The princely youth gave vent in joyous burst, 
While the true soldier shone ‘fore every eye, 
Darting encouragement in every breast, 
As over dark clouds lustrous sunbeams break. 
Devon's haught chieftain, finding all in vain, 
That, spite of urged entreaty, his brave son 
Will still persever, scarce acceding, breathes. 


‘Oh! too heroic! fiery valour’s flame, 
Thy noble nature’s proud excess, o’ersways 616 
Prudential care. Misgivings sad, I feel, 
Oppress my soul, that sees their end at hand. 
Thy death will be the dismal consequence ! 
Come then, my pride, my boy unparagon’d, 
Devon’s true scion, my young lioncel, 

Here let us mingle with a soldier's kiss 

Our crossing swords, in sign of martial faith, 
Of mutual aid, of everlasting love, 

Haply our last farewel, since bodes my spirit, 
That in this battle one, or both must fall.” 


Such words scarce utter’d Devon’s noble peer, 
Which valour’s generous emulation proved, 828 
Ere from an armed knight, who to the spot 
Sallied, the chieftain took a girt war-steed, 

When sire and son together, side by side, 

Amid the thickest of the battle rode. 

Now fiercer contest grew, augmented strife; 
Exploits untold each vying captain wrought, 

Who heading the mail’d squadrons, new-inspired, 
Chased back, and mow’d down hostile multitudes. 
But in the mingling mass, through chance of war, 
While bore on both rude throngs with various press, 
Soon separated wide are sire and son. 839 
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On Oddune’s battle Hinguar furious turns; S10 
While on the sever’d Eldred, (whose attack 

The Reafen signal mark’d,) fierce Haldene drove, 
And onward there his utmost potence plied. 

Alas ! now follows in forewarn’d mishap 

All as the boding father had presaged ! 

With onset dire, violence passing wont, 

’Gainst the battalion where young Devon fought 
Haldene conducts the Danish serried files, 

Lapp’d all in steel, and firm as adamant. 

Sight of the captured standard, (instant known) 
Pride once of fallen Hubba’s power, enflames 

To frenzy every Pagan heart. Intent B52 
Now to regain it, every effort blends. 

Indignant rage o’errules amaze, and fires 
Haldene’s swoln breast with hope the prize to seize ; 
Who, when the gallant Eldred he espies 

Fighting at head of Devon’s choicest troops, 
Straight singles out this victim of his ire. 

Sternly the Dane rush’d forward, seen at once 

To be a prince by the gemm’d diadem 

That girt his helm above his visor’d brows: 

Shown too no less by his broad-scutcheon’d shield, 
The jewell’d bracelets on his arm that shone, 

And golden cuisses that o’erspread his thighs. 864 
O’er his wide shoulders a vast pole-axe swung, 
And brandish’d in his grasp, a two-edged sword 
Flash’d flames, as his long-rowell’d spurs he struck 
Deep in the flank of his brass-breasted steed, 
When darting before Devon’s son, he cried: 


“* Vengeance at last has caught thine insolence, 
Murderer of Hubba, to my hand assign’d. 
Avails thee now no more thy boasted prize, _[o’er 
Yon standard, doom’d mine own, whose sight, while 
Thy ranks it waves, cravens my curdled blood. 
Hark! for thy death the charmed raven croaks, 
And Hela for thy destined carcass shrieks!” 876 


Nor more, but on the youthful warrior (scarce 
Aware, and for so savage shock at ward) 
Enflamed with frenzied passion, Haldene flew. 
Boldly the lesser champion meets his foe, 

And parries for awhile with dexterous stay 

The circling whirlwind of the giant-blows, 

Aim’d at his life; until with boisterous spring 
Charging, the Dane one stupifying dint 

Hurls on young Eldred’s crest, who from his horse 
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Sinks backward, sudden clattering to the ground. 
Though light of foot as a wild roe, half-raised 
Blindly he staggers on, till on bent knee 

He falls; whom, ere recover'd, the prompt foe 
(Leaping with sequent fury to the ground) 

Caught by his flowing hair, and in his side [blade, 
Plunged deep through plaited mail the trenchant 
Broad-glittering in the savage Pagan’s hand : 

Nor drew it forth, but left it reeking there. 

For e’en through mere impatience, sdeigning check, 
Instantly seizing his huge battleaxe, 896 
With this the Dane smote the prone youth anew 
On his crush’d helm with sense-bereaving stroke, 
And striding o’er him, ruthless in waked rage, 
With other lifted aim would then have fain 

Sever’d the head from Eldred’s prostrate limbs. 
But at that instant, massacre so foul 

And insult to forefend, strong rescue sprang. 

Their leader, thus o’erpower'd, by force to save, 
Now Devon’s bravest intervened, who seized 

The Pagan’s arm, upraised; then drove him back, 
E’en with the ponderous poleaxe in his hand, 
Grappling the savage from his purposed prey. 
Nathless, exults the Dane, and to his troops, 909 
Who strive the rushing English to surround, 
Shouts insolent :—‘‘ Our brother Hubba’s ghost, 
Comrades, is half-avenged. His slayer too 

Lies grovelling on the earth ; victim to me. 

Blasted is Devon’s pride. Yonder, methinks, 
Laughs Hubba’s spectre o’er our heads, as when 
Our father’s spirit to Valhalla flew. 

Now let our magic ensign be regain’d. 

Lo! on yon standard how for very joy 

The Raven claps his wings. Ours ’tis again. 
Fight, soldiers ! wrest the treasure to your grasp, 
And with that trophy finish our revenge.” 921 


Around the fallen Eldred struggle fierce 
Proceeds anew, urged by his sallying friends, 
No less the body of the wounded chief 
Intent to save, than from fresh capture screen 
The Reafen-flag. This with like eager zeal 
The Paynim legions labour to regain. 

Nor to this aim are all their efforts lost. 

Actually for awhile the Danes resume 

Out of the English hands the precious sign, 
Stunning its strucken bearer to the earth, 

While sinks the trophy to the blood-wet grass. 932 
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But through hot conflict, at that moment's need, 
Soon of such inauspicious hap aware, 

Other brave English friends with ready aid 

Dart to the perill’d quarter, where oppress’d 

By uumbers fight Eldred’s Devonian band. 
Bounds from the left Edgar, with men of Hants, 
And power conjunct of added Somerset : 

At hand too from his central station springs 

Brave Athelard, with Dorset’s troops select : 
While from his post on the near dextral wing 
(Where noble Osmund, Cornwall’s chief, held sway) 
Young Albert hastes, with Surrey’s choicer power, 
Pride of Thames’ banks, and the rich vale of Shene ; 
Who burns by deeds of valour to deserve 046 
Honour, and name of idlesse to redeem. 
Venturous advancing, these on every hand 
Achievements act, well earning deathless fame, 
And with hard toil pernicious mischief ward. 
Ensampling now heroic bravery, 

The youthful Surrey rescues from the fue 

Eldred, his friend so honour’d and beloved, 
Mortally burt albeit too plain he shews. 

Whom out of danger’s reach to bear away 

While Albert strove, so desperate contest rose, 
As, to recover princely Pallas’ corse, 937 
In Latian fields feigns Maro’s deathless song. 
Bravely repelling opposition all, 

Surrey’s young champion out of cluster’d press 
Brings off the struck Devonian chief, and shields 
From further harm: then with the tenderest care 
Draws from his side tlie deeply piercing sword, 
Which, there still rankling, had transfix’d the lungs ; 
When, drawn away, from the gash’d orifice 
Follow’d its crimson blade much blood’s effuse ; 
While with like struggle other captains brave 

The scarce recover’d Keafen scize anew, 068 
Won from the Dane again, all stain’d with gore, 
Trampled and torn from off the purple sward. 
Soon as fierce Haldene is some space beat back, 
The valiant Athelard and Hants’ bold chief 

To its true owner bear with conscious pride 

The Reafen-standard, as a tribute due, 

Aad seck out wounded Eldred with the prize ; 
Then to young Surrey their injunction blend. 


‘* Haste, generous Albert, hence, and bear away 
The deeply injured Eldred from this scene.— 
With thine own troops take some of Devon's guards, 
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Seeking out on the right the nearest tent, 980 
Where less the minish’d battle seems to rage. 
There see his wounds attended. Save thy friend. 
Lo! yet he breathes, Life still in him abides ; 
He seems reviving, and recovering sense. 

By thy kind care he yet may long survive.” 


So as they said, and for a moment watch’d 
The speechless Eldred, in whose ghastly look 
Death glared apparent, Athelard thus adds. 


‘* And with the hero’s body bear along 
His right, the Reafen-standard; in this part, 990 
Where fight the brothers of its former lord, 
Rousing too savage fury of the foe: 
With difficulty from their seizure saved.” 


Good Albert offers straight compliance meet 
To such advice of Edgar,— Athelard,— 
Who their own instant purpose thus adjoin. 


‘S We to the neighbour’d battle will return, 
Leftward, and seek out with defensive aid 
The noble Oddune, where we saw him late 
Amid that quarter of the field, engaged 1000 
In desperate strife with Denmark’s other prince, 
Hinguar, ferocious e’en as Haldene’s self; 
There likeliest too distress’d, o’erborne alike. 
To whom when he shall hear (as soon he will) 
The doleful news of his son’s timeless fate, 
Such tidings sure will paralyze his spirit, 
And to our side work further detriment, 
If left unfriended, nor by us retrieved.” 


So as the brave and thoughtful captains urged, 
On their spurr’d steeds both back to battle rush’d. 


But generous Albert, by strong feeling moved, 
(Observant of his brave compeers’ behest) 
Round Eldred’s gaping wound with care unfolds 
His silken scarf, to staunch the gushing blood ; 
Next, his friend’s body, stupified and maim’d, 
In the spread Reafen-colours, moist with gore, 
Softly enwraps, his batter’d armour clears 
From clotted gouts, and to fond hands consigns. 
Then with attendant guards, and knights select, 
Surrey’s young hero (proved a friend at need) 
Bears off the mangled Eldred to a tent, 1021 
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Mark’d near his station on the dextral wing. 1022 
So graceful friendship might to thought remind 
The tender love, shewn in that hapless fate, 
Pictured in lay of Rome’s Augustan bard, 

When Nisus guards the fallen Euryalus. 

Gently laid down, upon a couch at hand, 

With anxious zeal o’er his unconscious friend 
Kind Albert bends, and eyeing every look 

Plies his assiduous tendance, pondering oft 

In thought, what sorrow at so dismal chance 
Needs must afflict each branch of Devon’s house, 
Nor least fair Hilda, to his heart so dear! 1033 
O’er Eldred then, unhearing of such plaint, 

Sadly young Surrey grieves:—‘‘ Would this had been 
My fate, instead of thine, oh! noble youth ! 
Emutous in my country’s foremost ranks 

Before thee to have fallen, and given for it,— 

Of far less value,— my own life, for thee. 


But soon behold! through so attentive care 
The wounded Eldred opes his languid eyes, 
And from stunn’d torpor seems recovering sense. 
Plays o’er his pallid lips a haggard smile, 
While faltering, thus he difficultly speaks. 1044 


‘“* Where am I ?—(he exclaims, as his dim gaze 
He bends around)—kind Albert, art thou here ?— 
Now I remember.—Tell me, dearest friend, 

How fares my father ?— what has been his fate ? 
Ease pain’d anxiety.—Be brief,—be true !” 


So with affecting tenderness the son, 
Himself thus helpless, hurt with mortal pang, 
Asks his sire’s fate, indifferent to his own. 
To the fond question no assured response 
Can Surrey’s scion yield, but gently bids 1054 
The gallant chief compose his ruffled spirits, 
Now needing rest and hush’d tranquillity. 
But not so soothed, Devon’s brave branch replies. 


“Oh! that I knew my noble father safe, 
Ere my own death !—for that I feel at hand.” 


“‘ Not so, sweet comrade, (generous Albert said, 
Yet as he urged scarce hid his starting tears) 
Be still awhile.— Hope all shall yet be well.” 


* Platter me not, (more gravely Eldred breathed) 
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Thou know’st not what I feel. But sure I feel,— 
My end is near.—Short time I have to live.— 
I must be brief.—Hear then my testament.” 


He paused, as if oppress’d for lack of breath._— 
Solemnly all attention, so conjured, 
Albert accords, heart-smitten howsoe’er: 
While o’er his cheek fast-gushing drops forced way. 


“‘ Unclasp my gorget :—freelier let me breathe’ — 
Eldred intreats; which done, he thus pursues. 1072 


“* Best friend, not unaware of thy regard 
For Hilda, my sole sister, have I been; 
And (as I deem) of hers alike for thee.— 
Of me this latest rescue, and thy care, 
Will to her love but found a dearer claim.— 
Speedily I must die,—TI truly know.— 
And in ripe nature’s course,—nor distant time,— 
Must both my parents yield—to equal fate.”— 


He paused, as if emotion at the thought, —_10s1 
No less than corporal suffering, choked his voice, 
That fainter grew:—then struggling he renews. 


‘< When all our heads lie low, in dust entomb’d,— 
To thee ’twill fall,—when link’d in marriage tie 
With Hilda, last survivor of our house,— 

Our Devon’s ancient honours to maintain, 
Succession of our name and family.— 
This worthily, my heart assures, thou wilt.”-— 


Stopp’d for an instant his check’d utterance, 
As to resume fresh strength; when raising slow 
His arm, the weaken’d Eldred fondly grasps 
His friend’s accorded hand; then soft renews. 1093 


‘*'To thee then 1 bequeath her, single stem 
Of our reaved line ; —its latest hope and stay :— 
Else from this world past, as it ne’er had been.— 
Ob! be thou good to her !—she merits all 
Thy best affection,—thy devoted life.— 
Thine is a virtuous prize, richer than gold, — 
Whose beauty rare her spotless worth transcends : 
Surpass’d by graces of her angel-soul.— 
May heaven its blessings on your mutual truth 
Shower plenteously !—illustrious ever prove 
Your numerous offspring—yours ! denied to me: 
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But our eld dignity shall in your race 1105 
Descend yet pure to long posterity !”” 


At words so tender, Albert’s streamy eyes 
Were dimm’d with crystal fraught ; throbb’d his full 
breast ; 
And with his left hand, unwithheld, he screen’d 
His face, his deep emotion to conceal. 


‘‘ Please you, kind friend, this baldric’s press to 
ease, 
Unlace it here,” —the tortured sufferer said, 1112 
And for such act adds thanks; then slow repeats. 


‘* Since timeless death thus breaks my hoped career, 
And in my country’s battles ne’er again 
I shall it need,—take, friend best-loved, my sword : 
Regard it, as a soldier’s legacy. 
In thy hands happier be its use, than mine !” 


Pauses a moment the hurt hero, while 
A sigh deep-heaved, or e’en a mournful groan, 
(Signal of agony else unexpress'‘d) 
Told labouring nature and the body’s pang: 1122 
But soon in bated accent he pursues. 


And of my choicest armour, now loosed off, 
Other memorials of me too accept: 
My crested helm—and cuirass,—both heir-looms, 
Recalling that in England's cause [I fell, 
In this her mightiest battle, which my soul 
Forebodes shall here be crown’d with victory, 
And to her sons ensure immortal fame.” 


At that proud presage, flush'd his ashy cheek, 
While lambent fire enlighten’d his glazed eye. 
So as he utter’d, with a feeble hand 1133 
Eldred consigns the token’d gifts, by him 
Needed no more ; points to his jewell’d sword, 
His casque, his breast-plate, starry gorget, late 
Clasp’d from his neck over his scaly mail : 
Bids loosen too from off his steely sleeve 
Gemm’d bracelets, sigus of eld nobility. 
These he imparts to Albert, Surrey’s hope; 
Who mute attends, or but with sobs replies, 
While in the donor’s ghastly visage death 
Seem’d every moment nearer. But again 
Fainter tn voice, the parting hero breathes. 1.44 
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‘‘ Poor service mine to our dear country ends ! 
Yet one trust more, Albert, I leave with thee. 
Commend my liege devotion to my King: 

Say, in my latest hour I thought on him. 

To my brave sire,—if him I see no more,— 
(Ah! haply sharing on this very field 

Fate like mine own) be thou depository 

Of my soul’s duty and affection pledged.”— 


Stopp’d his check’d voice; yet, as imperfect left, 
His tender charge the sufferer urged with pain. 1154 


‘‘ And to my mother, add my tenderest love, 
Alike to Hilda, my kind sister, hence 
Sent with my latest breath ! soothe to thy best 
Their grief for me. Alas! it will be great, 
Rending their gentle hearts! When I am gone, 
No son will greet my parents, such in vain : 
No brother Hilda cheer. Be thou instead 
Each parent’s son: one likeliest widow’d too! 
And with a husband’s tenderer love supply 
To Hilda’s loss a brother’s fond regard. 
By right of true affection she is thine ! ” 1165 


Scarce had these accents pass’d, ere lo! himself 
Oddune, the father, rushes to the scene, 
All bleeding, with wounds “ whelk’d and waved” 
A piteous spectacle !—Witbh mournful cry [anew, 
Calling, he comes :—‘* Where is my noble son? 
Is he yet safe!—Oh! let me see him straight. 
Hitherward have I borne through thickest fight, 
Hasting in hope to find him yet alive!” 


Soon as within the tent the sire beholds 
His son, stretch’d on the couch, all pale, aghast, 
At point of death, he on his offspring falls, 1176 
Clasps, with enfolding arms in closure lock’d, 
Upon his bosom hangs the inverted face, 
Hid mute, till agony burst forth in words. 


‘Ob! hope of Devon! do I find thee thus ? 
Noblest of heroes! Liest thou here, my child, 
A mangled wreck ?—Alas ! too true indeed 
All, as reported, all, as late myself 
Fear’d and forewarn’d !—Thy wan looks testify 
Thee sped to verge extreme of earthly life!” 


Unconscious almost for awhile might seem — 1186 
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The pallid youth, but in his flutter'd breast — 1187 
Soon as emotion somewhat was composed, 
Tremulous utterance from his lips found way : 


As Eldred his hush’d father thus address’d. 


‘‘ Ah! father! what is this? with direr wounds 
I see you cover'd than before! you bleed, 
From many hurts severe. How have you scaped? 
How fares the battle ? ” 

Swift the sire replies : 

‘In throngest press, ’gainst Hinguar as I fought, 
Defended, rescued, by my zealous friends 1197 
The gallant Athelard, brave Edgar too, 
Learning thy loss from sudden-rife report, 
Disabled at such tidings seem'd my strength. 
By them directed, hither have I coursed 
To see thee, and find here worst fame confirm’d. 
All, all, too plain thy sad condition shows ! ” 


Weak howsoe’er, yet very interest 
In Eldred’s heart seems to ward off awhile 
Reluctant death. For hark ! again he speaks, 
And thus intreats his sire: ‘Oh! honour’d sir ! 
Have care, beseech you, of your precious life ! 1208 
Your numerous gashes must need present help! ” 


‘‘ Think not of me, my son, (Oddune replies) 
But oh! for thee my bosom inly bleeds ! 
How fares my darling? Still, as ever, brave, 
Disdaining fear; in danger, calm, serene. 
But oh! too plainly do thy hollow cheek, 
Thy blue-wan lips, thy feeble voice, proclaim 
Thy grievous sufferance, and exhausting pangs, 
That all our care is fitliest due to thee.” 


‘‘Ah! me! (with faltering tone brave Eldred said) 
My date of breath is done, my course is o’er. 1219 
Few minutes more, I feel, I have to live; 

When this world’s pageant from my sight will fade, 
And I shall here be cold and senseless clay ! ” 


He stopp’d. Ensued a solemn pause, whose hush 
Scarce stirr’d the breath, withheld. Buthe renews. - 


‘‘ T die a young man, a plant immature, 
From fruit of long successive deeds withdrawn, 
From glory’s hoped career cut off, restrain’d. 
W ould for my country’s weal, it had been mine 1228 
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More service to have wrought ! my earthly lot 
(As once I pictured) to have but achieved 

Some worthy acts, that might have well enhanced 
Our family’s eld dignity and name ! 

But heaven ordains it otherwise. Nor I 

Arraign its ruling will, or aught repine. 

Yet oh! my father, answer me, how fares 

The battle’s fortune ? Is it victory ?” 


So still urged Devon’s champion, and so near 
His life’s conclusion, on the battle-field 1238 
Display’d the expiring soldier, in whose heart 
His nation’s glory yet held foremost place, 
Soothing (if aught his share) death’s welcomed pang. 


‘* Qh! worthy to be son of mine! (at last 
Oddune exclaim’d) forgive, that not as yet 
Sooner I satisfied thine ardent spirit. 

Though I have hither sped away to thee, 

Still fighting, Devon’s dauntless troops I left 
Under their trusty captains, blent with aid 

Of Athelard, and Edgar, cheering on 

The valiant powers of Dorset, and of Hants: 
Nor fear I, but their prowess will beat back 1250 
Hinguar’s, and Haldene’s utmost force, conjoin’d, 
Severe and long howe’er the struggle prove. 
Albeit far past meridian hour the sun 

Westward declines; yet on the stiller left 

The fight has now in England’s favour slack’d, 
And on the right wing too seems less enraged.” 


‘‘ Thanks, thanks, my noble father, (as he heard, 
More placid Eldred answer'd) at such hope 
Happier and easier feels my heart. Farewell, 

In this world, till in heaven we meet again. 
May its best blessings on my friends alight!” 1261 


He stopp'd; for at those overpowering words, 
The father bow’d oppress’d, while o’er his knees 
Sunk his prone brows, grasp’d by his lifted hands. 
Silent he staid: as yet the son pursued. 


“‘ Let of our house none mourn for death of me. 
A soldier’s duty I have striven to act 
With honour, e’en as they could most have wish’d. 
All to be proud of me will have more cause. 
Tenderer for me henceforth will be regard. 
Give me, I ask, an honour’d sepulchre. 1271 
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Let not my name all die, but o’er me raise 1272 
Some fit memorial, that perhaps may be 

Dear to the nation through succeeding time. 

My memory thus may last, and like a flower 

Still bloom perennial in my country’s love.” 


Hush’d still, the father can yield no response 
For choking woe. The veteran warrior’s eyes 
Tears fill, which yet his thoughtful tenderness 
Hides, lest their sight distress his parting child. 
More now the exhausted Eldred cannot speak, 
But beckoning, with his last exerted strength 1282 
Folds in his grasp the Reafen-flag yet saved, 
Moist now with his own blood. His father’s hand 
(The wasted frame incapable of more) 

Speechless he presses to his gluey lips, 

And fixing on his sire his faded eyes, 

In that pathetic gesture’s sole adieu 

Nature took leave, with all of power then left. 
Cold drops of sweat oozed from his marble brows, 
When his last gasp the noble youth expired. 
Dying, he seem’d, as when some envious blast 
From April's clouds (the lagging breath of March) 
Fraught with untimely drift of snow and hail, 1294 
Sweeps o’er some bosom’d dell; within whose peace 
Screen’d, while the crowd of Flora’s family 

Scape the foul rage, and on the mossy bank 
Crouch all unhurt the peeping violets, 

Pale primroses, and humbler daisy-tufts, 

Sharp gusts snap off the statelier hyacinth, 
Cherish’d in garden of some shelter’d home; 
Whose budding stem lies broken on the earth, 

Yet e’en in ruins scents the lingering air. 


When clear to sight the sad event appear’d, 
Mute on the senseless corse the father fell, 1305 
Threw o’er it his fix’d arm, and clinging kiss’d. 

In such blank stupor fix’d at first he seem’d, 

As, when Latona’s anger erst enjoin’d 

Pheebus and Dian with their arrowy bolts 

The children all of Niobe too proud 

To pierce, and even in her sight destroy, 

The wretched mother stood, transform’d to stone. 


Such semblance held awhile the sire bereaved. 
At last a flood of gushing tears relieved 
Nature o’erfraught, whose paroxysm of grief 
Melted broke forth in words of deep lament. 1316 
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‘Oh! Eldred, single hope, prop of my age, 
My life, my all, my son, my only son! 
Lost in my cause! Oh! that for thee myself 
Had died, and not thine own too precious life 
Thus ransom’d mine! My due of years it was 
Before thee to have fallen. But I survive, 
Reft of my child. Oh! heaven! my son! my son!” 


So as he cried, the hapless sire his face 
Cover’d with both his palms, while deep-heaved sobs 
Alone disclosed his bosom’s agony. 
So hung he for awhile, until as if 1327 
Still of the unwelcome truth incredulous, 
With look of wild surprise, his sorrow raved. 


‘‘ Is it then possible? my generous boy, 
My brave, my princely! in thy body’s grace 
Surpassing all thy peers, answer’d alone 
By gifts of heaven on thine heroic soul. 
Oh! art thou dead indeed? Can all thy worth 
Perish, and beam on earth so brief awhile ? 
Who could have deem’d, that this, thy glory’s prize, 
Thy manhood’s test on Kinwith’s field, should e’er 
Prove thy own winding-sheet, thy bloody shroud ?” 


The sire a moment paused, and gazed around 
As for assurance of reality, 
Then cleaving to his scion lost, his care’s 
Sole object, yet exclaim'’d: ‘‘ Noblest of sons, 
Transcending fame of thy progenitors, 
Our consolation must thy virtues be. 
Shines e’en in death thy native dignity, 1345 
Not by its stroke destroy’d. These mortal wounds 
So young and true a soldier yet become, 
Nor aught deface thy manly lineaments, 
Beauteous in feature still, though marble cold. 
Nor on thy flowing locks do these red drops 
Stain them, but decorate with star-like wreath.”’ 


Strove thus the martial chieftain to compose 
Somewhat his poignant woe; and as he bow’d 
Q’er his dead offspring, might to thought recal 
That picture of Troy’s venerable King, 

O’er his loved Hector bent; to fancy wrought 

In Melesigenes’ immortal verse. 

Soon on the pitying bystanders round 

Staring, all wild, aghast, the helpless sire, 
Distracted and unweighing what he said, 1360 
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Inveighs unmerited rebuke, and thus, 1361 
Venting his agonized distress, exclaims. 
[friends ? 
‘‘ Could he not have been saved? Where were his 
How chanced so sole and sudden overthrow ? 
Oh! to his needful aid had any come, 
Of suited courage, he had not been slain. 
Had I been near, I would upon the spot 
Have left this body, or his life have saved !” 


To this remonstrance, for its cause forgiven, 
Albert replies: ‘‘ Oh, honour’d sir! no aid — 1370 
Of many rushing friends was to him spared. 

But so o’erpowering was the press of foes, 
By raging Haldene led, that hot assault 
Compass’d and overwhelm’d the noble youth, 
And wrought all suddenly the wreck we see.” 


Then looking on his silent son, again 
With tenderest wail the afflicted father plain’d. 


‘My child, hadst thou but lived, and I first died, 
- Well it had been, and in due nature’s course. 

I thought, thy part of duty ’twould befal 1380 
Me to inter in our forefathers’ tomb, 

And not the elder to inhume the young, 

Doom’d now the mournful province of my age! 
But as our Kinwith is by thy exploits 

Made ever sacred in thy country’s love, 

So shall thy sepulchre, where’er it rest, 

Be held a sanctuary ; likeliest set, 

In memory of this field, on yonder cliffs, 

Fix’d and eternal as high Bratton’s hill, 

Through after ages had in reverence, 

Nor unfrequented still by pilgrim feet. 

For as a shrine thy hallow’d grave shall be, 1392 
Visited fondly, and with kindly tears 

Bedew’d for ever of the good and brave ! 

If aught you can, speak comfort to me, friends.” 


Yet waited not the heart-wrung sire reply, 
But e’en at this entreaty checks himself, 
While hurt paternal feelings would have way, 
As nature prompted. In alternate change 
His passion took the tone of dark despair, 
And spite of tried composure, thus he grieved. 


‘¢ What do I ask? Alas! remains for me 
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Nought in this world, that can yield comfort more. 
Life is all worthless, and it rests but now, 

That my limbs limp with sorrow to the grave, 
And there in dark corruption find fit place. 

In this sad loss is all my pleasure gone, 

Solace, and hope. My portion lett is pain, 

A load of suffering on this cumber’d earth. 

Sleep to my bed will be a stranger now, 

Smiles to my mansion, to my stomach food: 
Another victim craves the yawning tomb.” ~— 1412 


As he indulged so mournful strain, he seem'd 
Almost by grief unmann’d. A father’s woe 
Made melt the iron warriors heart. Uncheck’d, 
The manly hero weeps. A flood of tears 
Rolls copious o’er his dark and furrow'd cheeks, 
Whose very flow sooth’d poignant agony, 
While labouring sobs relieved his burden’d breast. 
His haviour’s piteous spectacle, observed, 
So tender-touching, rends the bosoms too 
Of the spectators round. From every eye 
Start duteous drops, as every soldier blends 
Tribute alike of generous sympathy. 1424 


In such brief pause, casting his look aside, 
Suddenly Oddune marks a weapon strange 
Near lying, crimson’d o’er with recent blood, 
And by its form and fashion instant knows 
Danish the giant-blade. To question swift 
Of Devon’s peer, whence springs the dreadful brand, 
The noble Albert, brief, with faltering breath, 
Tells, it was Haldene’s once—alas ! indeed 
The fatal instrument that in his hand 
Brandish’d the cruel Dane ; wherewith he took 
Lamented Eldred's life, when on the ground 
Prostrate he lay, struck down by stunning blow. 


Hearing such words—seeing the monstrous sword, 
Yet wet with heart’s blood of his only son, 1438 
Oddune grows sudden pale. Silent he stands 
A moment paralyzed, till grief gives place 
To fury’s transport, and now turns altern 
To unslaked indignation. Hark! at last, 

With imprecation that might chill the soul, 
In whirlwind of fierce passion, words held way. — 


‘*Oh! now let heaven prepare in one summ’'d act 
Its means of justice, vengeance, righteous doom, 
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Meet for the murderer of my unmatch’d son! 1447 
Nought else on earth is worthy of its care. 

If this be not accomplish’d, let all else 

Of nature’s course stop on this ruin’d world ! 
Cease all creation’s germs and veins of life, 

Since here their track is changed. Nay—be its 
Subverted altogether in one wreck ! [frame 
No longer keep the everlasting hills 

Their firm foundations, but with ruin’s stretch 

Be plunged into the never-gorged sea ! 

In wide convulsion let the solid globe 

Dissolve its fabric, and from eye of man 1458 
Let the sun’s light be veil’d, that it no more 

May gaze upon this dismal spectacle ! 

From shadowy worlds let spirits stalk abroad! 

Till signal retribution heaven has wrought, 

And its just arm shall vindicate itself.” 


Paused for a moment scarce the madden’d sire, 
And upward gazed with wild distracted look, 
Then into reinless passion burst again. 


“Jf no destroying angel of its own 1468 
Heaven’s prompt decree will from the skies send 
Its minister of vengeance let me be, [down, 


While an oblation due I offer up 

To waiting manes of my slaughter'd son. 

Now with career as of the thunder’s bolt, 

On bloody resolution’s wing, again 

I rush to battle, never satisfied 

Until these honour’d relics are avenged. 
Welcome, thrice welcome now is death to me. 
Since for my son’s my life is fitly given. 

Oh! Eldred, Eldred, champion late for me 
Thou wert in danger, and here dead thou liest. 
Since not with thee I fell, now after thee, 1481 
Too late thy life to save, I yield thee mine, 

A willing, ill-requiting sacrifice. 

In this I find the solace that I sought, 

In unclosed conflict yet to die for thee.” 


So as he utter’d, on his countenance 
Play’d ghastly smiles ; but soon with awful act 
Seizing the Danish sword, he thus pursues. 


‘‘ Here in my glaive I grasp this deadly blade, 
Reeking with blood of my unrivall’d son, 
That yet drops from it in relenting tears, 1491 
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Or purple cleaving still, nor aught wiped off. t192 
Ne’er from my hand shall this depart again 
(While life remains me) till it be imbrued 

Deep in the heart of my son’s murderer, 

And thus on him retaliate blood for blood. 

Lo! my son’s tissued scarf I now put on, 

That late enwrapt his bosom’s mortal wounds. 
Wet ’tis with gouts that fed his wrested life. 

And here the Reafen standard I unfurl, 

Won by his hand in fight where none else dared, 
Rubied with life’s sap of my child bereaved. 

This o'er my head again shall wave, display’d 

As to the battle I return, and range 1504 
E’en as a tigress plunder’d of her young. 

Let these, still kept before mine eyes, inflame, 
Incense and rouse me to responsive acts, 

Till on my child’s destroyer I have wreak’d 
Atonement, whose remorseless cruelty 

Worth, and heroic beauty, at his feet 

Spared not, the world’s and nature’s paragon ! 
Faint though awhile by-past from loss of blood 
And scars unstaunch’d I felt, yet seem I now 

To have a lion’s strength, with spirit new 

My heart as ’twere enliven’d and enlarged, 1515 
Nay, of my body every limb and nerve 

Strung with fresh vigour, touch’d as if with fire !” 


So spoke the veteran warrior, seeming such 
No longer, but inspired with glow of youth. 
But hark! with trumpet cheer his voice proceeds. 


‘‘ Now Denmark’s Demon ! for thy life I come. 
My son’s doom on thy head I will avouch, 
Sole stake and prize that can content my soul. 
This falchion soon shall smoke, hot from thy breast. 
If I return, my victim left unreach’d, 1525 
Unpunish’d, nor mine own life lost instead — 
In some obscurest corner let me die, 
Unseen of any man, and this thy blade, 
Redden’d with juice of richer price than thine, 
Sole be found sticking in my coward heart !” 


So the roused clief to overpowering rage 
Gives way, and vents in accents terrible. 
Yet from the tent ere headlong forth he rush’d, 
Fondly he turn'd, and on his son’s cold cheek 
Impress’d a kiss; then o’er the visage drew 
Flexible mail, and veil’d the piteous sight. 1536 
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Soon beckoning his prompt followers, from the 
He sprang, implacable, with fiery haste, [tent 
As darts fork’d lightning thro’ the sulph’rous air. 
The Reafen flag broad floating o’er his head, 

He seeks out Haldene ‘‘ in the throat of death.” 
Swift to his side the generous Albert bounds, 
(Surrey’s young pride) unask’d, and to the war 
Accompanies, as guard and witness both, 

Hin, his friend’s sire, ah! wanting now a son, 
But finding substitute in Albert’s care. 1546 


Borne on his neighing war-steed, o’er the field 
Oddune wide ranges, as the cub-drawn wolf, 
Broke from deep cave, roams o'er the forest wilds ; 
Indomitable, his excited breast 
Pants, swoln with quenchless and delirious ire. 
Bearing down all before him, in advance 
He charges on, among the cluster’d troops 
Toward his first central station of the field, 
Wielding with many a stroke and untired arm 
The bloody scythe-like sabre in his grasp. 

While forward still he presses, he bids blow 

The tucket-sonance ; shouting to his friends, 1558 
‘¢ Beyond those tufted trees and midway grange, 
Haldene, methinks, the conflict yet maintains: 
Oh! haste we thither!” Then thro’ strait angust, 
Roused at the view, with added speed they dash 
Through crowded war along, nor aught restrains 
Their terrible career, and course intent. 

Soon he descries his own Devonian troops, 
Friends and compatriots, subject to his sway, 
Known afar off by many a pennon sign, 

Wont aspect and habiliments of war, 1568 
Huge spears and targets, and raised shields of brass. 
These their bid post and former ground sustain, 
Where combat yet raged fiercest. Still embroil’d, 
Seem’d their press'd ranks in arduous enterprize, 
For all besmircht they shew’d with crimson stains 
And wounded badges, as their vasty bills 

They swung, enacting at their every blow 
Ensanguined slaughter, desolation strange. 

On rushing, Oddune joins the direst fray, 

Where mad with pain, the trampling chargers plunge 
Knee-deep in blood, and o’er pash’d corses leap 
In hideous heaps, till oft in slippery fall 

Sunk, they lie drown’d upon the slimy earth. 
Devon's haught chief, his princely blood enchafed, 
Distemper’d, and with withering wrath possess’d, 


BOOK XLVI. 389 


Still hurries onward his intrepid rush, 1584 

Borne, where the bravest, men of lion-heart, 

Might melt, and quail in pale discomfiture. 

Nathless he hews along his open’d way 

Through densest conflict of astonish’d droves, 

Questing his adversary; chiefest one, 

Prime object of his thought, his soul’s desire. 

Thus while the steel-wrapt chieftain scours the field, 

Flashes the restless lightning of his track, 

Likest those northern fires, whose glare astounds 

The wakeful mariner, what time his bark 

O’er the deep busom of the midnight surge 1595 

Seeks the green islands of the shrinking west. 

So he careers, till his approach has sped 

Where wedged, tall Danish warriors, huge of limb, 

Obstinate in held contest, ply at large 

Broad battle-axes, flaming on the air 

In dread affray and desperate turmoil. 

Here he discerns, unsated, Haldene fights, 

Whom ’mong the furious troop he singles out, 

Soon by his form and stately figure known ; 

His shield, gold-bordured, and his cone-like casque, 

High-tapering to a point, with golden orb; 

Seen through the raven plumes, on either side 1607 

Shadowing the crest. Divided o’er his brows, 

Open to view through pride, his ruddy locks 

Were circled with a starry diadem : 

Studded with radiant gems his girdle peer’d, 

While frequent from the belt hung balls of gold. 

His armour’s splendour royalized his look, 

For all bore semblance of a Danish prince. 

In his raised arm a battle-axe he sway'd, 

A steely mall, yet daub’d with crimson stains. 

But soon as e’er the Reafen-standard drew 

Again his certain eye,—whose pictured folds 

Floated o’er Oddune’s ranks, — with thunderous 
voice 1619 

Thus to his o’erawed warriors Haldene shouts. 


“‘ Lo! yonder still that fatal canopy [fight: 
Haunts us, sped back. Now, valiant comrades, 
Regain it :—for the destined hour is come.” 


But to his hoarse appeal sudden response 
Oddune retorts, with clamour’d shout, as loud. 


‘© Murderer, now come is thine own destined hour ! 
Heaven’s justice calls for thee from off this earth, 
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And gives my hand the work, its minister. _— 1628 
Thou slew’st my son, sunk powerless at thy feet. 
Know’st thou thissword, wet with his priceless blood? 
Now waits it in my grasp with vengeance due 

To broach thy heart’s blood, and in witchcraft’s spite, 
Of trusted fate, and thy Gods’ gifted spells, 

To make thy fell soul rue the barbarous act, 

That could remorseless slay a son of mine !— 
Wretch! thy sightirks my soul!—T’ll speakno more.” 


At such announcement of his victim’s sire, 
Back started Haldene, as through awed surprize, 
Scarce for a moment; for no longer time 1639 
Oddune’s impatience granted, ere with check 
To parley more, he to the combat flew, 
And with roused might fell on the amazed Dane. 
Vain was the stately Pagan’s giant bulk, 
His ponderous pole-axe, and his sledge-like mall, 
Solid and vast as is “a weaver’s beam.” 
Nor long endured the conflict. Oddune’s blows 
Rung on his adversary’s crashing casque 
With sound incessant, as of waves that dash 
On broken rocks, set in the gathering sea. 
Useless was covert of the lifted shield, 1650 
For tired with previous slaughter was the Dane 
Already ; shrank his broad and massive frame, 
Cowering ;—enfeebled, his strong sinews fail’d. 
While Oddune, by his fury’s sense enflamed 
To more than natural strength, with double edge 
Of the huge weighty brand which still he plied, 
Batter’d with ceaseless dint and wheel reverse 
The shiver’d helm, and mail of his dazed foe. 
Whom of the battleaxe’s grasp’d defence 
A sudden blow from Oddune’s aim disarm’d, 
And hurl’d it from his foeman’s hand afar. 
Scarce to whose aid an armour-bearer rush’d, 1662 
Offering a shafted gaveloc instead, 
Ere Oddune dash’d the Pagan from his steed, 
Prone to the ground; crashing he fell, as sinks 
The mast of some wreck’d ship along the surge. 
But nought could Oddune’s fury intercept, 
Who sprang to earth with spleen unquenchable, 
Vaulting from off his foamy charger’s back, 
And thus on foot on equal terms approach’d. 
With instant stroke the coronetted helm 
Of the proud Haldene, Oddune sever'd sbeer ; 
Cleft the broad shield, and seizing by the locks 
Twisted his left hand’s scaly gauntlet there, 1674 
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And dragg’d his foe brief space: then in the side 

Deep buried the vast sabre, (the foe’s own) 

E’en to its hilt, searching its master’s heart: 

Sword, that had reaved the father of his son. 

Such dizzy fury of the British chief 

Allow’d no pause; and mortal gashes more 

He would have yet inflicted on his foe, 

Had he not sudden dropp’d ; when scarce a word 

Murmur’d the gasping Dane,—whose stifled sound 

Seem’d, ‘‘ Regner— Hubba—Voalhall ”—half-ex- 
press’d, 

. Ere with last breath exhaled, the warrior died. 

Still sternly Oddune the misshapen trunk 1686 

Grasps for awhile, as some huge eagle holds 

A falcon, in his hooky talons fix’d, 

Nor heeds the shrill screams soon surceased in death. 

Conscious seem’d nature of the champion’s fall : 

Ravens in sailing cloud croak’d overhead, 

As omens of alarmed deities : 

Voices in air shriek’d, as with prodigies 

Portentous o’er a more than common fate. 

While stood o’er Haldene Devon’s victor chief, 

Such he appear’d to fancy, as once look’d 

Alcides over Geryon’s prostrate corse, 1697 

The triple-bodied giant when ‘he slew : 

Or that huge dragon when he overwhelm’d, 

Guarding in vain those apples famed of gold 

In the barr’d gardens of the Hesperides. 

Yet now for trophy of his vow fulfill’d, 

Bending, the conqueror from the senseless slain 

Severs the golden bracelets off the arm, 

The jewell’d diadem that girt the brow, 

And belt o’erstrewn with gems. In token, these 

Oddune assigns to an attendant knight, 

And feels now justice to his son achieved. 

Pacified thus, o’er his fallen enemy 1709 

The hero quick relents.—Throbs now his breast 

With new compassion’s sense, and to his eye 

Springs e’en a tear. Asa true Englishman, 

Mild magnanimity pervades his soul. 

Satisfied, calm, no rancour aught usurps 

Its pensive mood ;—no word opprobious vaunts 

O’er his mute victim. But since now is o’er 

His paroxysm of rage, grows Oddune’s frame 

Suddenly weak: through many an unstanch’d wound, 

Unfelt before, is nature overcome, 

And faint, as after a spent fever’s fit. 

Exhausted, to young Surrey near at hand 1721 
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Softly he utters: ‘‘ Lend me, friend, your arm. 1722 
Fails all at once my strength. I bleed amain. 
Longer unfit to stay, I feel, that here 

No good I can effect, but injury : 

Care wasted on me, mere discouragement, 

Hence let me be conducted to the tent, 

Where lies my dead son,—where, perhaps, myself 
Shall undisturb’d ere long partake his fate.” 


The faithful Albert his request attends, 
Well knowing, his untended gashes need 
Assiduous care. But soon the thoughtful chief, 
Martial in soul at danger’s press, adjoins : 1733 


‘¢ Despatch, brave Albert, instant to the King 
A trusty pursuivant, who to his ear 
May tidings bear of my son's fatal loss, 
As of my own withdrawal from the fight, 
And ask, as wills the sovereign, present aid. 
To thee the Reafen-standard I confide, 
And to our Devon’s troops. Here with it stay: 
Thou art unhurt, and yet some gallant deed 
May under this proud banner grace thy name!” 


At such entreaty, from the battle’s edge 1748 
Oddune is led, and by few faithful guards 
Borne to the tent away, where sleeps his son. 


Nor causeless was that caution, and the speed. 
For now anew, enraged, un every side 
Peril besets, destruction unescaped. 
Scarce from the war had Devon's chief retired, 
Ere (though repulsed so late by efforts blent 
Of Oddune, aided by his gallant friends) 
Hinguar, intrepid, active, to the charge 
Returns, by Haldene’s rumour’d fall enflamed, 
Rushing intent his brother to defend. 1764 
Sprung to the spot, where lies the lifeless corse, 
The infuriate Hinguar from behind the verge 
Of his broke shield looks on the deadly sight; 
Likest a serpent, o'er whose scaly folds, 
Coil’d ’mong green ruins of some fallen fort, 
Blaze on the scene of death its fiery eyes. 
Within the Pagan’s bosom boils disdain, 
And shame, and grief, to fellest frenzy wrought. 
Gigantic in his stature, e’en as peer’d 
His fallen brother, with Berserkic ire 
He bounds at head of his obeisant troops, 1765 
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Beckoning, conspicuously, in every part. 1766 
For o’er the field, glistering with gems and gold, 
Flash’d his broad cuirass, far upon the sight, 

As streams a meteor through the twilight air. 

A starry collar swung around his neck, 

And his whole aspect, e’en to stranger eyes, 
Distant bespoke him a King’s progeny. 

From his enchanted girdle (favour’d gift 

Of the Weird sisters) suddenly he seized 

Forth of its jewel-cluster’d hold, and high 
Wielded in his raised arm, the battle-axe, 1776 
Werewulf surnamed by their deep-meaning spells, 
Which reverently he kiss’d with murmur’d vow. 
Then shouts he to his mail-girt men, with voice 

As of an angry clarion: ‘‘ Courage, friends, 

Now is the hour when Regner, our great sire, 

Our brother, Hubba, and now Haldene, all 

Slain by these hated foes, must be avenged. 

Their spirits hover o’er us in this field, 

With Frea and her train of Valkyries 

Ranged by their side, by the Weird-sisters’ call 
Invoked, their votaresses. These shall bear 

Our adversaries’ coward carcasses 1788 
Down to Niflheimer, and its poisonous floods, 

But us exalt to Valhall’s shield-hung courts.” 


Nor was his superstition’s urged appeal 
Unanswerd. Zealously his troops obey, 
Who know their lord ; and under sacred cope 
Of the new Reafen-standard (prized alike 
As the Weird-sisters’ last enchanted gift) 
Swells the deep din of battle: clamour new 
On every hand from raging strife displodes. 
Redoubled efforts of the rallied Danes 
Spread hideous havoc round, who thus inspired 
Fresh vantage win, and unrepell’d maintain. —_1800 
One primal object of their fierce attack 
Instant they gain, soon as their press d inroad 
Saves Haldene’s body, and straight bears away. 
Exulting shouts this triumph’s aim succeed, 
Cheer'd on the more by Hinguar, who again 
Loudly emboldens :—‘“ Quail not, countrymen ! 
Glares yonder still dead Hubba’s captured flag. 
Now wrest it from the shrinking dastards’ grasp. 
Spur on your foaming steeds: bend every bow 
Till your full strength makes kiss their horned tips, 
And draw your forky arrows to the barb, 
No wall of hoped resistance our assault 1812 
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Hinguar himself by many a fatal act 
Confirms his words. Exploits innumerable, 
Passing relation, answer’d his appeal. 
Bends every blent endeavour to regain 
The captured ensign, lost in Kinwith’s field, 
While on it bears the puissance of the new, 
Deem’d fraught alike with spells invincible, 
As the first gift, a noontide’s charmed work. 
Now follows slaughterous press ineffable. 
Before so irresistible attack 1828 
(Ob ! fatal chance) the English power gives way : 
Not sole the proud Devonian troops repulsed, 
(Deprived alas! of their brave leader’s skill,) 
But, after these, other dense central bands 
Bend, overborne by the prevailing Danes. 
Nathless, the retroceding squadrons still 
Preserve, possess’d, their envied Reafen-prize. 


Meanwhile, as Oddune counsell’d, to the King 
On trusted mission a vaunt-courier flies, 
Where holds the royal general his staff 
Station’d on Edington’s high-peaked hill, 1834 
Whence best he can o’erlook the battle’s scene, 
Guide its dread storm, and aid impart at need. 
To him the fated tidings thus are borne 
Of Oddune’s pressure; his son Eldred’s death: 
That noble Oddune has at last retired, 
Forespent with wounds; dishearten'd by whose loss, 
Brave howsoe’er, the central bands give way, 
O’erpower’d by numbers of incensed foes. 
Whence present aid is by the leaders left 
Besought, as best the sovereign’s judgment prompts, 
To heal the check, and due success restore. 1845 


Nor stops delay : instant the observant King 
Bids haste the faithful messenger, and bear 
Charge to the noble Osmund, Cornwall’s Earl, 
(Where on the neighbour right he holds command,) 
To bring up succour from the dextral wing, 
So to support the centre, overborne, 
Where most, unmatch’d, the tumult for awhile 
Rages, subdued ere long: and to his hest 
The King adds words of apt encouragement. 


But direr mischief now concerted springs, 
E’en from supernal beings. These aware, 1856 
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Observant of the British sovereign’s charge = 1857 
For aid, protective of the Christian cause, 

(Mark’d on their watch triumphant for awhile) 
Infer to their deep projects, based on ill, 

Imminent danger, cause of just alarm. 

By timely caution haply such results 

To counteract, the Demon powers of hell 

Meet in mid air, summon’d to dark conclave 

By Satan, their proud leader, who at once 

Opes its fierce motive thus in subtle strain. 


** Behold ! how yonder angel-slaves at work 
Incite these English their embodied power 1868 
Still to concentrate and combine, through hope 
Christ’s menaced faith to stablish upon earth, 

And here o’erthrow its warlike adversaries. 

But their dream’d purpose to accomplish yet 

(Our art must prove) their utmost skill shall fail. 
Now, as ’tis need, incentives new must rise, 
Instantly specious miracles succeed, 

Which shall believing hearts with courage fresh 
Inspire, enflame, and by enthusiasm strange, 

On warriors wrought, turn victory’s changeful poise.” 


Immediate his consociate peers enquire, 1879 
What work, his wisdom deems, must straight be done? 


Nor he delays to unfold with mystic guile 
His preconceived intent: ‘‘ Apparent now 
To vision of the astonish’d Danes shall rush 
Great Frea’s self, the Almighty Odin’s spouse, 
Goddess of war no less, than of earth’s orb 
Imperial Queen; Mistress, whose gifted spells 
Own the Weird-sisters, her used votaries, 
As Delphi’s priestess, Cume’s sibyl, wild, 
Framing the novel Reafen by her power. 1889 
She now with Gna and her Valkyriur train, 
Reveal’d to new-entranced sight, shall come 
So to inspirit Hinguar, (Regner’s son) 
Champion, his nation’s favourite, as known 
Of genius vast and bravery unexcell‘d ; 
E’en now enacting wonders o’er the field, 
Scarce held from rout since Haldene’s timeless fate. 
Visible thus, her potent Deity 
Shall, to spur on the warfare’s course, incite 
Prophetic aid and witchery’s utmost art, 
Exerting magic spells and mysteries 
Taught by herself, of wile impenetrable, 1901 
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Exceeding mortal thought. So shall she guard ! 
The standard, which she gave; and we through 

Of such illusion, by her imaged aid, [strength 

Straight change the tide of triumph to the Dane.” 


The listening spirits applaud. Nor aught delays 
Instant to execute the pledged design. 
The obeisant train disperse in rolling clouds. 
Suddenly lo! changed at a moment’s will, 
E’en as was bid, in splendid shapes appear 
Hovering above the tranced Danish host 
(Where in the busied centre most they fought,) 
Celestial essences, transcendent powers, 1918 
Unfolded to their eyes with aspect sure 
Soon known of all through sole magnificence. 
First beauteous Gna, Frea’s swift messenger ; 
Who on the ravish’d sight, like Iris, broke 
Feign’d by eld Grecian, or by Roman bards ; 
And following her, grand as e’er poet’s thought 
Pictured descending in her state divine 
Imperial Juno, Goddess-Queen of heaven, 
Or blending too such looks as might become 
Tritonian Pallas, virgin more severe, 
Goddess of war as wisdom, patroness 1924 
Of vigilance as terror, both display'd 
In her owl’s emblem, and the gorgon shield, 
Came Frea’s self, Jaunch’d, as it were, from heaven 
In grass-green chariot, variegated o’er 
(It seem’d) with flowers, each brilliant as a gem; 
Betokening thus the reign on lower earth 
Of Beauty's sovereign. Though of boisterous war 
The Demi-ruler show’d so terrible, 
Placid at times and fair her features beam’d, 
With smiles as lovely, as when purple clouds 
Sail o’er the hills at eve, while all the air 
Smells of fresh dews, and on a throne of gold 1936 
The sun’s rich glories fill the changeful west. 
Following her radiant pomp, an endless train 
Of winged Valkyries, steel-arm’d, on steeds 
Hurry along, each wielding in her hand 
A flamy spear. These flare as blasting stars, 
Or from some watch-tower as when cresset-lamps 
Peer on the ocean over midnight skies. 
As if in perilous need by potent call 
Of spells and periapts, her gifts,convened 
To instigate and sway the bloody strife, 
These hover over Hinguar, where he fights, 
And settle chiefest by the standard new, 1948 
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Inclosing it as if with crescent guard. 1949 
That sight inspires indeed the amazed Danes, 

W hose deafening shouts the heavenly vision hail. 
But lo! with pointing hand great Frea’s self 
Beckons the magic standard to advance, 

And rousing battle, where it most may rage 

She calls ou Hinguar, the chosen Pagan chief, 
By token’d signals that preclude mistake ; 

While in her sceptred hand she stretch'd a globe, 
And as dispenser sure of victory, 

Her other arm held forth a starry crown. 1959 
Behold ! too, what portents her act succeed ! 
War-steeds in air trample the yielding clouds, 
Eager (it seem’d) to mix in conflict’s storm: 
Hurtles the noise above of clashing shields : 
Drizzle along the sky strange showers of blood, 
Ere the prest Valkyries (as now allow’d) 

Dart amid earthly combat, loose, assign’d 

To deeds of fury, as Enyo’s ire, 

Or as Bellona would, when she prepares 

Mars’ chariot, and with wild dishevell’d locks 
Drives his hot chargers amid scenes of death. 

Nor fail’d, as wicked spirits deem’d, the effect : 
Such aid assured new animates the Danes 1072 
Beyond all measure, or expression’s power. 
Hinguar, transported out of bound, exults : 

With high-swoln heart he to his followers shouts. 


‘* Comrades, not unatoned this day shall be 
Our princely brothers both, and regal sire. 
Now are we not of present deities 
Unvisited, for lo! great Frea’s self 
Vouchsafes from heaven to aid her favourites ; 
Come to extirpate our arch-enemy, 
Inveterate ever to our house and line. 1982 
But vengeance waits the dastard homicides, 
And on the English vast destruction lowers.” 


’Gainst whom (obeisant soon of Alfred's hest) 
From the right wing his prompt auxiliar troops 
The noble Osmund brings, and subject power 
In thickening squadrons: Cornwall’s band no less 
Than those from eastern provinces combined, 
Ruled by the valiant peers of Essex, Kent, 
Sussex, and Surrey, and the princes twain, 

Set o’er Berks’ hardy train; with Wezpshott’s aid. 
In quadrate dense, these on the central war 
Together throng, where direst danger threats : 


398 KING ALFRED. 


As when, near either pole, the venturous keels 

Of navigators, seeking unknown climes, 

Through fogs, snow-storms, and icy islands, dare 
Unpictured perils, and through frozen creeks 
Scarce enter, dreading lest their idle ships 

Be fix’d for ever in hoar winter’s world. 

As these on Hinguar bear, the watchful chief 
Calls to his troops with voice, that o’er the field 
Far echoes: ‘‘ Warriors, mark ! how strongly here 
Comes reinforced the recreant Christian foe. 

But equal courage now shall no demur 

Of fearful doubt aught slacken or appal. 2006 
Revenge to our insulted brotherhood 

Our arm shall compass yet. War’s heavenly Queen 
Observes us, who will shield and guide her sons.” 


So as he utter’d, his own ardent words 
He verified by test of boldest acts. 
’Gainst all the mingled torrent of assault 
He keeps firm stand: wherever most oppress’d, 
He cheers the shrinking legions, new inspires; 
Bids poison’d fury sally on their swords, 
And hurl to Hela foes at every blow. 
Grim, in his ringed armour wide discern’d, = 2017 
(Strangely with shaggy wolf-skin mantled o’er, 
Which hid not yet his helmet’s raven crest, ) 
Hinguar impetuous rages. All around 
His broad axe, pointed sharp on side reverse, 
He wielded, or might haply from its rest 
A long and pennon’d javelin seize altern, 
When as a wild beast, from its cage broke forth, 
At front he springs of the new gifted flag, 
Consummated so late by wizard art. 
With answering zeal his myriad followers all 
Assail the astonish’d English, and repel 
Their eager prowess, vast howe’er its aid; 2029 
Swell’d though it be by strength of puissant Kent, 
And London’s gallant troops, by Essex’ Earl 
Led on, who here in brunt of conflict bore 
Distinguish’d part, by many a bold exploit 
Well claiming from the Muse her wreath of fame. 
Still Hinguar furious raves, with thirst for blood 
Unsated, and on Frea frequent calls, 
Goddess of battle, that her arm will make 
Invincible her gift, the flag, whose cope 
Floats o’er her people, but upon her foes 
Whelm now condign avengement and dismay. 
So clamour’d Regner’s stately son, and seem’d 
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While fellest slaughter stain’d his track, as when 
Busiris, Neptune's Libyan son, at full 

Offer’d his human sacrifice to Jove. 

Asperous was the assault, on either side 
Confronted ; but behind the Pagan chief, 
Bulwark of battle, as a wall of iron 

Firm stood his vassal comrades, missive shafts 
Hurling in clouds, or ponderous javelins 
Brandishing in wild contest, hand to hand. 
Spare not the Danes dire acts of savagery, 

But mutilate their victims, dash’d to earth; 
Sever the mangled corses; headless trunks, 2053 
Or gasping visages, aloft on pikes 

For dread they bear along, or toss on spears, 
Or split the parted ribs with quartering steel. 


Such bitter violence and uncurb’d ire 
Scare not the dauntless English, loss whate’er 
May in this struggle thin their minish’d ranks. 
Albeit too in such tumult’s blent uproar 
Kent’s valiant peer, and Essex’ chief, alike 
Both wounded fight, gash’d each with hideous scars. 
Their leaders to protect with loyal faith, 
Maugre that furious moil, the British bands, 2064 
The strength of Kent, of Essex, London’s power, 
The pell-mell havoc of brute force sustain ; 
And with plied cross-bows, or the closing sword, 
Repulse in turn the barbarous multitudes, 
Who numberless in heap’d destruction fall. 


But as if fresh aroused, incensed the more, 
The restless Hinguar in that stern assault 
Sudden encounters Surrey’s senior chief, 
The noble Udo, where he stoutly fought, 
Mid crowded pressure of the endanger’d field ; 
When dubious seem’d the wavering battle’s strife, 
Nobly opposing his assembled train. 2076 
Nor pause: for instant madden’d Hinguar darts 
On Surrey’s peer, ere for the attack prepared, 
And with one thrust of his high-lifted arm 
Through steely bars of the deep-vizor’d helm 
Plunges the sharp point of his rapier huge, 
Which through the eye pierced even to the brain 
Surrey’s loved leader, struck with mortal wound. 
Down from his steed oblique the hero fell, 
Prone to the earth, dead on the very spot. 
Leaps to whose side the exultant Pagan chief, 
And on the body of his fallen prey 2087 
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Plants his proud foot, and would with ruthless stroke 
Then have enacted direr wrath immane, 

Glutting revenge e’en on the senseless corse. 

But at that moment, from the neighbourd fight 
(Alas! too late to save a parent slain) 

Rush’d generous Albert with his promptest aid, 
Who sudden lifts his plain deviceless shield 
*Gainst the raised arm of the resentful Dane, 

And on its marge receives the broken blow. 

Then instant, all alert, the vigorous son, 

Assailant in his turn, through hoped defence 2098 
Of his fallen sire, invades the embarrass’d Dane, 
Through whose blood-bolter’d mail he plunges deep 
His strong-grasp’d sword, Eldred’s dear legacy ; 
Soon acting in his hand a fresh exploit. 

The sabre its blank aim plunged in the breast, 

But miss’d the heart. The purpled scimetar 
Albert withdrew, while e’en for very shame 

In the Dane’s face more meagre paleness glared. 
Compass’d almost to very capture’s point, 

Stood the stern Pagan. But amid that strife 
Other immediate object more engaged 

Albert’s whole care, as of his sequent friends, 
Tntent now chiefest with exerted zeal 2111 
The noble Surrey’s menaced corse to save, 

And bear from this convulsive stir away. 

Nor in such act Albert’s waked valour faints, 
Who, warding many a forward adversary, 

The unconscious body bears aside; till blends 

In front the fight renew'd, with covering screen. 
Exampled then was filial piety, 

Fond as when Maro’s fadeless pencil shews 
Divine Eneas, while he duteous saves 

His sire Anchises from Troy’s blazing siege. 

In sight of all, by matchless bravery 

Albert redeems opinion; soldier true 2123 
Proved now in deadliest danger, faithful friend, 
Affection’d son,—ah! now of sire bereaved ! 
Keen was his bosom’s agony and woe, 

When certain he discern'd his father’s fate. 

But on the troublous field time lent not scope, 
That his heart’s feeling he could aught express. 


Swift to his side the gallant princes rush, 
FEdelm, and Athelwold ; few moments scarce 
Admitting from the mingled combat pause ; 

Near whom, the watchful W zpshott leads his troop. 
These, when they mark what melancholy task 2134 
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Employs young Surrey’s care with primal claim, 
Profter whate'er of present help they may. 

The friendly Aédelm (milder prince) awhile 
Stays now by orphan’d Albert; nor prompt aid 
Refrains, nor kind condolement, but with voice 
Of comfort would console his loved compeer : 


‘“« Reft of thy sire through cruel chance of war, 
His virtuous spirit lives in happier sphere. 
Triumph (he trusts) will this day’s efforts crown, 
When Surrey’s honours and heir’d wealth may yet 
Flourish for many a year in happy peace, 2145 
Shared with kind Hilda, to love’s hope so dear : 
By his own prize, too, with affection hail’d, 
Known dear alike, Matilda, Kent’s fair flower.” 


Such fond remembrance, even at hour so dark, 
Drew o’er pain’d Albert’s look a transient smile, 
While fresh blood flush’d his cheek, in spite of woe. 


Meanwhile, apart, Hinguar, the princely Dane, 
Hurt with deep wound, surrounded and o’erpower’d, 
While guard him for a season zealous friends, 
Burning with shame thus vents his sullen rage. 


‘¢ Shall blood, derived from Denmark's ancient 
Deem’d erst invincible of mortal hand, [Kings, 
Die meanly, or submit to captive yoke ? 

Lo! now a puny youngster Hinguar smites, 

Each trim-hair’d braggart, every odour’d fop. 
What! is’t from baby hands I take my wound? 
I, that by sea and land have dangers, storms, 
Long faced, unterrified? Scorn’d be such shame, 
That more o’ercomes my soul than strength of foes. 
Think the proud dreamers to entrap me now ? 

No! Hinguar bends not, captured, nor can yield 
To any English glory of his death. 2167 
Me never foe shall vanquish. By this hand 

And mine own sword conspicuous will I die, 
Preventing triumph thus of enemies. 

No coward fear shall check me, foremost still 

In front of battle’s contumelious broil.” 


He paused a moment scornfully sedate, 
As he look’d round, then hastily resumed, 
While Frea’s Deity he thus invokes. 
[earth ! 
‘“‘ Receive me, Goddess, Queen of heaven and 
VOL. VI. DD 
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In life true to me ever, so in death 2177 
Deign now thy favour. Hover near, to waft 

My spirit to Valhalla’s glorious court, 

Which let me enter with becoming state, 

Thy Valkyries attendant in bright train, 

E’en like our brother Haldene, gone before. 

Slain, but not ta’en, in battle, I am thine. 

The foe I disappoint; defy him yet; 

For thou behold’st me perish, sword in hand. 

Like both my warlike brothers, fall I too, 

My glory undiminish’d, as is theirs ; 

Fadeless in splendour, as the northern sun 2188 
Wheels his bright orb above the horizon still. 

So prove I worthy our immortal sire.” 


Scarce stopp’d he for an instant, as he gazed 
On his near friends, whom earnest he besought. 


‘‘Compatriots, save my body : Ict not that, 
Though dead, a captive trophy prove at last 
For mock and scoff of these proud islanders. 
Give me a soldier’s honour’d burial ; 
And let some other chosen Dane succeed 
To my hard-wrested sceptre in the North, 2106 
Where beyond Humber’s flood, through treacherous 
King Ulla my scized father basely slew, —[guile, 
But by York’s frighted walls his guilt atoned,, 
And his lost kingdom yielded to our hand. 
Guard well the Reafen standard, yet our own: 
That is my last behest, my dying charge, 
Nor let a second capture grace our foes.” 


So as he utter’d, to his lips he lifts [scribed 
His blood-stain’d falchion, Werewulf named, in- 
With Runic charms, enchantment’s subtlest spells, 
Whereon he prints a reverential kiss. 2209 
Then strongly through his iron-wattled coat [blade, 
He stabs his pierced breast with the broad-edged 
Which there undrawn he leaves; then cries aloud. 


‘© Now, ever-honour’d Frea, now I come. 
Death is delicious to my soul, as e’er 
At feasts to kiss the virgin’s fragrant lip. 
Now too, ere part from earth my fading eyes, 
Lo! yonder, in extatic trance vouchsafed, 
I see Valhalla open’d, while advance 
To welcome me with smiles of cordial joy 
My brothers, Hubba, Haldene, and my sire, 2220 — 
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Great Revner, visible himself alike, 2221 
(No phantoms, but in clear reality) 
Who opes his arms in bliss to greet his son.” 


Nor more: but ere from this laborious life 
Pass'd his great spirit, even as his sire, 
He breath’d his last, with laugh of ecstasy. 
So might he then depart, as holy writ 
Describes the proud, but disappointed, Saul, 
When the doom’d sword he seized, and on it fell: 
Or as in annals of imperial Rome 
High-minded Brutus, long his country’s pride, 
Unwilling more to grace his adversaries, 2232 
After great Julius’ death, by his own hand 
Sank ’fore Octavius on Philippi’s plain. 
Ghastly, when life had fled, lay Hinguar’s corse, 
With murrey-purple gashes all embrued ; 
And as his giant-figure press’d the earth, 
His dead-cold hand yet firmly clench’d the sword. 
His conscious friends sent forth a yell of grief. 
Then shriek’d infuriate too the Danish wives, 
Matrons and virgins, stung with female woe, 
And to the wilder’d prophetesses thence 
These soon, as Furies, the sad tidings bear. 2213 
The Scaldic poets next with equal zeal 
Round the fallen hero press, and vying tell 
That his great memory undying song 
Shall celebrate ; the champion unsurpass’d, 
Who e’en in death, like a huge tower of ice, 
O’erthrown from Denmark’s unquell’d mountains, lies. 


Soon o’er the field the tidings spread, that now 
Dead is another of famed Regner’s sons, 
Hinguar, of Denmark champion favour'd most. 
Elate and active are the English bands. 
The princes Adelm, Athelwold, with these 2251 
The gallant Wepshott, leading troops of Berks, 
Heroes sped most from Windsor’s forest glades, 
Or the proud vale that boast the argent horse, 
And homes of Wantage, Alfred’s native scene, 
Aroused alike to meet alacrity, 
Around dead Hinguar’s body emulous fight; 
Striving with valour’s utmost might to win 
That ensign, the Weird-sisters’ second gift. 
Noble were their endeavours; great their acts, 
Answering to which tremendous uproar grew, 
While their young swords these valiant leaders flesh, 
And their hook’d bills the furious English hurl 2266 
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On shrinking adversaries. Dire the press 2267 
On every hand, with courage that might seem 
Of any mortal power unconquerable. 


Marking such hardy struggle there engaged, 
Advance as with admiring eagerness, 
Kent’s noble chief, and from the dextral bands 
The peer of Sussex with his eager son : 
Patrons and friends, bringing their fiery troops 
To aid the princely pair whom well they loved, 
Since look’d with hope and interest, that soon 
These should be own’d as dearer relatives. 2277 


Allies so generous, when with pride they mark 
The royal scions toward the standard press, 
Witnessing now the bold exploits of each, 

With glad encouragement, applausive shouts, 
Cheer on the princely brothers, and their train : 


‘Oh! branches brave of England's regal stock, 
Now is the moment: now exert your power. 
Success will crown your valour’s glorious aim. 
Now gain the precious standard, and achieve 
Exploit, to equal Eldred’s in renown. 2287 
By death of Denmark’s princes, who assumed 
Thrones inthe wrested North, princedoms are yours, 
Open’d to each, of York and Lancaster, 

Pledged by the King, held soon in worthy sway. 
Win them, and wear them: and deserve alike 
Your smiling brides, proud justly of your fame.” 


Such animating words cause efforts new ; 
That both the princes in their country’s eyes 
Gain eminent distinction. Through the ranks 
Of their awed foemen they force alleys vast, 
And pierce their masses, indefatigate, 2298 
On fire for glory. Twice their seizure grasps 
The magic treasure ; from them twice regain’d : 
But, spite of all opposure, they had sure 
Kept the prized trophy, theme of mutual strife, 
Had not, at moment critical as this, 
(Whether by conscious Frea’s art convened, 
Or message of the Wéird-prophetesses, 
Or by the sovereign Guthrun’s watchful charge) 
Now hasted to this spot with summon’d aid, 
Brave prince Biorn, of kingly Regner’s line 
The last surviving stem, and by his side 
His veteran tutor, Hastings, proud Sea-King; 2310 
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Eagerly rushing from their eastward post, 2311 
Where by the main head-quarters, and the tents 
Far-stretching on toward Earl-Stoke’s chosen vill, 
Their blended troops near sovereign Guthrun lay, 
And guarded the tent-royal of the Dane. 

Forward these pour with furious haste, intent 

To rescue compass’d Hinguar, and to save 

The menaced standard, the Weird-sisters’ gift. 
Nor flag, though breathless, in successive crowd 
The gather’d thousands: as when hunters press 
O’er the spread landscape on exultant steeds, 
Following the stealthy fox or horned stag; 2322 
While through each village every straw-roof’d cot 
Foregoes its inmates, and along the fields 

Swains quit their toil to watch the joyous rout. 
Soon at the magic ensign’s threaten’d loss 
Alarm’d, and finding too brave Hinguar slain 
Through wound, by his own sword consummated, 
The friendly chiefs through thickest danger spring, 
Array’d and fenced in ponderous mail, dint-proof, 
Dazzling, emboss’d with purple and with gold. 
Impetuously, with armament combined, 

They bound, each vying which shall foremost reach, 
Where seen confused the Danish multitudes, 2334 
With wild dismay almost to panic seized, 

Eye princely Hinguar’s loss, till disarray 

As through surprize, succeeds that dismal chance. 
Now more outrageous ruin lords it wide. 

On the dense masses in terrific storm _ 

Spears dash, and swords. in mutual conflict burl’d. 
While human prowess, to its utmost urged, 

Gods, hovering o’er the embattled squadrons, aid. 
Observed by Danish eyes through opening cloud 
Frea, war’s arbitress, her handmaid train 

Of fire-eyed Valkyries with beck instructs 

Where, in deep ranks conglobed, the British bands 
Support each other, whom assailant wedge = 2347 
Of forces in a body new-compact 

Makes quail, and brave howe’er, awhile repels. 


But straight discerning foul disparagement, 
With needful counteraction, where the fight 
Chiefest oppress’d his countrymen o’erborne, 
The valiant peer of Sussex, and his son, 

(Both generous warriors, not to ocean less 

Bred and inured than fiercest broils on land, 
Guarding their province ’gainst invasive foes) 
Incensed rush forward with their shouting troops 
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To the close front and clashing edge of war. 2358 
Swift the bold Helstan, Sussex’ elder chief, 
Singles out Danish Hastings, seen engaged 

In battle’s brink, on whom he calls by name, 
Shouting : “ I know thee well; and long have sought 
To cope in conflict with thee, hand to hand ; 

Thee, who, as scorning still our enmity, 

Presumest ’fore all to assail our dearest shores, 
Where thou hast dared a castle site to found, 

And to its hated structure given thy name. 

Now fortune of the battle to my wish 2368 
Yields thee, and to my hand thy death, long-owed.”’ 


Sudden surprize the veteran Danish chief 
Seem’d to pervade, but answer made he none. 
For hindering further pause, with quick assault 
Sussex’ stern champion on his foeman flew. 
Towering howe’er his port, and strong the sway 
Of his nerved arm, its stroke redoubling still 
On crest and mail of his dazed adversary, 
Nathless with bold defence the puissant Dane, 
Captain to perils used and brunt of war, 

Meets fiercest struggle of the British chief, 

Whose very violence and heated rage 2380 
To his own harm and disadvantage turns; 

Evinced ere long by an unguarded wound, 

Which check’d and bated that stern combat’s ire. 
But ere it closed, while yet uncertain ’twere 

What would on either part its issue prove, 

Lo! at adjacent hand (where furious fought, 
Aspirant for young fame, the Prince Biorn) 
Springs forward, for encounter eager too, 

The gallant Ernest, Sussex’ younger hope ; 

E’en as the Danish princely scion there 

Of nautic glory emulous, alike 

Burning to vindicate an honour’d sire. 2392 
Impatient in his ardour, Sussex’ son 

Darts on the Danish prince, soon recognized 

Both by his rich attire and stately mien. 

Fain here, with instant charge on his known foe 
(Seen erst on Sussex’ coasts) his rival strength 
Would England’s hero in hoped triumph prove. 
But gallantly Biorn, at once aware, 

Alert, and for the sudden fray prepared, 
Opposure, answering that assault, enacts. 
Madden’d by both his brothers’ recent loss, 

Slain on this field, transcendent vigour scems 

To nerve his limbs anew ; fresh spirit still 2404 
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Inspires, exalts him to supernal power. 2405 
Recalling in this combat, who he is, 

Regner’s last offspring, Hastings’ pupil true, 
Train’d by their wills to be an Ocean-King, 
Burning his sire, his brothers, to avenge, 

With energy resistless fights Biorn ; 

And on the youthful Sussex (though in age, 
Stature, and noble bearing match’d alike) 

Rushing, he seizes; in his hold o’erpowers, 

And checks the sword-arm with disabling wound. 


That moment was it seen, that Sussex’ chiefs, 
Both sire and son, in perils imminent 2116 
Were here beset, worsted in conflict each : 

By Hastings one, this by the wrathful prince. 


But see! in time so opportune, at need, 
Athelwold, dauntless English prince, aroused, 
(Not distant with the gallant band he rules) 
Hastes forward hither, zealous to defend 
And aid his chiefest friends, perceived distress’d : 
More too, since now the prince himself regards 
As one allied to Sussex’ house, betroth’d 
To fair Emilia in pledged nuptial tie, 

Whom tender memory to his heart recals. 2427 
His haught blood’s colour mantling to his cheek, 
He strains his eager strength, and sudden springs 
On Hastings first, while yet in strife engaged 
With Sussex’ injured peer, and holds at ward, 

Till his loved patron more recovers breath. 

Then swiftly turning toward the Danish prince, 
Youthful Biorn, with interposing stop 

(While on the wounded Ernest prone he bears) 
Athelwold thus by warlike feat supplied 

Relieves, unlook’d, his friends, both sire and son ; 
And would thro’ gallant haviour more, display’d, 
Likeliest himself have both their rescues wrought, 
Albeit then from the infuriate Biorn 2410 
Athelwold’s self not scapes a ghastly wound, 
Struck near the neck’s base o’er his razed shield. 


But lo! that instant, to such danger’s scene 
Bringing fresh aidant power, observant comes. 
The naval Octher, with his bands marine 
In firm battalion; blent from parts diverse, 
Whether from Severn’s borders, or the coasts 
Fronting meridian suns, or hardy troops 
Dispersed through opening harbours of the North. 
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This generous captain, who has long admired 2450 
Courage of Sussex and his venturous son, 

(Fond each of ships, versed in his own loved toils) 
Speeds to assist friends, to his heart endear’d. 
Now ampler warfare ’twixt the struggling hosts 
Raves o’er the field, with more discordant bray ; 
While seem’d as if determined fury new 

Enflamed each armament, nor either side 
Remorseless deeds and loosed destruction spared. 
But as were contest here of pirate-foes 

With sailors, guarding their own native shores, 
Long time elapses not, ere on this site 2161 
O’erpower’d in press’d discomfiture, give way 
Reluctant Hastings and his pupil prince, 
Shrinking fore England’s close-united strength. 
But though thus beaten back, in slow retreat, 

Yet Hinguar’s rescued corse they bear along, 
Scarcely expugnated in sternest strife, 

And (prize e’en precious more) they save alike 
The magic flag, the Sisters’ recent gift, 

Now in their closest ranks with sacred care 
Guarded. With these the baffled Danes recede 
Back on their eastern wing, and seek fresh aid 

Of Guthrun, sovereign-general, where he holds 
His station capital, within the tent 2474 
Whose pomp the regal Tufa’s banners grace. 

Him here they find with anxious vigilance 
Directing the fierce battle; its events 

(Continually reported to his ear 

By heralds from each quarter of the field) 

With prompt attention ordering to his best. 

To whom immediate Hastings and Biorn 

Tell of the dismal chances late evened, 

Of Haldene, Hinguar, both in battle lost, 
Themselves repulsed, o’erpower’d by English foes. 


The royal Dane, answering his friends’ appeal, 
Grieved at the loss severe of chiefs so brave, 
First Amund, then the potent Oskital, 2487 
Now later, twain of Regner’s princely sons, 
Arouses for immediate remedy. 

Instant the General-King, the veteran chief 
Hastings, and by his side the proud Biorn 

Mad for his brothers’ death, with triple pledge 
Commingle vows of confraternity. 

These in wont Danish mode, (esteem’d of old 
As friendship’s highest mark) now solemn blend 
The rite significant. Each with drawn sword 
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Opes the cut vein of his extended arm ; 2497 
Into a golden goblet, rich with wine, 

Lets fall the gushing blood ; unites the drops ; 
Then each in turn quafts of the purple draught, 
Tasting as of each other’s mingled life, 

While suffrages of vengeance they exchange, 

And fealty commutual to the death. 

Elate to learn of the new standard saved, 

The regal Guthrun bids it high be borne, 

And near his own imperial banner wave. 

When (danger since he deems more imminent, 
Call’d to close conflict England’s dextral wing,) 
He summons instantly his bravest guards, 2509 
Throng’d multitudinous, his proper train. 

Invoking then of Gods the present aid, 

Hlimself to battle issues at their head. 

With him o’erjoy’d returns to darling war 
Hastings, and near him spirited Biorn, 

Glorying in his loved captain’s tutorage. 
Encouraged, jocundly the Danish troops 

Singing revert to battle, and again 

Speed, where most fierce and thickest rages war, 
The scene, where two, their best and bravest fell. 
Here, when among the Pagan host ’tis known 
That Guthrun’s self is to the conflict come, —2521 
Slaughter ensues immense, where by his side 
Conspicuous is the magic flag display’d, 

And scarce with reverence less observed by all, 
The sacred Tufa’s sign of sovereignty. 

Close at his heel each band armipotent 

Vies with its neighbour, ardent to excel 

Other at hand, nor in throng deeds of death 
Slacks any, or in operose essay 

Exploit, ineffable of mortal tongue. 

Denmark’s confederate nations riot thus 

In war and tumult, native to their souls. 2632 
Guthrun himself sallies along the field, 

E’en as enraged the brinded libbard scours, 

Or from his den the shaggy northern bear. 

So the prone osprey on his quarry darts, 

As every man his deadly opposite 

Impugns in contest. While as prelude yet 

To direr fate, with all exerted art 

Of an experienced general, Guthrun tries 

(And to his captains spreads his orders round) 

By union of dense masses, led by him, 

With central myriads of dead Oskital 

Yet left unharin’d, through weight of columns vast 
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To break in severance the ranged English line, 2545 
In sections twain. Force aided thus by skill, 

He hopes each separated wing in turn 

Assailing to o’ermaster and confound. 

His words, but more his presence, shed abroad 
Encouragement and cheer. Wherever met, 

To his brave officers he pledges then 

Earldoms ; and to his soldiers every where, 
Rousing high hope, proclaims throughout the host, 
‘‘ If by their courage they shall win this day, 
Wealth, office, power, whate’er the isle accords, 
Shall be their own, the price of victory : 2556 
While on defeat and flight, destruction waits, 
With endless ignominy. Choice is theirs.” 

Pants every breast for triumph, which seems then 
As if achieved. All kiss the sword, the spear, 
And to each other pledge conquest or death. 

From spread of such enthusiasm through the Danes, 
Discerning (as he deems) the British night 
Somewhat give way, the exultant Guthrun calls 
Tohis roused chiefs, that England’s squadrons yield ; 
While on them his vast force still presses more. 
Soon on arm’d warriors raged the clashing foes, 
As on Basaltic coasts the climbing sea 2568 
Uplifts aloft his surge of waves, repell’d 

O’er marble rocks, whose towering height displays 
From far their native columns, ranged along 

In radiant grandeur o’er the sounding shores. 

But now, aware, with answering generalship, 
While galls the Danish chief the dextral wing, 
Osmund, of Cornwall valiant peer, with trust 
Invested, here opposure large confronts, 
Supported by brave captains in his sway. 

This noble chief, forward in battle’s front, 
Conspicuous in his martial government, 

Guthrun observes; nor less he notice draws 2580 
Of veteran Hastings, or of Prince Biorn. 

Which three, with eager zeal, almost at once 
Spring forward, ’gainst the British leader bent, 
Through hope and purpose by such dire assault 
Him thus immediately to circumvent, 

And captive seize, and in prompt death o’erpower. 
First kingly Guthrun, from the pageantry 

Of gold-bright pennons which his state beset, 
Forth rushes on his fiery steed, that champ’d 

The grimmold bit, caparison’d all o’er 

In trappings rich, with ouches dropp’d of stars. 
Before him the proud Danc his targe immense, 2592 
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A semi-globe, extends, while a huge lance —2593 
His right arm ’gainst the watchful Osmund wields, 
Whose bossy shield, opposed, on its first aim 
Shivers the ponderous spear ; replaced at once 

In Guthrun’s grasp by a spiked mace, snatch’d swift 
From his gem-studded belt, wherewith the Dane 
Springing upon his foe, its iron prongs 

Dashes upon the beaver’d casque, that closed 
Osmund’s broad temples, yet thus hurl’d in vain. 
For with resistance strong the British chief 

Breaks his foe’s violence, but stroke for stroke 
Returning, Guthrun’s coronetted helm 2604, 
Makes quiver on the brows, as if to fall, 

And from its crest strikes off the vulture-plume. 
His golden-tissued corslet’s spreading breadth 
(Dight as a King in radiant panoply) 

Osmund with many a sinking dint deforms, 

Yet fails to pierce; such was its texture’s proof. 
Echoes loud clangour of their combat still : 

Till to behold his sovereign’s prime attack 

Met and endured so long by English strength, 
Impatient, and exasperated, now 

Hastings advancing intervenes. Whenere 2615 
"Twere seen how fortune would that fight decide, 
(Since haply scars mark’d then each combatant) 
The fierce Sea-chieftain his unmatch’d assault 
Adds against England’s warrior, and begins 

A new unhallow’d strife. With furious spur 

He goads his charger to close conflict on, 

And with his iron greaves ’gainst Osmund’s steed 
Press’d earnest, sudden galls his startled side, 
Wildering his rider’s guard ; on whom, confused, 
Hasting plies fierce his secant scymitar, 

Which, though well temper’d, sudden knaps in twain, 
Such was its user’s force. But not restrain’d, 

The infuriate Hastings from his girdle’s cirque 
Seizes a pointed pole-axe, sharp and huge, = 2629 
On one side as a steely plough-share broad, 

And through the meshes of his foe’s aumail 
Plunges it o’er the left-arm’s warding shield, 
Where the nerved muscles met the shoulder’s blade, 
With ghastly wound on Osmund, too oppress’d. 
But the short weapon as in mock’d disdain, 
Flinging away, forth Hastings from its rest 
Pluck’d a tall lance, and ceased not yet to assail, 
Till with long reach of his dazed adversary, 

He struck the noble Englishman, beset 
Unequally, when through the midriff pierced — 2610 
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Out at the spine the pointed weapon glared. 2641 
Blood spouted from that mortal-seeming wound ; 
While from his strict-rein’d steed, no longer held, 
Unseated, powerless, Osmund sinks disarm’d, 
And staggering reels prone on the crimson’d earth. 
At such event, exulting Hastings shouts, 

And scarce his yet unmitigated rage 

Can satiate with his foe’s apparent doom. 

To whom, dismounting, regal Guthrun springs, 
Kinglike magnanimous, who, as he marks 
Osmund’s dearne hurt, its gaping orifice, 

Exults not, but with haviour in contrast, 2652 
(E’en, so it seem’d, to grieved compassion moved 
And as with English generous feeling touch’d) 
Essays to soothe his fallen enemy, 

Seen helpless, labouring with deadly wound, 

And fain would offer some relieving aid: 

While active, all around, the Prince Biorn 

With his curved falchion, or plied curtle-axe, 

Or barrier of his target argentine, 

Sallying, wards off awhile the circling troops. 
Nathless the conscious English rush along, 
Horsemen and foot, and from the pelting fight 
Issue through hazard’s worst asperity, 2664 
Intent on rescue of their valued chief; 

Nor cease their efforts, till from files of war, 
Through many a maze of peril forced away, 

They bear the wounded Osmund, laid at length 
Within the spacious hollow of a shield ; 

Then quit the field, with lagging gait, oft check’d, 
Till past the conflict’s bourne, they lodge their charge 
In a farm-cot of rural Edington. 

Here Cornwall's noble peer assiduous friends 
Tend, lave his gashes, swathe in folded bands; 
Ungird the latchets of his scaly mail, 

Unclasp his vizor’d helm, and place at rest 2676 
On softest pillow of a rustic couch. 

Lives yet the heroic patriot; but his look 

Gaunt, moribund, bespoke at hand life's close. 

Of his own danger imminent aware, 

Osmund’s tirst thought is on his country turn‘d, 
When his request in scantly vented speech 

He utters, that a messenger may hence 

Be swift despatch’d with tidings to the King 

Of his mishap ; since instant need demands 

Choice of another leader in his room. 


‘So with allegiance and true duty mine —.2687 
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(Enjoins the dying chief) solicit straight, 2688 
If my loved sovereign I no more may see ! 
And yet may heaven accord us victory !” 


To his loved son too, noble Athelard, 
(Doubtless in thickest battle to be met) 
He wills another herald swift may speed ; 
Bidding his presence for a moment here, 
If yet his living sire he would behold. 


Straight in obedience to such strict behest, 
A zealous friend to royal Alfred hastes 2697 
(At hand in station on the peaked hill) 
Bearing intelligence of late mischance 
Occurr’d through hap of fight to Cornwall’s chief, 
Withdrawn from battle to a neighbouring grange ; 
And asking in his stead a leader new, 
In words of dearest loyalty express’d. 
At such report the kingly general, 
Absorb’d on his high duty’s various claim, 
Feels beyond measure stirr’d bis mighty soul. 
First he instructs the observant messenger, 
With embassage returning to the field, 2708 
Bid Kent’s brave peer take temporary charge 
Of dextral bands, now void of Osmund's aid; 
Whom then in hope to succour and relieve, 
Himself in person to the pointed grange 
Hastes, on prompt visit to his friend beloved : 
Alas ! too late to save, and but in time 
To take last farewell of the dying man. 


Moved with such proof of condescending love, 
Good Osmund fondly the King’s proffer’d hand, 
Borne to his lips, imprints with fervent kiss, 
Silent, affected beyond power of words. 2719 
O’er his prized friend the conscious sovereign leans, 
(Sole needed sight to learn the sufferer’s state) 
Nor yet from Osmund’s grasp his hand withdraws. 
Tender and sad was then that interview 
Of parent,—offspring,— sovereign, friend of both, 
While on a rude and homely bed here lay 
Cornwall’s high-born and valiant chief, rich lord 
Of lands and wealth o’er his fair province spread, 
Kind father, loyal friend and patriot, stretch’d 
’Fore watchful eyes at point of certain death ; 

His dark-red hue changed now to ghostly-pale, 
His sere lips quivering as uneath to speak, 
Frore chillness creeping o’er his leaden limbs, 2732 
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Till scarce his drowzed and sluggish pulse could yield 
Abortive efforts to his life’s repair. 

Still ebbing frequent, gouts of blood insteep'd 

His bandaged wounds ; but every instant life 
Seem’d reaved of strength, or heavier pang endured. 
Desperate howe’'er the chief’s condition grew, 
Supported and consoled his spirit shew’d 

By kind attentions of his son and friend. 

Evinced at this his last and awful hour, 
Magnanimous behaviour, such as then 

The venerable warrior well became, 27.413 
The good man and the Christian here displays. 
Calm and serene, his waned strength he seems 
Collecting, as to speak ; and fain awhile 

Would curb pain’s sense, while closing in his own 
His son’s ta’en palm, scarce thus he faltering breathes. 


‘© In fate of battle, ever-dearest son, 
Thou seest me fallen for my country’s sake, 
My little service to my best perform’d. 
Nor is death thus unwelcome: for I feel 
Me dying: life’s faint flame is almost spent. 
Congeals the tardy current in my veins ; O754 
Ring my deaf ears, fast fade my glimmering eyes : 
My gasping breath deep-drawn—all plainly tell 
Few minutes more are left me in this world, 
Nor this day’s issue shall I e’er behold !” 


An instant paused he; while yet no response, 
E’en of a word the son o’erpower’d return’d. 
But as inhaling painful breath, again 
With effort new the conscious sire renew'd. 


‘* Advanced to growth of ripen’d years at full, 
Flourishing long in height of prosperous wealth, 
Indulged by heaven with every temporal good, 
Now too at last (for so my soul divines) 2766 
On verge of triumph to my country won, 

I part in season. I have lived full long 

For earth’s enjoyment. Can I aught repine? 
Convinced that thou, my noble son, wilt yet 
Surpass my poor deserts, in that belief 

I quit this being’s stage, at peace, o’erblest. 
Thee to succeed in all my power I leave !” 


So as he said, devotedly he fix’d 
On his son’s countenance his glazed eyes, 
Who o’er his brows held mute his screening hand. 
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Then moved, when somewhat could the sire com- 
His flutter’d bosom’s throb, with accents faint [pose 
Express’d, he to the attentive King commends : 
His son, ‘‘ by birth though to the throne akin, 
Connected more by love and fealty, 

Friendly and faithful, ever to the death.” 


Nor more; for e’en emotion’s self withheld 
His feebler utterance, in its passage choked, 
Had not a spumy froth his pallid hps 
O’erspread, betokening corporal agony. 2786 


Gently responding to the father’s care, 
The sovereign more consoles such waked regard, 
Pledging his mind's intent, ‘* If victory 
Crown this day’s toil, with his dear sister’s hand 
Conferr’d in marriage-link, (her heart’s own boon) 
To guerdon Athelard’s tried faith and love: 
Whon, in her former realm and for her dower, 
He will as Mercia’s viceroy elevate : 
Reward, no less to his own merit due, 
To fealty, in Cornwall's line still proved : 2765 
Proud too to do this, e’en for Osmund's sake.” 


Grateful and pleased the Cornish chief awhile 
Cannot his thanks in aught disclose, o’ercome. 
Tears fill his sunken eyes, and in his own 
He presses unrestrain’d the monarch’s hand. 
Then, by degrees as he could gather power, 

In broken tone the dying sire conveys 
His latest counsel to his offspring’s ear. 


‘Soon by my end, (how, grave upon my tomb) 
Mine late, now thine, is Cornwall’s princely state, 
Thy due by birth-right and succession’s claim. 
Dorset is title by thyself acquired, 2808 
Thro’ the King’s kindness and past will possess’d. 
Now pledged to thee in future prospect more 
Is union e’en with England’s royal line, 

And to thy sceptred hand vice-regal trust. 

Of thine exalted station be thou still 

Worthy; with duteous love thy promised bride 
Cherish: be ever, as thou yet hast proved, 
Virtuous and good: eld honours of our house 
Forget not; but to merit be a friend, 

Benign to all: let poverty and woe 

A father, comfort, shield, find still in thee!” 2819 
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He stopp’d: a father’s feelings choked his voice, 
While with its full fraught heaved his noble heart. 


Expressive silence in brief interval 
Lent then to all composing pause; ere yet 
His final blessing from his feebler lips 
The exerted Osmund on his speechless son, 
Kneeling beside his couch, thus fond prefers: 


‘¢ Heaven on thy head its choicest bounty pour, 
On all of thine! blest on this earthly scene 
In long career of large prosperity ! 2829 
When (this world’s journey and its duties done,) 
Mayst thou its trials for a better sphere 
Change, and unfading happiness above ! 
Which (if heaven’s favour me aught worthy deem) 
May I, with thee and those most dear on earth, 
Meeting again, yet witness and partake! ” 


He ceased ; for on his humble pillow sank 
His head, as by such energy foredone : 
Until ere long observing at bis side 
The King in silence leaning (whose raised hand 
Press’d o’er the forehead hid his gushing tears) 
The dying patriot more his wasted strength 2841 
Consumes, striving to add a last farewell : 


‘¢ Adieu in this world, ever-liefest lord ! 
Victory awaits thee, and a prosperous reign : 
Blest shall thy rescued country be in thee! 
For thee thy virtues shall assuredly 
Win their reward on earth; prelude of heaven. 
There yet our past regards we shall renew, 
And in that trust my soul departs in peace ; 
Resign’d, and bowing to my Maker’s will!” 


Nor more: for then as if a father’s charge 2851 
Were given, and earth’s concerns were laid at rest, 
Heaven in his lifted thoughts, his upturn’d gaze 
The christian hero fix’d on vacancy, 

Absorb’d (it seem’d) in meditative trance. 

But hark! to none address’d, in fainter tone, 

As but the soul’s confession to itself, 

With solemn look the trembling sufferer breathes. 


“‘ Earth fades: before my film-clear’d eyes appear 
Open’d heaven’s realms of immortality ! 
Oh! not through merits of mine, but mercy sole 
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Of that Redeemer, for my faults who died, —-2862 
Dare I look up for pardon, and fix there, 
Trusting in Christ’s pledged word, a humble hope!” 


Scarce had he utter’d, ere his mild-blue eyes 
Were fix’d in death : the ruby of his cheek 
Had faded: though twas changed to ashy pale, 
Still some few streaks of roseate grace were left. 
So from this mortal pilgrimage deceased 
The good, the noble patriot, father, friend— 
The prudent sage, mature in happy years. 
Then was exhibited example bright 2872 
What is at death's last call Religion’s power 
(Seen in a good man’s calm and holy peace) 
To solace and support the parting spirit. 
When this world’s pageant from the sufferer’s view 
Sinks in dim gloom, Religion like a star 
Shines forth to light the meek believer's way, 
Call’d onward to receive the rich reward 
Prepared for his remember'd deeds in heaven. 
This messaged angel at man’s final hour 
Stills and allays the troubled soul to rest, 
E’en as entrancing music at the last 
Fades sweetest in its full harmonious close. 2884 
The tranquil grandeur of his life’s departure 
To the rapt fancy seem’d, as when the sun, 
Setting at eve in golden majesty, 
Softer and fairer on the prospect beams 
Than in noon’s glory, or at morning’s rise. 
Yet falling thus in battle, at the claim 
Of duty, in his country’s hallow’d cause, 
Magnificent the martyr-soldier shew’d 
In arms, his noble offspring at his side; 
And image might suggest to brooding thought, 
As if an eagle, by fork’d lightning struck, 
Nestled ’mong high crags inaccessible, 2806 
Should mid the lowly valley’s shadowy depths 
Sink powerless, his young eaglet by his side, 
Which never more the parent shall lead forth 
’Gainst the sun’s blaze, or teach on soaring wing 
To face the bolted fury of the skies.°. 


* This passage of his Poem, describing a happy death-bed, 
‘‘ geen in the good man’s calm and holy peace,” formed a close, 
at once appropriate and affecting, to the long labours of the author, 
who, at this point was destined to resign, in a state still incom- 
plete, the work on which he had concentrated his thoughts, and 
exercised his industry, for so long a course of years, In order 
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to put the reader in possession of the plan, on which it was the 
author's intention to conduct the latter scenes and close of bis 
undertaking, the Argument of the last Book, as projected by 
himself, is here introduced ; of which some of the heads, it will 
be perceived, must have been executed, if worked out in all their 
details, at no inconsiderable length. This single inconvenience 
presented a serious obstacle to the prosecution of a scheme, 
which certainly, in every other view, is more in harmony with 
the preceding portion of the Poem than the plan on which the 
Editor found it imperative upon him to act, in bringing about 
a termination as brief and rapid as it could be rendered, without 
absolute abruptness and confusion. In the next and final Book, 
he has endeavoured to accomplish this object, of which the 
numerous and manifest difficulties will be the best excuse for 
its defects ; his highest pretensions being limited to the desire 
of discharging a duty, which if within the range of his abilities, 
he would have been unwilling to decline, and of fulfilling what 
he may conceive the author’s wish would have been, as expressed 
in his own words, “ Do this for me, while I shall sleep in dust,” 


by appending to the body of his elaborate poem a conclusion, if ‘> 


not such as it deserves, at least not very prolix, and, be hopes, 
not altogether unsuitable. 


ARGUMENT OF THE LAST BOOK. 


The battle at Edington. Its incidents and consequences. 
The English are victorious, and the defeated Danes retire to 
their fortress of Bratton. Alfred besieges them there. Truce 
for burial of the dead on both sides. Submission is offered 
by the Danes, of which terms are proposed and accepted ; one 
of these being that Guthrun and his officers shall embrace 
Christianity, and have commands assigned to them under Al- 
fred. Monument of the victory, in the figure of the white horse 
cut on Bratton Hill. Triumphal entry into London. Witen- 
agemote in Sebert’s hall at Westminster. Honourable rewards 
bestowed on the deserving. Baptism of Guthrun in West- 
minster Abbey, and adoption by Alfred as his godson; the 
Princess Thora, (niece of Alfred) being also given to him asa 
bride. Marriages also solemnized of various personages of the 
poem. Festivities in celebration of these events and the gene- 
ral union. The Demons in rage and envy attack the Angels. 
The Deity interposes, and banishes the Evil Spirits. A vision 
is granted to Alfred, prophetic of England’s glories to a late 
posterity. The angels depart to heaven, leaving all triumphant 
and happy. 


ARGUMENT OF BOOK XLVIII. 


Tue Danes, headed by Guthrun, make a last combined charge 
on the English. Alfred orders up reinforcements, reanimates 
his soldiers, and advances in person to battle. He dispatches 
Turgar, Earl of Lincoln, to discover and protect the Queen. 
Meeting of Alfred and Guthrun in the battle. Death of Biorn. 
Capture of Hastings. Alfred seizes the new magic standard. 
Appearance and death of the three sisters, on the field. Flight 
of Guthrun and his army. They take refuge in the fortificd 
camp on Bratton Hill. Meeting of Alfred with the Queen, his 
children, and friends. Care of the wounded and lamentations for 
the dead. Alfred recals his troops from the pursuit, collects and 
addresses them. His speech and thanksgiving for the victory. 
The English feast in the Danish quarters. State of the Danes 
blockuded by the English at Bratton. Guthrun’s meditations 
during the night, and convictions. He resolves to seek an tnter- 
view with Alfred alone in the morning. Malice of the disap- 
pointed Demons. They raise a tempest ; which the Angels dis- 
perse, and put the Evil Powers finally to flight. Guthrun at 
the dawn of day repairs alone to the English camp. Interview 
between him and Alfred ; reconciliation, and terms of amity ad- 
justed. Supplies sent to the Danes at Bratton. Liberation of 
Hastings, who refuses to change his faith and country. His 
speech to the Danes. They resolce with Guthrun to emtrace 
Christianity, and to submit to the English. Guthrun’s speech 
tu his countrymen. Solemn procession of Alfred and the 
English Nobles, and mecting of both nations on Bratton Hill. 
Description of Alfred. He receives the submission of the Danes 
and Guthrun, on condition that they embruce Christianity ; and 
adopts the latter as his godson;; the Princess Thora, the niece of 
Alfred, being also given to himasa bride, Description of Guth- 
run. Speech of Alfred. Conclusion. 
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[ranks 
‘YX UTHRUN, meantime, on England’s dextral 
Drove, solid and concentrated, the tide 
Of his triumphant battle. At the head 
Of Denmark’s last surviving chivalry, 
Godlike in stature, aspect, acts, and arms, 
He rode, with voice, with gesture, or with glance 
Of his red-flashing eye, swaying at will 
His idolizing followers. Confident 
In their great King, they to his cheering shout 
Clamour’d responsive ; where his gory sword 
Pointed the way, precipitate, they rush’d, 
Conjunct in numbers, irrepressible 12 
In fury, bearing opposition down. 
Labour’d the valiant English. Sturdily 
They mann’d their hearts to bear intensest stress 
Of o’ermatch’d conflict—with tenacious foot, 
Body to body, shield to shield opposed, 
With utmost effort of united force 
And valour obstinate, they held their ground. 
As when, within the forest’s dark confine, 
By answering bellows, at a distance heard, 
Summon’d, and met at length, two youthful bulls, 
Lords of the herd, together rush, with head 
And horn close Jock’d, shoulder on shoulder borne, 
And struggling knee, firm planted on the soil, 25 
They wrestle, nor can either yet prevail 
To force or foil his brawny rival’s guard ; 
So hung the balanced fight. But noble Kent, 
Whose eye experienced, instantaneous summ’d 
The foe’s collected numbers, soon divined 
In his sagacious thought, the last resource 
Of Denmark’s monarch to retrieve, else lost, 
The fortune of the field. Straight to the King 
Swift pursuivants he sends, with hasty news 
Of the foe’s furious and combined assault ; 
Demanding sudden aid at sharpest need, 
And full developement of England’s power ; 37 
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Nor less than presence of the monarch’s self —38 
He deems may stem that onset’s heady pride, 
Which now his wearied soldiers controvert 

With slacken’d arm, retorting feebler blows. 

Him, in whom centred then his country’s hopes, 
Pallid and mute, the panting envoys find, 

In momentary lapse absorb’d, the hand 

Of his dead friend close grasp’d within his own, 
Bent o’er the couch, where, by his father’s side 
Convulsed with anguish, noble Athelard, 

Lay prone. Words few and rapid in their ears 
Pour'd the momentous tidings. Tohisfeet 49 
Sprang youthful Cornwall, from his sovereign’s hold 
Released his parent’s sacred hand, and placed 
With gentlest act upon the lifeless breast. 
Between the monarch and his friend then pass’d 
One look, nor needed more—without a word, 
Mustering his sternest energies of soul 

And limb, forth hurried Cornwall to the field. 

Nor less alert, collected, and composed, 

To his great toil the royal Alfred turn’d 
Assiduous, At his bidding prompt depart 
Heralds, on wings of speed. The King himself 
(Their errand so imports, on every side) 61 
Advances to the combat, with support 

Of fresh battalions, eager for the fight. 

One effort more of his loved countrymen, 

One simultaneous charge, he asks, to crush 

The foe, already maim’d and worn, and crown 
With victory’s proudest meed, the well-fought day. 
Such spirit, at those words, through England’s ranks 
Reviving ran, such strength redoubled nerved 
Their arms, and thrill’d their battle-wearied frames, 
As when the sailor, through nocturnal gloom, 
Storm-tost, and overspent, descries at last 

The glimmering beacon, and upon the gale, 73 
With shortening intervention, hears by fits 

The approaching pilot’s hoarse repeated hail; 

Glad to his deck he lifts the friendly guide, 

And steers in safety through the harmless waves. 


Now to his side in haste the monarch calls 
Young Turgar, Lincoln’s peer, and to his care 
Commits the instant charge, to penetrate 
By paths oblique, to him well known, explored 
In his past missions, under varied guise, 

Even to the tent of Guthrun, and secure, 
Through the tempestuous whirlwind of the fray, 84 
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The safe conveyance of his captive Queen. 85 
To his glad task, selecting followers few 

But tried, elate the youthful chieftain flies. 

Then from the rear remote, at the behest 

Of their prime leader, high exulting haste 

Mercia’s bold sons, impatient of the curb 

Imposed by wise reserve, which now removed, 
Their ardour long repress’d, in ampler vent 

Bursts forth. Beneath their tread the plain resounds. 
His own peculiar guard, from Windsor’s bowers 
Select, the monarch adds, champions for strength 
Stature and courage, flower of all the field. 96 
Like a fair grove of young and stately oaks 

Their order shew’d. Huge halberts in their hands 
They wielded, apt to deal the stunning blow, 

Or thrust, more fatal; and in every belt 

Prompt for the deadly grapple, sharp and short, 

A glittering poniard hung. To firmest rank 
Restored, recruits new rallied throng’d with these, 
Glean’d from each point of battle, late dispersed 
And lost in mad confusion of the fray. 

At head of all conspicuous, proudly borne 

On his war-steed, whose hue of unspeck’d white 
Rivall’d fresh snows deep-drifted, rush’d to fight 
Impetuous, while above him floated wide 109 
His country’s banner, England’s martial King. 
Through that dread clamour, like a trumpet’s blast 
Rose, audible, his signal-cry. Then, writhed 

In stricter folds, each host unsparing strain’d 

The fierce embrace of battle. But the King 
Piercing with eagle eye the turbid depths 

Of conflict, mark’d where under Guthrun’s arm 
Sunk the thick-serried files. Within his breast 
Rose the dear image of his prison’d Queen ; 

His ravaged country, and his slaughter'd friends 
With crowding recollections swell’d his soul, 120 
And moved to deepest passion, unrepress’d, 

He bounded on his foe. Sudden they stand 
Opposed, grim both in arms. Nor such assault 
Might e’en the fell career of Denmark’s lord 
Endure unstartled or uncheck’d, but paused. 

As two maned lions, on the prowl for prey 

And meeting unawares, with glaring eyes 

Fix’d instant, crouch and meditate the spring ; 

So stood the monarchs, for a moment’s space, 

In act suspended. But with furious sweep 
Between them Hastings, ocean-lord, conjoin’d 
With Prince Biorn, of Regner’s noble stock — 132 
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The sole surviving scion, rush’'d. Each chief 133 
At Alfred’s towering crest, malignant aim‘d 
Blows, but abortive. In his sovereign’s aid, 

On wave or shore expert alike in arms, 

To curb King Guthrun’s onset Octher sprang, 
Although in force unequal far to cope 

With Denmark’s monarch. Nor was absent there 
Seeking, incensed, the slayer of his sire, 

Young Athelard. He on his shield received 

The dint of Hastings’ biting axe; and him 

With fierce retort assaulting, shower’d his blows 
Uninterrupted, countless, as the fall 144 
Of wintry hail. Meantime o’er Prince Biorn 
Brandish’d with force resistless, hung the sword 
Of Alfred. Touch of pity at the view 

Of the young hero, in his earliest bloom 

Of martial beauty, fair but terrible, 

Yearn’d in his generous bosom. Swift he spoke : 
‘“Why should Islay thee? Riperstrength than thine 
Should challenge Alfred’s arm—lI know thee well : 
Green branch of Regner’s stem, retire and live.” 
Pride and high scorn purpled with deeper tint 

The cheek of Norway’s son, and from his eye 
Darted contemptuous. ‘ Learn by proof,” he cried, 
‘‘ If boyish vigour animate the thews 157 
Of Regner’s oftspring.” With the word, his mace, 
Wielded with double gripe, he hurl’d amain 

Full at the monarch’s helm. He, wary, shunn'd 
The ponderous mischief, whose eluded aim 
Swaying its baffled master, left his side 
Unguarded. Then avail’d not twisted mail, 

Or fold of quilted corslet, to repel 

The blow that pity yet of half its force 

Despoil’d, reluctant; but from Alfred’s arm, 
Though mitigated, deadly. Stood Biorn 

With mace again upraised, that to his side 168 
Slowly descending, gradual to the earth 

With crash as of some green majestic pine 

Of his own native mountain-home, he fell. 

‘* Father,” he cried, ‘‘ great Regner, Hubba dear, 
Hinguar, and kingly Haldene, to your arms, 

Last of his race, your son, your brother, comes. 
On ocean’s crested foam now never more 

Shall bark of ours career, no more its coasts 

And shelter’d havens tremble at our name. 

Not all unworthy of your fame, I seek 

Valhalla’s halls, deep in the crimson flood 

Of battle bathed, and mocking death to scorn. 140 
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Laughing I die’”—and from his lips rang forth 181! 
Laughter, if such it were, resembling half 
Sorrow’s sad wail, half the extorted shriek 

Of anguish, deepen’d with expiring groans. 


That sight the eye of Hastings saw, that sound 
He heard, where yet with Athelard he waged 
Desperate on either part, but dubious still, 

Contest outrageous, and with fury blind. 

Fractured and strew’d on earth, bucklers and mail 
Lay shatter’d; splinter’d, from their bands had flown, 
True till that strife, their falchions—now compress’d 
Each in the other’s grasp, with strain intense 192 
Of main heroic strength, limb-lock’d, they strove. 
Wild as a tiger taken in the toils, 

Though horror-struck, raged Hastings, at the sight 
Of his young soldier’s fall, his princely boy, 

Aid from himself denied. Foaming he tugg’d 

To wrench his limbs from the relentless hold 

That as with iron grapple bound his frame ; 

And half had forced his purpose. But inflamed 
By such fierce opposition, Cornwall now 

With effort, as of some mechanic power 

Slow, but resistless, from the ground his foe 203 
Upheaved, and dash’d with boisterous ruin down, 
As some tall tower of ice to southern seas 

Far drifted, by the tepid currents sapp’d, 
Thundering descends upon the flashing waves. 
Supine and stuon’d, while from his lips distill'd 
And ears, a purple stream, nor lifeless yet, 
Shock’d with that dread concussion, Hastings lay ; 
O’er whom, with arm already raised to smite, 

The vengeful conqueror strode, but sudden check’d 
His purpose, and to ignominious bonds 

Servile, detested, in the Dane’s esteem 

Tenfold than death more terrible, consign’d 215 
Fetter’d, the hands that slew his valiant sire. 


Nor aid or rescue from his countrymen 
Found then unhappy Hastings. They, the while, 
Each man, as to one common centre, flew 
Rallying around their standard, latest gift 
Of Frea, and the enchanted Sisters Three. 
Main test of victory, where its heavy folds 
Flapp’d in the air, each English eye was raised, 
Each blow was levell’d. There the princely twain, 
Athelwold, AEdelm, emulous in arms, 
Intrepid Essex, Albert, Surrey’s hope, 226 
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And Edgar, pride of Hants, incessant toil’d, 227 

Cheering their warriors to the charge, repell’d 

By the stern Dane as oft, and still renew’d, 

Not fierce and pertinacious less, than dash 

The breakers on some stubborn shore. But now 

Loud as the coming tempest, rose the shout 

Of thousand voices, while elate, on fire 

To seize the hell-spun ensign, through the ranks 

Burst irresistible the royal might 

Of England’s King. Then waving, face to face, 

Deadly defiance in their final strife, 237 

The rival banners closed, the argent Horse, 

And, witch’d with magic life, the Raven’s wing. 

One living mass, instinct with rage, might seem 

Those gather'd thousands, rolling to and fro, 

Toss’d by the breath of battle, as the top 

Sways, tempest-shaken, of some mountain pine : 

Commix’d and forceful wedged, that scarcely 
friend 

Might friend distinguish, or the armed hand 

Find space and compass ample for the blow. 

Yet not the less with havoc infinite, 

Through densest press the sword of Alfred hew’d 

Wide access. Terror shouted in his van : 249 

Mute in the rear stalk’d death. His dreadful path 

He wrought through direst slaughter, till beneath 

The Raven banner, by a Pagan borne 

Of bulk gigantic, like a god in arms, 

Sudden he stood. With one imperious hand 

He grasp’d the fatal staff, and with a stroke 

That ask’d no second aim, sheer to the brain 

Through his steel’d helmet cleft the bulky foe. 

Grief, rage, and terror, with bewilder’d pause 

Of blank astonishment and dumb surprise, 

Held Denmark’s palsied legions, when in air, 260 

Sail’d now no more their worshipp'd Raven, hurl’d 

To earth, with cowering crest and ruffled plume. 

Disastrous omen! failing yet the pride 

To quell, majestic, of great Guthrun’s soul ; 

In him, with shame rather inflaming more 

High scorn, and rousing yet more deadly ire. 

No longer valiant Octher, faint with wounds, 

Though stubborn and unconquer'd still, might stem 

The King’s unbounded fury. On his casque 

Full had descended Guthrun’s fatal brand, 

But in mid impulse harmless in the air 

Suspended hung, as bound with instant spell. 

In stupor fix’d he stands, glare his wild eyes, 273 
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As shadow-like, he sees, before him glide, 274 

Sprinkled with blood, in aspect corpse-like pale, 

Unearthly strange, three figures, known to him 

Too well, weird sisters, ministers of doom, 

Regner’s enchantress daughters. Grim despair 

Sat on their features, queen-like lovely still; 

White-foam’d their ashy lips; their hollow eyes 

Upturn’d, seem’d rivetted awhile in gaze 

Vacant, till bending on the shuddering king 

Their haggard glance, at once a piercing shriek 

Burst trom each labouring bosom, ringing shrill 

Through the deep rolling thunders of the war, 285 

Prolong’d in thrilling song: ‘ Death, death,” they 
cried, 

‘‘ To Denmark, to her Prince and people, Death ! 

Her warrior sons, her matrons, virgin youth, 

And babes that milk the mother’s bosom, Death ! 

Reproach upon her altars! To her gods 

Shame and desertion! Forfeit is their bond; 

Void is enchantment’s circle! Odin yields, 

And to his outcast children leaves despair ! 

His favour’d Raven gasps, by hostile hands 

Pluck’d from its pride of wing, and fluttering dies. 

We follow—Regner! Father! Brotbers dear, 296 

Brave Hubba, Haldene, Hinguar, loved Biorn ! 

Your fate is ours. Like you, we pour our blood 

In free libation on the battle-field : 

Defying man, and scorning to invoke 

The names of vain and faithless gods, we die.” 


They ceased, and instant each within her breast 
Plunged deep the trenchant blade. In one embracc 
Their kindred arms they twined, and kisses faint 
Each on her sister’s cheek, with pallid lips 
Impressing fond, great Regner’s daughters died. 
Creptcurdling, at that sight, through Guthrun’s veins, 
Horror, that to its vital fount repell’d 808 
The shrinking stream ; profuse, the drops bedew’d 
His brow, where consternation and amaze 
Alternate strove with doubt and deep dismay. 

In vigorous youth, and cast in manliest mould, 
His sinews as with touch of tremulous age 

Or palsy-stricken, quiver'd; when in place 

Of firmest confidence in cherish'd hopes, 

By dark imposture’s magic craft infused, 

Proof irresistible dissolved his dreams, 

With confutation of his idol gods, 

Visions accursed, and hollow sorceries. 319 
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The heart of Guthrun, stranger else to fear, 320 
Magnanimous, to risks of war or wave 

Alike obdurate, such discomfiture 

And dread confusion now withstood not. Filed 
Guthrun—fled total Denmark. As from snows 
Collected many a season, some dark pool 

High in the mountains widens, deepens still; 
Accumulated weight, with every sun 

Of summer, heaping on the frozen piers 

That prop its waters, which dissolved in part, 
Part by incumbent pressure overborne, 

Down on the valley pours the roaring flood; 331 
Woods, houses, herds, far in its headlong course 
Sweeping—the labours and the homes of men. 

So turn’d to flight precipitate, effused 

In panic universal, maniac-wild, 

Of shame, of glory, human sympathies, 

And tutor’d tenets of forgotten gods 

Alike regardless, Denmark’s hideous rout; 
Pursued by spareless massacre, and glut 

Of slaughter, still devouring, unappeased, 

With gloating appetite that from its prey 

No surfeit drew, but keener raged, inflamed 

By loose indulgence. Ample on that day, 843 
England! the vengeance that thy victor sons, 
Incensed, exacted from the flying foe : 

Large retribution, in a few short hours, 

For years of havoc; for thy shrines profaned, 

Thy ransack’d palaces, and cities storm’d, 

The smoking ruins of thy hamlet homes, 

Thy treasures plunder'd, and thy children slain. 
Enormous outrage! with like penalty, 

By tardy hands, but sure, requited now; 

While flamed vindictive, brandish’d in their rear, 
Swift and terrific as the dazzling fence 

Of angry cherubim, the English sword. 855 


Wide over hill and valley scatter’d, fled 
On every side dispersed, the straggling Danes, 
But shelter or repose found none. From towns, 
Envenom’d with despite of foulest wrongs, 
From every village, each secluded site 
Of cot or rustic hovel, issued foes 
Bent with deep quaff of Danish blood to slake 
The burning thirst of vengeance, and with chase, 
Ardent as hunters, to exterminate 
Like felon wolves, the invaders from the land. 
So perish’d all who, sever'd from their host, — 366 
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In single flight sought safety, never found. 367 
But to the forted mound on Bratton’s hill 

In masses multitudinous, absorb’d 

Within one over-powering whirl of flight 
Vortiginous, that undistinguish’d swept 

Helpless alike, the coward and the brave, 
Inextricable gulf, scarce conscious flow’d 

Mainly the current of the vanquish’d Danes. 
Thither fled Guthrun, rack’d with inward pangs 
Of keenest anguish ; fear, till now unknown, 

And now, though felt, disdain’d; but most with grief 
And self-upbraidings tortured, at the sight 378 
Of his loved comrades, by war’s iron tramp 
Trodden in dust, and Denmark’s glorious name 
Tarnish’d. Yet even in such dread extreme, 

The shatter’d relics still he strove to save 

Of that vast force, by morning’s sun illumed 
Compact, but quash’d beneath his evening ray. 

As when on down or mountain, wide dispersed 

By storm nocturnal, through the dangerous gloom 
Undaunted seeks his flock the anxious swain, 
Loud shouting, and with crook and busy aid 

Of clamorous dogs, compels them to the fold. 389 
So within Bratton’s bulwarks strong entrench’d, 
Guthrun, with beckoning hand and wide control 
Of his far-echoing voice, collected sad 

The mangled remnant, fugitive, forespent, 

Of his scared legions. Swift the sheltering walls 
They enter’d, barr’d the massive gates, and breathed. 


Now the red sun with ampler orb had touch’d 
The horizon’s line. Fast trooping here and there, 
Back from pursuit, the land’s redeemers came. 
Loud rang o’er all the field the welcome blast 
Of signal-trumpet, by the King’s command 
Admonishing retreat. How mighty then 401 
The swelling passions, and how mix’d, that stirr’d 
The heart of Alfred, as upon his ear 
Smote the shrill notes that far and wide proclaim’d 
Accomplish’d England’s triumph! But awhile 
These transports he repress’d. Care yet remain’d 
Best to confirm his conquest: yet, his thoughts 
Revolved the fate of his imprison’d Queen, 
Amidstsuch conflictrisk’d. Round Bratton’s towers, 
Then, with selected strength of guards, and post 
Of sentinels advanced, the leaguer'd Danes 
Strict he encompass’d, prescient of attempt 
To die in desperate sally, or achieve 413 
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Escape from threaten’d bonds. Precaution vain: 
They, all abash’d, with cow’d and prostrate souls 
Waited the certain crisis of their doom. 


Thus as the King, with meet expedient, made 
Each needful disposition, to his side 
Sudden sprang Turgar, Lincoln’s youthful lord. 
Before he spoke, his looks’ glad augury 
Announced his rapturous message, and diffused 
O’er Alfred’s cheek a kindred glow, who hears 
Delighted, in swift words and few reveal’d, 
His consort’s fortunes. She, in Westbury’s shades, 
Where, safe sequester’d, infant loveliness, 425 
Ripe beauty, and meek age, in breathless doubt 
Waited the battle’s issue, now reclines 
Clasp’d in her children’s arms, and by dear friends 
Tended with fond allegiance. Through the war, 
Her, youthful Turgar’s care, with convoy safe 
Had borne from Guthrun’s tent, where all alone 
She sate in strain’d suspense, amid the roar 
Of sudden battle boisterous raging round ; 
By all the fair attendants of her state 
Deserted. They (as wont in exigence 
Of danger) wildly to the sharpest edge 436 
Of conflict fierce had rush’d, with shriek and prayer 
And imprecation urging brother, sire, 
Husband or son to fight, thence never doom’d, 
Braving the indiscriminating sword 
That valour spared, nor beauty, to return. 
Pale on the field of blood extended lay, 
In their own tresses shrouded, side by side 
With those they loved in life, the haughty fair, 
Boast of adoring Denmark, theme of bards, 
Delight of heroes, lovely still in death. 
Ah! in the raptures of your happier fate, 
Maidens and wives of England! from your eyes 
Over your fallen sisters yet shall flow 449 
Tears of admiring pity, over love 
With proof of martyr faith by death’s own hand 
Seal’d, and affection constant to the tomb: 
Virtues that glowing in your own high souls 
With yet superior ardour, well ye know 
Even in the bosom of your foes to prize. 
You now, enfolded in love’s fond embrace, 
Endear’d the more by danger, conjugal, 
Filial, parental, ample recompense 
Enjoy, for toils with courage unsubdued 
Encounter’d, and for griefs with patience borne. 460 
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But chief, in bliss supreme, as in her woes 461 
Unparallel’d, with what enraptured height 
Of fond impatience, England’s Queen expects 
Alfred, the husband, father, Saviour-King. 
He, as the dove, long absent, plies his flight 
Direct, nor folds his wing, till in his nest 
He sits, soft murmuring by his partner’s side, 
So sought the objects to his manly breast 
Precious far more than life, or crown, or aught 
Save his own honour and his country’s weal. 
Nor these alone the happy monarch hail’d 
Return’d triumphant; but, with flush of joy, 472 
His sister, Mercia’s Queen, with fairest train 
Of dames attendant throne’d around him ; some 
Earnest to catch one glance; some on his hand 
To print impassion’d kisses. In the midst 
Encircled in his loved Elsweda’s arms, 
Her drooping head upon his neck reclined 
In trance ecstatic, while around his knees 
Their lovely children, Edward, Ethelward, 
And Ethelfleda’s infant beauty, strove 
To lure their sire’s caress, great Alfred stood— 
Stood silent. Tenderest softness all subdued 
His firm heroic soul, now passion-fix’d. 484 
But on his noble features rapture shone 
Too large for utterance, and his upturn’d eye 
Reveal’d the pious thought that heaved his breast 
With inward gratitude. Nor check’d he then, 
Nor deem’d his kingly manhood aught impair’d 
To let them flow unchidden, the big tears 
That coursing down his cheeks, with silent lapse 
And swift, through channels all unwonted stream’d. 
That brief thanksgiving, solemn in its pause, 
Mute, but emphatic more than loudest peal 
Of choral anthem, echoing through the aisles 
And vaulted roof of proud cathedrals, voice 4196 
Or motion none disturb’d, save breathings low 
Of sobs suppress’d, from bosoms with excess 
Of pleasure loaded, and surcharged with joy. 


So for a space they wept, for yet their hearts 
In quick transition toss'd, from racking fears 
To state of bliss confirm’d, with passion strange 
Throbb’d violent as his, who in the wave 
Struggling, and entering half the gates of death, 
Snatch’d sudden from the grave, on solid ground 
All unexpected shivering stands, amazed, 
Slow to believe, scarce yet of life assured. 507 
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At length, with gentlest action, on the cheek — 5s 
Of his reviving spouse, the King impress’d 

A lingering kiss. Her tender arms, that twined 
With clasp tenacious, round him, as afraid 

Freed from those bonds, their treasure late regain’d 
Again to lose, with force affectionate 

And smile benign unlocking, on the heads 

Of his fair children, his extended palm 

He placed, and breathed a fond paternal prayer. 
Next to surrounding friends, to Mercia’s Queen, 
Sister beloved, Eltruda, lofty-soul’d, 

Of regal pride her daughter, Thora fair, 519 
By stately dames encircled, turn’d the King 

With fervid gratulation; nor salute 

Less earnest, to Religion’s reverend train 

And Learning’s sons address’d, loved Erigen, 
Grimbald, and honour’d Asser, Adulph sage, 

And holy Plegmund, head of England’s church. 
Grateful, the prelates hail’d their champion prince, 
Whose courage, ruled by wisdom, and with aid 
Of Him who sways the battle at his will, 

Had dash’d to earth the Danes’ proud idols, fierce, 
Full gorged with human victims, foil’d the spells 
Of plotting witchcraft, impious and obscene, 531 
And with full vindication, the high cause 

Of man and God asserted : charity 

Beneficent, fraternal love to man: 

To Him, sole Maker, from his creatures praise, 
With grateful homage, humble worship, pure 

In thought, word, deed, and acceptable thus, 

And only thus, to Him, in whom are found, 
Beneficence unbounded, Charity 

Vast as his works, and unexhausted love! 540 


But short such blissful interchange of hearts, 
And soon alloy’d. O’er many a youthful brow, 
Many with age deep-furrow’d, dark the clouds 
Of sorrow gather’d, when report, not slow 
To bear unhappy tidings, had convey’d 
To shuddering ears the fortunes of the field. 

Soon by the couch where wounded valour groan’d, 
Tn rustic hut or straw-spread barn, or field 

Damp with war’s crimson dews_ midst mangled heaps, 
Saxon and Dane, man, horse, and shatter'd arms, 
Each at the side of him who shared her heart 
With love diverse but equal, daughter, bride, 
Sister, or mother, weeping knelt; with touch 

Of healing virtue, pain’s envenom’d tooth 554 
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Blunting, and fluttering life’s exhausted source 555 
With nicest skill repairing. Happier these 

Who hoped, midst doubts that boded all their cares 
Hopeless. But loud the shriek of pale despair, 
Encountering oft, heart-harrow’d, midst the slain, 
Beloved ones sought with quest, to which one ray 
Lent treacherous lustre, only to expire, 

And by faint contrast leave a deeper gloom. 


But chief by Lockham’s placid streamlet rose 
Sounds as the cadence of a funeral hymn 564 
Plaintive, low chaunted o’er the closing grave. 
There over Warwick’s peer, her cherish’d sire, 
Mourn’d fair Felicia; there the pallid form 
Clay-cold of Rayner to her widow’d lips 
The sad Fidelia press’d, and Emma there 
With fond devotion nursed the throbs that told 
Life faintly lingering yet in Kenwulph’s breast. 
Wrecks of affection these! But on the house 
Of noble Devon, double-fork’d the flash 
Of ruin had descended. How may art 
Of whisper’d comfort, pity’s charmed phrase, 
Avail to soothe the transports of your woe, 
Honoria! widow’d spouse,—and orphan’d child, 
Hilda! of husband, son, sire, brother reft? 578 
Cold in your arms, with clasp convulsive held, 

Lie those unconscious relics of your love, 

All that remains of valour, manly worth, 

Wisdom, in age—in youth, of modest grace, 

Mild virtue, courage dauntless, truth unstain’d. 
Weep for your Oddune, for your Eldred, weep 
Tears that embalm the brave. But these the hand 
Of England’s monarch, with endearing touch, 
Already dries; at his consoling voice 

Within your breasts the troubled waves of grief 
Subside to calmness, settled and resign’d; 589 
While on the glories of the happy dead 

For their dear country fallen, on the field 

Which their own valour won, the royal bard 
Triumphant dwells, and with prophetic song 
Points your sublimed affections to the view 

Of sure re-union, that shall never know 

Disruption more, and bliss beyond the tomb. 


Now through the general camp, by sceneslike these 
Chequer’d, but not depress’d, electric ran 
Ungovern’d joy, intoxicate with sense 
Of liberty achieved, that to the mind, 690 
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Scarce of such triumph credulous, might seem 601 
Suggestion rather of some dreamy hope 
Deceptive, than of waking truth. In arms, 

Met from each district of wide England’s realm, 
Dear children of one common mother, some 
Strain’d to their manly breasts in close embrace 
Their brave companions; the responding hand 
Grasp’d forceful some. Rang far the shout and song 
Exultant, laughter buoyant and prolong’d, 
Involuntary oft and closed with tears. 

But louder still, proud boast of every tongue, 

To every lip familiar, echoed wide 612 
The name of Alfred. Monarch, him, and friend 
Saluted thousand voices, him proclaim’d 
Deliverer, Father of their native land ! 

Alfred! in fortune’s worst reverse unmoved, 
Sagacious from the fragments of defeat 

To build fair victory’s.temple—Alfred ! long, 
Like the slow brooding of a summer storm, 
Unseen and unsuspected, gathering stern 

Large hoard of silent vengeance, now discharged 
With dread explosion, instantaneous, dire, 
Fraught with consummate ruin on the foe. 

Him now approaching, thus they greet, with clash 
Of stricken arms, and cheers of loud acclaim, 625 
As, with throng escort of illustrious chiefs, 
Through ranks confused and disarray’d he moves, 
Evolving gradual from the implicit mass 

And crowds discordant, discipline, with place 
Decorous mark’d for each in station due. 

Then, while attention waited round, and seem’d 
Even nature’s self, wrapt in profounder calm 

And lightly veil’d in the dim robes of eve, 

To list the patriot and the king, he spoke. 


“ Rejoice, brave men of England! He who rules 
The tide of battle, Lord of Hosts, has crown'd 
Your arms with noble victory! Ye are free, 
You and your children! Be to Him the praise ! 
Rejoice! for exultation ye have cause 
Ample, yet humble, grateful in your joy, 

Forget not Him from whom the blessing flows. 
Just as he is, remember his delight 

Is mercy, to his creatures who themselves 

Shew mercy, freeliest granted: sheathe the sword ! 
Tremendous in the battle, let your arm 

Be prompt to spare the fallen, fierce to slay 

In wrath, but generous in your might to save. 647 
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Break not the bruised reed: with gentle hand = 6418 
Rather upraise it from the ground, and strive 

To bind the wound, it may be that yourselves 
Inflicted. Christians! thus it is that He, 

Holy and mild, your teacher, has enjoin’d: 

As you would wish that others to yourselves 
Should do, so do to them; nor hate, but love 
Your very foes. Sheathe, therefore, now the sword ! 
So shall they learn, your enemies, how far 

Your faith divine transcends their barbarous rites; 
To what unmeasureable height He towers, 

He whom you worship, o’er their idol fiends, 659 
Malignant, false, and drunk with human gore. 

But now refreshment, and the sweet repose 

Of slumber, after labours long sustain’d, 

And duties well accomplish’d, doubly sweet, 
Your wearied limbs demand. Yet first, dear friends 
And valiant countrymen ! with humble knee, 
Bend at the footstool of His awful power ; 

W hose hand, with signal grace, this day was stretch’d 
O’er England’s armies, and with vengeance hurl’d 
The pebble, else despised, from our weak sling 
That crush’d the forehead of our giant foe. 

Him praise. Salvation manifest from him, 671 
With grateful hearts acknowledge— Him adore !” 


He said, and knelt. In reverential act 
Of pious thankfulness, on that wide plain, 
‘Turbid so late with uproar and with rage 
Of madden’d conflict, every knee was bow’d, 
And silence reign’d, impressive. Prayer more pure, 
Or thanks more ardent, from the hermitage 
Of sainted anchorite in woods embower’d, 
Or to some stony desert far exiled, 
Ascended never, than, with clasp of hands 
In rigid gauntlet mail’d, with adjunct none 682 
Of train’d devotion, formal oft and cold, 
But from impulsive fervour of the soul, 
Those war-stain’d soldiers, on the battle-field, 
To their Great Captain then in earnest pour’d. 
His hands to heaven upraised, and his mild voice, 
Though with emotion faltering, not the less 
In that unbroken pause distinctly heard, 
England’s high prelate, shepherd of her church, 
With peace and blessing ardently invoked, 
Over the spirits of the attentive throng 
Breathed now a soft composure. They arose 
Consoled, with passions tranquillized, and hearts 
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Fitted with fuller scope to apprehend 695 
Their high deliverance, and in juster scale 

To weigh its vast amount. In sober mood 

Of more collected joy, swift they disperse. 


As when, at peep of morn, the careful swain 
From nightly durance in their wattled cote, 
Or burdled fence, there long debarr’d from taste 
Of savoury verdure, his white flocks unpens, 
That numerous through the narrow outlet throng 
Impatient, over mead or breezy down 
Diverging wide, and close, with busy tooth 705 
Cropping the fragrant herbage; eager thus 
By sting of hunger urged, the English bands 
O’er Edington’s wide plain, through spacious tents 
And proud pavilions countless, domiciles 
Late of the vanquish’d foe, with appetite 
Provoked, explore vast hoards of treasured spoil ; 
Of their own harvests, flocks and lowing herds 
The plunder; produce, by the robber Dane 
Torn fiercely from their own laborious hands. 
Nor fail’d provision there to crown the cup, 
Mead, or the grape’s bright juice, mature. Profuse 
They heap'd the board, dispensing long and large 
The welcome recreation, liberal gift 718 
Replenish’d oft, and oft again renew'd. 
So glow’d the banquet, with endear’d exchange 
Of cheerful converse, happy greetings, join’d 
With reminiscence loud of many a deed 
Wrought on that day, which their saved country, 

proud 

And grateful, in the records of her fame 
Emblazing high, shall to remotest time 
Transmit with jealous vigilance; firm pledge 
Of freedom, happiness, and honour, based 
Upon the matchless valour of her sons! 728 


Thus fared the English host, within the vale 
Of Edington, with feast and song their toils 
Rewarding, in deep slumbers promptly drown’d. 
But where on Bratton’s neighbouring summit rose 
The Danes’ embattled fortress, cowering low 
Behind the strong redoubts, nor yet by these 
Assured of safety, Denmark’s legions lay, 
Watchful, with terrors harass’d, at each sound 
Upstarting, fur before their dazzled eyes 
Yet flash’d the sword, that like a pestilence 
Had raged amongst their wither'd ranks, consumed 


BOOK XLVIII. 437 


As the dry stubble at the touch of fire. 740 
Nor sleep their eyes, nor rest their weary limbs 
Recruited. Of their aching wounds, no hand 
With soft appliances of lenient art, 

Assuayed the rankling torture. Woman’s grace, 
Meek-eyed compassion, and man’s lofty boast, 
Indomitable courage, wont to blaze 

Brightest in fiercest ordeal, test like this 

Endured not. Sullen, from his fellow’s eye 

Each shrank abash‘d, as conscious of the shame 
And wild confusion glaring in his own. 

As when from covert of the jungle springs 

With hideous roar, the tiger, at a bound 752 
On deer or roving buffalo intent 

To fix his talons, but astonish’d falls 

Short of his meditated aim, and sees 

The prey elude in flight his baffled fangs; 

Then to his lair with disconcerted mien 

And stealthy pace, low crouching, slinks again: 
So from high mood of insolent disdain, 

Imperious late and lordly, sudden fell 

To depth of craven fear the abject Danes, 
Desponding. Countless were their dead; yet these 
They mourn’d not, nobly slain, pouring their souls 
In war; but envying rather, on himself, 764 
Of threaten’d bonds impatient and defeat, 

Turn’d many a scornful fugitive the sword 

Proved weak against the foe, but potent still, 
Piercing its master’s offer’d breast, to win 

The joys of Odin, in his golden halls. 


These, hating life, with suicidal blow 
Courted the refuge sought by feeble souls 
From evils hard to bear. Not so the mind 
Of Guthrun fainted, though on him with force 
Unmeasured, rigour dread and unforeseen, 774 
The hand of stern Adversity was laid. 
Task’d to the utmost, on all sides assail’d 
By agonies intense ; his kingdom lost; 
His chiefs and warriors slaughter’d ; his proud hopes, 
Built on the faith of wizard spells, o’erthrown ; 
His trusted Gods, so long with bigot zeal 
Adored, not seldom to bis eye and ear 
Reveal’d apparent, palpable to touch, 
Suspected now, vain phantoms, airy charms, 
Or monstrous offspring of delirious dreams ; 
Still his strong heart, magnanimous, with sense 
Expanding more of inward worth, when reft — 786 
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Of Fortune’s accidents extrinsic, swell’d 787 
With manhood’s last resolve—since hope no more 
Remain’d in action, firmly to endure. 

Hard effort! of true dignity in man, 

And grandeur, the sublimest test—‘To bear ! 


Alone he sate, with pageantry of state, 
Imperial splendour, martial pomp, or flaunt 
Of princely garniture attended none, 
Majestic in his ruin. Such might seem, 
So stately proud in grief, in fortitude 
Awful and stern resolve, the royal Dane, 797 
As on the Alp or Apennine, some tower 
Massive and huge, high seated, by the blast 
Of thunder, or the whirl of eddying winds, 
Torn and dismantled, on the traveller frowns, 
Who far below, from deep ravine, upsends 
A timid glance, and shuddering passes on. 
Absorb’d and motionless he sate, as stunn’d 
By shock of dread reverse, but in his mind 
Collected, with incessant toil, revolved 
Deep thoughts of highest import, while enwrapt 
In meditation, all the crowded past 
Upon his memory rose in clear review, 809 
With prompt suggestions of ambition foil’d, 
Fierce lust of war rebuked, and pious zeal, 
Misplaced and credulous, by fiends abused. 
So fared he musing, likest one who bent 
To feast his fancy on the ancient stores 
Of fable and of song, or from sweet wells 
Of philosophic eloquence to draw 
Pure draughts of antique wisdom, quits alert 
The arms of sleep, ere darkness yet be fled, 
And long, assiduous, on his task intent, 
Sees pleased at length his lamp’s dim lustre wane 
At day’s approach, slow dawning, to his eye —s21 
Delightful, glad inhales the perfumed breath 
Of earliest morn, and hears the matin chaunt 
Of thrush, or lark high-soaring as he sings. 
With joy like his, but nobler, livelier far, 
Upon the mind of Guthrun, pondering deep 
The ways of Providence, and long obscured, 
With faint uncertain beam at first, but soon 
All radiant shone the light of Truth, reveal’d 
In Faith’s transcendant beauty, that to Heaven, 
Herself from Heaven descended, leads the way, 
In Charity, with comprehensive arms 
Embracing all creation, and in Hope, 333 
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Whose stedfast promise never shall deceive. 534 
Through all his frame sensations exquisite 

Glided delicious, while it seem'd his heart 

Within him, long indurate, melted now, 

And warm’d to extacy of bliss, propell’d 

Its streams, with mildest glow, through every vein. 


Nor absent then from his recurring thought 
Was he, the minstrel stranger, who in song 
Of solemn sweetness, to his charmed ear 
Unfolded first the scheme sublime, alone 
In union true combining earth with heaven, 814 
The reverence due to God with love to man. 
With ripe and plenteous harvest, from the seed 
Scatter’d on stony place (as then it seem’d) 
By the blest hand of that adventurous Bard, 
The heart of Guthrun teem’d ; in the wild creed 
Of Odin nurtured, but by nature form’d 
Great, generous, and humane. His bosom glow’d 
With new-born ardour to compose the strife 
Between the Dane and England, to arrest 
For ever the wide—wasting arm of war ; 
And, (novel votary at his shrine who came 
Not to destroy but save) from death or chains 
His subject multitudes,—alas! in pride 857 
How humbled, how in numbers weaken’d—yet 
To rescue, yet with men till now their foes, 
To reconcile, and fix in happy homes. 
By such new hopes transported, through his limbs 
With toil and care exhausted, gently crept 
A pleasing languor, o’er his spirit came, 
With soothing influence, the celestial peace 
That passes understanding, and he slept. 


But his afflicted people, slumber none 
With short oblivion of their ruin’d state &67 
Might visit. Unrefresh’d, unhoused, with pangs 
Unsatisfied of hunger, and of wounds 
Stiffen’d by night’s chill air, they restless paced 
Their rampart’s dreary confines, or resign’d 
To moody desperation, motionless 
On earth’s cold bosom all abandon’d lay. 
But not with pity, vanquish’d, desolate, 
Them Satan and his demon powers survey‘d, 
Gods counterfeit detected. Rage, instead, 
And height of furious scorn possess’d them: much 
(As wont with minds malignant cross’d in schemes 
Of evil, deep into the pitfall, dug 879 
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By their own cunning, plunged) against themselves : 
But most their rancour of revenge and spite 

Of disappointed mischief, with hot spleen 

They vented on their foil’d confederates, proved 
Weak to achieve their malice: fit reward 

For evil service, hate; for deeds of sin 

Appropriate wages, death! Ere yet to hell, 
Where only might be found profoundest gulph 

To bury, den obscure to hide, their shame, 

They, under shelter of night’s darkest wing 

Urge, mortified, their flight, on every side 

With laughs of fiendish glee, amassing stores 

Of elemental discord, essences 892 
Inflammable, and each to each opposed 
Incongrnous and abhorrent most, they mix 

The dire ingredients. Sudden raged the storm ; 
Through the thick darkness, with incessant play, 
To earth the lightning dash’d its livid fires, 
Exploding on the Danes’ defenceless heads, 

With crash of detonation, bolt on bolt, 

Consuming where they fell. Tremendous roll’d 
The thunder, rivall’d by the roaring voice 

Of whirlwinds, shaking from their gusty wings 
Vollies of stony hail, and torrent streams, 903 
Outpour’d in slope descent of sheeted rain. 


Of that unhappy people, thus the sport 
And victims of ingratitude, the vice 
Of fiends, and first in their arch-leader shown, 
Few on the beams of morn, their longing eyes 
Had turn’d, but either they had perish’d, worn 
With hunger and exhaustion, or their lives 
Gash’d wounds unstaunch’d had drain’d; fire-stricken 

some ; 

And more, last impious effort of despair, 
Braving their fate, self-slain. But scene so dread 
Of human desolation, the bright train 914 
Supernal, faithful servants of the Power 
That pities all, saw not unmoved; the foe 
Compassionating, to the verge of death 
Goaded by torture of the vengeful fiends. 
From their high watch, on spread of sunny plumes 
Swift they descend : nor doubtful conflict then 
Ensued, nor ever shall, where good with ill, 
Malevolence with love benign, contends. 
Dismay’d, the demons spied the far advance 
Of that celestial panoply, in force 
Not seldom their superior proved. Base fear, 925 
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Offspring of Guilt and Shame, unapt to stand 926 
Upright in Virtue’s presence, or her eye 

Severely mild to bear, usurp’d their souls. 
Collecting round them all their gloom, they wrapp’d 
Their disappointment in the central womb 

Of tempests manifold. With mutter’d curse, 
Whiil of conflicting winds, and shuddering quake 
Of the rock’d earth, confusion and uproar 
Ineffable, they sought the place to them 

Assign’d by final justice, and to those 

Who, like them, hate the light, and therefore fix’d 
In outer darkness, suited to their deeds. 037 
So fled the crew accursed, nor near approach 
Awaited of those heavenly bands, who now 

With their blest presence, over earth and air 
Spread wide a tranquil splendour. The soft gales 
To sense of weary mortals, in repose 

Of slumber hush’d, low murmuring, whisper’d peace; 
And through her blue unruffled ocean, calm 

And all unrivall'd, sail’d the cloudless moon, 

Save that innocuous meteors, flashing wide 

With mild illumination, and awhile 

Dimming her argent orb, in lengthen’d track 
Mark’d the bright transit of the angel choir, — 949 
Who, their high mission full accomplish’d, now 
With hymns of gratulation, harp and voice 

Tuned in extatic harmony, on wings 

Of triumph borne, to realms congenial soar’d, 
Mansions of bliss, and everlasting day. 


But now from Guthrun’s eyelids, while as yet 
In wavering balance counterpoised, the day 
Suspended hung with darkness, lightly pass’d 
Sleep, to his mind with consolation fraught 
Not less than strength to his recruited limbs ; 

So placid were the dreams, that, whether dropp’d 
Blissful, by hand angelic, or inspired 961 
By conscience, newly-waken’d, of intents 

Benign, had visited and sooth’d his rest, 

At once his active thought from short debate 
Elicits bold resolve; no middle course 

Cautious to steer, but for the general weal 
Himself, his life, his freedom, than his life 

More dear, to peril; in the English camp 

Seeking alone, unarm’d, an injured foe, 

Yet noble-minded, known in fight too well 
Untamed of fury, but in victory mild. 

Strong in his generous aim, all meaner doubts, 972 


442 AING ALFRED. 


Conquer’d, to sue the conqueror, man, king, Dane, 
To Saxon, king, and mortal man to plead, 

Fle stifles, on the instant bent to find 

Great Alftred’s self, and needful conference hold. 


With noiseless step, and unobserved, for now, 
Throughout the wide encampment of the Danes, 
Despair itself and pain confess’d the power 
Of sleep, opposed no longer, glided forth 
The anxious monarch, pausing oft with sighs 
Deep-drawn and mournful as a father breathes, 
Over his suffering child’s unconscious form 983 
Bent in nocturnal watch ; for all around 
In the dim haze of morn, before his eyes 
With pity not unmoisten’d, infinite 
In every varied effigy of death 
And utter woe, his people’s ruin lay. 

Soon on the summit of the rampart mound 
Cresting the hill, in solitude he stood 

And silence ; stretch’d below, yet indistinct, 

The plain surveying, with enquiring gaze, 

And ear of strain’d attention. Sound was none 
Save of the plover, in his circled flight 994 
Screaming far distant, while the lark unseen 

High overhead, the moorland wilderness 

Cheer'd with his airy descant, or from farm 

To farm remote, with answering cry, the cock 
Pass’d shrill the rival challenge. Curling, white 
Before the morning breezes, slowly ebb’d 

Mists, that o’er Edington’s expanded vale 
Far-floating billow-like, conceal’d the tents 

Where England's forces lay. Few moments’ space 
Absorb’d in contemplation stood the King, 

Ere from his lofty post, at one light bound, 

The trench beneath he clear'd, with rapid steps 
Off the crisp herbage of the mountain side 1097 
Brushing the dews, and from the lively gales 

That with yet moisten'd pinion fann’d his brow 
Inhaling sweet refreshment. Near the smoke 
That mounted, wreathed in many a dusky spire, 
From watchfires kindled by the English guard, 

He soon arrived, with caution circumspect 

And more deliberate pace approaching slow; 

But check or question here encounter’d none, 
Where all he found fast fix’d in attitude 

As Sleep, no feign’d enchanter, with his wand 
Had touch‘d them; prostrate some, some halfreclined, 
On shield or spear supported, or on sword, —1019 
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Still clench'd. Such paramount control, fatigue 
Immense asserted over duty’s claims. 

Doubtful, he weich’d the better course, if these 
Passing unchallenged, eastward to explore 

The avenues, to him familiar long, 

Inclining towards the royal tent (Dane-Head 
Thence named) proud centre yesterday of power 
Supreme; beyond vicissitude, it seem’d, 
Confirm’d; dominion absolute; proved frail 

As air-spun gossamer of lightest down: 

Or to some sentinel awaken'd here 1030 
Pronounce his name and purpose, and demand 
Safe ingress. As in momentary pause 

The King thus ponder’d, light upon his ear 
Advancing footsteps echoed. Quick he turn’d 
And met the earnest gaze that on himself 

The stranger vigilant had fix’d. <A chief 

He seem’d, of noblest bearing. In his port 
Command authoritative, staid reserve, 

Subdued by grace of manliest beauty, mark’d 
Proof manifest, by nature's signet vouch’d, 

Of inborn dignity, majestic height 

Of King-like virtue, and heroic mind. 

Him Guthrun view’d admiring, nor rebuke 1043 
Surmised, or harsh accost, from looks that beam’d 
Benevolence, with highest courage blent, 

And calm of grave composure. First he spoke. 


‘These sleep, whose office is towake. But thou, 
Who by their watch protected, as I deem, 
Hast fitter claim to rest, thou wakest. Me 
A Dane thou judgest; therein right: not so, 
If thou shouldst add, an enemy. The cause 
That brings me thou shalt know at full, when known 
Thyself. And surely my conjecture errs 1053 
Not largely from its aim. The man who wakes 
When others sleep; who, when the vulear crowd 
Forget their duties, provident fulfils 
His own, with care augmented to supply 
Defect of others, is, or ought to be 
A monarch, and a monarch thee I name, 
Nor less than Alfred, England’s victor King.” 


Towhom the English sovereign: ‘‘ Thou hast said, 
And truly : this day I am England’s king, 
So late a wanderer, in her woods and caves 
Screening my hunted life. But thou, to guess 
By this thy deed; detected, leave unsought, 1065 
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Within these precincts of our camp; some scout 1066 
I would pronounce, insidious, of the foe 

An emissary base, with mission charged 

Of which thy sudden death the forfeit pays. 

But such award, though obvious, thy proud mien, 
Too noble for such office, and thy voice 

Not unremember’d, bar. Declare thy name, 

Safe in the warrant of a Christian king.” 


‘That name [ not disguise, (the Dane rejoin’d,) 
Nor blush to ntter. Yet attend. To thee 
Full well I deem it not unknown, there caine’ 1076 
At eve of their great feast, to Denmark’s tents 
A wandering bard, with harp and song, who there 
Admitted to the sovereign’s presence, saw 
And heard King Guthrun. Large discourse ensued 
Between them, while in ears not found averse 
To learn the tenets of his faith, sublime 
And sweet, the Christian minstrel pour’d his lay, 
By Guthrun in the chambers of his soul 
Hloarded in secret; of divinest use 
Soon found, when every other help was vain. 
Alfred! to me, with memory’s ready aid 
Comparing tone and feature, doubt is none 1088 
That bard was England’s monarch. Listen thou, 
And look intent; and, if thou mayst, recal 
Him who now stands before thee, changed indeed 
Much in his fortunes. Be it so. ‘Tis thine, 
A king, to triumph; mine, a man, to bear. 
Not for that cause [ seck thee. In estate 
Much changed, in spirit and affections more; 
As far in that dejected, as in these 
Made happy and exalted; for myself 
Think not I sue, or at thy hands require, 
(Kind though I know thee) clemency or aid. 
With me, unarm’d (my sword is cast away, 1100 
My buckler cleft asunder) unredeem’d, 
(Ransom of gold or silver have [ none) 
So deal as foe is wont with foe, if me 
Alone thine act regard; but if thyself, 
As best becomes a conqueror and a king. 
But for my people, rather poor remains 
Of those I proudly call’d so, call’d my friends, 
My heroes, and my brothers, bravest hearts, 
Warriors, unmatch’d, unconquer’d, till by thee ; 
For these lies prostrate, Alfred, at thy feet, 
The pride of Guthrun, never bent before ; 
For these, a willing hostage, liberty 1112 
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And life he pledges, and the sacred faith 1113 

Thyself hast taught him. Spare my noble Danes! 

As foes alone inveterate and fierce, 

Thou yet hast known them. Learn their worth as 
friends, 

High-soul’d and generous, with all virtues stored 

That most beseem the soldier and the man; 

Faithful and just; by superstitious dreams, 

And lies delusive though too long misled. 

Admit them to that altar, where their King 

Desires to worship; by example teach 1122 

The beauty of thy precepts. Spare thy foes ! 

Sick and imprison’d visit them with peace ; 

Give food to famish’d mouths; to naked limbs 

Garments and warmth; to souls, in error lost, 

True knowledge of religion’s pleasant ways. 

By that divine religion, purest source 

Of love and peace to man, henceforward mine ; 

By all thy heart most treasures, every pledge 

Of sweet domestic happiness (no pang 

Assails me, conscious, when I speak of these) 

Now to thine arms restored; but chief, O King, 

I by that name adjure thee, late myself 1134 

Like thee a King, and judging from my own 

Thy feelings ; by the more than father’s love 

Thou bearest England, spare the fallen Dane !” 


Thus as he ceased, with glistening eye, and lip 
Trembling with passion, such intensest prayer 
In Alfred wrought emotion visible 
Of strongest sympathy. Surprise at first 
Possess’d him mute, svon follow’d by delight 
And admiration; liveliest joy, that now 
Conviction full illumined Guthrun’s mind, 
Noble and good, of truths expounded late 
By his own voice; great joy, nor reverence less, 
For motives kingly, pure, alone intent 1147 
On Denmark’s welfare, heedless of his own, 
By Alfred’s heart congenial felt and prized. 
Amid such tumult of contending thoughts 
Even winged speech was slow. At once his arms 
He open’d wide, on Guthrun quickly closed. 
As with impatient ardour of embrace, 
Instinctive in each other’s clasp are found 
Twin brothers, parted long, by many a chance 
Of varied fortune tried at sea and land, 
After much grief endured, and inany ties 
Of fond love sever’d, unexpected met; 1158 
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So those embattled sovereigns, after wars 1159 
Ferocious waged, strife virulent aud long, 

Now each the other to his rival breast 
Constrain’d with concord fervent and sincere. 

At length, with effort of his voice, whose tones 
Expressive, seem’d fresh from the copious spring 
Of his great heart’s benevolence to gush 
Melodious, to the ear of Guthrun sweet 

As is to him in arid desert lost, 

Ready with thirst to perish, the near sound 

Of running waters, spoke the English king. 


‘** No! not as Dane with Saxon, but as sons 
Of one Almighty Father; not as foe 1171 
With foe, but as a brother with the fruit 
Of the same womb that bore him, shalt thou plead, 
Guthrun ! this suit to Alfred: at his feet 
No captive suppliant thou, but to his breast 
Strain’d with a friend’s affection. Ask no more, 
But, with accumulation, in thy mind 
Fullest fruition of each sanguine wish, 

Uustinted sum, and with addition large 

Believe it yielded. So importunate 

To ask, so prompt and grateful to receive, 

Thou canst not be, as I to hear and grant 
Rejoiced and liberal. . Conqueror now indeed 

I am, not sole of bodies maim’d or slain, 1184 
Unworthy triumph! in war’s cruel game; 

Best to the savage suited, in his den 

Gloating o’er trophies of his victims’ pangs 

And his own brutal valour; but of men 

In willing bondage led of linked hearts, 

Refined, inform’d, and taught the Truth Supreme, 
That though the kingdoms of this earth be ours, 
Heap'd wealth of treasures inexhaustible, 
Unconquer'd courage, virtues all and powers 

That make weak mortals proud; yea, faith itself 
Of force the very mountains to remove, 1196 
All is as nothing, wanting Charity ! 

Of man the noblest virtue, as of God 

The highest attribute. What if we love 
Ourselves, with temperance, patience, chastity, 
Labour to curb our appetites, and earn 

Health for the body, for the mind delight 

Of spirits ever cheerful? Since we serve 

Our own advantage, what desert is ours ? 

Or if we dote on beauteous mates, and rear 

Our tender progeny, with ravish’d eyes 1205 
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Beholding iv them each day’s increment 1206 
Of strength and loveliness? With every beast 
That roams the plain, all tribes irrational 

That vocal tenant the thin air, or mute 

The waters, qualities like these we share: 

Distinct alone in this—when to our kind 

Of every lineage, of whatever clime 

Native, with feature or with colour stamp’d 
Whatever, by their Maker, we extend 

In faint resemblance to Himself, our love ; 
Approved as humble coadjutors thus 

In his great scheme, of all beneficence 1217 
Divine and human, grand and final scope, 

The virtue and the happiness of man !” 


Thus far, transported by his noble theme, 
The monarch spoke impassion’d. When he paused, 
Guthrun, whose heart at every word had burnt 
With ardour scarce restrain’d, the yielded hand 
Of Alfred seizing, to his bosom press’d 
With energetic rapture. ‘* Be that law 
Here written, here promulgated, (he cried,) 
Sole rule of every action, arbiter 
Of all my thoughts and wishes. What a world 
Of moral beauty opens on my mind, 1229 
Sunk and benighted hitherto in mist 
Of superstitions, by some evil power, 
To God and goodness foe implacable, 
Devised; so best to feed the noxious growth 
Of furious passions, and on violence 
Of wrongs retaliated found their sway. 
Fierce in their native courage, and inflamed 
Further, to highest pitch of rage, by wiles 
Of those bad spirits, with our Danes to cope 
Surely I deem’d no mortal force in arms 
Might venture ; far less, venturing, foil with shame. 
But lo! a miracle to me: by men erst 
Unwarlike, train’d to industry and arts 
Of peaceful labour, with mild faith imbued 
Benignant, hated by our tribes and scorn’d, 
Such utter devastation in our ranks 
Is wrought, of soldiers war-inured, of chiefs 
Whose joy was battle and whose home the field, 
As even English eyes may weep to see. 
Great surely is His might, of wonder, praise, 
And worship all-deserving, from whose name 
The feeble lamb has borrow’d strength to rend 
The lion iron-fang’d ; the silken touch 1252 
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Of peace, to crush war's adamantine mail! — 1253 
Teach us to know Him! What he is we know 
By these his judgments, terrible, though just, 

To those who hate him. Let us learn his love 
And mercy ; what he is to those who keep 

His great commandments, and fulfil his law. 

Be this thine office, Alfred! Thanks to thee 

I give not; empty, nor by thee required ; 

Seeking, well know I, not in vain applause 

Of men, mere sound from beings who themselves 
Are likest shadows, thy rich recompence ; 

But in the high award of Him, whose eyes _—1264 
Peruse the inward spirit, whom to please, 

(So hast thou taught me) is eternal life, 

But death, and worst perdition, to defy.” 


Such words of Guthrun hearing, gratified 
To sum of every wish, replied the King. 


‘“¢ Well hast thou said. On this, as on a rock 
Of firmest base, the union will we build 
Compact of Saxon reconciled with Dane. 
Of one Almighty master, King of kings, 
Join’d thus in common service, through this vale 
Of many sufferings, not as heretofore 1275 
With emulation to encrease, and add 
Fresh pungency to sorrows, needing none, 
But by participation each alert 
His comrade’s griefs to mitigate, secure 
Tn trust of mutual kindness, band in hand 
The mingled race shall walk in peace and joy. 
Glad consummation ! to his precepts due 
Who bids a people weary of their sins, 
And with offences heavy-laden, seek 
An1 find in Him their rest, in Him whose yoke 
Ts easy, and whose burthen light to bear.— 1286 
So shalt thou find them; from all other yoke 
Or burthen free, thy countrymen and thou, 
Save such as, by her laws imposed, the sons 
Of England love and glory to sustain. 
Either, at pleasure, let thy nation seek, 
Climbing their white- wing'd barks, another shore, 
Or here, with thee remaining, choose to share 
Our faith, our laws, and of our fertile land 
Goodly proportion. Now time asks our care; 
For with advancing morn already flies 
The spell that seal’d these slumberers’ heavy lids, 
Sleeping remissly, but perforce, o’ertoil’d ; 1298 
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And through the camp is heard faint stir and hum 
Of man’s yet drowsy voice. First, cheer thy Danes, 
Besieged and destitute, with tidings glad 

Of peace, and large supply of needful aid. 
Meantime, so fair invite the smiles of day 
New-born, with beauty things inanimate 
Investing, filling all that breathes with joy, 

We, while the early hour as yet permits 

Leisure, most relish’d then and easiest found, 

To the green banks of yonder winding stream 
Turning our steps retired, may feed discourse, 
(All retrospection banish’d) with fair views —1310 
Of happiness in prospect, fix the terms 

Of concord permanent; how best to merge 

In one assent of minds, all jarring feuds, 

And by twined links of close affinity, 

Life’s dear domestic charities, cement 

Indissoluble ties of nations, long 

Opposed as rivals, now by us (high task, 
Worthiest our faith in Christ, our rank as kings !) 
Taught how to love each other, and respect 

The form, in common to man’s race assign’d, 

Of God, imprinted by his own great hand.” = 1521 


He ceased : to whom the royal Dane at once 
Responded cheerful. ‘‘ Ardent as thine own 
Shall be my study to achieve this aim, 

Good and exalted. Our immediate care 

Were likeliest best advanced, if to the camp 

On Bratton’s hill, Hastings, now captive here, 
Conducted, should report our peace confirm’d, 
Proved by his freedom. Further, let him bear 
This signet, well by Denmark’s children known, 
Nor less revered. Some pride e’en yet is mine 
Not unexcused, to feel that Guthrun’s will 

Is still his people’s law; that where he dwells, 1333 
Their home is fix’d; nor will they now refuse, 
By thy pure faith and royal virtues won, 

To bend before the Power that he adores.” 


He said : immediate to the martial throng, 
Now with enquiring gaze around the Kings 
Assembled, Alfred issued meet commands. 
Where Lockham’s placid streamlet winds, its pools 
Embower'd in flowering alders, then the Kings 
Wander, apart from all, midst opening bloom, 
And concert loud of early matin birds ; 
Sounds, odours, sights, profusely by the hand 1314 
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Of youthful May presented, every sense 1345 
Delighting, by the Kings not unobserved, 
Conferring thus, nor slighted, but enjoy 'd 

Yet more by contrast; traversing lone wilds 

Of loveliest nature, with fraternal link 

Entwined of arms, that yesterday had waved 

High in the van, swaying the tides of war. 

So in discussion unreserved, the Kings 

Matured their scheme benevolent; well pleased 
Each, mirror’d in the other’s breast, to view 

His own transcendant virtues. Thence desire 
Arose in Alfred’s heart, by policy 1356 
Not more approved, than on just estimate 
Founded of noble qualities display’d 

Conspicuous in the Danish Prince, to bind 

With firm alliance to the English throne 

His friendship; Thora, beautiful and proud, 
Royal herself, his niece, and every suit 
Disdaining, less than royal, on the King 

With large viceregal powers o’er northern realms 
Bestowing ; gratefully by him received. 

In such pure spirit, far above disguise 

Of mask’d hypocrisy, the monarchs there 1367 
Pursued their high debate; unlike the course 

Of tortuous politicians, through the maze 

Creeping of low intrigues, with jealous heed, 
Features by cold dissimulation’s art 

Composed to fraud, and sacred gift of speech 
With varnish’d lies equivocal abused, 

To hide designs themselves would blush to own. 


Thus whilethey parley’d, through the English camp 
Spread wide the glad intelligence of peace 
Establish’d, full submission of the Danes, 
Penitent, and abjuring evil gods, 1378 
. Whom to propitiate, rapine, slaughter, war, 

Alone avail’d their votaries. To kind acts 

Of tender mercy and compassion moved, 
Taught by their monarch nobly to forgive 

And spare the foe subdued, they willing turn’d 
In crowds towards Bratton’'s fort their friendly steps ; 
Ascending swift, not with offensive arms, 

The steep acclivity, but charged with stores 
Needful to soothe the wounded, or supply 

The calls of hunger. Them with roused alarm 
At first the Danes astonish’d view’d, encreased 
By absence unexplain’d of him, sole hope 

Of Denmark, Guthrun, captive deem’d or slain. 
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Wild through their camp confusion reign'd, with fear 
Of stratagem ensnaring, and surprize 

Deadly and sudden, by their foes design’d. 

Nor less than fierce assault of wall and tower 

By furious storm they dreaded, and to feed 

With carnage indiscriminate, and urged 

To extirpation, the besieging sword : 

Dire apprehension, soon allay’d, For now 

Before the walls arrived, the English bands 

With friendly gesture and salute proclaim’d 

Their generous purpose, held no more in doubt 
When noble Hastings to their eyes display’d 1403 
Their monarch's signet, and with warrant firm 
Assured their lives and freedom. Open wide 
Instant the gates were thrown; arms half assumed 
Cast far away; while frantic with delight, 
(Weakness of minds undisciplined and rude, - 

In passion’s strong revulsion) some with shouts 
Vociferous spoke their joy, with laughter some: 
Rapturous they leap’d, they sang, they danced, wild 
Contrasted strangely with their wasted forms [acts 
And shrunk, bruised limbs, with gory traces streak'd 
Of woundsas yet unstaunch’d. Thus forth they rush’d 
To hail the generous English; in their arms = 1.415 
Cordial received, or from their knees upraised. 
Such change had wrought on tempers fierce and prond, 
To victory used, defeat with shame, and dread 

Of bonds or death in unaccustom’d shape 
Impending, oft defied in open field. 

So when some mighty river, swoln with rains, 
Ganges, or Indus, gradual rising, climbs 

His banks precipitous, and soon surmounts 

With ease obstructing barriers, rock or mound, 

By nature or by art opposed in vain; 

Filling the low subjacent valleys, dawn 14:6 
Plunges the monster-stream ; if then perchance 

To some near eminence for safety crowd 

Men and domestic herds, with fiercest beasts 

That prowl the wild, from woods and caves expell’d, 
Tamed by the general fear, amidst the flocks 

Low cowers each savage, terrified, foregoes 

His cruel nature, and forgets his rage. 


Such subjugation of the Danish pride 
Hastings contemptuous viewing, in sharp words 
And few, their weakness stern upbraiding, spoke. 
‘* No longer Danes; alone to till the ground 
Found worthy; warriors now no more, remain 1438 
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Here with your recreant King, on subtle priests 
Fawning, who preach, absurd, of peace, and love 
Due to the foe that hates you; and in toils 

Of peasant labour wearing out your lives, 

Loan of your conquerors, to dishonour’d age. 

Not liberty for bondage, nor the gods 

His fathers worshipp’d, at the battle’s feast 

Who love on blood to banquet, for the creed 
Effeminate of doting Christian cowards, 1447 
Will Hastings barter. Not the cross, but arms 
This hand shall wield; while life is mine, my prow 
Shall skim the breast of ocean, and my limbs 
When Odin calls me midst the fight, shall find 
Not on detested land a grave, but sunk 

Deep in the sea’s unfathomable caves. 

Now choose: this law the victor King prescribes — 
With Guthbrun here remain, on lands assign’d 

To dwell, and fatten in ignoble ease ; 

At Christian fanes content to pray, your arms 
Discarded, and the ploughshare taught to guide ; 
Or roam with me the main, from distant lands 
Wresting rich spoil, your home the wave-wash’d ribs 
Of galleys treasure-laden, and your god ; 
Him to whom heroes need not blush to kneel, 1462 
Great Odin, dweller of Valhalla’s towers.” 


So spoke the Sea-king proudly, while his eye 
And gesture, more than words, express’d disdain 
Immeasurable. On the Danes he fix’d 
His gaze inquisitive, but answering looks 
Or shouts approving won not. On the ground 
Silent, as touch’d by shame, their downcast eyes 
They fasten’d; shame, but false, and combated 
By better knowledge and resolves; of war 
Such surfeit, and of blood-shed, on themselves 
With tenfold mischief now retorted, ruled 1473 
Their souls, which but for safety and for ease 
Languish’d ; not dead to grateful sense of good 
For evil by their foes return’d, and lured 
By new desire of rest, and promised joys 
Of settled homes, in happy prospect shewn : 

But chiefly bent with Guthrun, name revered, 
Fortune of life or death to share, the land 
Adopted, and the faith by him avow’d. 

So where in strength and size pre-eminent 

Paces the antler’d forest-lord, behind 

Submissive troop the herd, of force confess'd 
Inferior, subject stags, sleek mottled does, 1185 
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And bounding fawns; he, conscious, tossing high 
His branching forehead, steps with stately pride: 
Instinct in natures, brute and rational, 

Alike implanted; homage from the one 

Extorting to corporeal powers; from man, 

To mind's supreme endowments; energies 
Exhausted never in the sacred cause 

Of Justice, intellect acute to sift 

Good, with quick tact, from evil, and a soul 
Svaring beyond ambition’s vulgar aim. 

Such were the virtues, in King Guthrun seen 
With awe, that in his worst reverse secured 1497 
His people's love, and bound them to his throne. 


With mingled wonder and contempt, not long 
His convert countrymen proud Hastings view’d, 
But turn’d abrupt, with haughty step that spurn‘d 
The soil he trod on, stature that might seem 
Rising to view, and bulk dilating, scorn 
So bitter, with hot passion swell’d his soul. 

But few the comrades who his rapid strides 
Pursued, retiring; fellows long in arms 

Beneath his roving pennon, floating high, 
Portentous of the fight, or loose to storms, 1.08 
Audacious, streaming bold defiance, thrown. 

Such joys henceforth renounced, of useless arms 
Offensive disencumber'd, now the Danes 

On every side collect the weapons, late 

So cherish’d, ponderous battle-axe, lance, sword, 
Keen scimitar or crushing mace, abjured 

Not without sighs, nor unregretted dropp’d 

From hands familiar, clinging to the steel 

By hardy deeds ennobled, of its lord 

The pride, and stern partaker of his fame. 
Unhonour’d, all in heap promiscuous thrown, 

In the camp's centre, guarantee of peace 1520 
To England's sons, the savage implements 

Are piled, of spoil and massacre, so long 

Over their humbled heads with tyrant sway 
Brandish'd, and spotted with the crusted stain 

Of life-drops trom their dearest kindred drawn, 
Round the grim pyramid of gleaming steel, 

With joy complacent, Denmark’s new allies 
Assembling gazed; but all insulting word 

Or gesture insolent repress'd, of men 

Unworthy, generous, valiant, merciful 

To raise the humble, strong to quell the proud ; 

A lofty race, severely grave, but kind, 1532 
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Nor ever slow to worship at the shrine 1533 
Of holy pity. Now with eager zeal, 

Their faith’s divine injunctions, love for hate, 
For curses, blessings, to the convert Danes 
Best to expound, infallible and clear; 

Not with harangue elaborate, not by clench 

Of reason’d argument, or nice debate 

On doctrines, met perhaps with sceptic scorn, 
But by unquestion’d test of practice, deeds, 
Their own interpreters; with ready hands, 
Largely the noble English to their foes 1543 
Dispensed all needful succour, health, ease, life, 
‘To those who lately on themselves had heap’d 
Of misery, death, and pain, unmeasured load. 
With awed astonishment the grateful Dane 
Fruits of Religion, in the Paradise 

Ripen’d of virtuous hearts, and tinged with hues 
Ingrain’d by rays from Heaven itself, survey'd 
And tasted: by the produce, well he knew 

The blessed Tree, nor less than all-divine 
Confess’d the hand that planted, and adored. 


Fed by the dews of heaven, age after age, 
To every climate native, every soil, 1555 
Prone never to decay, nor seen of leaf 
Sere or deciduous ; but by balmiest airs 
Celestial fann’d, in bloom perenoial, nursed 
And water’d by the Meek, o'er earth, (pronounced 
Their heritage) shall that immortal Tree 
Progressive stretch its branches, till mature 
O’er every land they universal wave. 
Refresh’d, beneath its shadow now the Danes 
Peaceful reposed. Such joy as pilgrims know 
Was theirs, from middle desert, where hot winds 
Had round them lash’d on high the smothering surge 
Of sands illimitable, scarce with life 1567 
Evading, but beneath fruit-burden’d palms 
In verdant oasis at length reclined, 
Delicious draughts updrawing, cool and clear, 
From wells deep-sunk, or breast of current springs. 
With shouts of transport, from his embassy 
Return’d successful, everlasting league 
With earth alike, (now reconciled) and Heaven, 
(Its wrath averted) ratified, their King 
They hail’d, their intercessor, not more prompt 
At head of his main battle, in its flower 
OF streugth and numbers, once to shock their foes, 
Than now themselves despondent, to console 1579 
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And save, transforming deadliest foes to friends. 

As round a tender father, much beloved, 

They throng’d, whom, after absence brief, but long 

In their esteem, and tedious, to his home 

His numerous offspring welcome glad, with smile 

And kiss affectionate, and while they share 

His fond caress, each childish fear discard, 

Lnfolded in their kind protector’s arms. 

In silence, with demeanour firm, but stirr'd 

With thoughts that open’d wide, thro’ all its springs 

The fountain of his soul, in mingled flood 

Forth pouring feelings, by his mighty heart — 1591 

With labour govern’d and in bounds confined, 

King Guthrun stood, nor check’d with eye severe 

His people’s loud salutes, nor yet with smiles 

Tovited, till with hand majestic waved 

Their clamour turbulent he calmed. His voice 

In words deliberate, then, and low, but clear, 

That thrill’d thro’ every breast, he raised, and spoke. 

[sweet 

‘Sweet are these sounds to Guthrun, far more 

Than song of bards that still he loves, or once 

Than song of bards more loved, the trumpet’s call. 

Danes! by that signal summon’d, I have earn’d 

Y our plaudits, on triumphant deeds of arms — 1603 

Bestow’d not seldom; justly, as you deem’d, 

And well deserved—but never more than now : 

Then, now, one only claim is mine, the love 

1 bear my people,—when with victory crown'd, 

To every foe superior, much—subdued, 

Defeated, humbled to the very dust, 

Beyond the force of words to speak it, more. 

*Tis nothing that for you, in many a field, 

I staked my life upon the die, but much 1612 

That Guthrun, for your sakes, endures it now: 

Weigh'd fairly in the scale at last, and proved 

Just, in that love alone ; in all things else 

Detected inefficient, light and vain. 

Brave ye have call’d me! Has the foe not seen 

The face of Guthrun turn’d to flight? and wise! 

Before me, O my people, I behold 

The sum of Guthrun’s wisdom,—death to you, 

Repentance to himself, and bitter shame. 

But grant me bold in battle, politic 

Iu counsel, generous in design, and kind: 

Before a courage more magnavimous 

My strength was wither'd, by a sager mind 

Made frustrate my devices, and, Oh! more 1626 
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Than all, my virtues (so you call'd them) shamed, 
Surpass'd, how far! by goodness than divine 
Scarce less, nor comprehending less than all, 

His kind, his country, you yourselves and me! 
Proud was the purpose, Danes ! for which your King 
Long fought, and ponder’d long, upon the wreck 
Of conquer'd nations to exalt your power : 

High pinnacle of grandeur, if attain’d, 

But hard to climb, and fatal, as we learn, 

Miss’d one unwary step, the headlong fall ! 

Lords of the land no more, our empire built 

On force compulsive, and on stress of arms, —_1638 
By mighter arms subverted, and by force 

Join'd to true wisdom, great we must not be 

Nor glorious. Still, a better hope remains. 

For pride of domination, under rule 

Of Guthrun’s broken sceptre, happiness 

Expect, with him, beneath great Alfred's sway. 
With blessings loaded, like a messenger 
Commission'd by that highest, holiest Power, 
Whose vengeance, in our downfal visible, 

His sword inflicted, (with what weight, ye know) 
He comes beneficent, commuting wrath 

For mercy, hatred for paternal love ; 1650 
Hands scattering lavish donatives, and arms 
QOutstretch’d, impatient to embrace his sons. 

Mark what contention now, my countrymen ! 
Calls forth your native worth ! as ever wont, 

In honour’s path, your King shall lead the way. 
Worsted we are in battle, in the clash 

Of steel o’ermaster’d ; but in this good strife 

Of emulative virtue, you shall stand 

Invincible. Your gratitude shall match, 

(Vast it must be) the large munificence 

Of your benign antagonist. Your faith 

Spotless, devoted zeal, allegiance, firm 1662 
As you have borne to Guthrun’s self (more firm 
Was never, spotless or devoted more) 

Shall to a prince endear you, raised as high 

In royal attributes and kingly gifts 

Of head, or hand, or heart, above my sphere, 

As even him, nor him alone, but all, 

In love to you I far transcend—to you, 

My subjects now no more, but brothers, friends; 
Still faithful friends, dear brothers; partners once 
In all my triumphs ; now, in this my fall, 

Loyal adherents ! and, O honour’d name ! 

Which I may once again pronounce, henceforth 
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To be by us vo more remember’d— Danes.” 1675 


He ended, but in action fix’d remain’d, 
And feature still expressive, on his tougue 
As though the words yet dwelt; and still inclined 
His people, bent in silence, as to hear; 
With such emotion issued from his lips 
The heart-warm feelings, and with eagerness 
So rapt, their ears, unsated, drank the sounds. 
In thought absorb’d and motionless awhile 
They stood, indulging recollections dear 1685 
Of early scenes renounced ; their northern homes, 
Their Denmark, with her cliffs of frowning pine 
Snow-crown’d, and echoing to the eagle’s cry ; 
Her rampart coast of rocks, her ice-bound lakes 
Outspread in glassy smoothness, and her seas 
With storms resounding, buffetted so oft, 
And cleft so proudly by their dauntless keels: 
Regions beloved, that now relinquish’d, seem’d 
Congenial more, by memory tinged with hues 
Deceptive, than the blaze of southern skies, 
Green-mantled vales, and tepid airs, and song 
Of birds, effeminate, and scented flowers. 1697 
So mused they darkly; but by light of hope 
And fancy not uncheer’d, foreshowing bliss 
Untried, of life, no more precarious, toss’d 
At sea and land, with tempests on the wave 
Conflicting, or with foes on every shore ; 
But housed in quiet domiciles, on slope 
Of suuny hills, or in recesses green 
Shelter’d of valleys, to no ruder sounds 
Responsive, than the low of kine, or bleat 
Of nibbling flocks, by rosy smiles of love 
Domestic courted, numbering happy years, 
With him their guardian loved, and father, shared, 
Gutbrun ; the cross, like him, sure pledge of peace, 
Submissive bearing, and with service true 711 
Requiting freely Alfred’s generous sway. 
As round the grave just closing, that from eyes 
With weeping dimm’d, for ever hides the form 
In life revered and loved, of early friend 
Or honour’d parent, lingers long the train, 
Witb sorrow mute and awe, of mourners, loath 
To quit the precincts of a spot, esteem’d 
Beyond all others sacred now aud dear: 
In contemplation buried, silent, thus, 
Pondering past fortunes, or their future lot 
Forecasting, round their monarch stood the Danes. 
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But from such fascinated trance, and dream 1723 
Of pensive thought, at once they started, roused 
By burst of sounds well known, that in their breasts 
Had oft exasperated fierce desire 
Of fight, or through their scared and flying ranks 
Peal’d, like the voice of doom. Loud in their ears 
The English trumpet its alarum sang, 

With intonations spirit-stirring mix’d 

Of warlike music, shrill or deep, the roll 

Of drum sonorous, the resounding horn, 

And breath mellifluous of the flute’s soft fall: 
Symphonious prelude to the near approach, —:1734 
No longer fear’d, of him, the monarch foe, 

In shock of arms encounter’d oft, with loss 

Of haughtiest champions, to his single arm 
Unequal proved, and diminution sore 

Of Denmark’s glory, till it coped with bim 
Peerless, but forfeit past redemption now. 

Ardent within them burnt the thirst, to view 

And at full ease contemplate him, the man 
God-like, whom first their foe, (themselves, not he, 
The aggressors) conqueror next, protector now 
Benevolent, and master, seen indeed 1745 
They had, but scarcely ; dazzling to the eye 

And terrible, as unexpected flash 

Of fire ethereal, while along their ranks 

He shot with meteor fleetness, or transpierced 
Their dense battalions, to their central heart 

With force and uproar, as of thunder, borne. 
Insane, and of their folly cognizant 

Too late, who dared to tempt and meet in arms 

A hero, far and wide from southern shores 

To confines of their own bleak arctic isles, 

Famed as of valour matchless, doubted once, 

Till largely, to their cost, confirm’d, and more: 
Valour, not blind and reckless, like their own, 

On perils madly rushing ; confident 1759 
And proudly boastful most, when least secure ; 
But over-ruled by foresight circumspect, 

And true-divining prudence, from the past 
Sagacious, with no false surmise, to read 

The future; and by manliest fortitude, 

With patience join’d, that never tires, sustain’d. 
Not wider his renown, nor by the voice 

Of wondering nations, raised with louder praise, 
Though, lord of no secluded isles, but crown’d 
Imperial master of the West, from Seine 

To Tiber’s bed, and far away beyond 1770 
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Old Danube's waters broad-extended lay 1771 
His vast dominions,—Charlemagne, by name 
Distinguish’d great, but good withal and wise. 

To him, in ample measure of domains 

Inferior far; in virtues, every grace 

Accomplish’d, mental or corporeal powers, 
Confess'd not second; nor in aught eclipsed 

By noblest names, in History's grateful page 
Recorded, Greek or Roman, of mankind 

Delights and common ornaments, August, 

And Fathers of their country, proudly styled, 
Wisest of men, for wisdom most renownd, — 1782 
For goodness and beneficence, the best— 

By such report illustrated, the Great 

Saluted, not perversely, but in sense 

Most true, in merit best applied, advanced 
England’s immortal glory, Alfred !—name 
Majestic, sacred, whom remoter age 

Had hymn’d a deity on earth, to him 

Proud temples raising, marble shrines, with smoke 
Of offer’d incense, stated sacrifice 

Of victims crown'd with flowers, and choral songs. 
Such forms primeval gratitude devised, 

Erring, but simple, nor incurring blame, 1794 
From better knowledge yet debarr’d; in men, 
Their benefactors, viewing, darkly shown, 

A transcript just, however faint, of Him, 

Whom, venial sin! they, in his noblest work 

Thus own’d, with homage indirect, but pure. 


With thoughts akin to these, impress’d with awe 
As though expectant of a presence, raised 
By nature’s standard far abuve the mark 
Of man’s inferior order, now the Danes 
Approach of their great conqueror, near at hand, 
Awaited anxious, peering forth, intent, 1805 
Amidst the slow advancing throng, their judge 
Indulgent, to discern, and future King. 
Nor long their glance stray‘d doubtful. As of old 
Assembled {srael paused not, warn’d that he 
Amidst them, chosen and anointed, stood, 
Their granted king; but to the towering bulk 
Of Saul, admiring, turn’d at once their eyes, 
And saw, amongst the people, none like him : 
So settled, as with one consent, all looks 
Upon the form of Alfred, eminent 
Princes amidst, and prelates, knights and peers, 
His sumptuous equipage: such, wise, and bold, 
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And pious, many, (lost and mourn’d far more) 1818 
To England yet remain’d: by hoary heads 

A pparent some, as shepherds of the state, 

Pillars of counsel; some, in strength confirm’d 

Of middle age, compeers, serenely grave, 

Of courage high, by long experience tried ; 

But most, exulting in the lovely dawn 

Of youth’s first etHlorescence, gay with hope, 
Choicest of England's chivalry ; to sight 

Grateful as breadth of fertile glebes, with sprout 
Of blades luxuriant, in the breath of spring 
Gsreen-waving, promise of the ripen'd year. —-1829 
Nor, of that regal pomp surpassing pride 

And rarest ornament, were wanting there 
Becoming steps of beauty, roseate smiles, 

And dovelike glances, by those frowning ranks 
Set off the more, as sunbeams gild a cloud 
Charged with suspended thunder. Midst her train 
Of noble matrons, paragon of grace 
Majestic, peerless shone, of England’s crown 

The consort, loving best and best beloved 

By him, of love most worthy. Second place, 
Nor with large interval, in dear esteem 1840 
Fraternal, boasting, Mercia's beauteous Queen, 
With winning softness of demeanour mild, 
Smooth’d the harsh features of steel-harness’d war ; 
That smiled, embellish’d by the lofty mien 

Of proud Eltruda, and the princely charms 

Ot Thora, haughty in her loveliness, 

Of thrones ambitious, and ere long a throne 
Destined with royal Guthrun’s self to share. 


Magnificent, to solemn tune of airs, 
With measured pace harmonious, stately moved 
The glittering pageantry, midst flash of arms 
Dazzling the sight, beneath embroider’d folds 1852 
Of standards waved, and shine of sunny gems 
Set in emblazon’d gold : caparisons, 
Trappings, and gauds, if not by some high aim 
Ennobled, fitter left to proud parade 
Of Eastern potentates, barbaric chiefs, 
In joys voluptuous drown’d, Sultan or Khan, 
Or Caliph—worthless in themselves, and vain. 
From such auxiliars England’s King no aid 
Requiring, but a lustre from himself 
To them imparting, not their own, all eyes 
Allured and fix’d, as to the centre's point 
Converge from every side the scatter’d rays: 1864 
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Tribute of admiration well bestow’d 1865 
On the world’s proudest boast, a Patriot-King. 
Such being, such in aspect Alfred seem’d, 

With rarest union, in one perfect whole 

Summing all qualities, in youth or age 

With reverence most observed, or fond esteem : 
The carriage grave and dignified, that stamps 
White hairs as wisdom’s emblem ; vigour firm 

Of hardy manhood, in its zenith; bloom 

Of youth decorous, and seductive grace 

Of courteous act, mild look, and accent bland. 

So in deportment regal and urbane, 1876 
Response of word, or gesture meet, the King 
Sedate return’d to gratulations loud 

Of his applauding people, and salutes 

Mute but expressive of the expecting Danes ; 

Not with cold scorn requited, as the son 
Degenerate, of a sire renown’d, the first 

And greatest Constantine, exalted high 

Upon his jewell d car imperial, rode 

Sublime, along the wide Flaminian way, 

And through the eternal City’s marble streets 
With gazing myriads crowded ; statue-like, 

In slow procession, through the sultry hours, 1888 
Rigid of limb and feature, and with eyes 
Unmeaning fix’d, that never to the right 

Swerved, or to left; the painted efhigy 

Presenting of a Despot, to the view 

Pompous, of sense and human feeling void. 

Far different he, who in his boyish days 

Those streets had traversed, and within those walls 
On his fair locks, from hands pontifical, 

Received the sacred oil; portentous act 

Esteem’d, and sure prognostic of a reign 

Destined to rival or outvie all names 

Of title popular, Kings primitive, 1900 
Consuls, or high Dictators absolute, 

Or, of monarchial import, Cesar, Prince, 

Or Imperator, of Rome’s commonwealth 

Servants, or of her gorgeous empire lords. 


Now, to consummate, of his great exploits 
The greatest, of his counsels politic 
And sage, profoundest; plann’d with height of skill 
And wisdom unsurpass’d ;_ with wary art 
Pursued, that mock’d detection, patience stern 
Relaxing never, night or day, and wrought 
With force of valour irresistible ; 1911 
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Achieving thus in one short summer sun, 1912 
What well might seem stupendous enterprize 

And hard-earn’d triumph of laborious years, 
Alfred assumed his state. With circling coils 

The ample sides, from base to crown, were wreathed 
Of Bratton’s hill; most intimate, the Danes 
Disarm’d, by England’s warriors, bright in steel 
Environ’d complex ; these beyond, a crowd 
Interminable, countless, that emboss‘d 

With varied prominence, the slope hill’s skirts 
And jutting ridges; burgher, vassal, serf, 1922 
Yeoman and peasant, rank, and sex, and age 
Promiscuous, here around their King conglobed ; 
From city congregated, village, town, 

Hamlets and scatter'd homesteads; tasks foregone, 
Cares, occupations cast away, all joys, 

All griefs forgotten, in one thought absorb'd 

Of vanquish’d Denmark, and of England freed. 
As from the hive, redundant hurrying forth, 

The youthful population, emigrants 

To some new mansion, hollow bank, or trunk 

Of ivied oak decay’d, with buzzings loud 

Fill, in spring season, all the air, and soon 1934 
Attract their watchful master: he with sounds 
Unmusical, their weaker notes subdues, 
Andtosome neighbouring bough compels the swarm, 
Thick-clustering there around their queen, till housed 
At fall of eve, quiescent, with low hum 
Approving, in their new balm-scented home: . 
With love like theirs, so numerous, and with sound 
Of blended murmurs such, that multitude, 

With throng of gather’d thousands fenced their King. 


High rose the throne, as with a capital 
Crowning the mount, commanding widest scope 
Of prospect unimpeded, on the rock 1946 
Turf-cushion’d founded, and o’er-canopied 
By heaven’s own brightest azure; judgment-seat 
And dread tribunal well befitting him, 

The censor-monarch, at whose footstool stood, 
Their guilt acknowledged, aid in part atoned, 

A captive nation, contrite, waiting doom. 

He sate, by all conspicuous seen, and paused, 
Seated ; no sooner visible, than awe, 

At once, with silence, on the people fell, 

Hush’d into deepest calm. So when aloft, 
Sudden in view, from bosom of a cloud 

Emerging, looms the eagle, instant cease, 1958 
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Beneath the shadow of his wing, loud songs, 1959 
Of choristers, that with their warbling fill'd 
Thicket and grove ; they gaze, and shrink appall’d, 
Mute, while the royal bird sails proudly by. 


Then slow, from forth the Danish ranks advanced 
King Guthrun. To his princely steps all eyes 
Were drawn, but of the English most, well pleased 
To dwell securely, yet so nigh, on him, 

Wolf of the North, sea-monarch, pirate-king, 
Feeder of sharks and ravens, at whose uame 

All knees so lately totter’d, from all cheeks —_1969 
The blood, and from the tongue its language, fled ; 
By fancy pictured hideous, as the brood 

Of fabled Titans, hundred-arm’d ; deform'd 

And savage-grim, as direst monster, feign’d 

In eastern story, or in classic song. 

Untired they gazed, with scrutinizing glance 
Exploring mien and aspect, as a band 

Of hunters, on a lion, in the toils 

Or pitfall deep entrapp’d, in triumph half 

And half in fear, look stealthily, each limb 
Gigantic scanning, shaggy mane erect, 1980 
Sharp fangs disclosed, and eyes that sparkle fire. 
Astonish’d they beheld the chief abhorr’d 

And dreaded ; wonder’d at his lordly port, 
Aspiring stature, symmetry of form 

Exact, in mould robust, and dignity 

Of fairest youth ingenuous, neither clothed 

In gloom of cloudy frowns, nor yet relax’d 

In blank embarrassment, and abject shame ; 

Firm, though with sorrow tinctured. All adimred ; 
Not least, imperious Thora, by his air 

Of native grandeur won, nor soon to grace 

His high vice-regal throne, repugnant found. 1992 
Smiles, him, on every side, approaching thus, 
And looks approving, greeted: warriors stern 
Measured, amazed, his towering height, perused 
His huge but shapely bulk, and iron thewes 
Athletic, prouder that their own strong arms, 

Such force prodigious braving, had subdued. 

But brighter was the glance, and shot from eyes 
Of softer fire, that even in such foe 

Complacent mark’d each comely excellence 

By youth and beauty courted most ; his locks 
Profuse and glossy, clustering round a brow 
Ample, dominion’s seat; the azure light 

That gleam’d beneath it, as a falcon’s keen, 2005 
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Yet lovely, soften’d by expression mild 2006 
Of modest sweetness, touch’d with generous pride. 
So far, all thought surpassing, now beheld 

In form a hero, in his port a king, 

The royal Dane belied his image, wild 

Aud ghastly, by the hand of loose Report 

Figured amiss; whose eyes, with terror blind, 
Discern not, in whose ears the zephyr’s sigh 

Bears the loud thunder’s echo, and whose tongue 
Rests never, teeming with prolific lies. 


Much, therefore, all, and long, save one alone, 
Marvell’d ;—Elsweda, England’s Queen, at side 
Of Alfred, to her rightful seat restored ; 

While captive, Guthrun’s self before her stood ; 
Her, late his weeping thrall; nor him alone, 
But all his nation. Bland salute to him, 

Now fail’d not, tribute just of grateful smiles, 
Nor scantly shower'd, nor tardy to requite 

His pure high-minded honour, to the act 
Equal, of boasted temperance, display'd 

By Philip’s son, when Persia’s fairest dames 
In him, a youthful victor, found a son 

And brother, and Darius wept to hear ; 2028 
Or Scipio’s rival deed, or aught in camp 

Or bower achieved by knight romantic, sworn 
To lady’s love and service; then by hit, 
Sea-roving chieftain, born and nursed in storms, 
To his foe’s consort, suppliant at his feet, 

A helpless suitor to his mercy, shewn. 


Thus, calm and unabash’d, of high desert 
Conscious, King Guthrun falter’d not, in mien 
Intrepid as that Indian king, who braved 
The Macedonian’s spear, and high in fight [stamp 
Rode through his phalanx, crush’d with ponderous 
Of huge war-elephants ; nor, vanquish'd, quail’d 
Beneath the sovereign eye that awed the world. 
With unreluctant duty, in full gaze 
Of that vast concourse, he approach’d to yield 
His kneeling homage, not compulsory, 

By force tyrannic wrested, nor the price 

Of fiefs and princedoms, venal, bought and sold 
With weigh’d account and strict appointed sum 
Of revenue or service. Shame or scorn 

Within him held no part; sense mortified 

Of degradation, place subordinate, ' 

And proudest aims by fortune with success — 2041 
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Inadequate, and evil issues, crown’d : 2052 
For at her benefactor’s knees, no stain 

Of base humiliation, Gratitude 

Incurs, unseemly, or of conscious worth 

Loss or disparagement. She, lower bent, 

With more elastic reflex, higher place, 

Rising, assumes, and self-ennobled shines. 

So musing came King Guthrun, to the feet 

Of Alfred, bearing weight of grateful thought, 
That still accumulating, still appear’d 

Too light to equipoise immense excess 

Of bounty, meted with profusest hand. 2063 
But as that father, who, while yet far off, 

His son, returning penitent, beheld, 

And had compassion on him, to him ran 

And kiss’d him, falling on his neck, rejoiced 

That, dead, he lived again, und lost, was found ; 
So Alfred, from his throne, with hasty steps 
Descending, round the royal suppliant threw 

His arms paternal, kiss’d affectionate 

His cheek, and named him Child adopted, Son 
Recover’d late, and welcomed home with joy. 
Whom yet the more to honour, thus proclaim’d, 
High by his side, companion of his state, 2075 
In faith, affection, country, twain no more, 

He seated eminent; a firm ally, 

Kinsman and friend devoted, liegeman true, 

And great vicegerent, soon, nor sceptre light 
Design’d to wield, nor petty crown to wear. 


Conjunct the monarchs sate, as one, enthroned : 
Then all the people shouted. Sudden rose 
And stunning loud, the mighty outcry ; such 
As at the Isthmus, from collected Greece 
Burst forth, a nation’s voice, when in their ears 
Incredulous, Rome’s herald once again 2086 
Thunder’d his glorious tidings, liberty 
And laws to all restored. Far out at sea 
The sailor started, eyed the placid sky, 
And wonder’d; birds as by an archer’s shaft 
Transfix’d, dropp'd prone, death-stricken by the 
So loud that clamour multitudinous, [sound. 
Confounded in one deafening peal, uprose 
Stupendous, cleaving air, that far and near 
Through all its hollow vaults prolong’d the roar. 
Slow in remotest distance died away 
The long reverberations. Pause ensued 
Expectant, total; lapse of every sound 2695 
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Vacant and deep, as on the mountain side —. 2009 
Outstretch’d at noon, the shepherd boy enjoys 
Dozing, amidst his flock; when aot a cloud 
Floating above distracts his eye; no lamb 

Ts heard to bleat; amongst the grass, the lark 
Sits mute; nor faintest hum or chirp of bee 

Or insect, breaks bis solitary dream. 

Such was the silence, 80 profound, that then 
Waited ou Alfred’s accents. Nor the king 
Delay’d, but tising, for a moment’s space 

Within himself eoected stood, and spoke. —atoo 


‘‘ People of Engtand! free-born, free aguin 
I hail you! Vassal nation, mangled, chain’d, 
And mourning, heal’d and comforted, your king 
Hails you, in manacles no longer bound,. 
That wow to fragments dash’d, man’s violence 
Or fraad, shall on you rivet never more ! 
Your soil is free ! so guard it! What the griefs 
A land enslaved by hostile arms endures, 
Within our streets, amidst our fields, abroad, 
At home, upon our pillows, in our seats, 
Our fireside seats, surrounded by our wives 2120 
And young ones, fatal proof has taught us all : 
Well versed, from bad beginning to worst end, 
In that dread catalogue of woes, inscribed 
And branded, none omitted, on owr hearts, 
With impress of the conqueror’s hottest ire. 
Such is the bondsman’s portion ! Such was oars, 
With piercing horror sharpen’d, lest the chains 
That rack’d ourselves, upea our progeny, 
Heir-loom accursed, by miserable sire 
Transmitted to more wretched son, should weigh 
With increase of excruciating pangs, 
Extorting curses from our:children’s mouths 
On us, who gave them bemg; better far 2133 
Not given, but this, our lovely country, left 
Unpopulated, waste, to bird and beast 
A den and shelter; or beneath the waves 
It now surmounts so proudly, sunk at once 
With all its thousands; in the lowest bed 
.Of Ocean, whence it rose, entomb’d again.” 


He paused; forthrough the throng from end to end, 
Approving murmers ran, with clash of arms, 
Betokening prompt assent. The King resumed. 


‘*O men of England! wisely have you done : 
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Choosing, much rather for yourselves the worse, 
The better for your children; liberty 

For them, a priceless purchase, bought with blood 
Abundant by yourselves as water pour’d, 

Aud with those sacred lives! brief mortal lives, 
Immortal now; one little day’s poor breath 

Paid for a rich eternity of fame ! 

Glorious and happy they, who, losing life, 

On countless generations, happiness 

And life bestow’d, with largest usury 

Expending thus their sum of being! We, 
Mourners indeed, who yet rejoicing reap 2155 
That mighty profit; debtors, in the load 

Exulting of our obligation, vast 

Beyond repayment by ourselves or heirs. 

On us and on our heirs rest then the debt 

To latest ages; with alacrity 

Defray we the proud interest, England’s praise 
And grateful recollection, till her cliffs 

No longer, with superior scorn, repel 

The assaults of ocean, and our sons forget 

The fathers, who for them and freedom died. 
Thus, in the core of their saved country’s heart, 
As in a precious casket, inmost core 2167 
And dearest, with a more than miser’s care 

We hoard the memory of the dead. Themselves, 
Outstretch’d they lie on yonder plain, where Earth, 
Hallow’d for ever by their sainted bones, 
Expands her awful bosom to receive 

The noblest tribute yielded to her dust, 

The relics of the brave. Their sepulchre 

Beneath the turf they find, a lowly bed; 

A stone-piled mound above, with grasses deck'd, 
And with a few stray flowers ! their monument, 
This stedfast rock beneath our feet, yon hills 
Blue-gleaming in the distance, mount on mount 
Far-rising to the centre of our land ; 2180 
Itself, with all its valleys, woods, and streams, 
One Cenotaph of fame, that with their names, 
Their deeds, their death, indelibly engraved, 

Shall vouch their glory, unerased, as long 

As stand these rocks unmoved, those rivers flow. 
Nor rises in his native land alone 

The hero-patriot’s honour’d tomb, but fills, 

Broad as it is, by sea and continent 

Sunder’d, diverse in language, aod in race 

And climate wide disjunct, this peopled world. 
Such vast memorial, far diffused as air, 2191 
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And with the solid coextensive, aid 2192 
Of human fabric, though by rarest skill 

Design’d, and ftinish’d with elaborate toil, 

Asks not; diminutive, and scarce of date 
Ephemeral less, than its frail builder, man. 

Yet he upon his predecessor’s works 

Complacent looks, each mouldering trace of strength 
Or science, spared and sanctified by time ; 

And views, well pleased, the spot where sages taught, 
Where patriots conquer'd, or where martyrs died. 
Here, therefore, with such purpose, will we stamp 
Upon the hill’s steep side, as with our seal —_ 2203 
Attesting to all time the genuine site 

Of this triumphant conflict, emblem plain, 

The argent Horse, our nation's ensign, carved 
Gigantic, with incision deep intrench’d 

Through tractable or stubborn, mould or stone : 
Rude trophy! yet, if artless, durable, 

And prone to ruin least. Hither, with feet 
Devout and duteous as of pilgrims bound 

To holiest shrine, our children shall resort, 

Upon this vestige of their ancestors, 

Type of their courage and their love, to gaze 2214 
With grateful admiration. Neighbouring hinds, 
Proud of their vicinage, at annual feast 

And celebration of their rustic games, 

Shall think their pastime but unhallow’d mirth 

Till first their hands have trimm’d the odorous turf 
That overgrows its edges, and repair’d 

Time’s creeping inroads; thus to centuries 
Transmitting, year by year, for ever new 

And unimpair’d, this record of our fame.” 


So as he spoke, England’s proud banner, rear’d 
High o’er the monarch’s head in drooping folds, 
Stirr’d by fresh breezes, sweeping sudden by, 2226 
Unfurl‘d its silken tissues, rustling loud, 

And to all eyes disclosed the argent Horse, 
Free-bounding. With exulting mien the King 
Pointed to that auspicious sign, by all 

Joyfully hail’d: then pleased his theme pursues. 


‘‘Thus England’s struggleends. Sothisday bursts 
To sudden bloom, and rears its stately flower, 
Our little bud of hope, by northern storms 
Beaten, and chill’d by frosts of long delay ; 
Sere to the view, and canker’d, but by roots 
Unseen, replenish’d still with vital power. 2237 
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What land, remembering this, shall tamely yield 
Its independence, or, if lost, require 
Means to reclaim it, and secure? by us, 
And these our deeds, admonish’d, that the will 
Suffices, and that courage from itself 
Draws its own vigour, with a giant’s strength 
_ Nerving the feeble, but determined arm. 

And what is courage, but the inward sense 
Of truth and justice? spurious else, the flush 
Of pamper’d blood, or wayward fortune’s gift, 
Casual, and with its transitory cause 
Subsiding ; on a star’s eclipse, or flight 2249 
Of birds contingent, and in panic fear 
By shadows quick dissolved, or empty sounds. 
Why else befals it that the conqueror, girt 
With banded myriads, doubts and trembles still : 
Though, impious as that baffled crew, who sought 
To build themselves a tower, with top to reach 
As high as heaven, he raise his haughty pile 
Of nations heap’d on nations. Soon or late, 
He knows, arrives the date prescribed, that fills 
The measure of.his pride. Some patriot breast, 
Struck by Oppression’s iron hand, the spark 
Gives back, with flash electric, at whose touch 
The unwieldy empire, to and fro, from crown 
To base, sways ominous, asunder torn, 
And plunged at last precipitous, with crash 
That shakes thro’ all its realms the rescued world.” 


Again, a moment’s space, his earnest words 
He check’d, for on his ear thick labouring sighs 
Bursting from Guthrun’s bosom mournful fell. 
Him inly thus with deep conviction moved 
The King beheld well pleased; a cheering smile 
Benignant on him turn’d, and quick exclaim'd. 


“So warn ‘d, we shun ambition’s path; not taught 
Alone by dire example, chronicled 
In ancient time, or in some distant land 
Acted. Within our own domestic isle, 
In your own persons, and before your eyes, 
Behold the proof! together here we stand, 
The proud invaders they, how humbled now ! 
You, long the prostrate victims of their rage, 
Erect, and shining in triumphant arms: 
Clear document that Justice, though she seem 
Oft tardy iu her pace, and from her course 
Erratic, onward with exactest foot — - 2283 
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Plods ever her predestined track, and deals, 2281 
At the sure hour, her unavoided blow. 

From you, her ministers, on these, alike 

Offending and unhappy, with what force 

That stroke retributive descended, see 

_ In yon discolour’d streams, whose currents ran 
Warm late, in human veins; upon that plain 
Stack’d with the corpses of the slaughter'd foe ! 
Enough, and oh! too much, that from our hands 
Unbounded crime and outrage unprovoked 

This expiation wrested. Of our kin 2294 
Were they; from woman’s breast, like us, had drawn 
Sweet nurture ; passions, appetites, with us 

They shared in common, by their nature made 

Of happiness and virtue capable 

As he, the happiest and the best, who sighs 

Over their mangled ruins. Born in sin, 

In crime and error rear'd, slain premature, 

(Their guilt’s atonement) by a three-fold claim, 
Birth inauspicious, a polluted life, 

And felon death, they ask a human tear ! 

Such fatal consummation waits on laws, 

Religion, false and evil, framed to nurse 

Fierce lust inordinate of wealth or power ; 2807 
Not to be sought for so, or if so won, 

Soon proved the duped possessor’s deadliest bane. 
Blessed, and highly favour’d amongst men 

Are ye, my people! by a tongue divine 

Far otherwise instructed, and enjoin’d, 

Asking remission in your daily prayer 

Of all your debts, to hope it granted, sole 

On this express condition, that yourselves 

Forgive your debtors. Father! even so 

Do we implore thy pardon! In thy sight, 

Before the face of earth and heaven, these men, 
Our debtors, (in what cumulated sum 2319 
Thine angels have recorded) we forgive, 

As at the day of thy great judgment, we 

Expect, ourselves, forgiveness. To our arms, 

Our hearts, we take them, of our lands and homes 
Indwellers and participants, with rule 

Of even-handed justice ; and, supreme 

Of earthly blessings, glorious privilege ! 

Equall’d with us in knowledge, and in will 

Thy holy precepts to obey, and learn 

In spirit and in truth to worship Thee.” 


Divine emotions, struggling in his soul, 2330 
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Smother'd his fervent utterance. Every heart 
Responsive to his feelings, kindlier beat 

With sense of pity’s soft relenting throbs, 

Mix’d with deep-awed devotion. Thro’ the ranks 
The generous English each his neighbour Dane 
Seized cordial by the yielded hand, or frank 
Press’d to his honest bosom ; friendly pledge 

By the glad King with ready words approved. 


“« Compatriots now, and brothers ! sons alike 
Of one dear parent, by adoption some, 2340 
Not less than some by nature, what remains, 

O men of England, but that we, with zeal 
United, to our common mother, faint 

And bleeding, hasten, emulous to soothe 

Her anguish, fruit of our pernicious wars, 

And on her wounds to pour, as wine and oil, 

The balm of concord and fraternal love ? 

Then shall her land, now desolate, bereft 

Of those whose industry enrich’d and reap'd 

Her prompt fertility, thrive once again 

With teeming population. These, our friends 
Firm-pledged, with gather’d numbers shall supply 
Large reinforcement to the eastern plains 2353 
Of Anglia, or Northumbria’s realm, that mourns 
Its cities vacant, and neglected fields ; 

Cheering their wastes with welcome frequency 
Of peaceful denizens, by prosperous homes 
Delighted taught, how sweet to virtuous toil 

The wealth her hand produces, and the bliss 

To aid, to pity, and restore, how vast 

Beyond the mad destroyer’s selfish joy. 

A potent sceptre over these shall stretch, 

With delegated rule, our son beloved, 

Newly adopted, royal Guthrun, link’d 

Yet nearer, as I purpose, to our love 2365 
By happy nuptial tie ; but first, embraced, 

With all his peers and people, in the arms 
Maternal of our holiest church, baptized 

With water to repentance, and confirm’d 

Her duteous children by the solemn test 

Of sacramental union. To ourselves 

Affiliated thus, next, at our hands 

Emoluments and honour'd trusts await 

Each noble proselyte ; impartial laws, 

Aud equal favour, all; protection sure 

Of every right, of limb and life defence 

Or vindication, to the Dane not less 2377 
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Than Saxon granted, ample and entire.” 2378 


As when, oer nature’s face in misty gloom 
Enveloped, and by damps nocturnal chill'd, [forth, 
Warm beams of morning, bright with smiles, burst 
Uplift from earth each dew-encumber'd flower, 
And scatter lavish beauty o’er the ground ; 

So now by Alfred’s royal word contirm’d 

In all their hopes, a grateful transport glow'd 

On the fix’d features, pallid and intent, 

Of Denmark’s people: with the mien of sons 

Erect they stood before their father-King. 2338 
He with mild glance responding to their looks 

Of thankful joy, upraised his voice again. 


‘¢ Such pardon and such benefits for these, 
So late our foes, Religion, by the voice 
Of wisest policy enforced, demands, 
And such we freely grant. But what rewards 
Attend the saviours of their country ? First 
And greatest, in their conscious breasts, the sense 
Of highest duty to mankind, themselves, 
Their God, King, native land, and progeny 
Remotest, best fulfill’d. To this proud meed 
Shall gratitude, inadequate at most, 2100 
And dear affection, add to furthest bound 
Of every wish, what recompense they may ; 
Exhausting with unwearied hand, and still 
Deeming the tribute slight, each fertile source 
Whence honourable merit loves to draw 
Its just distinctions; titles, proudly worn, 
When earn’d by conscious worth; authorities, 
With dignity, and wealth of wide domains, 
Due to their deeds. To crown desert of arms, 
Rescued from war’s rude grasp, the hand of Love 
Fervent and pure, by test of dangers tried, = 2411 
And ever faithful found, shall lend its aid, 
Endowing its preservers with delight 
Domestic of unfading bliss, even yet 
Rich with some lingering fragrance of the joys 
We lost with Eden, and forerunning those 
Which good men hope to taste in heaven again.” 


Softest emotions, at his words, of love 
And happiness prefigured, thrill’d intense 
In many a warrior’s valiant heart, and beat 
Warm in the heaving bosom of the fair. 
To such enamour'd dream some moments’ space 
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Indulged, anew subjoin’d the thoughtful King. 2123 


‘‘ These pleasing duties done, by gifts profuse 
Of worthy recompence bestow’d, and rites 
Of happy nuptials, with attendant feast 
And pomp of long rejoicings, solemnized, 
Then turn we, sedulous, to public cares ; 
Throughout our kingdom building on sure base 
The frame of social union closely knit 
In all its orders, from the citizen 
Of humblest station, by just steps, to him 
Upon whose anxious forehead weighs the crown ; 
Persisting thus, till all our subjects dwell 2434 
Securely in their mansions. Time shall come, 
Nor distant, when along our public ways 
Where prowls the robber now, these hands shall place 
Bracelets of gold, and not a man be found 
So hardy as to touch the tempting prize ; 
And where, through iron bolts, with midnight force 
The bold marauder bursts, defended sole 
By Law’s unseen, but all-pervading arm, 
Slumber shall undisturb’d recline, aor care 
To close, or bar with frailest latch, the door. 2444 
Tower, then, and peopled town shall rise anew, 
Enhanced in strength and beauty, nor exposed 
Henceforward to the grasp of ruthless spoil. 
For, like a strong man arm’d, the land shall keep 
Her palace, and her goods shall be at peace. 
With wall and rampart, shall her cities gird 
Their tender sides, as youthful amazons 
Lovely, and stern in arms. Along her coasts, 
Throng squadrons, at appointed stations moor d, 
Floating like wild swans, snowy-plumed, with wings 
Expanded wide, far from her shores shall scare 
The vagrant pirate hordes. Or if, by chance, 
Baffling these naval warders, on our soil 2457 
The rash invader plants his foot, that spot 
To death or chains consigns him ; such a force, 
Wherever points the vague assault, shall meet, 
By signal quick convoked, and overwhelm 
The daring plunderers; whether, in our bays, 
Against rich ports and havens, they discharge 
Their fleet’s collected numbers, or by stealth 
Exploring through some lonely creek, the cuurse 
Of quiet inland stream, with sudden view 
Of hostile sails advancing, terrify 
The unsuspecting hamlet. Even there 
In shadiest covert and sequester’d nook 2409 
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Of solitude, sball glitter in their eyes 2470 
England’s protecting sword, by all her sons, 
Through every shire enroll’d, and register'd 

By tithing and by hundred, vigilant, 

Wielded alike, the citizen or swain. 

Thus our fair isle, amidst her waves secure, 

Shall sit, an ocean-fortress, garrison’d 

With native heroes, unassailable ; 

In outward aspect, frowning at each point 
Scornful defiance to the foe, but bright 

With sunlike smiles of happiness within!’ 2480 


He ceased, and silent seem’d awhile absorb'd 
In his own crowding thoughts. ‘The waning day 
Verged bright and softly to its calm decline. 

Far in the west magnificently piled 

In thousand varied shapes, as mountains huge 
Unmoved and massive, clouds upbuilt on clouds 
Shew’d to the fancy pinnacle or dome, 

Tall bastion’d citadels, wall'd ramparts, towers, 
And pyramids, as of some city-queen, 

Enthroned in central state. On either hand 
Far-shooting into distance, fleecy streaks, 

Tinged with uonumber’d hues, to the charm’d eye 
Presented a perspective world of lands 2498 
In purple mapp'd or gold, enamell’d isles, 

And seas of amber, spreading without shore. 

High peering through, and over all, the sun, 
Suspended in the mid horizon, blazed. 

Some space with looks upon the gorgeous shew 
Dwelling intent the monarch stood, nor less 

The admiring throng around him. Then with palms 
Outspread, and face to the clear heavens upturn’d, 
He gave his deep impassion’d accents way. 


‘‘Tmmortal structure! mighty empire ! full 
Upon my vision rises, all-complete, 2505 
Sublime in grandeur, and enchanting fair 
In beauty, with unrivall’d range vast realms 
Embracing, undiscover’d yet, and high 
Displaying to the world’s revering gaze 
Its dome-like summit, with the holy Cross, 
Thrice-famous emblem, crown’d—the edifice 
Of which this day our hands have proudly dug 
The deep foundations, and the corner-stone 
Have laid immoveable, on firmest base 
Of solid union, Piety unfeign’d, 

Eternal Justice, and, apart from these 25165 
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Found never, sacred Freedom! Blow the winds 
Against this fabric, and descend the rains 

In floods, with force and from what point they will, 
Or from all quarters of the heavens at once, 

Its soaring battlements and rock-fix'd towers 
With utmost rage assaulting, it shall stand 
Unashaken, breasting them with ease, and back 
Flinging the stormiest blast with broken wing. 
Virtue, whose ways are peace, her palace there, 
With Wisdom, shall establish, length of days 
Presenting im her right hand, in her left 

Riches and honour. Happy shallthey be = asav 
Who dwell withm it. Of their mighty name, 

Of their strong hand, and of their oatstretch'd arm, 
Men at the world’s extremes shall hear, and doubt ; 
But coming and beholding with their eyes, 

Shall find the realm’s prosperity exceeds 

The rumour which they heard. All powers of earth 
Transcending far in industry, in wealth, 
Science, and varied arts, wide o’er the seas 
A thousand sails to every clime shall waft 
The treasures of their skill. Them, in return 
All earth shall seek. Its present, every land 
Shall bring, till silver be to them as stones, —.2539 
And cedars as the sycamores. As sand 

On the sea-shore, their multitude shall be. 

Beneath his fig-tree and his vine, each man 

Shall dwell in safety all his days ; and God, 
Within whose statutes they will love to walk, 
Over that nation stretching forth his hand, 

Shall set, on all sides round about it, rest 

And peace, its garners plenteously within 

Shall fill with increase more and more, and fix 

His everlasting blessing on the land ! ” 2549 


> 


Distinct and solemn, from the mountain’s height, 
O’er that vast concourse roll’d the monarch’s words 
In deepest tones prophetic, heard with awe 
As breathless, and with credence firm received, 
Not less implicit than of those who dwelt 
Intent upon the Pythia’s foaming lips, 

With shriek and vex’d contortion, sense obscure 
Enouncing in ambiguous phrase. But she 

Fit riddles to perplex, or (worse) betray, 

Devised with inspiration false or feign’d ; 

And from her wild unearthly cries, and frame 
With strict convulsion rack’d, in horror fled 

The idol priest himself. Not so, the crowds 2562 
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Who still upon their sovereign’s heaven-raised eye 
Upgazed, and on his glowing features, bright 
With purest human passion, not unmix’d 

With touch of strain divine. He ceased. Response 
Of plaudits clamorous from hand or voice 

Was heard not, so profoundly in their thoughts 
They mused and to their hearts so closely laid 

His sage monitions. Then the King his hand 
Waved, and through all the people murmurs deep, 
With stir of separation, as the sound 

Of ocean’s surge at distance rolling, rose. 
Together mingled, every mind composed 2574 
To peace and clieerful hopes, they to their tents, 
Joyful and glad of heart, dispersing, hied ; 

With feast and sober revels there to knit 

Their union, newly leagued. Them thus refresh’d 
Swift Night, by Sleep attended, with soft wing 
Enfolded, brooding o’er that tranquil land, 

By labours of one great, heroic man, 

Valiant, and wise, and good, to happiness 
Restored, and freedom; by such virtues won, 

To them due only, and alone by them 

Secured, and to all time perpetual made ! 2535 
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